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Foreword

Who believes in elves? In these small creatures of nature who, busy at work in nature, are actually invisible to us humans? There are groups of people who even build small homes for the delicate creatures with their delicate wings and spread them out in the forests.

In Iceland, Scotland and Ireland, belief in Mother Nature's little helpers is as normal as daily bread, and in Iceland there is even an official elf representative! Elves... who glitter in the moonlight at night, performing their dances, celebrating and giggling like little children. If you go into the forest, hide and be very quiet, you might be lucky enough to spot one or two of them. And some people have their own story to tell about such encounters.

The elves always want to experience something, and the reason for this is not just their thirst for adventure. Every evening the elves sit together and tell their stories, so that the adventures they have experienced are preserved in the memories of the other elves. This makes them unforgettable and therefore immortal. Sometimes their queen comes to visit, simply sits down and takes part in this beautiful tradition.

Exciting adventures, tragic events or funny things: the elves have a lot to tell. For example, about the world's first elf, the adventures of the brave VESE elves, the creation of an elf tribe or their many other great experiences.

These are by no means pink elves from the glitter world who prevent the impending end of the world with a quick wave of their magic wand, but rather those who look after nature; who watch people shaking their heads; who have their tasks and have to abide by certain rules; who have their own beliefs and can explain esotericism and spirituality in just three sentences.

The elves have their everyday lives, are curious and playful - although their games sometimes also mess up the human world a little.

A trip into their world is not a long journey, but only a few steps away: to the nearest forest, to the nearest meadow or simply to the little flower by the side of the road.

Now immerse yourself in the big world of the little elves.




1
 The Elves

One day, as I was sitting at my desk, a small elf landed on my left shoulder. I was started at first. But when I saw that it was some kind of 'flying girl,' I asked in amazement:

"So, what are you?"

The little creature sat down, flapped its wings a bit, looked at me with its button eyes, and answered:

"I'm an elf! I'm Starly! And I want you to write down my experiences, okay?"

Then it pointed toward my computer monitor and shouted loudly:

"That's where you should write it!"

Then it stood up, fidgeting excitedly and hopping on the sPotty with its tiny feet. Delighted, I replied with a smile on my lips:

"I should know your stories!"

"I'll tell you," she said in a determined tone, holding onto my earlobe and adding:

"I'll stay here! I'll tell you, and you write! And then the next day I'll come back, and you keep writing! And again, the next day..."

I stopped her talking and said:

"Yes, and again and again?!"

"Yes!" she said firmly, nodding eagerly.

"Well, I'm curious! And when should we start?" I asked.

She looked at me somewhat astonished and said pedantically, her small hands clenched into fists and on her hips:

"Right away! Yes, when else? Start, ya ya?"

I couldn't help but smile more and more, immediately took the little elf to my heart, and couldn't help but start my computer and start writing. And then she started to tell me.

Sometimes I had to slow her down a bit, because she was talking very animatedly and seemed to enjoy enhancing what she said with gestures. Sometimes she hopped around, other times she flew in a small circle or drew her little sword and waved it wildly. I was really looking forward to writing Starly's stories after getting to know this wonderful little creature. She made me laugh, smile, and marvel, and sometimes Starly made me think a little.

When we were finally finished—she with the storytelling and fidgeting, and I with writing her stories—I looked at little Starly, who was dancing happily on my left shoulder.

"Well, is that all right with you?" I asked.

"Yeeeees!" she answered, jumping excitedly on the spot. "And lots and lots of humans and elves will read it! That's the greatest thing an elf could wish for. Did you know that?"

I looked at Starly and said:

"Of course, I know that now. And many other people will know it too."

She looked at me with her beady eyes and said:

"And how I can fight? Huh! And ha! I'll hit you..."

"All right," I interrupted with a grin. "Yes, everyone will know that soon too. You're an elite fighting elf!"

"Oh, yeah!" She nodded eagerly. Then she looked at my monitor, lost in thought.

Starly lives in a tribe of elves, together with three other elves and one male elf: their names are Potty, Flory, Bunny, and Peter...

From a distance, their fur looks like a tight-fitting pantsuit with a cleavage, leaving their hands and face exposed. Their tails are as thick as their thumbs and fully movable, covered in fluffy fur, reach down to the backs of their knees, and have a flattened, oval end. They use this, among other things, as a rudder when flying or sometimes as a strong whip.

The elves wear wide belts. Attached to these are various bags and tools for their respective uses. However, one of the bags always contains fairy dust, which they use as follows: They throw a pinch of it into the air, think of an object they need at the moment, and the dust magically transforms into that object.

Whether as a bow and arrow, as a light source, or even to make themselves invisible: with their magic powder, the elves can do anything. It even serves as a kind of accelerator for flight. However, depending on how the fairy dust is used, the spell has a time limit. As a result, the elves don't use the dust often.

* * *

"Starly! Starly! Staaarly!" call three little elves. They are standing in front of a flower that is very large for them, with its yellow petals forming a large ball on its tall stem. No one really knows where this flower comes from or what it is called.

But Starly has just discovered this flower as a place to sleep for the night and has made it hers.

Starly has just discovered this flower as her bed for the night and has made it hers.

„Starly! Starly! Staaarly!“ the elves call again in unison for their sister. Then, yawning, the little elf Starly awakens in her blossom. She lets the flower open, and the petals, just a moment ago a protective shelter, bend into a rounded surface.

Star sits up and looks at her sisters.

"Good morning, my dears!" she calls to them.

"Good morning, Starly, you sleepyhead!" the elves Potty, Flory, and Bunny answer with laughter.

"Come and have breakfast, Starly!" calls Potty, turning toward the little elf dwelling and running ahead with Bunny and Flory.

"I'm coming," answers Starly, yawning again. She flies down from her blossom and follows her three sisters, still a bit sleepy and stumbling.

The elf house stands at the edge of the forest in front of the large meadow, camouflaged with earth and grass. Seen from above, one might assume it to be a small mound of earth, about one square meter in size. However, this mound is open to the forest, and in this wave-shaped opening, one can see a wooden door and, to the right, a window.

As the three elves enter, a delicate scent of flower tea wafts around their noses. Potty goes straight into the open kitchen to the iron stove. The other elves go to the large table, just to the right of the entrance. For breakfast, there is bread, butter, and eggs.

The spacious room serves as a lounge, dining room, and meeting room for the elves.

The next room beyond is the bedroom, although Starly prefers to sleep in her bloom. She can also be more vigilant outside in case of imminent danger. She is a light sleeper, but the longest of the four elves.

A spacious wooden bench stands against the right wall of the room, with enough room for everyone. It is softly upholstered in thick, orange fabric. All the walls in the house are made of oak, as is most of the furniture. Peter did all the carpentry.

Six chairs are set around the set table. The sixth place at the table is reserved for visitors. The elves sometimes receive visitors from their queen, Fee.

After breakfast, Starly and Potty fly to the farmer and look for gifts. They find two eggs and some vegetables. On the way home, they are flying high above the bushes at the edge of the forest when Potty accidentally drops a carrot. Potty lands on the ground to pick it up. At that moment, Starly's antennae begin to vibrate, and the ends light up. Suddenly, an evil troll jumps out of the nearby ferns, straight toward Potty. An ugly fellow. He is almost twice the size of the elves and fat, with round, protruding ears; gray eyes under a broad, swollen forehead; a bulbous nose; a prominent chin; dirty hands with only three fingers and the thumb each.

