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This story is dedicated to all my loving parents, who gave 

me the strength and support I needed to follow my heart 

and become the traveling-artist-author-fairy I am today; an 

outcome I don’t think anyone expected.   
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I would like to thank everyone who collaborated with me 

on this multi-media artists’ project.  First and foremost I 

would like to thank artist Lyn Bell and his beautiful family 

for the illustrations, edits, and support they provided.  I 

also want to thank producer Vid Wegener for composing 

the background score and recording the audio book.  

Lastly I want to thank all my family and friends who so 

often unwittingly provide me with inspiration for my many 

characters. Without their love, support, and antics none of 

this would be possible!  
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“Oh my dearest blossom, that is a very important question, because that gift is at the heart 
of this great hotel. It is our blessing.  
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Aisha looked out the window, watching the ocean curl 

in little waves, and lap at the sandy beach outside the 

hotel.  She wanted nothing more than to go run in the 

surf and sun, but instead she had to help Grandmother 

Chandra tend to the guest rooms. 

Little Aisha followed her grandmother through the 

room while she smoothed the pillows, buffed the mirrors, 

and put everything in its place.  Then the furrow of her 

brow lifted, and she said to Aisha with a smile, “Now, you 

can place the gift on the pillow.” 

Little Aisha reached into the little wicker basket she 

carried and took out one small elephant figurine.  She 

turned the smooth white stone carving over in her hand, 

asking, “Grandmother, we provide hospitality to people from 

far away, so why do we give them gifts as well?” 
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“Oh my dearest blossom, that is a very important 

question, because that gift is at the heart of this great 

hotel. It is our blessing.  The answer will take some time,” 

Grandmother said as she led little Aisha to the door. 

“Come, one more room to prepare and then we will collect 

your brothers and have a story with an adventure.” 

One more room tidied and readied with the mirrors 

buffed, the curtains draped, and a little white elephant 

perched on a pillow, then Grandmother Chandra led little 

Aisha outside, collecting her two brothers along the way.   

They walked away from the beautiful hotel on the 

beach, through the village market where merchants sold 

their wares, and down to the river which wound its way 

out of the village and into the jungle.   

They walked along the river bank where little boys 

tried their hands at fishing, and the women gathered in 
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laughing gaggles to wash their laundry. They walked on to 

a little shrine at the river's bend.  

“Now, settle down here children, and I'll tell you the 

story,” said Grandmother Chandra as she settled down on 

the steps of the shrine and coaxed the children to her 

side. 

“Grandmother!” cooed Little Aisha. “Why did we come 

here to this old shrine to hear the story?” 

“This is where the story begins.” smiled Grandmother 

Chandra. “It is about a little girl and her family who lived in 

a little house here at the river's bend. It is of fulfilling 

dreams by learning to trust your heart.  I will tell you of a 

little boy and an elephant, and stranger visitors coming in 

the night.” 
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The children perched on the steps of the shrine 

moving close to their grandmother, because they knew she 

was a great storyteller. It seemed that the jungle also 

waited in anticipation for the story to begin.  The wind 

whirled the leaves about and tinkled past the chimes 

hanging around the shrine while birds and crickets stopped 

their tweeting and chirping. All seemed ready to listen. 
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“Long ago,” Grandmother began, taking a lotus seed 

out of her pocket and holding it up for them to see. “Over 

fifty years ago now; long before our family had the 

beautiful hotel by the sea, we lived in a small house on 

this very spot. We had a very simple happy life. My father 

worked hard for his family, but we were very poor and it 

often weighed heavily on my father who wanted very 

much to provide for us.” 

“Grandmother!” Interjected Aisha.  “Is this story about 

you?” 

“Well, yes it is.  It is about our whole family, and 

some special messengers. Now, one night on the eve of a 

full moon three strangers came knocking at our door. 

They had come for the Full Moon Festival, but because 

both the Full Moon and the Summer Solstice were on the 

same night, all the rooms in the village inn were filled with 
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visitors from far and wide who had come for this very 

special festival. 

