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					Introduction: The Magic of Rome  

					In a world where magic whispers through ancient streets  

					and secrets dance among the shadows, Noah, a little  

					blond boy with messy hair and brown eyes, embarks on  

					the adventure of a lifetime. While vacationing in Rome,  

					Italy, with his parents, Sarah and Daniel, he expects to  

					explore the Colosseum, savor Neapolitan pizzas, and  

					create unforgettable memories. But what Noah doesn’t  

					know is that the Eternal City holds a mystery that will  

					change his destiny forever.  

					When a talking clock named Horatio comes to life in an  

					antique shop, Noah is chosen for an extraordinary  

					mission: to find Romeo, a lost Italian wolf, and return  

					him to his owner, Pasquale, an eccentric chef. With the  

					midnight deadline approaching, Noah discovers that  

					Rome’s glow depends on his courage and  

					determination. If he fails, the city will lose its magic  

					forever, plunging into a lifeless gray.  

					Follow Noah, the Explorer, as he navigates Rome’s  

					enchanting streets, faces unexpected challenges, and  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					discovers the true meaning of friendship, bravery, and  

					love for the city that never sleeps. In The Glow of  

					Rome, every corner holds a surprise, and every moment  

					is a chance to make history. Prepare for a magical  

					journey where the past and present meet, and a small  

					hero can change the fate of an entire city.  

					Chapter 1: The Adventure Begins  

					Noah was radiant. The last day of school had finally  

					arrived, bringing with it the promise of an unforgettable  

					adventure. The little blond boy with messy hair and  

					bright brown eyes could hardly contain his excitement  

					as he ran home, his school backpack bouncing on his  

					back. He knew what awaited him: a vacation in Rome,  

					Italy, with his parents, Sarah and Daniel.  

					“Mom! Dad! I’m home!” Noah shouted as he burst  

					through the door, his cheeks flushed with excitement.  

					Sarah, who was in the kitchen preparing a snack, turned  

					with a warm smile. Her brown hair was tied in a messy  

					bun, and she wiped her hands on her apron.  

					“Look who’s excited!” she said, hugging her son. “Are  

					you ready to pack?”  

					“Yes!” Noah replied, practically jumping with joy.  

					“We’re going to see the Colosseum, right? And eat real  

					pizza?”  

					Daniel, who was coming down the stairs with an old  

					map in hand, laughed heartily. He was a tall man with a  

					scruffy beard and glasses that kept slipping down his  

					nose. He loved planning every detail of the family’s  

					trips.  

					“Of course, my little adventurer!” he replied, ruffling  

					Noah’s hair even more. “But first, we need to pack. The  

					flight is early tomorrow morning.”  

					Noah raced upstairs to his room, his sneakers thumping  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					on the wooden steps. On his bed was his blue travel  

					suitcase, a gift he’d received for his last birthday. It was  

					perfect, with wheels and a dinosaur sticker he’d placed  

					in the corner. He opened it with a tug on the zipper and  

					started planning what to bring.  

					First, he grabbed his favorite clothes: a wolf-printed T-  

					shirt, a cozy gray hoodie, a pair of jeans, and some  

					colorful socks. He folded them carefully—or at least  

					tried to, though the folds were a bit crooked. Then he  

					went to his drawer and took out his most important  

					item: his sunglasses. They were black with dark lenses  

					and made Noah feel like a real explorer. He put them on  

					his head, looked in the mirror, and struck an  

					adventurer’s pose.  

					“Noah, the Explorer of Rome!” he said to his  

					reflection, laughing.  

					As he packed, his mind wandered. He imagined Rome’s  

					cobblestone streets, ancient buildings that looked  

					straight out of a history book, and the smell of freshly  

					baked Margherita pizza. His parents always told travel  

					stories, and now it was his turn to live one. Noah also  

					thought about the Colosseum, where gladiators fought  

					thousands of years ago. Could he pretend to be one of  

					them?  

					“Noah, don’t forget your jacket!” Sarah called from  

					downstairs. “It might get cold at night in Rome.”  

					“Okay, Mom!” he replied, running to the closet to grab  

					his navy-blue jacket. He packed it along with a  

					notebook and pencil to sketch everything he saw on the  

					trip. Noah loved to draw and was already planning to  

					sketch the Colosseum to show his friends when he got  

					back.  

					When he finished, he closed the suitcase and dragged it  

					to the living room, where his parents were reviewing the  

					final trip details. Daniel checked their passports while  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					
				
			

			
				
					Sarah set aside a city guidebook.  

					“Done!” Noah announced proudly, pointing at his  

					suitcase. “Noah, the Explorer, is ready for Rome!”  

					Sarah and Daniel exchanged a fond look and laughed.  

					Daniel knelt to Noah’s level and said,  

					“So, explorer, are you ready to uncover the secrets of  

					the Eternal City?”  

					Noah nodded eagerly, his brown eyes shining with  

					anticipation. He didn’t know exactly what awaited him,  

					but one thing was certain: this vacation would be  

					magical. He couldn’t wait to board the plane and start  

					the adventure. Rome was waiting, and Noah was ready  

					to explore it.  

