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The Story

Stella is a little girl. She is very sad; her mother has been seriously unwell for quite some time, and nobody’s found a cure for her yet, the remedy to make her feel better again.

One day, whilst out for a walk in the woods with her grandmother, Stella encountered a magic bird. Its name was Penelope. Penelope promised to take her with it, in search of the enchanted star, that with its magic, was able to cure any kind of ailment.

Thus began, a fantastic journey through the sky kingdoms of the Sun and the Moon. A place where dreams and reality come together, where the magic alters things and where nothing is ever as it seems.

Will Stella succeed in saving her mother?

This story is written to be read out loudly to the little ones as it helps them in their sleep. Also for early readers, due to its nature of short simple sentences and paragraphs and the help of chapters. This is a fairy tale like all classic stories with a twist of modern life sprinkled through it.

To transmit a message of hope and trust to little readers.

––––––––

Dedicated to my children

- my own enchanting stars


Stella in the woods

Once upon a time, not long ago, perhaps yesterday, or rather, more like nowadays, there was a little girl named Stella.

Stella is a word, which in Italian, means star. And just like that she was, a little star that shone ever so brightly in the magical nights, high up into the sky.

She was a beautiful little girl, with long goldish coloured hair, and two clear blue eyes that looked just like pieces cut out from the sky, clear and twinkling.

Stella however, was very sad, because in the past few months

her mother had fallen ill, and was now bound to bed most of the time.

Many doctors came to have a look at her. They were all serious looking, with briefcases perhaps containing some injections or ailments, however they all went out muttering to themselves and without any understanding as to how they could cure Stella’s mother.

And so, she started noticing that all around her people became unhappier as the days went by. And this, rubbed onto her as well, and she too became sad.

The only one amongst them, who still managed to smile, was her grandmother. And it was sheer luck that her grandmother was there for her.

Stella loved her grandmother immensely. Every day, once school was over, she’d spend the whole afternoon, together with her, since her father was not around, but still at work. He worked in a huge, dull looking factory, far away from home, and so could not look after her himself.

Her grandmother always had lots of fun ideas. She was good at playing games, and when she didn’t know how to play a game, or didn’t have a clue what to do, then she’d busy herself by creating one: like that one time when they had spent all afternoon cutting cardboard stars with scissors and later stuck them to the kitchen ceiling. The roof looked like a big starry sky.

It had turned out to be so much fun. And how wonderful it had been, to lie face up, staring for hours in awe, imagining distant magical places.....

But then, the stars had started to peel off, and fall down, and they became what they initially had been, just insignificant pieces of cardboard paper.

On the day when our story begins, Stella, like usual, returned from school with her pink backpack.

On that afternoon, her grandmother had planned something really special.  She didn’t feel like staying locked up inside the house, because outside, the sun was shining brightly and it was a nice and warm day. She planned to take her for a walk in the woods.

“I know of a place in the forest where at this time of the year, you can find wild strawberries. Delicious and juicy strawberries. Do you want to go?” she asked the little girl.

Stella, had never before seen wild strawberries, ones that grew amongst the wild grass on the forest floor. She only knew of the ones that came in plastic containers and bought from the supermarket. She became very curious and wanted to know if they tasted different to the ones she normally ate. With this in mind she was fired up with excitement. She began hopping anxiously and happily, eager to set off straight away, on the journey in search of the wild berries.

Her grandmother was not really very old, only a little, and she knew how to drive her grandfathers’ huge car: so they packed their supper inside a big basket and set off........ And so, their adventure, began.

***

Grandma took a long straight road, that led them far away from the city. Soon, the big houses and apartment blocks were out of sight.

First they took a road that led them amidst green cultivated fields, where on either side of the road, were rows after rows of green vegetables. Then they drove up a hill, and straight after, they found themselves in widening roads surrounded by the big tall trees of the woods.

Stella was staring wide-eyed, in search of tiny red spots, which meant one thing: strawberries, but the car was going way too fast, for her to make out anything. When she gazed outside the window, it looked as though she was flashing past a fast flowing river of trees. 

When grandma turned the engine off, all pleased with herself, the bumpy road was no longer in sight. Instead, in front of them was a small footpath covered in small, white pebbles that snaked through the forest amongst tall trees.

Birds were chirping, tree leaves rustling with the breeze and crickets chirping away noisily. Stella was amazed that she could hear them so well. There was a stillness in the air, as there were no cars roaring noisily nearby. There were no horns beeping, nobody passing by in a hurry, no annoying sound. Nothing, just peace and quiet.

This was a magnificent place. She would have loved it, if her mother could see this place.

Thinking of her mother, in her scarcely lit room stuck in bed, with only that horrible illness for company, made her feel very sad again.

Stella really loved her grandma, but she missed her mother tremendously. She missed playing with her, because most of the time, she was either sleeping or when awake, even talking was too much of an effort for her.

She missed their evenings together, her reading to her, from one fairy tale book after another. She even missed her mother’s yelling at her every now and then, urging her not to lose time and get on with her homework. 

Whenever her grandma was helping her with her homework, she wouldn’t shout or yell at her. But her mum used to really yell at her if she’d find out mistakes done out of distraction. At first she would scold and shout at her, but then the whole scene would be over in a minute and she’d hug her.

Grandma realised straight away, that Stella was unhappy, and even knew the reason why.

“Let’s go,” she urged her gently whilst grabbing hold of her hand. “The place where we’ll find strawberries is just up there, on this path”.

Stella smiled and went along with her grandma, enjoying the fresh air and the earthy smell of the green grass and that of the trees.

The sound of the wind rustling through the leaves, and the birds singing happily, helped in cheering her up. And so, with eyes wide open in search, scanning below the trees, the girl walked and skipped along the path with her grandma. If luck was on her side, perhaps she’d get a glimpse at some little forest animal like a deer or a rabbit, or perhaps even a squirrel with its long bushy tail. Oh how she longed to see one!

After having walked for quite some time, always going uphill on the little pebbly path, grandma slowed down a little, and Stella discovered that they had reached a marvellous place. The ground was covered in bright green grass, and tiny flowers dotted the place with wonderful colours.... and all this was real! And looking closely amongst the grass and flowers that covered the ground, there really were small strawberries! What a wonderful sight it was, and what lovely smell!

They were different to the ones she’d seen at the supermarket. These looked like tiny sweets attached to clover. Stella said this to her grandma. And her grandma really found it funny.

“I know dear” she said, “the ones you’re used to, are quite bigger, but these ones here, are tastier!”

Like magic, from her grandma’s bag (it really had to magical, this bag of grandma!), out came a fleece blanket curled up in a roll, soft and smooth, coloured in yellow and pink. Grandma whisked it out into the air, flattened it on the ground, and then sat gracefully on it.

“Gran, aren’t you coming to pick up some berries with me?” said the girl a little disappointed.

“I’m a bit tired my dear,” she said whilst caressing Stella’s hair. “My legs are not as sprightly and young as yours!” she said smiling. “If you start by picking up the ones close by, then later, we could go together, deeper into the woods, where the strawberries are not so easy to find. What do you think?”
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