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TWINKLE, TWINKLE,

LITTLE STELA

Twinkle, twinkle, little star

Bravely wander

Once upon a time, in a faraway country nanhdekerta, there ruled aather

oppressiveemperor, who made hpeoplelive only by his rulesKeeping his kingdom

closed and disconnected from the other realnasgiti not allow that hissubjects

might havedifferent opinions, expectations or behavioldet to pay with their life

people had no other choice butitee within the limits imposed by their ruler







The emperor, whose wife had died a long time ago, was left with nothing but ghe
daughterthe beautiful princess Stela. As he loved her very much, he kept her withjn
the surroundings of the palace. Stela could never leave; as a matter of fact she rjzver
felt the urge to leave, as she completely trusted her father who repeatedlyegaid
kingdom was the whole world and nothing ever existed beyond it. So, the sweet §nd
innocent princess, in spite of growing up in such a limited spes@ her happy,

joyful and compassionateature.As a little girl, shewould spend her timavening

and playng funny games with ér servants oreading from her very few tale books.






Yet, her adolescence got somehow gloomy, as she kept having the same dream dqvery
night: it seemed that a gorgeous fairy, dressed in colourful dressegletely
different from the grey ones worn by the women of her country, appeared in her f§ce
from nowhere and whispered a strange song to her ear. It sounded liKkaitiat

Gaga and Bradley Coop&hallow:

Tell me something, girl,
Are you happy ithis prison world?
Or do you need more?
|l s there something el se youdne
Dondt stay her el
There are so many places that you need to see!

Go, be free!

Embrace this big world and love its diversity!






At the beginning, she would wake up in fear right after that, remaining completdly

bewildered, without understanding anything from the message of the song, but as §me
went by, especially after she had accidently heard the servants speaking abouf the

immersity of the real world, she would hear herself singing back to the beautiful fa

Tell me something, fay,
Is it dangerous to go this way?
My father believes that
big worl dobés j us,t of
Where 106d be
Mistreated, hurt angblaced down on my knee
Cause you see

|l t6s never a good thing 2t



This part confused her even more because her father had always told her jhat
there lied nothing beyond their land, there existed no other king nor other pirimces!
this world but them. So, how could the world be bigger than that? How could peogle
mistreatand hurt their only princesSherehad o be a mi st akeé |[Ye

go on singing:

Oh, you poor soul,
You have | ived so far 1in 1 e
Step out of this jail!
Youbd be surwypribs ed ntoa kKrmhaw frjai
Freedombés your right
Yourrightb | i ve, to | ove, to /

Be brave and smart

As long as you choose wisely you will be alright!



Mystified by the obsessive dream, one daglétisked her father about itt A

that moment, Ise was surprised to find out that the dream was telling the truth, whifz
her father had kept her in a lie for such a long time: the world was so much more tjan
Liberta but it was populated by evil creatures who would take advantage of Hjzr
kindness and inraence they would either corrupt or break her down; she could onl

be safe and saved within the thick walls of Libeftaough for the first time widely
awake, Steladught back in the singing voice of her dream (Pink Fldigk in the

Wall):

Idond6t need no | imitation
| dondét need no strict copt
No prison brick walls in my life now
Father, let me free my soul!
Hey, tyrant, let me free my soul!

| will strive to be more than a brick in your wall






So far it hasremained unknown what weighed more: either the strength of hgir
voice or the determination of her mind, alongside the unstoppaterst of so many
oppressed subjects. The fact is that the tyrant king was defeated: he opened thefiron
gates of his kigdom and watched helplessly his people leave. He only had the povjer
to tell his daughter, the first to leave Liberta, a few sorrowed words:
"My dear, freedom is both a blessing and a cutdempts you with the sweetness of
choice, but it empowers yowith the weight of responsibilityl thought it was my
duty to protect you from it! It is clear enough | haleded. Be careful when you
embrace it not to let yourself controlled by it! Freedom is the most difficult lesson ofje
can learn!™

