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Ghtseciction

Let us offer you, as an example, these rewritten stories.
With this collection we want to promote the values we
have been working on in this project: creativity, problem
solving, self-confidence, social inclusion, resilience,
equality, active citizenship and democracy.

Rewriting stories enhances our creativity and reflection, as
well as enhances our learning in the different values. These
stories have been rewritten to help us learn and apply
these values in our daily lives, as we all face situations that
we can reinterpret and therefore rewrite.

The stories in this Ebook are only examples of how stories
can be rewritten and are arranged in alphabetical order in
order to make them easier for the reader to find and read.
Each educator or person interested in this material should
rewrite their own stories, since, as stated at the beginning,
these are only examples of rewritten stories. Many
different stories can be created from the same story.
Stories4dEmpowerment team hope that this eBook will serve
as a guide to rewrite their own stories. And we wish you
the best of luck!



"50% ceitling fot foreigners and
lovee...

Once upon a time there was a ship. On the ship there
were many people travelling. Almost all of them could
not stop 9az'mg wo*r'riedlg at the sea and especiallg at the
horizon. Yet there was someone among them who could
smile and play. They were Hassan and Said. The two
were both six years old and had known each other since
birth. Theg were called the lovebirds and mever had that
nickname been more apt. They liked each other and
enjoged plcu:j'mg togethe‘r, that was all. The dag came
when the sea ended and thel:j set foot on d'rvg land, in
Italy. The months that followed were very hard and the
obstacles that the two children and their ]tathervs ]caced
were lmspeakable. Yet even in those diﬁicult moments,
Hassan and Said managed to find a way to smile and
play. It is nature's gift to children. It is called lightness
and should be p'r“otected at all costs. The two fathe'r“s
fimally found a home. They were not the only ones to
have found it. The fortune, like the flat, was to be shared
with ten other travellers fo*r“ li]ce. That's what Grandma
Karima called the men who left for Europe and Hassan
and Said liked it. Despite the small space in the house,
the children did not disappo'mt and were almost alwags

cheerj:ul. Then came the time for school.
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On the first day the fathers were very nervous, as were
the sons. Going to school was someth'mg ext'r"aord'ma'rvg
]tor their life on the road. Hassan and Said had realised
that even school, despite being a place built especially for
them, might not be easy for either of them. They were
travellers for life but since a'r'r“iv'mg im our country, theg
had realised that there were many other ways jor the
imhabitants to call them and mone of them was as
'rewa'rd'mg as the fn"st. However, I think it is mow
established how invincible the presence of the other was
]tor each of them. Fate, however, can be mocking. "Im
sorry," said the teacher, letting only Hassan in, "I can
onlg have thirt per cent fo*r“ei ners in my class’ Then
she closed the c?assroom door. gaid's father called Said's
name, to lead him to his classroom, but he did not move
and stood there, motionless, with the memory of
Hassan's frightened eyes locked in his own, as the
teacher closed the ioor. Fortunately, the school
headmaster, who was walk'mg down the cormridor saw the
scene and asked the boys what was going on. After the
youngsters expla'med their situation to him, the
headmaster ag“r“eed to find them a mew class to be in
together“. However, the headmaster did not stop there; on
the contrary, he organised a debate with the other
teachers on the toplc of Houth lmmig*r“ation.
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From this debate arose an association fo*r“ the p'r”otection
of mig'r“cmts, whose fi'rst 9oal was to cancel the law "on
30% O{t foreigners’, a petition was proposed and approved
m par iament, which chcmged the lives o]t young people

like Hassan and Said.
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Auntie used to call it pinwheel. Then the war came and
Auntie no longer called it that. They had gone to a new
count'rvg to 9et to safetg but evergth'mg there was
strange: the people, the food, the animals and the plants.
No one spoke to the child. When she was away from
home mno one spoke to her and she felt as if she were
under a cascade of strange sounds. VWhen she was at
home, she was wrapped in a blanket of words and sounds
that she knew. She called it her old blanket that was
warm, soft and sheltered her. She felt safe there.

