
 

 

The Band of the Stone 

Azia Meets the Elves 

 

Just before sunrise on an early 

summer Saturday, Iris Queen of the 

Elves was feeling very red.  She 

dipped herself in berry juice, 

clothed herself in red flower petals, 

and called a council meeting.  

 

The elves bustled about excitedly.  

They told each other many things, 

most of which were true.  “Red 

means something good is about to 

happen,” announced Heatherbow, 

as she sat down at the mushroom 

table.  

 

“It is the human child, Azia, the Queen 

wants,” yawned Miro, who stretched to 

wake himself up.  “Last week Azia woke 

me from a sound sleep when she picked 

the flower that gave me shade.”  Many 

elves nodded in unison.  

 

All of the elves had noticed Azia’s curious nature.  She would be gazing intently 

into a flower, or looking under a mushroom, or taking special notice of a squirrel 

being ridden by an elf.  People usually ignore small variations in the order of 

things.  But Azia had her little nose in everything!  Some of the elves whispered 

“Contact with mortals creates both 

potential for friendship and risk of 

exposure.  Sometimes a mortal can 

see elves.  Azia was so curious that 

one day we simply came and got 

her.” 

Teg, Elder of the Band of the Stone 



 

 

that she could even see them. 

 

When Queen Iris arrived at the lively assembly she flounced onto her throne and 

called, “Scouts!  Bring me the Lady Azia.” 

 

Heatherbow took the lead.  “We all know what we need to do, don’t we?”  They 

leapt up from the table as one. 

 

Dressed all in red, the elves marched up to Azia's window and dropped lightly onto 

her bed.  Her cat was meowing loudly outside her door, which roused her from 

sleep.  

 

The cool morning air from the open window made Azia sneeze.  The force of that 

sneeze knocked one of the elves off his feet.  “Gross!” exclaimed Heatherbow.  

 

Azia's eyes opened wide and her lips parted, but she didn't say a word.  

 

The elves waited.  

 

“This is very rude,” Azia said frowning.  “You’re supposed to use the front door.” 

 

“Ahhhh.  That is your way, we know.  But we would like to introduce ourselves,” 

proposed Heatherbow. 

 

Azia was trying not to laugh and the corners of her mouth twitched.  She nodded 

slightly in assent though she determinedly continued to frown.  

 

As the elves introduced themselves, they became very formal.  They bowed and 

flourished their red feathered caps.  

 



 

 

“I am Heatherbow,” said a slim little elf with cheeks nearly as red as her hair.  “I’m 

named for the jolly bows my grandfather made from the good heather wood.”  Her 

round blue eyes sparkled and flashed in the morning sun, like light through a 

crystal. 

 

A young elf, who 

was struggling to 

stand, announced, “I 

am Miro, born in the 

lovely land of the 

Nyungar.  Our fairy 

pony is Knockers.”  

He was standing 

near Azia, and each 

time Azia moved, 

the bed jiggled and 

Miro fell over. 

 

Heatherbow waved 

her bow toward the 

smallest elf and 

introduced him. 

“And this is 

Skillywidden!  He 

received his name 

from his mother. 

She was a wee 

Cornish elf.”  

Skillywidden bowed 

and smiled shyly as 

his yellow hair stirred in the breeze.  

 

“Adab,” said a tall thin elf.  His fawn complexion and dark curly hair looked 

warm, as though wrapped in the morning sun.  “I am Adl.  I have come to make 

sure the meeting is fair,” he said as he tapped his taqiyah.  



 

 

 

“Please come with us!” they all begged Azia at once.  “We promise you lots of 

your favorite foods, and perhaps eventually you will be able to speak with cats.” 

 

“I have to ask my mom,” Azia told them matter-of-factly.  “She won't let me go 

anywhere unless I ask first.”   

 

Azia got up and straightened her pajamas.  The elves and Knockers followed her 

out the door and down the hall.  Azia knocked softly.  “Mom,” she asked politely.  