But Stela waslready too far in the voyage of her life to hear her fétteeble
wordsWith her eyes wide opened, Stela was embracing everything that the big wdgild
had to offer: beautiful, unknown colours, diverse, magical sounds, differe

landscapes and mysteriqpie o p | e é



For the first time in her life, her curiosity was pleased and her craving for new thinfljs

was nourished. And she kept on going for endless days, smiling like a child whenfhe

t he f i r st ,adnenight she stappedno tedtie & greenfif a
valley. After a peaceful sleep, she found herself lying next to a little, blonde girl, whp,
curiously, was not looking at her at all. On the contrary, she seemed to admire fer
own strangely yellow appearanoea rathe big mirror for her to carry outside the
house To St e ltedid, who keptpgnarirsy der, started talking:
“Hello, Stelafrom Liberta! Do you like what you have seen so far from this big

world you want to discover?"
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Without waiting for any answer, which could not come promptly anyway, as Ste
was mutely confused, she continued
show you more! " and friendly grabbed her hand.

Though she found herself walkimgthout realisng, Stela dazzled and asked:

“Wait? Who are you? How come you know my name and where | come from?!™

Looking for the first time into our

"Youol | be surprised to find ¥aityouh g

neednoét worry; this i s aComedong"your




Soon they arrived in a small, strange village. It seemed strange because it fhad

houses in all possible shapes and colours. Some of them were round,waheers

chromatic diversity: red, yel |l ow, paj e
inhabitants had no limits in painting their homes. The little girl guessed her confusidh:
Do you like our village? Its name is Empataempatie, ilMacedoniah | know it

looks curious to you, but we are very proud of its diversity. As a matfacnfthis is

what defines usWe find happiness in variety.”






Stela could not take her eyes off the stunning surroundings. Apart from th2
pol ychromati c bui |l di ng sthat the lc@our distinctiomsn g t
applied to humans alsoher recent companion had blonde hair and vyello
complexion, but as soon as sheawed in the village, red, blue, green, white or black
people startedtoappe&xnd | dondt mean only their

being, from head to toe, was colourfioreover, they all had different sizes: for the

first time in her life, she saw extremely tall people walking next to curiously shojit
ones.Except forherself no one seemed surprised ofgbeonstant variationsn the
contrary, the inhabitants, who a@ppearedo know one another, behaved in a very
civilizedway.St el a coul dndét help staring:

I reckon you are shocked to see so mathercolours exist besides grej.r e n ofit

they beautiful?



(@}

“Yes,t hey are amazi ngé blufor you tollive together sinces

you are all so different? My father used to say that, in order to get along and coejist
peacefully peopleshould be the samBifferences always lead to conflicts.™

" This would only be true i f we di 0t
uniquenessHappily, this is not our cas&ee, our village is blessed. We are not rich,
nor famous, but we have a very special gift!"", said the little girl pointing to hql
mirror. In fact, Stelanstantlyrealised thathose completely different peopthe saw

had something identical: they all carried mirrors, either in their hands or in thqjr

pockets. Then she looked in the mirror that her friend had offered her.



Well, if you expect, as she also expected, to se@Wwarbeautiful princess face

in the mirror, you are all wrong: although she projected the bizarre object toward Ber
face, Stela saw the | i tAnd éo mgke it evérsorer eff |
weird, she felt, at the same time, a wave of understaniilimginating her inside: it
became cl ear, out of nowhere, what w{§s
Stela was not Stela anymor e; her body
could experience her most intimate thoughts and feelBigs.knew novthat Camo

(pr. Samo=unica, itMacedoniah was a nice twelvgear old, whose main wish for

thatday was to satisfy Stelads need to

u)
D






“"This mirror helps us know each othé&nd knowing means understanding and

acceping the other, no matter how different he is from you. See, Stela, you, with yair

gloomy appearance, your pale clothes and your staring eyes, might have seemed Jjuite

strange to me, unless | had not looked at you through my mirror. The minute | glanfed
your reflection | realised your longing for knowledgey discovering the world is

nothing else but the normal consequence of your former imprisoned life. Knowifig

t hat , | wanted to help you. You <can ee

A

qutehe opposite: il tds fascinating to 3

|l tds dlugdidelimg to make the othersé |




Stela wasecstatic: she speat lot of time wandering in Empatia, trying to know and

please asnany people as possible. She gladly built a space ship for a little purple by,
she drew pink giraffes for his burgundy sister, she told the story of Adam and Evgjto
an old lady who worshipped mankind and she wove a nice, warm eweata
grandfather whpbeing too white, was always cold and could not play outside with h{
ten grandchildren.