He's wearing a colorful wool hat hanging down to his ears, a thick gray-yellow sweater with a turtleneck that reaches down to his chin, and blue pants with huge, dirty, smelly feet underneath.

Potty cries out in shock:

"Waaah! Starly, help me!" and drops her egg in shock, breaking it and spilling out. As the troll tries to lunge at Potty with outstretched arms, it suddenly goes:

"Zzzzzzzzzzzt... stack! Stack! Stack!"

The troll is hit by three tiny arrows. Glittering bluish, two of them pierce his right hand and one his left arm. He cries out loudly:

"What is this? Who dares to sting me? This hurts so much! I'm nasty, you'll regret this, elf! Youuu!"

But he can't speak any further, his voice resembling a rusty watering can.

Starly throws her silver, glittering bow, hastily made from pixie dust, into the forest. There, it immediately lands on the ground and transforms into a glittering star: Starly's trademark. She tosses the egg onto a patch of soft moss.

Then she dives down, landing on the troll's neck and knocking him over! The troll falls forward. Starly is now sitting on his back and calls out loudly:

"Are you getting nasty??? Nasty? I'm not getting nasty, I'm getting angry! Really angry!"

Her eyes narrow into flashing slits. The corners of her mouth curl wide, and she bares her dangerous fangs.

And then she bites down hard, right on the troll's neck! He immediately cries out loudly:

"Aahhh, that hurts so much! Stop!"

And Starly exclaims at the same time:

"Ugh! Yuck, and three times yuck! That tastes disgusting," and grimaces.

The troll takes his chance when Starly exclaims her displeasure to shake her off his back. He stands up and is about to attack Potty again, who retreats a few steps.

Then he feels something cold against his thick, short neck:

Starly's sword! She says to him, hissing threateningly and holding him from behind:

"You! One peep, one move, and your life is forfeit. I'll finish you off, all right?"

The troll senses the seriousness of Starly's words, which she underscores with a firm grip and the sword at his throat. Then he speaks:

"Who are you? Elf, by name, who threatens me, Troll Adalbert, with death? I can laugh in a heartbeat, you'll see how I catch you two!"

Starly, standing on a stone behind the troll, speaks softly and growlingly into his left ear:

"Starly, I'm called. The best fighting elf in the whole land! A good swordsman."

The troll Adalbert almost freezes when he hears her name and says, trembling:

"Starly? Why only me, poor troll, should I get caught in your pants? I'm scared shitless!?"

Starly laughs out loud:

"Hahaha! Surrender now, or the blade will rip through your

throat!"

The troll raises his arms, which are aching more and more from the small arrows.

"What's wrong with my limbs, this terrible pain? It's getting

worse."

Meanwhile, Potty walks a little way into the forest to retrieve the second egg that Starly had dropped from the soft moss.

She needed to have her hands free for the attack.

Meanwhile, Starly answers the troll:

"Poisoned! Deadly! My arrows are soaked in troll poison!"

She giggles to herself. What she's telling him isn't true. She didn't mean to kill him.

Which she would have done immediately if the troll had harmed Potty. But trolls are clumsy.

Despite many attacks in the past, no troll had ever been able to do anything truly horrible to an elf. But elves have always had to be on their guard. It's never entirely safe for them to encounter a malicious troll. Elves would gladly capture such trolls and then, out of sheer laziness, make them their servants.

Starly persuades the troll:

"Will you surrender? Then I'll give you the antidote. If you don't surrender, you'll die! But not from my poison, but from my blade. That's faster, right?"

The troll doesn't think twice. He says meekly:

"So, I surrender to you, strongest warrior of the elves. Being defeated by you shall not bend my pride. So, I ask you to inject the antidote into my veins. Tell me, what is the poison called?"

Starly lets go of him and runs to Potty. Then she turns around, looks at Troll Adalbert, and takes a pinch of pixie dust. She throws it, waving it upwards with her right hand, in a semicircle into the air. And because she wills it, a bow and arrow form from it. The arrow now glitters reddish, while the bow appears to consist only of silver glitter. She aims at the frightened troll and calls out to him:

"Ég er álfur! Nafn mitt er stjarna! The antidote. For this, disappear, never let me see you again!"

The troll answers trembling:

"I will, I swear!"

"Pah, swear!" cries Starly and releases the arrow.

"Zzzzzzzzzzzzt! Stack," it lands in the troll's fat belly.

The troll immediately cries out, grumbling loudly and rubbing his belly:

"Arrrrrgg! Oh, pain again, tormenting me!"

"It'll only burn a little, then it'll itch, then it'll heal. In four

days!" Starly calls out, laughing.

Then the two elves hurry and see Adalbert sink to his knees, whining in pain. They collect the undamaged egg and the vegetables. Then they both stand, slightly bent forward, and spread their wings, moving their tails like little oars. They set their wings in motion and fly home.

"You're very late!" Flory calls out to them from afar, waving.

The two land in front of their home. Flory continues, somewhat worried:

"Has something happened? What did you experience on the way?"

Starly answers with a smile:

"Flory, we'll tell it tonight at the table."

Flory is happy. Because every time the elves have eaten dinner, they tell each other the most wonderful stories and recount what they've experienced.

They continue this tradition to this day. They also tell each other stories about elves from times gone by. This is an honor for deceased elves and thus makes them immortal for all time!




2
 The Big Book of Elves: The Mission

„Starly! Starly! Staaarly!“ three little elves call the next morning, dancing in front of Starly's large flower.

„Starly! Starly! Staaarly!“the elves call again in unison.

Then Starly wakes up and lets the flower open. The petals bend into a rounded surface. Starly sits up and looks down.

"Good morning, dear sisters!" she calls to them.

"Good morning, Starly, you sleepyhead!" the three reply, laughing.

Starly stands up, stretches, and yawns. Then she shakes herself, spreads her wings, wags her tail, and begins her short flight down to the others.

The elves hug each other. They are happy to see each other every day. Afterwards, they go to their house together to have breakfast.

The sun shines through the small window into the elf house.

The four sisters sit down at the lavishly laid breakfast table, two on each side. Starly sits next to Potty, and Flory and Bunny sit opposite her, with their backs to the door. Starly always sits so she has a view of the door and almost the entire room. They eat what Potty has served them and drink flower tea with it. A piece of rose petal is also placed next to the wooden plate for each of them. Rose petals are a delight for them, especially those from red bush roses.

"I forgot something," says Potty. "I still have some honey.

Would you like some? Then I'll get it."

"Oh, yeah," reply Starly and Flory. Bunny thinks for a moment and says:

"Oh no, not for me today; thank you."

Potty gets up and fetches a wooden bowl filled with the fine forest honey. She places it on the table and sits down again.

Starly asks:

"Where did you get it?" and looks at Potty. She answers with a smile:

"Peter brought it."

"Peter?" asks Starly, surprised.

"Yes," replies Potty, laughing. "Our man for everything!"

Starly continues:

"When was he here? And where is he now?"