“May I go and play with the elves?” 

 

“What time is it?” her mother asked in a sleepy voice. 

 

“Just five o’clock,” Azia responded softly. 

 

“Please play quietly then, Azia,” murmured her mother. 

 

Azia nodded to the elves and they headed back to her room.  The elves climbed on 

Knockers’ back.  Miro leaned over and held out a hand to help Azia up.  Until all 

the elves and Azia were mounted, there always seemed to be enough room for one 

more elf on the pony's back.  

 

Skillywidden placed a garland of red flowers over her pajamas.  

 

Adl whispered a request to Miro.  “Home.”  

 

Miro in turn whispered to Knockers.  “Home.”  

 

Before Azia could count to two, Knockers spread his wings and leapt gracefully 

through the window.  

 

Azia noticed that as they flew, everything began to shine and every color seemed 

more vivid.  “What am I seeing?” asked Azia, a bit dazed by the brilliance. 

 



 

 

“That's elf vision!  You’re seeing as we do,” explained Heatherbow.  “Now you 

can see our home, right over there.” 

 



 

 

 

 

Their home was nestled behind some old garbage pails beside their shed.  Azia 

thought that was an odd place for elves to live.  But then, people don't visit their 

garbage pails often, so perhaps it was a clever place to hide.  With elf vision, they 

looked shiny and new.  The elves had painted lovely cucumbers and other 

vegetables on the garbage pails and also across the side of the yellow shed. 

 

“Cucumbers must be a favorite of the elves,” Azia concluded as she adapted to her 

new vision.  

 

As the morning sun rose higher, Azia, Heatherbow, Miro, Adl, and Skillywidden 

dismounted. 

They were greeted by a round old elf with black skin and greying hair.  “I’m Teg,” 

he said.  His voice was so soft that Azia had to lean toward him to hear.  

 

Teg moved slowly and didn’t remove his red cap.  He appeared to think the 

younger elves were terribly excitable, but merely raised one eyebrow in an 

affectionate manner. 

 

Adl nodded respectfully to Teg and said, “She is well met.”  Teg smiled, turned 

and went to find the Queen. 

 

“I am Marquez,” boomed a vibrant voice close to her ear.  Azia jumped and turned 

with astonishment to meet an elf’s dark eyes.  His eyes were so dark they appeared 

black.  “You, ah, are quite large for an elf,” she stuttered.  

 

As Azia looked about, she noticed all the elves had grown quite large upon their 

arrival.  

 

Marquez chortled.  His feet were dancing but his body didn’t seem to move.  “Oh, 

my little elfin girl,” he boomed again.  “You've simply become our size.”  

 

Marquez’s feet continued to dance but he began to move about, looking carefully 

at the ground. 



 

 

 

Heatherbow put her arm around Azia's shoulders and explained.  “You started 

shrinking as soon as we let you see us.  You've been shrinking this entire time!” 

 

“Don't worry,” said Badra, a smaller elf.  She was dressed in green linen with a 

flowing green head scarf.  She carried a mound of red feathers.  “Now I can fit you 

into these.”  She lifted the feathers high over Azia’s head and bounced them about.  



 

 

“Soon you'll be just the right size to enter the Queen's Chamber.” 

 

“Lift your flowers now!” Badra ordered.  With a deft motion she tossed the 

feathers into the air, and they floated down over Azia’s pajamas.  After a few 

seconds the feathers stopped rearranging themselves and settled becomingly.  The 

feathers made her look quite festive and fluffy.  

    

Marquez picked up a small pebble and held it up to the sunlight.  To Azia it looked 

as if it had started to move.  She blinked, uncertain of what she was seeing.  He 

held it in the sun for another moment and then placed it near her neck.  It 

shimmered in sudden sunlight.  “There's your button,” said Marquez with a side 

glance at her face.  

Then he surveyed Badra’s 

feathers.  “Robins,” 

Marquez sighed with 

pleasure.  “Very 

satisfactory birds, I must 

say.” 