The 9].’7"[ fou'nd the courage to 9et out from under the
blanket and looked fO'r“ her frie‘nd aga'm. She thought
about making signs to try to communicate, hoping to
make herself understood. When theg saw each other, the
little gi'r“l po'mted to a mer‘r“g—go—'r"ound in the pa'r“k. Her
friend understood and they began to play together. In
the meantime, the aunt app*r“oached her friend's pa'r“e'nts,
th'mk'mg that it was a 9ood idea to start meet'mg new
people. She did mot know the language of that country
either, but she knew that in some way what she was
clo'mg could help her and her miece.



Bg plag'mg, the g'mvl begcm to learn a few words, but

o'mg to school helped her even more. The other child
also learned a few words of her language. When school
started, however, the little g'rrl felt watched bg the other
children. She felt even Mmore lo*nelg. There were those
who approached her without prejudice, wanted to engage
her. While others teased her because of the way she was
dressed and because her mame sounded strange. The
teachers encouraged her and decided to invent games to
play in class, showing a map: we are all from the same
world, we are all different. Let us help those who come
from another country: one day the foreigner could be us.

-

il



A fairy lale dbout @ cheesfid hing

Once upon a time there was a chee'rful k'mg. He lived
with his queen and his daughter in a magnificent castle.
In the centre of the castle ga'r“den there was a ]cownta'm
where fu'rmg stone dwarves sat. "The ]cou*nta'm is the best
way to preserve our castle culture,” the castle steward
expla'med to everyone who passed bl:J. "When the water
splashes over the stone sculptu'r“es it sounds as i]c
someone is laughing in every corner of the garden!
That's whg we call it the 'Fountain of Happmess

The cheerful |am9 and his fa'mtlg lived hO.PPLI.H ever afterv
until one day three evil giants stomped out of the forest
and broke into the castle 9a'r°den.

These giants had been seen j:rom afa'r because theH had
never laughed in their lives. Their faces were so grim
that everyone ran headlong from the castle, includin
the |z'm9 and his famllg. TheH ran'as ]tast as theg could to
the other side of the valley. There they found shelter with
a farmer who had his farm up on the hillside, where the
|e'm9 sat on the cou“r’tgard wall and was mo longer“ at all
cheerful. For days he looked over to the castle, where the
giants now lived. They had destroyed everything, even
the well, so the |a'm9 sent his messengers into the country.



"Whoever de]ceats the strongest of the terrible giants shall
have m daug hter as his wife!" he announced. The k’nig ht
galloped across the valley to the castle, shouting fiercely,
brandished his sword and wanted to attack the giants.
But the strongest 9icmt mer“elg stretched his huge arm
out o[f the window, plucked the armoured k'nlg ht from the
saddle like a hazelnut and hurled him in a wide arc into
the stream. There, the knight struggled to get up and
limped back to the ]ccn“m. " nfow**tunatelg, you can't fig ht
these 9'Lcmts with a sword," he said.
If mot with the sword, then with science!l” said the
incess, and she sent for Professor Immerschlau and
E’f;s assistant Cupidi. The p’rofessor stroked his long white
beard and made a serious, important Jace. A little later,
the two of them were standing in front of the castle. They
had both taken out their books and just as they were
sett'mg up the projecto*r“, theg were hit y an ecn**thctuake.
The Covidian had si'mplg struck the 9'rvou'nd with his hand
and the two of them were thrown away like two little
kittens! "If not with the sword and mot with science, then
with magic!" said Queen Amalia, and she sent fo*r“ the
best wizard in all the land. The wizard Magnus stood
before the king with his apprentice Ommibus.
" oth'm? is as foective as the magic of the best wizard in
the world!" sai Magnus. "No liv'mg creature can stand
aga'mst our super‘natu'r“al owers," con]t'n“med his
apprentice. When they a'r“rV'Lve(f at the castle, the wizard
said: "So, Ommibus, draw a Tound magic circle on the
ﬂoor." "Yes, master!" The wizard stood inside and begcm
to recite his spells: "Lorem 'Lpswm dolor sit amet - sed
diam monumy..." But the largest giant stood in the
window of the castle, took a deep breath and blew the
wizard away like a feather“ until he was caught in the
crown of a tree. I‘"—B——‘“



