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TWINKLE, TWINKLE,  

LITTLE STELA  

 

 

Twinkle, twinkle, little star                                   

Bravely wander near and faré 

 

 

 Once upon a time, in a faraway country named Liberta, there ruled a rather 

oppressive emperor, who made his people live only by his rules. Keeping his kingdom 

closed and disconnected from the other realms, he did not allow that his subjects 

might have different opinions, expectations or behaviours. Not to pay with their life, 

people had no other choice but to live within the limits imposed by their ruler. 
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      The emperor, whose wife had died a long time ago, was left with nothing but one 

daughter, the beautiful princess Stela. As he loved her very much, he kept her within 

the surroundings of the palace. Stela could never leave; as a matter of fact she never 

felt the urge to leave, as she completely trusted her father who repeatedly said their 

kingdom was the whole world and nothing ever existed beyond it. So, the sweet and 

innocent princess, in spite of growing up in such a limited space, kept her happy, 

joyful and compassionate nature. As a little girl, she would spend her time inventing 

and playing funny games with her servants or reading from her very few tale books.  
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Yet, her adolescence got somehow gloomy, as she kept having the same dream every 

night: it seemed that a gorgeous fairy, dressed in colourful dresses, completely 

different from the grey ones worn by the women of her country, appeared in her face 

from nowhere and whispered a strange song to her ear. It sounded like that (Lady 

Gaga and Bradley Cooper, Shallow): 

 

Tell me something, girl, 

Are you happy in this prison world? 

Or do you need more? 

Is there something else youôre searching for? 

Donôt stay here! 

There are so many places that you need to see! 

Go, be free! 

Embrace this big world and love its diversity! 
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At the beginning, she would wake up in fear right after that, remaining completely 

bewildered, without understanding anything from the message of the song, but as time 

went by, especially after she had accidently heard the servants speaking about the 

immensity of the real world, she would hear herself singing back to the beautiful fay: 

 

Tell me something, fay, 

Is it dangerous to go this way? 

My father believes that 

The big worldôs just a place of greed and theft, 

Where Iôd be 

Mistreated, hurt and placed down on my knee 

Cause you see 

Itôs never a good thing to set yourself free! 
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 This part confused her even more because her father had always told her that 

there lied nothing beyond their land, there existed no other king nor other princess in 

this world but them. So, how could the world be bigger than that? How could people 

mistreat and hurt their only princess? There had to be a mistakeé Yet, the fay would 

go on singing: 

 

Oh, you poor soul, 

You have lived so far in a deep holeé 

Step out of this jail! 

Youôd be surprised to know youôre not that frail! 

Freedomôs your right 

Your right to live, to love, to follow your own hearté 

Be brave and smart 

As long as you choose wisely you will be alright! 
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 Mystified by the obsessive dream, one day Stela asked her father about it. At 

that moment, she was surprised to find out that the dream was telling the truth, while 

her father had kept her in a lie for such a long time: the world was so much more than 

Liberta but it was populated by evil creatures who would take advantage of her 

kindness and innocence; they would either corrupt or break her down; she could only 

be safe and saved within the thick walls of Liberta. Though for the first time widely 

awake, Stela fought back in the singing voice of her dream (Pink Floyd, Brick in the 

Wall): 

 

I donôt need no limitation 

I donôt need no strict control 

No prison brick walls in my life now 

Father, let me free my soul! 

Hey, tyrant, let me free my soul! 

I will strive to be more than a brick in your wall. 
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            So far it has remained unknown what weighed more: either the strength of her 

voice or the determination of her mind, alongside the unstoppable outburst of so many 

oppressed subjects. The fact is that the tyrant king was defeated: he opened the iron 

gates of his kingdom and watched helplessly his people leave. He only had the power 

to tell his daughter, the first to leave Liberta, a few sorrowed words: 

``My dear, freedom is both a blessing and a curse! It tempts you with the sweetness of 

choice, but it empowers you with the weight of responsibility! I thought it was my 

duty to protect you from it! It is clear enough I have failed. Be careful when you 

embrace it not to let yourself controlled by it! Freedom is the most difficult lesson one 

can learn!` ̀

 But Stela was already too far in the voyage of her life to hear her fatherôs feeble 

words.With her eyes wide opened, Stela was embracing everything that the big world 

had to offer: beautiful, unknown colours, diverse, magical sounds, different 

landscapes and mysterious peopleé  
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For the first time in her life, her curiosity was pleased and her craving for new things 