Flory says:

"Peter, haha, the shyest elf I know."

Starly says, turning to her:

"Peter is really sweet, he would do anything for us."

But she can't help but smile...

"Yeah, it's okay, I know. Still, haha..." Flory replies with an infectious giggle.

Bunny immediately adds a repeated "Haha" and grins at Flory.

Potty looks at the two giggling elves and says:

"Don't be like that. He gives us honey. Well, he is a bit special,

hehehe," and looks at Starly.

She has just had her mouth full, but she can't help laughing.

She almost chokes, holding her left hand to her mouth. The other three burst out laughing. Suddenly, there's a knock at her door! Potty calls out, laughing:

"Come in!"

The door opens, and Peter comes in, saying cheerfully:

"Good morning, my dears!"

The elves laugh out loud again and look at each other, turn to Peter, and call out in unison:

"Good morning, Peter!"

"And thank you for the honey," adds Starly.

"Do you like it, yes?" asks Peter, looking around happily. Then he looks at Starly and continues with a shy undertone:

"Oh, Starly, I'd like to ask you, could I have some fairy dust?"

He clasped all four hands in front of his chest and nervously played with his fingers.

Starly looks at him and says:

"Fairy dust? I have to go to the forest today to gather ingredients. We don't have much left. But I can give you a little bit, okay? Don't you have any left?"

Peter smiles at her and thanks her:

"That's very kind of you, thank you very much, Starly."

"Now sit down," says Potty to Peter. "Don't just stand there, have breakfast with us!"

"Of course," replies Peter and quickly sits down at the head of the table. Potty gets up and gets dishes and cutlery for him, putting them in front of him.

After everyone has eaten their fill, Starly gets up, takes a small leather bag, and fills it with fairy dust. Peter looks at her, smiles, and says:

"You can also add a little fee dust." Starly looks at Peter and asks:

"Fee dust?" She raises an eyebrow and continues:

"What do you need fee dust for? You'll have to ask Fee. I can't just give it to you, you know that." She looks at him expectantly.

Then Bunny adds, laughing at Peter:

"Fee dust is only for elves like us and not for you!"

"Ha, ha, how strange!" says Peter, somewhat contrite.

"Or for big fees!" suddenly everyone hears a smoky yet warm voice, and the room miraculously lights up.

"Fee!" they all shout enthusiastically in unison.

"Good morning, my dear elves, and Mr. Elf!" replies Fee with a smile.

"How are you, my children?" she asks the group.

"Good morning, dear Fee! Good, thank you," replies the elves.

Fee stands at the table, looks at her little helpers in turn, smiling benevolently and nodding each time. Starly and Peter are standing at the front, the three other elves are still sitting at the table. Potty smiles at Fee:

"So, sit down and eat with us. There's still something left."

She points to the empty seat. Fee looks at her and replies:

"No, thank you, I've already had breakfast, my dear Potty.

Another time, please. Your cooking skills are unbeatable."

Potty laughs happily, because that was a very nice compliment for her. Then Fee, looking around again, continues. Her voice seems a bit more assertive, but still very friendly:

"I've come because I have a special task for you."

The elves look at Fee expectantly. They like to perform special tasks alongside their everyday duties.

"There's a book," Fee continues. "The Big Book of Elves! It contains many drawings that represent us. There are also sayings and advice, as well as a cry for help for people who need our help."

The elves look at Fee with wide eyes, then Peter asks:

"For humans? Why for humans?"

Fee answers:

"Because it's important that people believe in us. Especially children, they are the adults of the future. As long as there are people who believe in us, we will all live side by side in peace."

Becoming thoughtful, she looks at the table and continues a little more quietly:

"Many of the people think the world belongs to them alone.

They clear forests, build their huge houses, and pay little attention to the flora and fauna."

She looks at Flory and Bunny and continues her remarks emphatically:

"It's important," she emphasizes, "that there are still people who are close to nature and who defend themselves against people who only destroy for the sake of greed, power, and money. Money plays a big role. It has its own flowing energy that sweeps many people away."

She pauses briefly for a moment, then continues, a little more calmly:

"Among those close to nature are, for example, farmers, nature and animal conservationists, and other people who simply believe in natural beings. In elves, trolls, and the like."

"Pah!" says Potty disparagingly. "Trolls!"

Fee looks at her, tilts her head slightly to the left, and says:

"Yes, trolls! There are many more kind trolls than bad ones.

Well, whatever..."

Then she looks around again and continues:

"We will try to help these people if they really need us." She strokes the table with her left index finger and says:

"We are present at their ceremonies, for example, when they hold natural weddings or similar events. We often let them feel our presence; we even show ourselves sometimes. As in Iceland, Scotland, and Ireland. We also help them with sowing, with tending, and sometimes we even protect them from evil spirits. Although we rarely can or may intervene directly, we can only provide support. But our mere presence is often enough to drive away other creatures. Although, if we really want to...”

Fee remembers past relief missions in which her elves intervened directly on the spot. They fought mercilessly and confidently to their victory. Then Starly interrupts her thoughts and says loudly:

“Old hat. So, and?”

“Don’t be stubborn, Starly,” Fee admonishes her, looking at her reproachfully. “I’m going to explain something to you!” “Sorry,” Starly says meekly, lowering her gaze. Potty asks:

“And what’s up with the book?” and looks expectantly at Fee, thoughtfully playing with her fingers around her mouth.

Flory suddenly beams and exclaims:

“That’s sure to be an adventure!” This sentence gives all the elves a little jolt and creates a certain sparkle in their eyes, and they all repeat the word: “Adventure!” Starly becomes more and more excited and calls out loudly:

"Yes! Adventure! Whoa! Ha! Against trolls, evil spirits!" She waves her hands wildly as if she had her sword in them.

"Come here, you! I'll finish you off! I'll hit you..."

But then Fee interrupts her, laughing:

"Starly! Calm down! I know you'd love to go right away and fight everything that stands in your way." The other elves laugh loudly. Starly's eyes sparkle, almost glowing with the desire for adventure.

"Yeeeeees!" she says in a fiery voice. "Smack! And slap! And there! And another one!"

Suddenly, in her overzealousness, she draws her sword and fights a small, empty wooden vase that's on the cupboard to the left behind the door. She aims her sword at the vase and begins a dogfight, swinging over her head, under her legs, and circling. Her experience and skill are evident. Then she darts forward and:

"Zack! And zack!" she shouts loudly, while the others watch her laughing, and even Fee can't suppress a grin. Skillfully wielding her sword, she cuts the vase into four pieces. Potty jumps up and calls out loudly to Starly:

"Yes, thank you! The beautiful vase!"

"Oooh," Starly grows meek. "I... I just wanted to, so... Peter will fix it, right?"

Then she laughs again.

Peter looks questioningly at Starly, then smiles at Potty and nods:

"I'll make you a new vase, Potty!"

"Yes, of course," she replies. "So Starly has a new target!" She laughs out loud, and everyone joins in.

Then Starly looks at Fee and says:

"Peter wants fee dust! Can I give him some? He's an elf, after all!"

"Snitch!" whispers Flory. Everyone giggles.

Peter looks at Starly, who is just sheathing her sword, and then attentively at Fee, hoping for a positive answer.