When he climbed down fro*m the tree and returned to
the king, he still had a serious and important face, but
had to admit: "Unfortunately, you can't fight these giants
with magic." The |z'mg became even sadder. "I have mo
hope of ever 9ett'm9 my castle and the Fountain of
Happ'mess back," he moaned. So one dag he sat weeping
on the courtyard wall again and looked over to the castle.
The 9icmts were throwing golden baubles at his head,
which theg had broken o ’ie delicate sp'n“es, when the
young shepherdess Espe'r"a'nza came wander'mg past and
asked: "You look so sad! What's the matter with you?"
"Look over there," said the k'mg. "Then gou'll understand.
The 9'Lcmts have taken awa my beautiful castle and
blocked up the Fountain of }japp'mess. And mo one can
drive them away!"

"Really mo one?" asked the shepherdess. "Come on, let's
show them where Barthel 9ets the must." She laug hed so
loudlg that the 9'La'nts on the other side of the valle
stopped and looked over. "How can you laugh when%
have to be so sad?" asked the k'mg bitter"lg. "What my best
k'night, the cleverest pr-ojessor in the land and the most
pow ul wizard couldnt do; you wont be able to do
either!” "Only time will telll” said the shepherdess. 'But I
would have to ask you and your people to do everything I
sag!" "Fine bg me," said the EL'mg with little hope. 'So what
should we do?" "Be happ?!" said the shepherdess.

"As cheerful as possible! Laugh, sing and dance so that
the whole valleg can hear it!" "Youre ask'mg a lot of us,"
said the king. But as he wanted to leave mo stone
unturned, he ordered his fa'milg and everyone from the
castle and even the peasants: "Laugh, sing and dance!”
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And he led the way, laugh'mg the loudest, s'mg'mg the
happiest and da'nc'mg the wildest. After a while, he said to
his wife: "That's [Iwrmg. I was only pretending to be
chee'r‘_ful, but this " o'mg as if drives the sadness out ofmg
heart, and nmow I'm even e'njog'mg lau.gh'mg and s'mg'mg
o) happilg!"

After a whole daEg of celebrating, dancing and laughing,
the shepherdess speranza said to the k'mg: "Look over to
the castle now!" The k'mg stopped da'nc'mg for a moment
and looked over. The 9'La'nts were still trampl'mg around
in the castle garden, but they now seemed much smaller
to him! Eve'rgone had to laug even more, and with ever
lau.gh the 9'La'nts shrank ]cu'r’ther“ and huddled together“ m
fea'r. "Stop it, stop it, the laughte'r“ hurts so much!”" cried
the giants.

Then the k'mg and his people climbed over the wall and
everyone laughed louder and louder at the fu’rmg little
men in the 9a"r“den. "There's just a bunch of Tumpy
dwarves trying to hide under the bushes,” laug?led tELe
r'r'mcess. "Stop!" shouted the k'mg between fits oj:
aughter. "Go to the castle and get a broom and a shovel,”
he then said to his daughter, "and sweep up this rabble!"
She ran into the castle and when she came back, the
dwarves were al'r“eadg o) t'mg that you could hardly tell
them apa'r’t from the ladgbi'r“ds on the rose petall:ls. It
looked so Lunng that everyone had to hold their stomachs
with laughter. When the princess had finally finished
sweeping, she exclaimed: "Oops, that's just a bit of dust
blown away bg the wind!"
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And then everyone helped to restore the castle, the

arden and the fownta'm. As soon as the beautiful
?ounta'm was babbling again, the king solemmly
announced: "Shepherdess Esper"cmza, I have promised to

ve my dau.ghter“ m maﬂ“iage to the one who saves us
?rom these 9'Lants!" "Thank you, dear k'mg," 'r“eplied the
shepherdess. "According to Article 14 Paragraph 2 of the
constitution, le allg 1eg ulated cohabitation is open to all
couples, 'rega'r“cﬁess of 9ender or sexual orientation. I look
forwa'r“d to see'mg your lovelg daughter!” And so the
continued to live happily and co*ntentedl? at the castle.
However, if someone later made an overly serious face,
the |e'm9 would say to them: "Be chee‘r“fu‘f| and laugh a
little! It could be that an evil 9'La'nt is hid'mg under your
fingernail and is starting to grow again!’