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

sees for the first time the motherôs face, until, one night, she stopped to rest in a green 

valley. After a peaceful sleep, she found herself lying next to a little, blonde girl, who, 

curiously, was not looking at her at all. On the contrary, she seemed to admire her 

own strangely yellow appearance in a rather big mirror for her to carry outside the 

house. To Stelaôs surprise, the girl, who kept ignoring her, started talking:  

``Hello, Stela from 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 Stela 

was mutely confused, she continued in a rather bossy voice: ``Come with me! Iôll 

show you more!`` and friendly grabbed her hand.  

Though she found herself walking without realising, Stela dazzled and asked: 

``Wait? Who are you? How come you know my name and where I come from?!`` 

Looking for the first time into our princessôs eyes, the little girl answered: 

``Youôll be surprised to find out how many things I know about youé Yet, you 

neednôt worry; this is all to your benefit, not to your harm! Come along!` ̀
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      Soon they arrived in a small, strange village. It seemed strange because it had 

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

triangular or square. Some even looked like pyramids. As for the colours, it was 

overwhelming for Stela, who had been living in a constantly grey world, to see such a 

chromatic diversity: red, yellow, pale blue, dark blue, pink, purple, orangeé these 

inhabitants had no limits in painting their homes. The little girl guessed her confusion: 

``Do you like our village? Its name is Empatia (= empatie, in Macedonian). I know it 

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

what defines us. We find happiness in variety.`` 
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Stela could not take her eyes off the stunning surroundings. Apart from the 

polychromatic buildings, she couldnôt help noticing that the colour distinctions 

applied to humans also: her recent companion had blonde hair and yellow 

complexion, but as soon as she arrived in the village, red, blue, green, white or black 

people started to appear. And I donôt mean only their clothes, or their hair; their whole 

being, from head to toe, was colourful. Moreover, they all had different sizes: for the 

first time in her life, she saw extremely tall people walking next to curiously short 

ones. Except for herself, no one seemed surprised of these constant variations; on the 

contrary, the inhabitants, who all appeared to know one another, behaved in a very 

civilized way. Stela couldnôt help staring: 

``I reckon you are shocked to see so many other colours exist besides grey. Arenôt 

they beautiful?̀̀  
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``Yes, they are amazingé but tell me, isnôt it difficult for you to live together since 

you are all so different? My father used to say that, in order to get along and coexist 

peacefully, people should be the same. Differences always lead to conflicts.`` 

``This would only be true if we didnôt make any effort to understand one anotherôs 

uniqueness. Happily, this is not our case! See, our village is blessed. We are not rich, 

nor famous, but we have a very special gift!``, said the little girl pointing to her 

mirror. In fact, Stela instantly realised that those completely different people she saw 

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

pockets. Then she looked in the mirror that her friend had offered her.  
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 Well, if you expect, as she also expected, to see her own beautiful princess face 

in the mirror, you are all wrong: although she projected the bizarre object toward her 

face, Stela saw the little girlôs reflection in the mirror. And, to make it even more 

weird, she felt, at the same time, a wave of understanding illuminating her inside: it 

became clear, out of nowhere, what was in the little girlôs head and mind. It felt like 

Stela was not Stela anymore; her body was filled with her friendôs being and she 

could experience her most intimate thoughts and feelings. She knew now that Camo 

(pr. Samo=unica, in Macedonian) was a nice twelve year old, whose main wish for 

that day was to satisfy Stelaôs need to see the big world. Camo completed: 
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``This mirror helps us know each other. And knowing means understanding and 

accepting the other, no matter how different he is from you. See, Stela, you, with your 

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

strange to me, unless I had not looked at you through my mirror. The minute I glanced 

your reflection I realised your longing for knowledge, for discovering the world is 

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

that, I wanted to help you. You can see now why our differences donôt alienate us; Itôs 

quite the opposite: itôs fascinating to be able to embrace so many perspectives on life. 