					Chapter 2: The Flight and Dreams of Flavor  

					The airport was buzzing with life that morning. Noah  

					held Sarah’s hand tightly as Daniel pulled the family’s  

					suitcases toward the boarding gate. The little blond boy  

					with messy hair couldn’t stop looking around,  

					fascinated by the planes he could see through the  

					windows and the constant movement of people. His  

					sunglasses hung from the collar of his shirt, ready to be  

					used as soon as they arrived in Italy.  

					“Flight to Rome, Gate 12, boarding now!” a voice  

					announced over the loudspeaker.  

					“That’s ours!” Daniel said, quickening his pace. Noah  

					gave a little jump of excitement.  

					After passing through security and showing their  

					passports, the family finally boarded. Noah got a  

					window seat, which made him even more thrilled. He  

					pressed his face against the glass, watching the workers  

					on the tarmac and the massive plane that would take  

					them to Rome. As the plane began to taxi, he felt a  

					flutter in his stomach but also immense joy. The  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					adventure was truly beginning.  

					The flight, however, wasn’t as magical as Noah had  

					hoped. A few hours after takeoff, a flight attendant  

					came by with a cart, handing out meal trays. Noah lifted  

					the lid of his tray with curiosity but wrinkled his nose at  

					what he saw. It was a dry piece of chicken with a bland  

					portion of mashed potatoes and some soggy carrot  

					pieces. He poked at the food with his plastic fork, but  

					the smell wasn’t inviting at all.  

					“This doesn’t look like real food…” Noah muttered,  

					disappointed.  

					Sarah, sitting beside him, chuckled. “It’s not the best, is  

					it? But soon we’ll be in Rome, and you’ll eat delicious  

					things.”  

					Noah sighed and took a small bite of the chicken but  

					quickly gave up. He closed the tray and leaned back in  

					his seat, letting his imagination soar. If the airplane food  

					was bad, he could at least dream of the delights awaiting  

					him in Italy.  

					Closing his eyes, Noah began to imagine a feast fit for  

					an Italian king. First, he saw a steaming lasagna with  

					layers of pasta, tomato sauce, melted cheese, and a hint  

					of basil.  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					
				
			

			
				
					The smell was so vivid in his mind that he could almost  

					taste it. Then came a plate of spaghetti with meatballs,  

					the meatballs juicy and the bright red sauce sprinkled  

					with Parmesan. He imagined twirling the pasta on his  

					fork, like he’d seen in movies, and taking a big bite.  

					The scene shifted, and now Noah was in a sunny  

					square in Rome with a Neapolitan pizza on the table in  

					front of him. The dough was fluffy and crispy, topped  

					with fresh mozzarella, tomatoes, and a drizzle of olive  

					oil. He imagined biting into the pizza, tasting the rich,  

					simple flavors that only Italy could offer. For dessert, he  

					dreamed of creamy gelato, perhaps pistachio or lemon,  

					melting on his tongue as he walked through cobblestone  

					streets with his parents.  

					“Noah… Noah!” Daniel’s voice brought him back to  

					reality. “You’re drooling, son!”  

					Noah opened his eyes, wiping his mouth with the  

					sleeve of his shirt, a bit embarrassed. He laughed. “I  

					was dreaming about pizza, Dad! And lasagna, and  

					gelato… everything we’re going to eat in Rome!”  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					Daniel smiled. “Then get ready, because we’re almost  

					there. Look outside.”  

					Noah turned to the window and saw the Italian  

					landscape approaching in the distance. The plane began  

					its descent, and his heart raced with excitement. The bad  

					airplane food no longer mattered. Rome was right there,  

					and with it, all the delights he’d dreamed of. Noah knew  

					the next few days would be filled with flavors,  

					adventures, and memories he’d never forget.  

					Chapter 3: The First Day in Rome  

					The plane landed smoothly at Fiumicino Airport, and  

					after picking up their luggage, Noah and his parents  

					headed to their hotel. The taxi took them through busy  

					streets, and Noah kept his face pressed against the  

					window, marveling at the ancient buildings and scooters  

					weaving through traffic. When they arrived at the hotel,  

					his brown eyes widened. It was a luxurious place with a  

					massive crystal chandelier in the lobby, gleaming  

					marble floors, and smiling staff who welcomed them  

					warmly.  

					“Welcome to Hotel de Russie!” the receptionist said,  

					handing the keys to Daniel.  

					The family’s room was spacious, with a balcony  

					offering a stunning view of Rome. Noah ran to the  

					balcony, feeling the warm breeze on his face, while  

					Sarah and Daniel organized their travel documents.  

					After settling in, Noah grabbed his blue suitcase and  

					began unpacking. He carefully took out his clothes—the  

					wolf T-shirt, gray hoodie, jeans, and colorful socks—  

					and placed them in a dresser drawer. His sunglasses he  

					left on the nightstand, ready for the next day. Noah felt  

					that each item he unpacked was a step closer to his  

					adventure.  

				