“A fuiend”

Oncel upon a time, there were two brothers. Garifalia
and Dimitris. These two brothers seemed like twins.
Unfoﬂlmatelg, theg had mo ]Criends at all because
everyone thought they were crazy because of their
imagination. They were 8 years old and I don't know any
other kids who weren't so, so adventurous. Theg were
fascinated on space and decided one day to go on a
daring trip. They took the Tocket of their uncle who was
an astronaut, and started by leaving a letter to their
Ecn“ents. The letter read:
ear parents,

Don't worry at all in case you cant If)'md us. We cannot
tell you mow where we have been but as soon as we
return we will describe everl:jthing in detail. See you m a

{;evw months.
ith love, your children,

Garifalia and Dimitris

As soon as their pcn“ents read this letter, theg were very
sad and very anxious. But they knew that their children
would survive because of their imagimation and their love
OL adventure. How could they imagine that their own
children were movin away from the vast (fO'r“ them)
land. After“ a while, t?‘Le children almost reached space.
TheE were so happy that their uncle showed them how it
WOTRS.



IIn fact, they were proud that he trusted them and left
them to deal with a spaceship! VWhen they landed, they
were surprised to see a huge stone with a rather large
hole. Theg stepped ]tO'rvwa'r“d(3 and were le[ft speechless at
what they saw. Purple, tiny and ful OJP cute little
creatures poked their little heads out full of curiosity and
a little ]cea'r“. Garifalia and Dimitris got even closer. Then,
much to their su'r“prise the pu'r“p([:Je str“a'nge creatures
spoke! And that's mot all, they also spoke Greek! The
language of the two children! So they said to them:

- You are very 9ood children, we feel it!

- Thank you very much! They answered.

Then, deep in the thicket, they see another green alien
this time, alone. They go discreetly and approach him.

- You little, furmy alien! What are you do'mg here alone?
Let's plag outside together!

- The other aliens don't want me to play and talk with
them. I better stay here.

- But whg wouldn't theg want Hou? You are very 9ood.

- I'm green...

- And so?

- I'm different...

- There areno diﬁerences in space. You shouldjo'm us!
- Other aliens don't see it that way.

- No, that's not true. Do you want to be our friend?

- Do you really mean that?

- Of course, we don't have any ]Cr“iends either.

- Pe'rj:ect! What is your name?r

- Garifalia and Dimitris. You?

- I don't have a name...

- It's okag. From todag, you will be called Bobbil

a Pe'rj:ect name, thanks!
- Nice Bobbi alien!



So with those words, they explored the planet, took
pictures and set off for their home on Earth.

After months, the children had gone to their parents,
imtroduced them to Bobbi, and described everything to
them in detail, as they had  promised in the letter. But
one daH, as soon as theg woke up, thel:J fou'nd the rest of
the aliens in their bedroom. Aﬁens wanted to see the
green alien Bobbi and be({?iends. His absence from space
made them unhappy and realized that they should not
stay alone without E'Lm in the space.

Bobbi and the two sibl'mgs were relieved. The parents
were very satisfied that their children managed to make
new friends and unite the aliens. Aliens decided to leave
back to the space after tha'nk'mg Ga'r“ifalia, Dimitris and
his parents for their kindness.



“deaw’% and re deddf i

Once there was a merchant who had lost his whole
fo*r“twne. No matter what tribulations he had had to face,
he always remained very honest and kind. One day, he
had to go on a long journey and asked his daughters
what theg wished to receive as 9'Lfts after he returned.
His two eldest daughters, accustomed to luxu:rvg, asked
for jewelry and fine gowns, without considering the
f'mcmcial situation of their father. Bella, the youngest and
always modest and caring, said: "Father, I ask only for
one thing: Bring me a rose with red petals.”

On his way back to his town, the merchant was taken
th'r“ough a dense forest. It was dark, and he was lookin
for a place to sleep. When, all of a sudden, he saw a
majestic castle and made his way toward it. As he
approached the door opened by itself, and, not hearing
any response, he stepped into the castle. Inside, he was
warmly welcomed in silence and peace:’ there was
delicious ]cood to eat and a soft bed await'mg him. It was
as 'L]C the castle's owners were tak'mg care of him."