 

Azia felt confused and a 

little scared.  She liked the 

pretty pebble, the feathers, 

and elf vision.  However, 

Azia didn't want to be 

small.  She reflected that 

she should have been more 

careful and not gone off 

with strangers. 

 

Heatherbow took her hand 

and patted it.  “Don't 

worry!” she said.  “You've 

only become small because of the elf vision.  If you close your eyes and take a 

short nap, you’ll wake up your own size.”   

 



 

 

Azia was relieved at Heatherbow’s swift understanding and comforting words.  

 

Then Heatherbow advised her, “Quickly now.  Be sure to thank Marquez, and tell 

him whether you like your presentation clothes!” 

 

“Oh yes, I do.  Thank you so much!” Azia cried.  She turned to Badra.  “I love 

robins too.  They are quite handsome.  I'm very pleased and proud to wear their 

feathers.” 

 

Badra nodded.  “The robins give me their feathers freely in the fall.  So, I am good 

to them all year.” 

 

Azia smiled.  “You must be on very good terms with them to have gotten so 

many.”  Azia stopped abruptly, worried that she may have been babbling.  But 

Azia was sure the robins had given their feathers willingly, because there were so 

many. 

 

“Is there something wrong?  You haven't mentioned your button,” demanded 

Marquez.  Again, he glanced sideways at her, but this time the corners of his 

mouth turned down. 

 

“Oh,” Azia stuttered.  She paused to really examine the button and admire it.  “I…  

That is...”  She started again.  “It’s changing colors.  How many colors does the 

button have?” 

 

Badra came close for a better look.  “It can have all of the colors present in the 

pebble.  I know you’ve noticed that rocks are often more than one color.  Marquez 

allows the pebble to use sunlight and moonlight to present all its colors.  It’s his 

best magic.” 

 

Azia studied it for several moments as the colors shifted and shimmered.  “Yes, it 

must be the best magic, because it’s wonderful,” Azia enthused.  At this Marquez 

blushed with pride.  His chest puffed out just like a robin’s. 

 

Teg approached and cleared his throat solemnly while nodding to Azia.  “Are you 



 

 

ready?”  At her nod, Teg turned and led the way down a narrow path.  As he 

turned, Azia noticed a little twinkle in his eyes. 

 

They approached the largest garbage pail, where the path widened and split into 

two forks.  She followed Teg down the left fork toward tangled morning glory 

vines.  The flowers dipped and danced in the morning air as she walked beneath 

them.  A smell of roses came to her on the breeze and she turned to find the source. 

They were sweet wild roses that had sprouted from the root of a tea rose.  

 

Together the morning glories and roses concealed a small chamber.  It was 

carpeted with red petals and decorated with red feathers.  Cobwebs jeweled with 

pearls of dew formed a glittering ceiling.  Light filtered through the dewdrops, 

forming rainbows on the petalled ground.  

 

Teg touched Azia’s shoulder as he presented her to the crimson-clad lady in the 

corner.  Azia wondered if she should kneel or curtsy.  She chose instead to shake 

hands. 

  

“Well met, child.  Splendid,” said the Elf Queen, Iris.  “You are curious, are you 



 

 

not?  I do like human children.”   

 

Queen Iris waved her hand in the air, and an image of Azia with elfin clothes and 

elfin ears appeared.  Then it became more and more transparent, until it 

disappeared altogether.  

 

Azia felt light-headed as the image faded.  The Queen’s soft musical voice asked, 

“Would you like to become an elf and ride with us wherever we go?”   She smiled 

and raised one eyebrow. 

 

Azia looked at the Queen's delicate body and wondered if she would be able to 

play ball with her Dad if she were an elf.  “What’s different about being an elf?” 

she asked cautiously. 

 

“Ah. You are a careful one,” exclaimed Queen Iris.  “We won't catch you 

napping.”  

