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Under the silver glow of the full moon, Silvie danced with an elf and lost her heart.

When the moon set, he was gone, leaving only his golden scarf about her shoulders. But in her village, a dance with an elf is a dangerous thing, and now her family insists she must marry a man she does not love. Desperate to avoid that fate, Silvie journeys across Oakenwald to plead with the elf Queen Krisolde. The Queen offers a challenge. Silvie must attend the Moon Dance in the Queen’s rath, masked like all the others, and find the elf who once danced with her.

But the night is filled with enchantment and trickery, and Silvie must trust her heart to guide her. 

Short story and fairytale romance in the Oakenwald Chronicles. 
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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidence.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without written permission from the copyright owner except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.
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THE NEWS HAD ARRIVED, passed in hushed whispers like a secret wafted on the wind. The next Moon Dance would be held in the woods by Bigsford. Silvie treasured the news of the dance. She resolved to watch the elves even though it meant sneaking out of the house in the dark.

On the evening of the Moon Dance, Silvie lay awake in her bed, listening to her aunt and uncle. The house was quiet after they went to bed, but she waited until her uncle’s snores came from the adjacent bedroom. She slid off her bed, pulled on her best blue dress and tiptoed across the cold tiles of the kitchen floor. 

Aunt Harriet would give her a blistering scold if she knew Silvie was going to the Moon Dance. Aunt didn’t trust elves. She said elves were tricksy folk, vanishing in the blink of an eye or weaving enchantments to lure ordinary folk into peril. 

But surely, she would be safe with Micky. They had been friends ever since he discovered her perched on the fence talking to the Farrow’s little mare. After that, they rode together every free day. They were as good as betrothed. His parents and her aunt were keen to promote the match, although Silvie had not yet decided whether she wanted to marry him. And she was almost an adult. Tomorrow would be her sixteenth birthday. If she missed tonight’s Moon Dance, she might not have another chance for months. The elves chose a different site each month for their revels under the full moon. 

The first part of her plan went perfectly. Not a floorboard creaked as she crept downstairs and slipped out the back door. The full moon washed the path in silver light, and Micky was already leaning on the gate. 

He grumbled, “What took you so long?” 

She whispered, “I had to wait until Aunt and Uncle were asleep.” 

Micky seized her hand. “Come on.” He tugged her along, hurrying down the lane into the woods.

Lighthearted with anticipation, she skipped beside him. Even the gloomy shadows under the trees could not dim her high spirits. 

As they approached the glade, sparks of light flickered in the leaves above and alongside the path. Wood sprites were gathering to watch the celebration. Music and singing drifted through the night, ethereal melodies beyond the range of human voices. 

Silvie’s pulse pounded with excitement. She tightened her clutch on Micky’s hand as they stepped into the moonlit glade. The music swelled, wild and alluring. An elf fiddler, his hair flying like yellow flames, bent his elbows, sawing the bow across the strings in a lively jig. Beside him, a willowy elf lady played a set of pipes, sending haunting notes across the glade. 

Elves emerged from the trees, stepping silently out of the shadows. Other jumped down from branches, laughing gaily. Slender and graceful, the elves’ long hair glistened like threads of gold or silver in the moonlight. They wore green tunics or gauzy dresses in shimmering pastel hues.  

Silvie recognized other villagers among the watchers. Most folk stood under the trees, entranced by the swirling music and merry dancers. Belinda and Dennis had already joined the dancers, hopping around in a sprightly reel. The Taylor sisters, Daisy and Hyacinth, stood beside Morris, clapping in time with the music.

Silvie dropped Micky’s hand and gazed, spellbound, at the spinning dancers. Elf maids and lads whirled across the clearing, their bare toes skimming the ground as if they were dancing on air. Their flowing dresses, sashes, and scarves sparkled like stardust in the moonlight.  

Enchanted, Silvie swayed with the rhythm of the music. She yearned to join the dancers. 

An elf maid, her hair a cascade of liquid silver, twirled near. Transfixing Micky with a playful smile, she reached out her hand.  

Micky stepped forward to capture her slender fingers. He uttered a cry of delight as she spun him into the ring of dancers. 

A stab of jealous lanced into Silvie. She stood alone, bereft of her partner. 