He had dinmer and lay down to sleep, thinking:



"The owners of this house must surely come soon.” In the
mom'mg, just befo*r“e he was about to leave, the merchant
saw a marvelous rosebush, and he picked one of its
blooms for Bella. At that instant, an enormous,
ter‘rifg'mg yet elegcmtlg clothed Beast jumped out from
behind the bush: "You, I fed and welcomed into my house,
and mow you steal my roses!" roared the Beast. The
merchant, shamefaced and scared, trembled voic'mg out
his apologies. The Beast had decided to spare him, but he
had to promise to send one of his daughters to the castle.
The merchant consented to this and hied home, feeling
very bitter inside. He told his clau.ghter“s about the Beast
and the promise he had made, which sealed the Beast's
fate: "This would have not happened if you only asked a
cloth'mg orjewel'rg 9'Lft," theH said. Feel'mg 9uiltg, Bella
decided to confront her fathe'r in the castle. Once she got
there, the Beast treated her with great kindness despite
his frightening appearance. She got to enjog the castle's
vast libraries and could stroll th'r“ough beautiful 9a”r“cle'ns
filled with matural inspiration. In the evenings, they
would meet and discuss very 'meow**ta'nt issues: how each
can chcmge the world, how to work as a team, and help
one another. One day, the Beast revealed to Bella how
the castle had once been a great comml.mitg in a time of
cala'mitg. In mutual agreement, theg lived ha'r'moniouslg
until their people got under calamity, after which they
would alwags stay away ]Cr“om each éther:; but because
theg lived alone, theg lived in fea'r“ and. in great loss.
Hence, the Beast, who used to be a benevolent prince,
became entr“apped within the flgoism and isolation of

theirs. 21
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"What happened to the people?” Bella inquired.

"They lost their sense of community,” the Beast observed
'rveg'rvetfullg. "Ther“efore, theg were cursed as well. Theg
had lost interest in one another. Both the land and the
people are cursed.

Understanding that the Beast's p'r“edicame'nt was similar
to that of a split society, Bella concluded that mending
the communltg as a whole, rather than merelg focus'mg
on her love for the Beast, was the keg to lift'mg the curse.
Bella and the Beast collaborated to bring the castle's
spirit of community back. As supernatural creatures
confmed to the castle, she urged the servants to tell tales
of cooperation and generosity. She gradually united
them and taught them of working together-.

The Beast started to feel compo.ssion fo*r“ the 9uests and
servants. He extended hospitality and care to residents of
neighboring villages, inviting them to partake in the
castle's wealth. The castle eventuallg came to 'r“ep'r“esent
social 'mclusivitg and solidaﬂtg. Bella founcl out one clag
that her father was seriously ill. She requested
permission to app'r“oach the Beast. The Beast offered her
a magical mirror a]cter“ 'r“ecogniz'mg her emotions and
demonstrating empathy by saying:

"You can see your familg when you look in the mirror.
You'll never be bg alone’



Bella went back home, and with her help, her father
quickig healed. She forgot about the Beast and the castie,
though, because she had stageci io*nge'r“ than she had
promised. She had a horrible nightmare one might in
which she saw the Beast in a very bad state. Bella
hurried back to the castle after" 'r“eaiizi'ng that her feeli'ngs
for the Beast had become stronger-.

She spotted the Beast, frail and sick, as she got to the
castle. She went up to him and said:

T will stay with you forever, despite your appearance.”
The Beast transformed into a prince and uttered these
words:

"True love is the only thing that could lift the curse Ive
been under for so long. However, love was insufficient on
its own. I was able to overcome my loneliness th*rvough
unity, kindness, and community, social inclusion. We
broke the curse together-

After 9etti'n9 married and tak'mg power, the P’r“ince and
Bella established a societg in which everyone was
respected Tegardless of their background or appearance.
Theg started construct'mg an inclusive kingciom where
theg learned to coope'r"ate fo*r" the benefit of everyone and
assisted those in need. People from many walks of life
came to the castle to learn about active citizenship,
compassion, social inclusion.