“Father immediately invited the strangers into our 

humble home.  We did not have very much, but a roof to 

keep out the rain, walls to keep out the wind, and a little 

garden to provide enough to eat.  Father attended to the 

guests and made them comfortable, while Mother cooked a 

delicious meal, and my sister Mahina and I made up the 

beds for our guests. 

“The visitors shared exciting stories with us and late 

into the night laughter and light spilled out onto the 

riverbank from our humble little home.  Eventually the 

visitors reluctantly admitted they should get some sleep in 

preparation for the Full Moon Festival the next evening.  

“That night, our family all slept together on a mat on 

the kitchen floor, giving the guests our own rooms and 
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beds.  We were all so happy to have guests in our home 

at the river's bend that we did not mind the sacrifice, but 

as Mahina and I drifted off to sleep, we heard our Mother 

and Father talking. 

“‘Our little garden produces enough for us to eat and 

not go hungry, but it cannot feed three more! If they stay, 

we will not have enough for our family after they leave,’ 

whispered my Mother to my Father. ‘I want to welcome 

them, but what will we do?’ 

“‘We must remain good hosts! I just know in my 

heart that is what is important!’ Father said earnestly. ‘Let 

us go to sleep now, and tomorrow we will consider what 

we must do.’ 

“So Father worried through the night, a little more 

than he worried all the other nights, for now not only did 

he have the regular worry of trying to provide for his 
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family, he also had the new worry of hosting the three 

guests who were staying in our little house by the river's 

bend.  

“The next morning, I was sitting on the steps of our 

front porch, the same steps where we sit today, using a 

stick to draw designs in the dirt of things I knew I would 

see at the festival that night. Father came out and sat 

beside me. He handed me a few small coins and asked 

me to do him an important favor.  
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‘Take these few coins I have and go to the village to find a gift we can give our 
guests as a token of our thanks for staying in our little house in the river's bend, and 

apology for being unable to host them longer.' 
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“'Oh little Chandra, I know in my heart we must give 

hospitality to our guests who have come from so far away 

to visit our little village's festival,' began Father. 'But we 

will not be able to host them for long and still have food 

for ourselves when they leave. I am afraid I must tell 

them we cannot let them stay here more than one more 

night, even though the village has no room for them. Take 

these few coins I have and go to the village to find a gift 

we can give our guests as a token of our thanks for 

staying in our little house in the river's bend, and apology 

for being unable to host them longer.' 

“I first tried to find Mahina, to see if she wanted to 

go with me, but Mother had sent her to our neighbors to 

ask for food from their garden to help feed our guests. 

Then I went to see if my Mother needed anything, but she 

was busy cooking a special lunch while Father entertained 
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our guests with stories of our little house by the river's 

bend and our village by the sea.  

“So, with the money tucked safely in my pouch, I set 

out alone for the market to find some small thing to give 

thanks to our guests and remind them of their stay. It was 

a pleasant walk between the river's bend and the little 

village by the sea where I knew the vendors of the market 

would have their wares out for sale on little tables and 

under shady canopies. Along the way I watched the women 

wash clothes on the banks, and the boys trying to fish with 

some wire and bits of stale flat bread, just like they were 

today.  
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“Even in our small village the noise and bustle  

of the market contrasted sharply with the tranquility  

of the riverbank.  At the vendors' stalls I browsed  

through jewelry, bells, local delicacies, and  

trinkets. I listened to musicians play  

drums and flutes between stalls, with 

their small cloth hats out at their  

feet.  I touched silken cloths,  

rubbed my thumb across  

bright bronze incense  

burners, smelled  

the sacks piled  
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high with fragrant spices, and looked through bits of blown 

glass, but then I saw what I knew would be the perfect 

gift. 