"What do you need fee dust for, Peter?" Fee asks eagerly.

"I... need to fix something," he answers somewhat quietly, almost sadly, and looks embarrassedly at the table. Fee leans toward Peter, puts her left index finger under his chin, and pushes his head up. She speaks to him urgently:

"Look at me! What do you need fee dust for?"

Peter looks into Fee's face and immediately becomes a little embarrassed, because her beautiful eyes captivate him, even when they are looking at him very sternly. He stammers:

"I, well, I, I did something wrong, and pixie dust doesn't work, and I thought..." He taps his hips nervously with all four hands. Fee looks deep into his eyes, tilting her head to the left and then to the right, and asks calmly but demandingly:

"Peter! What have you done? What's broken? It's very important for everyone that there are no secrets between us! Fee dust is dangerous! Do you understand that?"

The elves look expectantly at Peter and Fee. Peter grimaces, sadness visibly overcoming him. He slowly unfolds his wings, and Fee and the elves see that he's torn his lower right wing!

"Oh dear!" the elves chorus, and Fee looks at him with wide eyes.

"Ouh, Peter, what have you done?" she asks worriedly. And Peter answers sadly:

"I went outside this morning to get some honey for you from the beekeeper. He put a little bit on the table on his patio. I landed on the table and made a mistake by not folding my wings right away. I happily grabbed the honey and slipped!"

The elves listen, murmuring. Potty sympathetically holds her right hand to her mouth, and an "Oh dear!" escapes her.

Meanwhile, Fee takes a closer look at the grand piano.

"Because I was standing too close to the edge of the table,"

Peter continues, "I couldn't find my footing and fell off. As I fell, I hastily spread my wings, but it was already too late. And I fell onto the right wing! Now I thought I'd put a little fairy dust on it and my wing would heal. Fairy dust helps, but not for long..."

Fee looks at Peter somewhat sympathetically. But there is also doubt in her voice as she says to him:

"Oh, you're doing things, you unlucky little devil. Fairy dust certainly helps, I just don't understand, why not for you? Let me take a look. Starly?"

Fee looks at Starly. She immediately understands her look and hands Fee a pinch of fairy dust. Fee scatters it through the air in a circular motion, directly in front of Peter's torn wing. The dust begins to glitter. First golden, then silver, then greenish. It circles in the air as if driven by a ghost, then changes color to a luminous snow-white. Then it spirals, and the tip of the spiral heads directly toward the damaged wing, seemingly drilling deep into the delicate wing. The wing begins to glow, the tear closes, and after just a few seconds, no trace of the damage is visible. The elves watch in awe, beginning to applaud excitedly and joyfully. They have witnessed the miracle of pixie dust thousands of times, and yet it is always a fascinating event when the dust accomplishes something.

Peter looks at his wing and begins to flutter. It's functioning again, healed! He can't help but weep tears of joy as he looks at Fee:

"Thank you so much, dear Fee!" he says, kneeling before his queen.

Fee smiles at Peter, then looks into his face and asks:

"All right, dear Peter, everything is fine! But what did you do wrong? I wonder why it didn't work for you?"

Starly calls out to him:

"Still have a lot to learn, right?" and laughs. The other elves look at each other, giggling and nodding eagerly.

"Yes," says Peter, still on his knees and looking at Starly.

"You're right!"

Then Flory calls out to him:

"That's what happens when you don't concentrate properly!"

and rolls her eyes, first briefly squinting, then in a circle, sticking out her tongue.

Starly sees Flory's funny grimace, grins, then giggles, and Bunny starts laughing! Then Fee, infected by the elves' laughter and giggles, says to Peter:

"Well, Peter, you know, Flory isn't entirely wrong. You know how it works! Concentrate very precisely on what you want, and then...!"

"Yes, Fee, I know," Peter replies. "And maybe I wasn't fully focused. Sorry, and thank you for everything!"

"Everything is fine," Fee concludes. "Now rise!"

Peter stands up, following his queen's words. Then Fee turns to all the elves and, in a commanding yet no less loving tone, speaks:

"So, my children. Now for your tasks: First, Potty will get eggs and vegetables from the farmer. Whatever is ready. Bunny, you will help her! And Starly," Fee looks at Starly, "you will accompany the two of them and protect them. After that, I want you to go into the forest with Flory and gather ingredients for fee dust. You will need a lot of it."

"Need?" Potty interrupts questioningly, and the elves look expectantly at Fee.

"Yes, need!" Fee continues. "You will look for the book. All four of you. And Peter?" looking at Peter. "You will guard this house. I'm counting on you!"

"I, watch over it, yes, I will!"

Pride is evident in his voice, as he has just received an assignment from Fee that requires great trust!

"You have proven yourself many times in the past!" Fee continues. Then she laughs and continues:

"Even if you're the shyest elf in the world."

Peter grins and then answers ambitiously:

"Fee, I'll do my best! Well, I am a little shy, I guess. And I'm still grateful."

Even though the elves often tease him, he knows they never really mean any harm. Quite the opposite, they all love each other. The fact that he's allowed to look after their little house again is an honor for the loyal elf Peter.

"Adventure, yes, yes?" Starly interrupts Fee in her thoughts.

"When? Tell me!"

Jumping with joy, Starly can hardly contain herself.

Fee looks around, looking each elf in the eye.

"Children," she says with a serious expression. "I want safety first. As always!"

"You don't have to tell us that," Starly replies. "Don't worry!"

She laughs and waves her hand dismissively.

"Starly!" says Fee. "I know that! But I still emphasize that you mustn't be careless for a moment!"

The elves answer in unison as usual:

"Yes, Fee, we'll take care of ourselves!"

Fee smiles and says to Starly:

"If necessary, you can take on human form. Is there still enough fee dust for that?"

"Yes, Fee!" replies Star. "We still have plenty of fairy dust and fee dust."

"Okay, and you know," adds Fee admonishingly, with a hint of concern in her voice. "You can only take on human form for a maximum of forty-eight hours. After that, you absolutely have to transform back! I don't want to lose any of you."

"You won't lose us," says Flory.

"Yes, exactly, we've already had so many adventures," adds Bunny.

Fee looks at the two of them:

"Of course you do," and smiles knowingly. These four elves are a well-coordinated team. The only other purely elite elf tribes are found in Australia, one in Japan, one somewhere in America, and, of course, Ireland, Iceland, and Scotland. In some countries, the elf tribes are even larger than four elves, depending on the need. In the rainforest, for example, the number of elves per tribe is eighty.

Fee continues:

"You'll set off tomorrow morning, right after breakfast.

Apparently, the book is in an abandoned farm. It's already partially dilapidated. You have to head west. Unfortunately, I can't tell you exactly where the book is. You'll have to look for it! I still have a lot to do myself, so please only call me in an emergency. As soon as you have the book, bring it here."

Starly asks:

"How big is the book? What does it look like?"

"It's," Fee replies, "a little larger than the human books you know. Not very thick, though. It has a brown cover, and the inscription, or rather the title, reads: The Big Book of Elves! Do you have any other questions?"

"No," "Nope," "No," "No," the four elves answer in turn, laughing cheekily.

"And no," Peter adds, laughing along.

"Now I'm leaving you! I'm meeting Mother Nature," says Fee, striding to the door and turning around again.