As a result, their story became not just one of love but
also ome of communitg heai'mg, the value of active
citize'nship, and the st'rength of social inclusion.



“ZBW Lee stseel Jeeerel i

The old man's name was Beppo the Street Sweeper. In
reality, he probably had a different name, but since he
was a street sweeper by profession and everyone called
him that, he called l‘li'msel]c bg that name as well.

Beppo the Street Sweeper lived near the amphitheater in
a hut he had built himself from bricks, corrugated iron,
and roofmg felt. He was u’nusuallg small and alwags
walked a little hunched over. His la'rvge head, crowned
with a short tuft of white hair standing up, was always
tilted slightlg, and he wore a small pai'r“ of 9lasses
pe'r"checl on his nose.

Some people thought Beppo the Street Sweeper wasn't
quite 'r“ight in the head. This was because he would o*nlg
smile k'mdlg when asked a question and wouldn't answer
right away. He would think. And if he didn't find an
answer mecessary, he would remain silent. But when he
thought an answer was needed, he would consider it
carefully. Sometimes it took him two hours, and
occasionallg even an entire clcud, befo*re he responded.
O’nlg his frie'nd Momo could wait that long and
understand what he meant. She knew that he took so
much time because he mever wanted to say cmgth'mg
untrue.

Beppo the Street Sweeper enjoyed his work and did it
tho*r"oug hll:J. He knew it was a very mecessary job.
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When he swept the streets, he did it slowlg but steadilg:
with each step a breath, and with each breath a sweep of
the broom.
Step - breath - sweep. Step - breath - sweep.
In between, he would sometimes stand stil{) or a while,
9az'm9 thoug htfullg ahead. Then he would continue: step
- breath - sweep.
As he moved arong, with the di'r’tg street ahead of him
and the clean street behind him, great thoughts often
came to him. But these were thoughts without words,
thou?)hts as difficult to express as a certain scent you can
just a'rvelg remember or like a color Hou’ve dreamed
about. After his work, when he sat with Momo, he would
expla'm these 97"eat thoughts to her. And because she
listened in her special way, his tongue loosened, and he
ound the 'r“ig ht words.
You see, Momo,” he said to her one dag, “it's like this:
Sometimes you have a very long street ahead o{ you. You
think it's so terribly long that you'll never be able to finish
it.”
He looked ahead silently for a while, then continued,
“And then you start to huwg. And you hu’r’r"g more and
more. Every time you look up, you see that there's still a
long way to go. And you push gowrself even harder, and
ou start to 9et scared, and in the end, gou"r“e out of
E’r"eath and can't go on. And the street still lies ahead of
ou. That's mot how you should do it.”
E|e thought fo*r“ a while. Then he spoke aga'm: “You must
never think of the whole street all at once, do you
understand? You must onlg think o[f the mext step, the
next breath, the mext sweep of the broom. And always
just the next.”
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Omnce aga'm, he pau.sed befo*r“e add'mg, “Then it b'r“'mgs
jog; that's important. Then you do your work well. And
that's how it should be.”

And afte'r another long pause, he cont'mued, “All at once,
you notice that step bg step, gou've swept the whole
street. You didn't even motice how, and youre mnot out o
breath.” He mnodded to himself and concluded, “That's
impor*tcmt."

Momo shared Beppo's advice with her friends, and little
bg little, other peo le started to take the time to listen to
Beppo's wisdom. ’E/‘ore and more people came to the
amphitheater to enjoy the calmness and the slowness of
Beppo and to use his advice about be'mg present in the
moment fo*r" themselves. Some even suggested the idea of
electing Beppo as mayor, but he politely declined.
Instead, every even'mg, he sat with Momo and all those
who sought peace. Sometimes, after they had sat in
silence ]tO'r“ a while, he would share the thoughts he had
had during his work, and people began to call them the
"thoug hts of the dag."