Micky never even glanced back. His gaze was locked onto his elf partner’s glowing face. 

Disconsolate, Silvie retreated away from the merry dancers. The magical music seemed tainted with deception. She took refuge behind a large oak, sinking onto its mossy roots and burying her face in her hands. Tears spilled down her cheeks. 

A light tap on her shoulder startled her. She glanced up and gasped. 

An elf leaned over her. His eyes shone like pools of moonlight. Framed within the golden cascade of his long hair, his handsome face was as smooth and hairless as a child’s. He wore a grass-green tunic with a gold scarf crossing one shoulder and looping through his belt. 

“What ails you, little one?” he asked in a warm lilting voice. 

She sobbed out her trouble, “I came with a friend, but now he is dancing with a beautiful elf maid.” 

The elf sat cross-legged on the root beside her. “I perceive he is not a very good friend.” 

Swallowing a lump of bitterness, Silvie whispered, “He does not want me.” 

The elf tilted his head and his gaze softened. “He is a fool. He spurned a sweet girl with eyes as blue as the summer sky. He does not love you. True love can withstand the enchantment of a Moon Dance. Forget him.” His fingers, featherlight, brushed over the back of her hand. “Come dance with me.” 

She peered into his shining eyes. Surely, he must have a kind heart to seek to console her. Yet his handsome visage offered no clue to his thoughts. 

His lips twitched in a merry grin. “I promise to take you home ere the moon sets.” His fingers curled around her hand with gentle insistence. 

Filled with gratitude by his assurance, she clasped his hand and sprang to her feet. 

Smiling down at her, he led her into the glade. Placing his hand at the small of her back, he steered her effortlessly through the steps of the whirling dance. 

At first, Silvie counted each beat with a fierce concentration, afraid of missing a step or tripping over her feet in a clumsy counterpoint to his gracefulness. But his firm grasp steadied her. 

After their first circuit of the glade, her confidence blossomed. She laughed in delight, gazing into her partner’s earnest face, and spinning freely in his hold. Music rippled around her, hummed in her bones, and tickled her toes. 

Long before she felt weary, the moonlight dimmed. 

The elf’s fingers tightened briefly over hers. “We must go,” he murmured. Guiding her to the edge of the glade, he pulled off his sash and draped it over her shoulders like a shawl. “Wear my scarf. The night is cold.” 

She ran her fingers over the shimmering cloth, grateful for its lingering warmth. A delicate green pattern of oak leaves was embroidered across the golden weave. 

The elf clasped her hand once more, urging her along the shadowy path through the woods. The dance music faded, lost beneath a flurry of wind. Overhead, clouds scurried across the moon. 

He halted at the place where the woodland path met the lane to her house. His grip lingering on her hand, he murmured, “We must part at this junction.” 

She gazed into his face, absorbing every detail of his handsome features. His earlier mirth had gone, replaced by a hint of regret as if he were sad to leave her. Greatly daring, she asked, “Will you come to the next Moon Dance?” 

“Nay. Not in these woods. I am bound for Queen Krisolde’s rath.” 

She sighed in disappointment, whispering, “You were kind to dance with me.” 

“’Twas not merely kindness.” He bent and kissed her lips. Before she could respond, he swung around and paced into the shadows, vanishing as the moon’s light fled. 

Silvie stood motionless. She touched a fingertip to her lips, still tingling from the ghost of his kiss. He had given her an unforgettable evening of enchantment. Clasping the elf’s scarf around her chest, she ran up the lane and slipped quietly through the back door into the house. 

The house was dark and silent. 

She tiptoed to her bedroom, closed the door quietly, and undressed by the window in the dim light of the stars. Moving gingerly to avoid knocking into anything, she hung the blue dress in its usual place. 

She hesitated over the golden shawl. Had it been a gift? A farewell token from her elf partner? She traced a finger over the embroidered leaves. Whatever his intention, she could not let her aunt find the precious scarf. If Aunt Harriet recognized its elven origin, she would throw the sash into the fire to burn, or perhaps fling it into the woods. Silvie surveyed the dark room. Where could she hide such a treasure? After rejecting several hiding places, she folded the sash into a small square and tucked it into the bottom of her sewing basket. Her aunt never looked there. She had a much larger basket with plenty of sewing supplies.
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