"See you soon!""Yes, see you soon, Fee!" replies the chorus of elves.




3
 The Key

Fee goes out and closes the door from the outside. Then the elves set off to fulfill their duties.

Bunny, Potty, and Starly go outside, bend slightly forward, and unfold their wings. Delicate, yet also wonderfully majestic, their wings rise up. Transparent white, crisscrossed with hundreds of fine veins and slightly reinforced around the edges. Then the three begin to wag their tails, as if a pilot were checking the steering flaps, then the landing flaps for proper operation. They move their whip-like tail extensions up and down, as well as left and right. They do this with fine motor skills, yet with great power. When the elves defend themselves against enemies with their tails and strike, those who receive their whiplash have nothing to laugh about. Some elves can even cut through a thick grove as thick as an arm with a single blow. The elves' wings begin to flutter, and Starly takes to the skies first. She spins in the air and looks around for any threat.

Only when she signals with looks and gestures that everything is okay do the other two elves follow. Flying halfway up the tree, they move through the forest toward the farm. They skillfully dodge trees and tall bushes. Potty even does a loop here and there, and everyone laughs and giggles with joy.

Flying is a lot of fun for them!

Arriving at the farm, they first fly at a safe distance around the usual spot where the farmer and his family usually leave their gifts to thank the elves. The sisters discover two eggs, various vegetables, and some meat. But today there is so much vegetables that they decide not to take the meat.

They fly slowly and carefully toward the gifts. These are stored, protected from animals, in a small enclosure directly behind the barn, on a small white blanket. Potty lands first, takes an egg and some more vegetables, as much as she can carry. It isn't easy, because a chicken egg is sometimes half the size of an elf. Then Bunny lands. She takes as many vegetables as she can carry. The two eagerly flap their wings, then immediately take off again, and fly high up to Starly. She, in turn, lands on the spot and takes the second egg. She, too, takes off again immediately, while her sisters keep a careful lookout. Suddenly Starly stops her flight halfway up. She sees something lying at the edge of the gate and lands again!

"What do you see there, Starly?" Potty calls out to her in amazement.

"Wow, chocolate! It's a piece of chocolate!" Bunny exclaims.

"Dark chocolate! Yes... Yum," she rejoices.

Starly replies:

"Not only that. There's something shiny and sparkly lying there, I want to take a closer look!"

She picks up the piece of chocolate and sets it aside, because something is sticking out of the ground next to it. She pulls eagerly at it. It's metallic, and a small key emerges! It looks like it belongs to a cupboard or maybe a chest. Maybe a treasure chest? Starly is happy and hops on the spot, then Bunny and Potty call out to her:

"What have you found there?"

"A key to a treasure chest," she answers enthusiastically! And hangs the key on her belt. It dangles heavily from her.

"It's a bit annoying, but it'll be fine," she mutters to herself.

Then she picks up the other things.

She deftly holds the egg between her arms and the chocolate in her left hand. Then she takes off again, happy to have found something special.

"Hurray, chocolate!" Potty exclaims happily. "I can make us a wonderful dessert with that."

"Yes, delicious!" Bunny also rejoices, looking at the key on Starly's belt. "But I wonder what kind of key that is?"

The three fly back to their little house, excited about their gifts.

Potty immediately fills the pantry and begins preparing lunch.

And, of course, the dessert: the chocolate. Dark chocolate, how delicious! Elves prefer it to white chocolate because of its higher cocoa content.

At the same time, Bunny goes about her duties, looking out for animals that are either injured or need other help. However, she never strays far from her home. All elves should be able to reach their homes within a few minutes in an emergency.

Unless they have special tasks to perform—which isn't uncommon with our four elves.

Meanwhile, Starly puts the key next to the door to clean later.

In the evening, she and her sisters will guess what it could be for. That's sure to be a fun game. Now she sets off again to gather ingredients for the pixie dust with Flory. Afterward, she will go to the small elf laboratory to make the mysterious elixir; let it dry and then grind it into fine powder.

Around midday, Flory and Starly return fully loaded, and Peter, who is standing in front of the elf house, calls out to them:

"Woooo! That'll make a lot of fairy dust!"

"Yeeees," Starly replies, laughing. She prepares to land and folds her wings.

Starly and Flory immediately set off to take care of the herbs and root pieces.

They also take some tobacco from the pantry. After lunch, Starly will make the powder the elves need. Once finished, it doesn't look quite as one would imagine: dark, grayish-green, and dull. It only begins to glitter in every imaginable color when an elf takes a pinch of it in her hands to do something with it. This is how the magic begins:

She mentally imagines what she wants, concentrates on it, and then throws the pixie dust into the air with a very specific hand movement. Depending on the elf's wishes, the dust glitters in a specific color. Thrown behind her on her wings during flight, it even gives the elf greater speed.

For humans, however, handling pixie dust would be virtually impossible. After all, who can clear their minds completely in such a short time to use the dust properly?

"Food, my dears!" calls Potty loudly.

She sets the lunch table, lovingly decorating it with a few small flowers, and places a small, colorful placemat at each of the five places. Along with a plate, fork, spoon, and drinking cup, she places a large crystal carafe filled with the finest nectar in the center of the table. Peter and the Bunny come through the door, excited about the delicious food, the aroma wafting around their noses. They immediately sit down in their usual places, and Starly comes out of the lab with Flory from behind. Starly licks her lips, holds her nose up, sniffing, and says:

"Mmmmh... food... yum... how delicious that smells!"

"Oh, yes!" says Flory. Potty hands out the food, and Peter gets up to take the carafe and pour everyone a drink. There are scrambled eggs with vegetables, and for dessert, something very special: mousse! To make this, Potty chopped rose petals into small pieces, added the chocolate, mixed well, and mashed everything into a paste. Then she folded in the cream and whipped everything together until light and fluffy.

As a decoration, she placed a small piece of rose petal in the shape of a heart on top. The elves are all delighted when they see how much effort Potty puts into making it for them every day.

When all the plates and cups are filled, Potty also sits down at the table. Everyone thanks her and starts eating.

Bunny looks at Flory and whispers:

"Is there a lot?" and then dips her spoon into the plate.

"A lot of what?" Flory answers in surprise and looks at Bunny.

"Well, fairy dust!" says Bunny, licking her spoon. Flory begins to smile, then Bunny looks up and smiles back.

"Yes, I think so," says Flory, suddenly becoming thoughtful.

"And I hope it will be enough."

Then she pulls a face and continues:

"Who knows how much we'll actually need."

As she does so, she looks at the table in front of her, placing her right hand in her left.

Bunny observes this and looks at her with wide eyes:

"Oh, do you have a bad feeling? Tell Starly! Or ask Fee!" "But

no," Flory tries to reassure her. "Everything will be fine!"

"But I'm worried now," says Bunny loudly, nervously waving her spoon! Starly turns to the two of them, looks at them, and asks worriedly:

"What's wrong? Has something happened?"

"But no," Flory and Bunny answer simultaneously. Flory adds meekly:

"I was just thinking. I hope our pixie dust will be enough."