Suddenlg, one daH, My Remo begcm to hate his dog. He
was mot a bad man. But something had broken inside
him when he became a widower. He had lost his wife and
was le]ct with his dog, a fat, blackish, bat-eared, saltg
botolo. He was called Bum, or Boomerang, because he
would bring back anything they threw at him, with
readiness and perseverance. Mr Remo and Bum had
once taken long walks togethe'r" and conversed about the
human and canine world, about Descartes and Rin Tin
Tin. There was great under“stand'mg between them. But
now theg no lo*nger" spoke to each other. The gentle'mcm
sat in an armchair staring into space and Bum crouched
at his feet, loo|a'm9 at him with boundless aﬂ:ection. It was
that look of absolute devotion and total trust that Mr

Remo especially detested. The world was nothing but loss,
loneliness and pa'm. What sense did that 'mcong'r“uous
creature, who wagged his tail and howled with jog, and
filled a desolate house with his furry, superabundant
love, have in this horrible plcmet?

- Boom, I'm sorTy. I can't take care of you any more. In
fact, but you can't understand that, I hate you. I will take
you to a place where you will be better oﬁ and theg will
treat you well.
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The next dag, Mr Remo loaded Bum into the car and
took him to a kenmel in town, where the dog received a
joyful welcome, both from the people working there and
fro*m his ]cellow dogs. On leav'mg the kennel, Remo felt a
sense of liberation and lightness at the idea that he would
finally mo longer have to be around Bum, as well as
feel'mg somewhat relieved of 9ullt, hav'mg seen that the
dog would be much better off there than with him.

As the dcu:js passed, Remo begom to take care of himself
aga'm, sta'r’t'mg bg 'rvesum'mg do'mg the th'mgs he had mot
done since his wife was missing: going to the bar with
friends to play cards, cooking with care, reading the
mewspaper at b’r”eakfast. Tak'mg his life back in his hands
allowed him, slowly, to metabolise the grief over his wife's
death, letting the anger and suffering fade away.

However, when months had passed, Remo realised that
something was missing: coming home and feeling the
empt'mess left bg his miss'mg Bum became more pa'm]cul
every dag.

So he decided to go back to the kennel to try to get his
fu’r’r"g frie*nd back, in the hope that Bum would fo*rgive
him for his abandonment. Once back at the kennel, he
headed fo*r“ Bum's cage. The dog seemed wary of his old
master who did ever“gth'mg he could to 9a'm his trust
again. Finally, Bum began to wag his tail and let Remo
pet him, show'mg him the power‘_ful fo*r"ce oj: forgiveness.
From that clag on, Remo and Bum became 'msepa'rvable
friends again as before.
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" Gemiigueta’s Pellections”

Once upon a time there was an abandoned zoo where
various animal'r“eﬂexes lived.

These animals, once b"r“ight and happg, with their sh'ml:J
fu’r“ and sharp claws, were now sad, grey, consigned to
the oblivion of the world.

Nobodg in the world remembered them. Their names
had been forgotten, their characteristics devalued. The
animals' sadness was such that theg themselves couldn't
even remember who theH were, what their 'Ldentitg was,
their history, their family. They lived in constant doubt,
hop'mg to live happg dags in that zoo aga'm.

Ome day, the head lion of the zoo decided that he would

no lo*nger" live in that sadness.

- I can't live like this any longer“ - thoug ht the head lion -
I have to find a solution. I deserve to be happy.

His plan began by gathering all the animals in the zoo to
f'md a solution. He p'r“epa'r“ed a commLm'Lqué that read:

The head lion of this zoo is summoning animals of all
colours, shapes, sizes and cultures to a lunchtime
meeting in the garden pond. The main theme will be:
happiness is sought! There will be snacks for the hungry.



The lion, even though he was the head lion, was very
nervous. He had never done anything like this before. He
didn't know i]t he could orgcmise a meet'mg with so many
differe*nt animals, or how he was 9o'm9 to convince them
to fmd a solution to happ'mess. The head lion was
struggling with this conundrum while he prepared some
herb rolls to serve as snacks for the meet'mg. He filled up
on snacks and started his way to the 9arden pond. As
soon as he arrived at the small pond, he saw his
reflection.

- Look, it's me! - exclaimed the lion.