 

Queen Iris sat down in the midst of her redness and glowed slightly.  “You’ve 

probably heard of elves that take children from their parents.  But we aren't that 

sort of elves, to steal children,” she said with great stateliness.  

 

The image of Azia as an elf reappeared as Queen Iris spoke.  “An elf is always 

small, as you are now.  She can enchant animals and ride them at will.  She can 

hide in small places and watch without being seen.  After it rains, she can slide on 

rainbows.  When little children cry from small injuries, she can kiss away their 

pain, and she can cure the bites of spiders and insects.  She can safely swim in all 

waters.  And sometimes, with sponsorship, she can fly.  There are other powers, 

but these must either be earned or learned.  Marquez, for example, has earned the 

right to open a stone and show its colors.”  

 

Azia considered all of this dubiously.  Queen Iris sighed and watched Azia for a 

moment.  “You will, of course, want to know the disadvantages too.  Well, there 

aren't any if you really want to be an elf.  But if you want to be human it’s not as 

wonderful.  You couldn’t grow back to your own size again, and your parents 

wouldn't be able to see you unless you lost your magic.  You wouldn't learn the 



 

 

things that humans do.  And finally, you could never become a mother.” 

 

“It would make my mom and dad terribly sad.  I would miss my brother, Soh, if I 

didn't live at home.”  Azia spoke slowly and shook her head as if to ward off the 

possibility of becoming an elf. 

 

Queen Iris smiled and gently reassured Azia.  “I think you have too many doubts to 

make this decision now.  I will make you an honorary member of our little court. 

There is no danger in this.  If someday you decide to become an elf you will need a 

ceremony.  You will have to go before the council and state you wish to become an 

elf out loud three times.  After that you could become elfin rather than human.  But 

now as an honorary member you can come and visit me or anyone in our band as 

often as you please.  You'll have a few powers too!  You’ll be able to see us, talk 

with us, communicate with cats, and still be human.”The Queen looked around at 

her court.  “Is the spell decided?” she asked.  

The elves all nodded, knocked on stones, and made noises like they were clearing 

their throats. 

 

Queen Iris stood and began to rub a large pale blue star sapphire surrounded by 

grey pearls.  Azia heard a voice from the stone.  It chanted in a high bell-like tone. 

 

 Half petals hanging on the wall 

 Come down and on this dancer fall 

 Just half your magic work to do 

 Because her wishes are too few. 

 

 When council calls and thunder rolls 

 And her three wishes she unfolds 

 Then magic's fullness be complete 

 And one new elf we all will meet. 

 

 But should she chance this tale to tell 

 Forgetfulness will weave its spell 

 If magic's knowledge she would show 

 This lovely child will cease to know. 



 

 

 



 

 

The Elfin Queen grew larger as the stone spoke.  Her hair drifted into the air about 

her shoulders.  Petals detached from the wall near the cobwebbed ceiling and split 

in half down the middle.  Half of each petal fell and the other half moved toward 

Azia.  They scattered in a star shaped pattern around her. 

 

Azia watched and listened, still doubtful.  She felt a little scared and her stomach 

felt empty.  “Perhaps I ought to go home now.  I'd like to take a nap and be me 

again,” she said in a small voice. 

 

In an instant, Queen Iris returned to her customary size.  Her long black hair fell 

back and arranged itself nicely.  “Oh, dear, I'm afraid I've frightened you.  I 

suppose you've never seen a spell before.  It was a good spell.  You can use elf 

vision without becoming an elf by accident.  You can be small as much as you like. 

This last part protects us.  Every time you start to tell someone about us, you will 

forget what you were going to say.  It really can't hurt you.  Will you feel better if I 

let you call me Iris?” 

 

Azia just looked at the ground and said nothing.  Queen Iris studied Azia’s face. 

 

“Would you like some breakfast?” Queen Iris asked.  “Miro will take you right 

back to your room on Knockers afterward.  We've made you all your favorite 

foods.” 