Then she slowly looks up and looks at Starly. Starly looks into her eyes, senses her unease, and smiles reassuringly:

"Flory, yes, we have enough. I have some more fairy and fee dust if necessary! And we'll all be careful. We've had so many adventures, and they all ended well. What's going on inside you? Are you plagued by sorrow and worry? Or even some kind of premonition?"

Flory lowers her head and replies:

"Oh, no, I don't want to worry anyone. I just thought... I guess I'm too worried. Our lives are never really in danger, are they?"

Then she looks up again, staring straight into the eyes.

Everyone else has stopped eating and is attentively following the conversation between Flory and Starly.

"Flory!" says Starly, becoming thoughtful, in a calm voice.

Then she leans forward and continues:

"We just don't always think about it, right? But our lives are..."

Suddenly, the whole room falls silent. You can almost feel the tension in the room.

"Yes," Flory interrupts. "Yes, I know! We're always in danger.

You, as our guardian elf. Me, when I'm in the meadow doing my duty."

Then she turns to Bunny:

"And Bunny. When she has to go to the forest to see the

animals." Then she turns to Potty and says:

"And Potty. When she gathers herbs in the forest, or when we go to the farmer."

Then she looks back at Starly. Starly looks at her, puts her head in her hands, and rests her elbows on the table.

"Hmm..." Starly whispers. You can tell she's lost in thought, referring to herself just as much as everyone else when she says:

"But this is our life! And when I think about it, I can't remember it ever being any different."

For a moment, all the elves are silent, thoughtful.

Starly remembers the fairy queen's great castle. It's hidden somewhere in the world, partly carved from stone, partly from crystal, camouflaged with the tallest trees and bushes she's ever seen.

Decorated with rose vines and ivy. 20,000 elves live there permanently. Some of them are still in training at the elf school. Others are waiting for their deployment. Guardian elves are on guard day and night, protecting the elves' homeland.

Male elves are also there to maintain everything, as there is always something to be repaired. However, all elves have something in common:

They are always in danger of being discovered one day, or of having to defend themselves.

In the castle, they live in thousands of small chambers. Each chamber has a small balcony-like landing, a door, and a window. Inside, there is a small bed, a small chest of drawers, and a small table. Otherwise, each elf is free to furnish and decorate her room as she pleases.

There are 100 of these living chambers next to each other and 50 stacked on top of each other, forming a wall. Two of these "living walls" face each other, approximately five meters apart. The remaining walls consist of the crystalline outer wall and the stone inner wall. The outer wall is translucent and has many small doors. But it also has a large gate, which only opens when the elves need to swarm out. The stone inner wall has a large opening that leads into the castle. Right behind it is the elf school. Here, the young elves must study for 20 years, eight hours a day.

In the center of the wall is a large brass chandelier with several light bulbs. Many years ago, there were torches in this spot, but now there is electric light. The electricity is generated by an ingenious system consisting of a water wheel by the nearby stream and a windmill near the castle. Hundreds of small tables and chairs are lined up on the floor of these two large rooms, each adjacent to the other. The elves eat there and sometimes spend the day there to chat or study. They usually go outside to play.

Starly spent a long time there, receiving training in many different areas. At the conclusion of her combat training, there was a celebration in the great hall. About 50 elves stood on stage and were honored for their successful completion. Each elf in her respective category, such as animal healing, combat, cooking, herbalism, and much more. Fee congratulated each of them personally and presented them with a gift. Everyone was proud, as it was a very special day in the lives of the elves! Starly also stood on the stage, happy for the others, and waited patiently until it was her turn. Then it was time! She was the last to go. And the elves in the hall could hardly contain their excitement and pride for the honored sisters on stage. Fee stood in front of the kneeling Starly, held a package in her hands, and began to speak:

"Starly! You are now trained. I once promised you something that I would now like to present to you!"

Starly looked up expectantly at her queen. Behind her, she felt the gaze of thousands of elves attending this celebratory occasion. They murmured, whispered, and waited. Now Starly became a little nervous.

Fee herself had tears of emotion in her eyes, remembering that day many years ago when she had promised Starly. Now she unwrapped something long and shiny, bluish, and held it sideways in both hands:

A sword! But not just any sword, but a real elven sword! Forged by the dwarves, in magical fire. Folded eight hundred times, made of an alloy of the finest metals in the world.

Absolutely indestructible, unstoppable by any magic or power, and wieldable only by its rightful owner. Anyone else who tried to take this sword would be cut by it of its own accord. Her signature was inscribed in the finest silver on the black hilt, which automatically adjusted to the elf's hands:

Starly

The elves cheered loudly, the whole hall seemed to roar and thunder with cries of joy and screamed congratulations! Everything was covered in bright tears of joy in every imaginable glitter color. Starly looked at the sword, then up into Fee's eyes in disbelief. She will never forget that look in her entire life, so much pride did Fee show for her little protégé Starly, who truly masterfully passed her test! Overwhelmed and timid, almost squeaky, Starly asked:

"For... me?"

Fee suddenly looked at her sternly and answered loudly, in a commanding tone:

"Fairy Starly! Stand up!"

At that moment the hall immediately became quiet again, and everyone continued to listen to the Queen of the Elves. Starly did as she was told and stood up with slightly shaky knees.

She kept her mouth slightly open the whole time, and so she stood in front of Fee, who continued:

"Fairy Starly! From today on, you are a trained elite elf! Brave fighting elf and protector! Here is your gift! It is the sword that you have earned! Take it and wield it bravely, carefully and with caution!"

Starly took it very slowly from her queen's hands. The sword immediately recognized its rightful owner and glowed briefly! From that moment on, only Starly was allowed to wield it. Her eyes began to sparkle as she looked inch by inch at this masterpiece. She looked again at Fee, who was biting her lower lip, and whispered a long, drawn-out "Thank you!"

Then she curtsied to her queen, slowly turned to the other elves in the hall and proudly raised the sword in her left hand.

She held it up, placed her right hand on her noticeably pounding heart and called out loudly to everyone:

Ég er álfur! Nafn mitt er stjarna!

I am an elf! I am Starly!

To protect you! I swear, on my life!"

Thousands of elves suddenly screamed! They screamed, laughed, danced and were happy! The fifty other elves on the stage also couldn't hold back! The enthusiasm immediately infected everyone, even Fee. She grabbed Starly and hugged her, crying with joy and happiness!

*

Teared out of her thoughts, Starly looks across the table.

"Yes!" she says. "That's probably how it is!" and sighs.

Then she looks around, raises her head from her hands, sits up straight and continues to explain loudly:

"But think about the good times too. We don't normally think about the dangers. We just act when something comes our way. And because we know that we stick together and we love each other, nothing can happen to us!"

The mood at the table has become very thoughtful. Everyone looks at their plates, lost in thought. Bunny holds her spoon in her right hand, her left hand is on her lap. She says quietly, without looking up:

"Yes, of course you're right, Starly. But isn't it good to talk about it sometimes?"

Then she stands up and looks at the others, searching for an answer.

"That can help," replies Potty, nodding slightly. "Always staying alert and never losing our attention. Always being aware! We are elves! We do our duties, and when it comes down to it, we fight too! We stick together!"

Then she looks around the group with wide eyes, stands up and says:

"I love you!" Two tears roll out of her eyes and as they fall to the floor they form into small, glittering cooking pots with open lids.