“A young boy, not much older than I, 

was selling small figurines. I had 

never seen him before 

at our market and he 

sat quite serenely on 

his rug under a little 

canopy of beautiful 

tapestry.  All around him 

were tiny, shiny, silky bright  

white carvings of delicate  

elephants; as smooth as blown glass,  

but as strong as stone.    
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“I told the boy what I needed the gifts for, and he 

agreed that they would be perfect for our guests. I was 

only able to buy three figurines with the meager coins 

Father had been able to provide, but I yearned for one of 

the lovely smooth white elephants for my very own. 

“Then the boy asked me how I planned to celebrate 

the Full Moon Festival, and I told him that my family 

would gather at a certain spot on the beach with the other 

villagers. I told him that it was the perfect spot to follow 

the path of the Solstice Moon across the sky, and that we 

celebrate the moon and the water and remember our 

dreams by floating little boats with candles inside down the 

river to the sea.  The water always looks so enchanting 

when the flames in the boats mimic the stars in the sky.   
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“He asked me if I would like to do something special 

before the festival, and though I had never met the young 

boy before, I felt safe with him.  So we rolled up his rug, 

boxed up his little white elephants, folded up his tapestry, 

and packed them all on his back to carry. 

“He led me down to the river at the edge of the 

village, then we turned into the jungle, under the canopy of 

the trees, and along a path I hadn’t noticed before. We 

walked in silence and in laughter, and he asked lots of 

questions about our family and our village.  

“I had grown very curious about where we were 

going, when suddenly the jungle brightened. The brilliance 

of the Sun was shocking to my eyes after the emerald 

darkness of the jungle. I realized we were in a clearing 

with a gleaming pool, and it seemed as if there were two 

Suns reflecting in the still pool. I had never been to this 
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clearing in the jungle before, and when my eyes finally 

adjusted to the bright light, I realized the second glistening 

sun was actually an enormous white elephant! 

“He was so large and still that I hadn't noticed him at 

first. He had long ivory tusks and massive expressive 

ears.  I was in awe, but my rapture was quickly broken by 

a splash. Despite his majestic first impression, the elephant 

was playfully spraying water high into the air with his 

trunk. 

“We walked slowly around the pool as the boy told 

me it was not his elephant, but he often came to visit the 

elephant here and so they had become friends.  
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As he walked, carrying us on his journey, I asked where we were going. 

‘He always goes where he needs to,’ the boy said with a shrug, not knowing where exactly 

we would end up. 
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“‘Don't be afraid,’ he reassured me as I stepped with 

him into the shallow water. ‘The elephant does not want to 

harm you, if you do not want to harm him. You can tell 

him so with your mind and your heart. The elephant 

understands your heart’s truths.’ 

“With those massive brown eyes turned to me, so full 

of love and compassion, I believed every word the boy 

said, and I knew the elephant understood me. 

“As I looked deeply into the white elephant’s eyes, the 

boy asked, ‘Would you like to ride him?’ 

“‘Will he let us?’ I asked, not believing this kind but 

still wild elephant would want passengers.  The boy just 

laughed and reached out to pet the elephant when suddenly 

it wrapped its trunk around him and lifted him onto his 

back. The boy was obviously comfortable with the massive 
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animal, but when it was my turn I did not feel very 

graceful as the elephant wrapped his strong trunk around 

me and lifted me up to his head where I clambered onto 

his back and sat with the boy. 

“Then without prompting, the elephant walked out of 

the pool into the canopied jungle, along rivers and through 

clearings I never knew existed.  As he walked, carrying us 

on his journey, I asked where we were going. 

“‘He always goes where he needs to,’ the boy said 

with a shrug, not knowing where exactly we would end up.  

“I decided to trust that it would all be okay, and the 

boy and I continued talking. I told him about my family 

and our guests, and he told me fantastic tales of travels 

and strange wonders he had seen. We talked about the 

village, the moon, and the heart. 
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“'We often think without our hearts,' he said.. 'We can 

get confused by thoughts made only with our minds. If we 

focus on our heart’s truths, what we need and know in our 

hearts, the confusion of our mind will clear.' 