Itôs also self-fulfilling to make the othersô wishes come true.`` 
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Stela was ecstatic: she spent a lot of time wandering in Empatia, trying to know and 

please as many people as possible. She gladly built a space ship for a little purple boy, 

she drew pink giraffes for his burgundy sister, she told the story of Adam and Eve to 

an old lady who worshipped mankind and she wove a nice, warm sweater for a 

grandfather who, being too white, was always cold and could not play outside with his 

ten grandchildren. 

 I donôt remember exactly when, while looking at Stela through her mirror, 

Camo reminded that her big wish was still seeing the whole world and, after having 

offered her a magic mirror, said good-bye to our princess. Stela went on, sad to leave 

a good friend and a magical place, but eager to embrace whatever life kept in store for 

her. 
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          She walked for many days and nights, she slept under the blue sky, she faced 

heavy rain and burning sun, she bathed in free waters and she ate what she could find 

along the way. Yet, tired of walking and of being on her own, Stela stopped at the first 

settlement that she came across. This one seemed to be bigger than Empatia and, 

definitely, much bigger than her Liberta. She entered cautiously, not knowing what 

kind of people she might find, still fearing that her father could be right about the 

mean big world. At the same time, her curious eyes didnôt leave anything unnoticed; 

there were different kinds of houses: tall, fancy ones, or modest but neat ones. 

However, she could not, by far, observe the same overwhelming diversity that had 

stunned her in Empatia.  
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People also seemed nice; so nice that one middle-aged woman, holding a toddler, who 

appeared to be heading somewhere in a hurry, stopped and abandoned her own doings 

to look after Stela: 

``Hello, dear! Are you alright? You seem tired and quite downcast. Come with me to 

my house! Iôll raise your spirit a little bit.`` 

``Thank you, but you neednôt worry about me. Anyway, you look like youôre going 

somewhereé`` 

``Yes, I am, but my business can wait. I canôt say the same thing about youé Come 

along!`  ̀ 

Soon, our princess, who ï by the way ï didnôt look like a princess anymore, as tired 

and shabby as she was, arrived in front of a nice house, neither too big, nor too small, 

but very inviting at sight. Her unexpected  host opened the door and asked her to 

come inside. 
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But Stela couldnôt take any step forward; she froze as she saw the marvellous carpet, 

woven in golden thread, lying on the floor in front of her. 

``I cannot come in. I am dusty and unworthy to step on such a wonderful golden 

carpet. I cannot possibly dirty it. Could you, please, remove it?``, said Stela politely. 

``Do not worry about the carpet. It lies there especially for you. Do come inside and 

Iôll tell its story.!`` 

Stela had no other choice, so she entered. Still, she tried to touch as seldom as 

possible the magnificent carpet with her dirty feet. Once inside, the nice lady invited 

her to sit and rest while she was laying the table. Once again, the shy princess felt 

sorry for her fatherôs misbeliefs. If only he could see how beautiful and friendly this 

big world was!... If only he had the courage to discover and embrace it!... Her flowing 

thoughts were suddenly interrupted by the women who had just finished preparing the 

meal. 
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``Please, eat and while you do so I will tell the story of the golden carpet, which is in 

fact our national story. Our kingdom is called Sevasmos and my name is Filoxenia. 

We live in peace and harmony, we love and respect one another and we are blessed 

with a very wise and kind king. But, as far as I heard from the elders, it wasnôt always 

like this. There were times when people wouldnôt value respect and dignity, deceiving 

and mistreating one another. This happened before our king inherited his fatherôs 

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

imperial crown had been placed on his head, he announced his first law: every citizen 

in Sevasmos would receive a marvellous, golden thread woven carpet, which had to 

be put under the feet of any guest crossing the threshold of oneôs house.  
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From that day on all people had to be treated with respect, hospitality and dignity. Lie, 

deception and theft were also forbidden. These are the rules by which we have been 

living ever since.  