I donot r e me mbvehile loeking at Stely througheher, mirror,
Camo reminded that her big wish wstdl seeing the whole world and, after having
offered her a magic mirror, said gebgle to our princessStela went on, sad leave
agood friend and a magical pladmut eager to embrace whatever képtin store for

her.






Shewalked for many days and nights, she slept under the blue sky, she faged
heavy rain and burning sun, she bathed in free waters and she ate what she could find
along the wayYet, tired of walking and of being on hewn, Stelastopped at the first
settlement that she came across. This one seemed to be bigger than Bntpatia
definitely, much bigger than her Liberta. She entaradtiously, not knowing what

kind of people she might find, still fearing that her father couldifiet mbout the
mean big world. At the same ti me, |
there were different kinds of houses: tall, fancy ones, or modest but neat orfzs.

However, she could not, by far, observe the same overwhelming diversitigaithat

stunned her in Empatia.



People also seemed nice; so nice that one malghelwoman holding a toddler, who

appeared to be heading somewhere in a hurry, stopped and abandoned her own dpings
to look after Stela:

“"Hello, dear! Are you alrigit You seem tired and quite downcast. Come with me tg

my house! | 6 | ‘ise your spirit it t
" Thank you, you neednd6t worgomg apo

AN

somewher eé’
" Yes, I am, but my busi nheisnsg caabno uwa iyjo.u
along!™

Soon, our princess, whoby thewayi di dndét | ook | i roi
and shabby as she was, arrived in front of a nice house, neither too big, nor too srjall,

but very inviting at sight. Her unexpectedost opened the door and asked her tg

come inside.






ButStelacoul dnét take any step forward; 4 h e
woven in golden threadling on the floor in front of her.
I cannot come in. | am dusty and unworthy to step on such a wonderful goldin

carpet. | cannot possibly dirty it. Calyou, please, remove it? , said Stela politely.

“"Do not worry about the carpet. It lies there especially for you. Do come inside ajhd

I its story. !~

Stelahad no other choice, so she entered. Still, she tried to touch as seldony as
possible the magnificent carpet with her dirty fégmce inside, the nice lady invited

her to sit and rest while she wkaying the table. Once again, the shy princess fel
sorryf or her fatherds misbeliefs. | f onj vy
big worldwad... If only he had the courage to discover and embrace it!... Her flowinfij

thoughts were suddenly interrupted by the women kdubjust finished preparing the

meal.






“Please, eat and while you do so | will tell the story of the golden carpet, which isfin

fact ournationalstory. Our kingdom is called Sevasmos and my name is Filoxenig

We live in peace and harmgmye love and respect one anothed we are blessed

with a very wise and kindkingut , as far as | heard ro
ke this. There were times when peogl e

and mistreating one another. This happened before our kingini t ed hifs

crown. But it all changed in the day of his coronation; on that very day, after t

\v

imperial crown had beergredon his head, he announced his first law: every citize
in Sevasmos would receive a marvellous, golden thread woven,catpeh had to

be under the feet of any guest crjjos



From that day on all people had to be treated with respect, hospitality and dignity. e,

deception and theft were also forbidden. These are the rule$ibl we have been

living ever since.
He also explained us why we should live like this telling us a true story frogh

his childhood: one day, when he was playing in the throne hall, he heard a str@ing

with his father 6s mo shadjystrreessveddhe sisit gfa Vedy g n
famous neighbour king. His father took great care of that carpet and would let no ¢ne
but important statesmen step onSuddenly appearing from another room, he got

really angry both with his son, with the servantsl avith his own father who had

already taken his first steps on the precious carpet.