“I thought about what he said, and then I thought 

about my father and his worry. Was he forgetting to think 

with his heart? He worried about the guests because he 

thought that he would not have enough for them and be 

able to support his family. But he wanted to be a good 

host because the travelers needed somewhere to stay. The 

more I contemplated it, the more I remembered how 

excited he was to have guests, and share the wonderful 

things of our village with the travelers. That is why he 

asked Mother to cook the best of our food for them, and 

wanted to give them gifts of thanks for coming to stay 

with us.  
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“My thoughts were broken when we walked into 

another clearing with a little pool. The elephant splashed in 

the pool; spraying water with his trunk while we helped 

scrub his back. I was amazed at the toughness of his skin. 

As he splashed about, we made chains of blossoms from 

the lotus, jasmine, and orchid flowers beside the pool, which 

we draped in wreaths around the elephant's great head. In 

the fading sunlight, wet with water from the pool, the 

elephant seemed to glow, as white and brilliant as the 

figurines the boy sold in the market. 

“‘I have to be home,’ I said to the boy as we watched 

the sun sink below the tree tops. ‘My family always walks 

to the village together for the Full Moon Festivals and it 

will be very important that I be there to help with the 

guests.’ 



 

31 
 

“‘I don't think you have anything to worry about,’ he 

said with a knowing laugh.  

“At that very moment, I realized the clearing we were 

in was very close to our little house in the river's bend, 

and there in front of our house was my Father, Mother, 

Mahina and the three guests just getting ready to leave 

for the walk into the village. Our guests, who before had 

seemed like simple travelers were now dressed in 

magnificent robes, with resplendent jewels! 

“The elephant stopped in front of my astonished 

family, and as he lifted his trunk up and helped me to the 

ground I realized we were covered in the perfumed petals 

of jasmine and orchids, scattered all over the elephant's 

great back from his wading and spraying in the pool. ‘You 

look like a wild jungle spirit,’ teased Mahina.  
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‘You look like a wild  
jungle spirit,” teased Mahina. 

“It was as if magic was floating  
with the jasmine and orchids 
through the warm night air.  
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It was as if magic was floating with the jasmine and 

orchids through the warm night air. 

“Hoping to show respect despite my disheveled 

appearance, I bowed deeply to our guests, and took the 

little elephants from my pouch.  I held them out to our 

guests and asked that they take them as a token of our 

appreciation for coming to our little village’s Full Moon 

Festival and honoring us by staying in our humble home 

by the river's bend.  

“While they turned the carvings over in their hands, 

admiring the workmanship and the silken feel of their 

polished surfaces, I turned to the great white elephant. With 

my heart I thanked the elephant for the day and wished 

him the full moon's blessing. His massive brown eyes were 

again turned on me, and I felt his thanks and blessing in 
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return, and permission to use his great strong back one 

more time. 

“I turned to our guests, and invited them to ride on 

the elephant's back to the village. The great elephant then 

knelt down, to allow our guests to climb atop his back, and 

with a wave and joyful smiles, they were off. 

“On our walk to the village, I told my family about the 

great day of adventure I had, and of the elephant and the 

boy and the wonderful things he had said. I told them 

about the importance of following your heart, and how if 

we are truly following our heart it clears the thoughts in 

our head. I also shared my ideas of what we should do 

with our future. 

“By the time we had reached the village the festivities 

had begun and our hearts were set – we would turn our 

little house by the river's bend into a hotel.  We would 
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give tours of the village, take guests fishing in the river, 

have special dinners during the Full Moon Festivals and 

invite storytellers to come. We would find some way to do 

it! 

“As we walked down the market street the villagers 

began to cheer. We did not know why they were cheering, 

but they were looking at us! 

“In the town square we saw our three guests in their 

resplendent robes talking to our town mayor. The leader 

of our little village walked towards my Father and bowed 

deeply to him, then escorted us to the three guests. One 

guest in a deep purple robe announced in a voice big 

enough for everyone around to hear, ‘We are emissaries 

of the king, sent to find the best Full Moon Festivals on 

our great island. We have been traveling for many months.  