 He also explained us why we should live like this telling us a true story from 

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

knock on the palaceôs door. Faster than most of the servants, he reached the door first 

and merrily opened it, inviting his grandfather, for he had been the one knocking, 

inside. But, innocent and careless, he did not realise that the floor was embellished 

with his fatherôs most precious golden carpet, who had just received the visit of a very 

famous neighbour king. His father took great care of that carpet and would let no one 

but important statesmen step on it. Suddenly appearing from another room, he got 

really angry both with his son, with the servants and with his own father who had 

already taken his first steps on the precious carpet.  
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The old man was ordered to draw back and the servants were commended to replace 

the golden carpet with a normal, less valuable one. At the same time, the good child 

started crying, as he saw the sorrow in his grandfatherôs eyes. The latter could not 

help remembering that the golden carpet had been his generous gift for his son, 

offered together with the crown and the hope of placing a worthy successor on the 

throne. Yet, hurt by the son, the former king was honoured and proud of his grandson, 

who uttered through tears: 

``Father, when I grow up old enough to wear the crown I donô want you to give me 

the golden carpet. I want this ugly one!`` 

The king couldnôt believe his ears: 

``What stupid things are you saying, child? What great king will you be if you want to 

inherit a worthless carpet instead of a golden one?!`` 

``Father, I think I will be great enough to make my own golden carpets. Instead, I 

want this cheap carpet to have something worthy of you when you come to visit me!`` 
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Our king didnôt mention how the story ended. Neither did he keep his word: whenever 

his retired father came to visit, he was greeted with a golden carpet. And so were all 

the other guests that happened to arrive to Sevasmos since that dayé`` 

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

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

this beautiful world, which was revealing with unbelievable generosity all its wonders 

and values. Naturally, she carried along the way a golden precious carpet to always 

remember the lesson of respect and hospitality. 
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 After who knows how many days of walking through complete wilderness, she 

finally got to a human settlement. She stopped as that was her fate: discovering the 

world and its different people. But hardly had she calmed her curious eyes searching 

around, when a local man, with a white scarf around his neck, took her by the hand 

and said in a peaceful voice: 

``They also sent a girlé The other two have just arrived. You are not too late. I 

reckon they didnôt get to deliver the whole message to our king. Come, Iôll take you to 

them!`  ̀ 

Stela tried to protest, but she realised she would waste an unbelievable opportunity. 

How else could she meet the king?... In no more than ten minutes, they got to the 

palace. It was not astonishing by size! As a matter of fact, even her palace from 

Liberta might be larger. 
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However, it looked peaceful and curiously opened; no high fences, no iron gates, just 

a normal, inoffensive door at the entrance. Without being stopped or questioned by 

any guard, they got to the throne room, where two people, who didnôt seem to be 

local, were standing in front of the king. On the sides, lots of other people, all with 

white scarves, were watching. 

``Beloved King, I found another courier. As she is a girl, she couldnôt keep up with 

them.` ̀

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

``I donôt know who these men are. I am Stela from Liberta and I want to discover the 

big world. I mean no harm! Just let me assist! I want to understand the rules and 

values that you live by so that I can learn from you!`` 
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``Very well!``, said the king and addressed to the other two men: ``Proceed!`` 

The taller one started talking: 

``Your brother is dead and the whole Guerralia is left without a ruler. We want you to 

take over our kingdom. Our great wish is to become citizens of Paz.`` 

``I was sure that my brother would die in war. Ever 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 I told him it was better to live in 

peace than to lead your subjects to deathé`` 

``We are here to tell you the truth: your brother did not die in war. He died at home, 

killed by his own people.  
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As a matter of fact, he was killed exactly by his own people, as there were no more 

living sons of Guerralia. They all perished because of your brotherôs ambition, 

fighting his senseless wars. The country is now inhabited only by local women and 

war prisoners: foreigners deprived of their mothers and wives who hated your brother 

more than anything else in the world. 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 defend 

and protect himé`` 

Stela could see the grief taking possession of the kingôs whole being. She understood 

that his kind, peaceful nature was deeply troubled by such cruel newsé 

``And what do you want from me, king slayers? We live our lives minding our own 

business, hurting no one and taking nothing from no one. We are peace and modesty 

lovers. That is why we all wear these white scarves, so that everyone knows what we 

value and cherish!`` 
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``This is exactly the reason why we also want to be your loyal subjects. We want to 

reunite Guerralia with Paz under your fair, peaceful ruling. We want to live next to 

our mothers, wives and children, and not fight wars we donôt understand. We donôt 

need large territories and foreign riches as war prays. We need peace and modesty. 

We need a white scarf!``, concluded the shorter messenger. 

And they all got one, as Stela could happily witness. She also received a white scarf to 

wear around her neck and she left to put an end to her own mission, leaving all people 

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