The old man was ordered tlvaw back and the servants were commended to replad
the golden carpet with a normal, less valuable étehe same time, the good child
started crying, as he saw the sorro
help remembering that the golden adrfinad been higenerousgift for his son,

offered together with the cronand the hope of placing a worthy successor on thg

throne Yet, hurt by the son, the former king was honoured and proud of his grandsgn,
who uttered through tears:

“Father, when | grow up old enough to wear the crownd on 6 want ) U
the golden carpet. | want this ugly one!™

The king couldndét believe his ears:
“"What stupid things are you saying, child? What great king will you be if you want fo
inherit aworthless carpet instead of a golden one?!™

“Father, | think | will be great enough to make my own golden carpetiead,l

want this cheap carpet to have something worthy of you when you come to visit mgl






Our ki ng di dn oOstory emdedNeither nlidhé keewhistwbreé whenever

his retired father came to visit, he was greeted with a golden carpet. And so werdj all
the other guests that happelto arrive to Sevasmos since that day

At the end of the story, Stela was full antlefi with joy; she felt she had received

food for both body and soul. She could expect nothing more. She only had to go of in

this beautiful world, which was revealing with unbelievable generosity all its wonde}s
and values. Naturallyshe carriechlong tke way a golden precious cargetalways

remember the lesson of respect and hospitality






After who knows how many days of walking through complete wilderness, slfie
finally got to a human settlemerfshe stopped as that was her fate: discovering thi
world and its different people. Bisardly had she calmed her curious eyes searchinf
around, when a local mawith a white scarf around his nedkok her by the hand

and said in a peaceful voice:

“"Theyal so sent a girl é The other t a \
reckon they didndét get to deliver W
them!™

Stela tried to protest, but she realised she would waste an unbelievable opportugit
How else could she meet the king?... In no more than ten minutes, they got to fihe
palace. It was not astonishing by size! As a matter of fact, even her palace frpm

Liberta might be larger.






However, it looked peaceful and curiouslyened; no high fences, no iron gates, just

a normal, inoffensive door at the entrance. Without being stopped or questionedjby
any guard, they got to the r o n
local, were standing in front of the kin@n thesides, lots of other peoplall with

white scarveswere watching.

" " Beloved King, e |

them.™
Stela realised it was high time to spell out the truth:

dondét know whStelafromd.ibeeta amkl nvantte discover theg
big world. | mean no harm! Just let me assist! | want to understand the rules gnd

values that you live by so that | can learn from you!"






“Very well!"", said the king and addressed to the dtlvermen: “"Proceed!™

The taller one started talking:

““Your brother is dead and the whole Guerralia is left without a ruler. We want youjjo
take over our kingdom. Our great wish is to become citizens of Paz.™

I was sure that my brother would die in wa&ver since our father divided his
kingdom and gave each of us one half, my brother wanted nothing else but to conquer
other realms and enlarge his territory. In vain had | told him it was better to live jn
peace than to |l ead your subjects t e a
“We are here to tell you the truth: your brother did not die in war. He died at honfe,

killed by his own people.



As a matter ofact, he was killed exactlypy his own peopleasthere were no more
living sons of Guerrala They al | peri shed becau
fighting his senseless warghe country is now inhabited only by local women and
war prisoners: foreigners deprived of their mothers and wives who hated your brot
more than anything else in therld. It was predictable they would start a mutiny and
they would kill the tyrant as soon as they got the chance. There was no one to de

and protect hi mé’

Stela could seethegriecfa ki ng possession of the ki

thathisk i nd, peacef ul nature was deeply

“And what do you want from me, king slayers? We live our lives minding our o
business, hurting no one and taking nothing from no one. We are peace and moc
lovers. That is why we all wedhese white scarveso that everyone knows what we

value and cherish!™




ourmot her s, wives and children,
need large territories and foreign riches as war prays. We need peace and modj
We need a white scarfl'concluded the shorter messenger.

And they all got one, as Stela colldppily withess. She also received a white scarf tg

wear around her neck and she lefptd an end tdver own mission, leaving all people

of Paz, the old ones and the new ones, to live peacefully ever after.