We thought we would not be able to see the festival here 
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because there was no place to stay, but this generous 

family gave us the most comfortable lodging, the best food 

from their garden and the most entertaining stories.' 

“‘We would like other people from all over the world 

to know about this most wonderful festival in this most 

incredible village, all thanks to this generous family who 

took us into their home at the river's bend.’ 

“I thought Father was going to faint there on the spot, 

but nothing quite prepared him for the royal emissary's 

next statement. 

“‘It is with the pleasure of the king, that a new hotel 

be built here in the village in view of the sea, so that 

many visitors from the wide world over might come and 

find the peace and happiness we have found here. And it 

is our honor to name our great host as the Royal Patron 

of Hospitality.’ 
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“Father clapped along with everyone else, not 

understanding that the emissary was talking about him! 

Mother cried and clasped his arm, while Mahina and I 

wrapped ourselves around his waist in a huge hug. It was 

as if the universe had heard our hearts’ truths and made 

them all reality! 

“Father eventually came to his senses and bowed 

deeply to the Three Royal Emissaries who laughed heartily 

and with arms around him walked down the beach to 

where we always gathered to launch our candle lit boats.  

They decided to build the hotel right there, so all the 

guests would be able to share in that beautiful experience.   

That night the villagers and guests danced and played 

music until the Moon had set and the Sun was peaking up 

over the horizon. 
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“When we arrived back at our house at the river's 

bend, Father knelt down in front of me and held me 

before him. He looked deeply at me with appreciating tears 

in his eyes, and said, 'Little Chandra, you and Mahina are 

my heart, and the magic of this day would not be possible 

without you.' 

“I did not know what to say or how to thank him, but 

the thanks and happiness was there in my heart, and I 

think he knew. Instead of speaking, I threw my arms 

around him in a hug. 
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I did not know what to say or how to thank him, but the thanks and happiness was 
there in my heart, and I think he knew. Instead of speaking, I threw my arms around him in 

a hug. 
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“As we all rested through the dawn, I dreamed of my 

adventures and wondered if they were even real. Was the 

boy real? Or was he actually the spirit of the elephant? 

The white elephant, I thought to myself, not just wet and 

shining, but truly white and glowing. Perhaps both the boy 

and the elephant had been spirits of the moon, sent to 

deliver this lesson to my family in a time of worry. 

“So I phrased in my mind what I knew in my heart - 

a thanks to the boy for the lessons he taught. And  a 

promise to try to keep my heart’s truths clear in my 

vision and not to let them get confused before they reach 

my mind. 

“Later that day, after the guests had risen from their 

nap, we all gathered together for a final meal and talked of 

the plans for the hotel: when the workers would come to 

build it and what Father would do as the Royal Patron.  
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Then they packed their bags, donned their dusty traveling 

robes, and prepared for their long journey home. 

“As we stood in front of our house at the river's 

bend to wave goodbye, one of the emissaries stepped 

forward and presented me with a huge lotus blossom. The 

biggest I had ever seen.  

“‘The boy and his elephant asked us to give this to 

you after they brought us to the village,’ said the 

Emissary. ‘And the boy said to remind you to always trust 

your heart.’ 

“With that, they lifted their packs onto their backs and 

set off for the king's palace. As they walked away, I 

looked more closely at the beautiful lotus flower and there, 

nestled in its petals was a little smooth carving of a white 

elephant.  
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“Then, before we were even back inside, the villagers 

began arriving! They each carried a basket of food, as a 

blessing and thanks to our family for providing hospitality 

to the king's emissaries.  Now we would not have to worry 

about running out of things to eat 
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“Within a few days, my Father began welcoming the 

king's builders into our village. He helped design the hotel 

that grew on the beach at the spot where the Summer 

Solstice Moon hung so perfectly in the sky.   