Her words are doing everyone good. So good that Starly also stands up enthusiastically and suddenly calls out loudly:

"Yes! I love you too, yes yes?" And her enthusiasm in turn immediately infects Flory and Bunny, who both stand up, hold hands and call out loudly together:

"And we love you too! And we are elite elves!”

Then Peter stands up and says with moist eyes:

“I love you too!”

The four elves look at him and call out in unison:

“We love you too, Peter!”

Then Starly puts her left hand forward, stretches out her arm, and puts her right hand on her heart. The others follow her example, and as soon as all five elf hands are on top of each other, they call out their oath in unison with firm determination:

“We are elves! One for all, and all for one! Never is one alone! We stick together, firmly welded, no one can ever tear us apart! To each other, loyal in love, if anyone wants something from us, we will beat them! We will help each other until death! No one can do us, because we are elves!”

“Yeeees,” they rejoice! Freshly strengthened by their oath, they applaud themselves. It is a sweet giggle, a giggle and a childish laugh. They hop around, one elf hugs the other, they encourage each other. Then they slowly calm down, sit down in their seats and continue eating. Their expressions show their determined willingness to fight and take on anything and everything!

After their meal, they clear the table, thank Potty for the delicious food and dessert and now have a little free time. They always take this after lunch. Starly goes out to look for the key she found.

She carries it behind the house, where there is a puddle of water. She washes the key in it and looks at it for a while.

"Hmm!" she murmurs thoughtfully. "I wonder what it is for? I can feel that we will need it later!"

Then she flies back to the front of the house with it, puts the key down and flies on to her big flower.

"Open up!" she calls to it. The big flower opens for her. Then she lies down on her little blanket in the middle of the flower and curls up. “Close up!” The flower reacts as she is told.

Potty washes the dishes, Peter lends her a helping hand. With his skillful four hands, they are ready in no time. Then the two go outside, walk along the narrow path that leads past the house and sit down in the grass. They do this often, then look up into the sky and wonder what the individual clouds look like. One looks like a fish, another cloud resembles fairy wings and so on. They laugh, have fun and sometimes stroke each other’s arms and backs. This is good for both souls. Elves like to snuggle up to each other and be cuddly, but they don’t kiss.

Flower and Bunny fly into the forest and sit on an ancient tree stump, their favorite place. They talk there. Sometimes they play together, tell each other funny stories and giggle. In the evening, when the fireflies fly, they mingle with the swarms.

They like the little animals very much because they look funny. In the past, the elves caught the beetles and enjoyed their lights. They locked several of them in jars and made small lamps out of them. Sometimes the elves also flew through the swarms of fireflies to show them that they too can glow by throwing fairy dust behind them. The dust not only gives the elves more drive, but also has a side effect:

It glitters and glows in many colors and, as it flies, creates a beautiful tail, as if made of hundreds of tiny, sparkling Stars.

Otherwise, they sit together in the evenings, tell each other the stories and little adventures they experienced during the day.

If they have a whole day of free time, they fly out. On the way, they often find small gifts from the good people who believe in them. These are usually pieces of tobacco and dark chocolate, and the elves have to hurry to get these gifts, because the animals also smell the gifts and then snatch them away from the elves.

The elves remain invisible near people, and here too the elves' dust helps them. A pinch of it, the right thoughts, and they become invisible to everyone except themselves. However, their invisibility has one small disadvantage: they cannot eat the chocolate, but they suck out the essence. For people, this effect would be like smelling chocolate until all the ingredients have been sucked out. What remains is a light brown piece with the taste of cardboard and the scent of dry grass.

Then the two remember the key that Starly found. Curious, they fly back to the house, take it and fly with it back to their tree stump. There they look at it closely and think about where it could fit. They take turns saying things that occur to them and make a fun game out of it:

Bunny starts: "House!"

Flory: "Drawer!"

Bunny: "Moon door!"

Flory laughs:

"Moon door? That's impossible!"

Bunny laughs with her sister and answers:

"Yes! There's light in the evening! So, someone lives there and he definitely has a house there. So, he has a door too."

"Hmm," thinks Flory. "Well, I don't know. Do you really think

so?"

Bunny starts laughing out loud and says:

"But no, we're just playing!"

Flory looks at her, laughing, and says:

"Oh, that's what you mean! You're so sweet! Well, that'll be a fun game. It's my turn and I say: box!"

Bunny: "Elf treasure chest lock!"

Flory: "Farmer's barn!"

Bunny: "Farmhouse barn treasure chest!"

Flory: "In a hiding place!"

Bunny: "In a hiding place? Hey, Flory. Maybe the key is really for something like that!"

Flory looks at her with big eyes, takes the key in her hands and rubs it. Bunny watches her and says:

"Look, there's something written on it, can you read it?"

Flory looks at it very closely and reads:

"Grfz brska! What does that mean?"

Bunny bends over the key and reads:

"Mrin Broo!"

"Oh," says Flory. "This key is very old and scratched. You can't read it properly anymore!"

Then she takes some fairy dust in her fingers, crumbles it onto the key and whispers:

"Show us the writing so we can read it!"

The powder glitters brownish and makes the key light up.

After that, it looks almost like new, and the sisters can now read the following:

*Mór Bosca*

They both look at each other in surprise and say at the same time:

"Big chest!"

“Uiiii!”, exclaims Flory, beaming. “So it is a treasure after all!” “Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!”, says Bunny happily.

Then both elves stand up, hold hands and dance for joy.

“Oh!”, says Flory suddenly to Bunny. She looks at Flory and says excitedly:

“What is it, tell me quickly!”

Flory answers:

“It’s Irish!”

“What is Irish?” asks Bunny.

“Well, the writing! It’s Irish! Mór Bosca! We have to go to Ireland to look for the treasure,” says Flory, already thinking about the flight to Ireland.

“Yes, but, but…” says Bunny, irritated. “And what if the treasure belongs to an Irish troll who doesn’t want to give it up?”

“Then,” answers Flory thoughtfully, “it will be difficult!”

Bunny begins to smile again and says:

“It doesn’t matter, we’re elves! We put the troll in the sack,

close it, grab the treasure and fly away! Yes!”

“Wouldn’t that be theft?” asks Flory.

“Oh!” says Bunny and puts her fingers to her mouth. “Yes.

We’re not allowed to do that.”

Both think about it. Then Flory says:

“But maybe we’ll get a great reward if we bring him the key!” She looks at her sister and laughs.

Bunny replies:

“Oh yes! We’ll get a reward for that! Something great for everyone!”

The two elves are happy, hopping on the spot, and Flory says:

“We have to tell the others about that later!”

*




4
 How I became an elf

At the same time as Potty and Peter are looking at the clouds and Bunny and Flory are playing their word game, Starly is sleeping in her blossom. She is one of the very few elves who know where they come from. In her sleep she dreams how she became an elf:

“Mrs. Coba is coming, Mrs. Coba is coming!”

The girl Alexandra runs quickly across the farm to the big gate and is looking forward to Tina Coba, a customer who often buys milk, eggs and vegetables.

This is where Alexandra lives. Among cows, a few pigs and lots of chickens. She is barefoot and wears dungarees with the legs turned up, which have been patched many times and blackened with soot because she thinks it’s chic.