 

Azia still couldn't answer.  She looked at the ground.  Then Adl stepped forward. 

His voice was firm.  “Under the rules you must return her,” he said to Queen Iris. 

Then, one of the elves started to sing a sad song about a little girl who came to visit 

and couldn't stay.  Miro sighed, picked up Knockers’ halter and began to make 

ready to take Azia home.  

 

Reassured, Azia made up her mind to have just a little breakfast with the elves and 

then go home.  She looked up and smiled.  

 

With that smile the room began to expand.  Elves popped out of every corner.  

They set up tiny shell tables with soft chairs.  They brought dishes made of small 

sturdy cabbage leaves, loaded with her favorite things.  Some of them weren't even 



 

 

breakfast foods, but Azia didn't mind at all!   

 

In the center of every table were dainty walnut shell bowls filled with ice cream 

and raspberries.  Seeing this, Azia quickly decided to eat a big breakfast with the 

elves before she took a nap.  She wished her Mom could have come.  Raspberries 

were her Mom’s favorite treat.  

 



 

 

The elves sang as they worked.  Before she could have even said “Thank you” she 

was seated beside Queen Iris at a tiny table made from a shiny clam shell. 

 

“Eat, eat, eat!” urged the Queen merrily.  All the elves began to eat and burp 

loudly.  

 

After nearly every bite, one of the elves would stand up and demand a toast.  “A 

toast, a toast for our mistress dear,” cried Miro.  Miro nudged the elf sitting next to 

him, knocking him almost out of his chair.  At the next table Heatherbow stood up, 

took her cap in her hand and cried, “To the Queen's health!”  Together they raised 

their cups, which were made from small green baby apples.  They drank the juice 

and then ate the apples. 

 

One after another, they 

made hearty toasts to 

the Queen's health, to 

Azia's health, to 

mushrooms that grow 

wild in spring, to the 

health of the plum tree, 

and to anything else 

that occurred to them.  

Azia had never seen 

anyone eat and drink 

so much, so fast.  She 

didn’t even try to keep 

up with them.   

 

 One by one the elves 

began to fall asleep.  

After eating a great 

deal of the food and 

drinking every drop of 

the berry juices, most 

were dreaming.  Badra 



 

 

organized knitted blankets of dandelion fluff and placed them tenderly over the 

sleepers.  The queen asked Teg to sing a song of safe travels.  

 

Teg began to sing in a low, melodious voice and the elves who were asleep curled 

up even more tightly in their chairs.  Those who were still awake came up and 

kissed Azia on the nose or the forehead.  They curtsied or bowed and made little 

farewell speeches. 

 

Finally, the Queen called to Miro to bring Knockers.  Miro gave a little tug on 

Knockers’ tiny halter and brought him to Azia.  Azia was very full and sleepy.  Adl 

gave her a boost to get up on Knockers’ back.  “I should make a toast,” Azia said 

in a sleepy voice. 

 

“Next time.  It’s time to go.  Hurry, dear,” said Queen Iris.  “Your people will be 

waking soon.” 

 

As Knockers flew them back to her room, Azia fell asleep in Miro's arms.  He laid 

her down and tucked her into bed so gently that she never stirred once.  

 

When she awoke her mother told her, “Someone left this pretty bowl of raspberries 

by the door.  I wonder who did that.  Do you want some?” 

Azia shook her head.  “I'm not hungry,” she said.  

 

Azia still had her pebble in her hand.  Her mother shot her a worried look.  

 

Azia’s mother checked her forehead for a temperature a couple of times and read 

her a story.  Azia’s mother was a good reader.  As Azia snuggled down in her 

mother’s lap she knew she had made the right decision, not to become an elf. 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Words and Places 
 

 Flounced Adab   Crystal Taqiyah  Cornish 

 Assent Nyungar  Garland Bustled  Flourished 

 Mortal Potential  Exposure Satisfactory  Determinedly 

 
 