“By the time the Harvest Moon rose the hotel was 

opened, with a great number of guest rooms, ballrooms, 

porches and balconies with each having a special view of 

the moon. We also moved into our new house, which was 

built as part of the hotel, so that guests could stay with us 

in our home.  

“My Father's duty was to take care of the hospitality 

of the guests and to manage the hotel. My Mother ran the 

kitchen and cooked for all the guests, and many other 

villagers who did not have work came to help with cleaning 

and taking care of things, but Mahina and I received the 

special task of delivering a special gift of a smoothly 
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carved white elephant to each guest as a thank you for 

staying at our grand hotel by the sea. 

“To always remember the special day that made all 

of this possible, Father turned our old home at the river's 

bend into this beautiful pagoda shrine, where villagers can 

give thanks for their blessings, and visitors can sit and 

rest on their journey to our incredible little village with the 

best Full Moon Festivals anywhere!” 
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With the blessing of the story in their hearts, the children gathered flowers from 

the surrounding trees and brought them to the little shrine. 
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With a clap, the Grandmother closed her story, and 

brought the children back to where the story began and 

ended at the little shrine at the river's bend.  Now in her 

hand, instead of a lotus seed, was a little white elephant.  

With the blessing of the story in their hearts, the 

children gathered flowers from the surrounding trees and 

brought them to the little shrine.  They sent them floating 

in the little fountain, and said their thanks for the blessings 

of the spirits, and most of all for an incredible 

grandmother who was once a little girl who used her heart 

to fulfill her family's dream. 
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Aeri Rose is a traveling fairy.  She 

loves to roam the globe having 

adventures and collecting stories like 

this one.  She can usually be found 

touring the American countryside with 

Alice, her blue Jeep Cherokee; or 

exploring the world with her little grey 

backpack.  She writes to capture the beauty and wonder 

of her experiences- both the ordinary and extraordinary.   

 

To follow Aeri on her journeys, and be updated on her 

latest projects and publications, subscribe to her blog:  

 

www.travelingwithaeri.com.  



 

51 
 

 

 
  



 

52 
 

 
 Artist A. Len Bell reemerged in 

2008 after a 13-year hiatus from 

public and gallery showings, and with 

his wife, textile artist Heather Bell, 

established Loime Studios as a 

gateway to new multimedia and 

cooperative works. Since then, he 

has completed a number of commissioned works - 

including the impressive Cosmic Soul Factory Drum with 

renown drummaker Eddie Fuller, illustrated children's 

books, a series based on mermaids in literature, and is 

currently illustrating a collection of Irish lyrics As Gaeilge. 

Based in Baltimore, this multicultural artist draws 

inspiration from his lineage. The crossroads of American 
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Indian – Shawnee, Muskogee and Tsalagi, with Scottish, 

Irish, African and Chinese ancestors, he has previously 

focused great attention on American Indian traditional 

dancing, African gourd carving and beading, and completed 

a study of Chinese ink painting techniques. During his 

study he has traveled around the world, exploring the 

many facets of intercultural communications and the 

cross-cultural aspects of primitive art, for which he holds 

a degree from University of Maryland University College. 

Currently focusing his study on historical illuminated 

texts, Bell is illustrating excerpts of Irish Gaeilge poems 

and lyrics with intentions of incorporating the works of 

modern musicians into the collection. 

 

Other works can be found at his website 

www.loimestudios.org. 
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 “As we stood in front of our house at the river's bend to wave 

goodbye, one of the emissaries stepped forward and presented me with a 

huge lotus blossom. The biggest I had ever seen. 

“‘The boy and his elephant asked us to give this to you after they 

brought us to the village,’ said the Emissary. ‘And the boy said to remind you 

to always trust your heart.’ 

“With that, they lifted their packs onto their backs and set off for the 

king's palace. As they walked away, I looked more closely at the beautiful 

lotus flower and there, nestled in its petals was a little smooth carving of a 

white elephant.  

 


