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The Long Journey of the Elves


There are many stars in the sky, and just as many tales about the elves. This is one of them:





It is the story about a small group of elves, who suddenly end up far, far away from their home. They have come to a distant and foreign place, where no one has ever heard of the Land of Elves.


Tall mountains and mighty waters block their way home, and they make enemies, who hunt them without mercy.


But nothing makes the elves give up. They will defy all dangers and obstacles to get home to the Land of Elves, where the woods are green and the springs flow with refreshing water.




One


“That’s a lot of people!” Blackberry said.


“And they are all busy buying or selling,” his big sister, Coltsfoot, said.


Along with their friends, they walked along the dockside of a port town. There were people and life everywhere. The fishermen sold herring and salmon from their boats. Ships were unloaded, and barrels and sacks were taken to shore. In front of all the houses, there were booths with different items: Pots and pans, ropes and tar, clothes and shoes, flour and spices and dried fruit.


“Yes, there’s plenty here to spend your money on,” Knight Blackthorn said. “I have never seen this many wares in one place before.”


Morel and Anemone walked hand in hand. They were a couple now.


“If there is a booth with jewelry, I want to give you a bracelet,” he said.


“Then I hope we find one,” she smiled.


“And I hope we find a ship that can sail us home,” Coltsfoot said.


She went over to the nearest ship by the dock. A man stood on the deck, counting some sacks.


“Are you the owner of this ship?” Coltsfoot asked.


“Yes, I am the captain of the Seahorse,” the man answered. “Why do you ask?”


“I want to ask if you can sail us to the Land of Elves,” she said.


“Elves? Who are they?” he asked.


“People like us,” she explained and pointed to the other three. “We live somewhere across the ocean.”


The captain looked at them in surprise.


“That sounds unbelievable,” he said. “It is said that the ocean is endless. I have never heard that there was supposed to be land on the other side.”


“But I have,” an old sailor said. He sat on the deck, mending a sail.


“What are you saying, Sculpin?” the captain asked.


Sculpin got up and came closer.


“Many years ago, I went on a long voyage with a big merchant ship,” he told them. “I was only a boy back then. A powerful storm knocked us off the course and the ship drifted towards the east. In the end, we had to seek cover by a group of islands far out at sea. None of us had ever heard of them before. The natives called them the Nutmeg Islands.


It turned out to be a blessing in disguise. The islanders were very happy to buy the goods we had on board. They paid us with costly spices. The cargo was worth its weight in gold when we returned.”


“What a deal!” the captain exclaimed.


“But what about the Land of Elves?” Coltsfoot asked.


“It’s coming now,” Sculpin said. “While we were there, on the island, a boat with fishermen came in. Winds and currents had led them astray. They came from a place even further east. They had the same pointy ears as you do. I remember them very clearly. And they called themselves elves.”
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