Over that she is wearing a woolen, blue-gray knitted vest.

Alexandra is holding her favorite doll, a small toy cow, sewn from old rags and filled with straw. Her mother made it for her three years ago, when the cow was still alive and healthy.

Only the children of the rich had real dolls at that time.

Alexandra opens the gate and lets the carriage in. Two white horses pass her, pulling the open, elegant carriage. Tina Coba, a beautiful woman with blonde hair, is sitting on it. She is wearing a black, flowing skirt, a white blouse with ruffles, a black vest over it and high boots. Alexandra is amazed. Apart from Tina Coba, she has never seen an elegant woman with such great boots; the farm children rarely have such an opportunity. Mrs. Coba smiles at her and thanks her for opening the gate. Alexandra closes the gate after the carriage has driven through to stop directly in front of the barn. You can hear loud mooing from the barn; the cows are being milked.

Alexandra runs after the carriage and when she reaches it, she stands next to it admiringly.

She often gets a small present from Mrs. Coba and is hoping for one again today.

Sometimes she tells her little stories about wonderful creatures, the elves. Alexandra listens with interest every time.

An elf! She wanted to be one too.

She stands beaming next to the carriage and looks at Mrs. Coba.

"Alexandra, greetings," smiles Tina.

"Thank you, greetings to you too, Mrs. Coba," replies Alexandra. "What would you like to buy today? Eggs?

Vegetables? Milk? Butter too, yes?"

"Yes, my child," Tina replies as she gets out of the carriage.

Alexandra's grandfather comes out of the barn, walks up to Mrs. Coba and bows respectfully to her.

"Milk and eggs, and cream and butter, and lots of it, yes yes?"

Alexandra says, jumping excitedly to her grandfather.

"Ha, ha, ha!", he laughs. "Alexandra! Don't be so fidgety!" and strokes her head.

"I'm not, I just mean, and I'll get everything, yes yes?",

Alexandra says and runs off, more hopping and jumping than running.

"Excuse me, Mrs. Coba," says Grandfather Findel with a smile.

"The little one is a wild child. What do you need?"

Tina laughs and says: "Oh, that's okay. Well, I need five cans of milk, I have empty cans with me. Then one hundred eggs and three baskets of mixed vegetables, please.”

“You are so kind, but unfortunately, I can only give you three jugs of milk. We had a lot to do in the fields today and were very late for milking. I am very sorry about that, Mrs. Coba.”

Then Alexandra comes running up with a basket full of eggs and asks:

“I have eighty eggs here, is that enough?” and simply walks around the two of them, not even waiting for an answer. She does not put her little cow down. “I have to help carry it,” she answers when asked about it.

“Oh!” says Tina to Grandpa Findel. “Unfortunately that is not enough. But I can come again this evening and get the rest then, would that be okay?”

Grandfather bows again and answers:

“Of course it is! Thank you very much for your consideration, Mrs. Coba.”

Tina smiles at him. Then he goes to get the things. Meanwhile, Alexandra has already put the eggs on the carriage and is now unloading the large, empty milk cans. She eagerly takes two of them and carries them into the barn. They don't weigh much when empty. When she comes to get the next ones, she asks:

"Mrs. Coba, will you tell me stories again this evening? Please, please, please!"

Tina laughs and replies:

"We'll see, OK? I can't promise you yet. Which stories would you like to hear?"

Alexandra replies:

"The ones about elves! I like the little creatures. I want to be an elf too, OK?"

Tina looks into the girl's sparkling eyes and says:

"Alexandra, you're an elf forever, not just once, do you hear?

Oh, you're so sweet."

Meanwhile, Alexandra's father and her grandfather load the order onto the carriage.

"If you come this evening," says Alexandra, "you'll find me upstairs in the barn. I always climb up the beams and play way up high.”

“Hmm,” Tina replies, a little worried. “Again. It’s dangerous, I’ve already told you that! And what if you fall down?”

“Pah!” Alexandra says defiantly. “Then I’ll land in the soft straw!” and laughs.

“Alexandra!” her father interrupts her. “Leave Mrs. Coba alone for a moment!”

Alexandra looks at her father, pouting her lower lip and backs away a few steps. Tina looks at Mr. Findel and says with a smile:

“Oh, leave her alone. I like talking to her. I like her a lot.”

“It’s time for her to grow up! And not be so crazy!” “Crazy?” Tina looks at the person opposite her in surprise.

“Why crazy? What is she up to?”

“Well,” Alexandra’s father replies. “She runs across the meadow in the morning and calls to the flowers: ‘Open up! All of you! I want you to open!’ And as soon as the flowers have opened their blossoms, she hops around and calls: ‘The flowers obey me, lalalalalaaaa’!”

Tina laughs out loud: “Hahahahaa, that’s sweet!”

“Oh,” Mr. Findel continues. “And her game isn’t exactly girly either.”

“Not girly?” asks Tina with a grin. “Why? What is she playing?” and wipes away a tear of laughter from under her right eye.

“Fighting games. That’s not for girls,” answers Mr. Findel.

“Yeeeees!” Alexandra suddenly calls out, about two meters away from the two of them.

She has a wooden, self-carved sword in her hands and is waving it around wildly.

“Hu! Ha! I’ll finish you off! I’m an elf! Ha! Here, take it!” and she bangs it eagerly on the barn door.

Tina can hardly stop laughing and says:

"Great, Alexandra, when you grow up, I'll give you a real sword."

Alexandra laughs happily, but her father looks at her sternly.

She notices his gaze, puts down her wood, and goes into the barn sulkily, calling out defiantly:

"I'm big already, right?"

She climbs up the beams to play between the roof beams. From above she looks down on the twenty cows, "who always just stand around there," she thinks to herself.

But she fails to notice that the straw is no longer directly under the beams. Her father mucked out the stables that morning. In the middle of the game she falls asleep on the wide main beam. Meanwhile Mrs. Coba has gone away, and Alexandra's father and grandfather are still milking the cows and preparing the order. Since they are used to Alexandra enjoying playing hide and seek, they don't even look for her.

On the way, Tina thinks about the girl. She is sweet and playful. Her father doesn't like that. But the farmers in the area generally prefer male offspring.

Somehow Tina can understand the farmer, but it's a shame for Alexandra.

In the late afternoon, storm clouds gather. The animals become restless as the sky rapidly darkens.

There is thunder and the first lightning strikes the fields and meadows. One of the lightning strikes behind the barn, right next to a high haystack, on a pile of wood.

*Boom!* It immediately starts to glow.

A strong gust of wind blows sparks onto the hay, which quickly ignites. The cows moo loudly and restlessly.

Alexandra doesn't hear the cows, however.

She is fast asleep and has stuffed small pieces of wool into her ears as she plays so that she doesn't hear her strict father scolding her.

Then the back of the barn catches fire and it spreads quickly.

The wind sets the wooden wall ablaze within a few seconds.

Father and Grandfather Findel run into the barn and get the cows out, but it is already too late to put out the fire. They save what they can.

"Alexandra! Alexandra!", both call out again, sounding cautious. "Alexandra, where are you? Are you here?" But since she doesn't answer, the two think she must have been somewhere in
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