His 'rveﬂection reminded him of his b'rvaver“l:J and courage,
characteristics woﬁhg of a lion chieg. Of his brilliant
mane and his thunderous roar, capable of stopping an
entire crowd. As he watched his re{lection, he said to
himself: Chie]t lion, don't doubt yourse f, you can do it!

At lunchtime, the animals began to arrive. Some were
visibly nervous, others enthusiastic.

- Let's get this meet'mg started, I've still got a nap to
take! - shouted Sloth.

- And me some trees to jump over! - said the monkey.

- Be patient and let's listen to the head lion. - exclaimed
the zeE'rva.

The lion was mervous, but he took courage to face the
crowd.

- Animal friends, our zoo is abandoned. We've been
consig'ned to oblivion. I don't 'r“ecog'nise you like this, sad
and grey. We have to 'r“ega'm our individual jog,
remember who we are and I have a plan.
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The animals were enthusiastic, theg had understood the

task and theg all started shout'mg out the featu'r"es theg
saw.

- I can see big, sh'mg eges! - exclaimed the owl.

- I'm a bit lazg to look.... I see sleepg eges! - said the
sloth.

The animals laughed and the chief lion became
increasin lﬂ nervous. He wanted to control the crowd,
but he didn't know how, without lett'mg out his ter‘r“i]cg'mg
roar. |he monkeg, the wisest of the animals, see'mg his
friend in such despair, decided to intervene.

— Mg dear frie‘ncfs, you are all ﬂght. What you say you
observe are th'mgs that are part of your characteristics.
But I think our lion frlend has made a deeper" p’r"oposal.
He wants you to sai what you see deep inside your soul.

- Our soul? - asked the butterqly.

- Yes, from your soul. - I, fo*r“ example, look at my
'r“eﬂection and see audacitg, but also caution. I see the
wisdom involved in jumping from tree to tree. And I
recogfnise my 'mtellige'nce in Lmder“stcmding you, but also
m my abilitg to plag tricks.

The animals remained silent. Theg realised that what

the head lion was proposing was deeper than a simple
ioke.
JThe owl, still th'mla'mg, decided to take a chance: I see my
courage m lau'nch'mg mljself into high {lights, my speed
and my highly vefined vision that allows me to see
enemies and friends!



- I see.. .My soaabtlttg and affection! - said the zebra.

- T have a very speCLal heart! I have room for all of you,
but if you irritate me, my bite can release my anger! -
said the crocodile.

-I on the other hcmd have many eyes and can see what
LS mVLSLble to you. I have a matural intuition and a

\?\/htened alertness to danger! - said the butter{ly.
hat about you, Sloth? - asked the lion.

- Me? I'm too lazg to look at my 'r“e]tlectton Deep down
I'm laziness!

The animals laughed and agreed. Now that they were all
able to see their 're]tlectlons it was time to understand the
lion's pla'n

- And mow, lion, gouve made us look deep inside
ourselves... but what do we do with all these
characteristics? - asked the zebra.

= Now my dear Lencls we have to release these
featu'r“es into the world! Rtght next to this Z00, there is a
school for tiny humans. I've been observing therr routines
and movements, and theg don't alwags seem happg TheH
often walk a'r“ou“nd with their heads between their le S,
hiding and not Wa'ntmg to plag I remembered that.... we
could lend them our reflexes! Give them bravery when
mecessary, courage on the toug hest days, mischief to

lce up their games or caution in moments o]C dcmger“
\K/e all haye dLEe'r"ent characteristics. Whg not use them
to help those who need it most?

The animals became pensive.

- But lton I'm an old man! I don't have the enervgg fo*r“
little humans! I don't know tf I'm capable of ca'r'r"ljmg out
this task! - fretted the crocodile.



- T've thoug ht \c;{/that too! We don't all have to go to the

little humans. e can help the big ones too! And help
them see the reflections ojP the litt?e ones, and help the
little ones see the reflections of the big ones.

And the plcm was hatched. The animals seemed to agree
with the lion's plan to seek happimess outside that
abandoned zoo. A]cter“ all, thel:j too deserved to ]t'md
ha p'mess.

- So where do we start? - asked the monkey.

The lion looked at all those animals and knew he had
convinced them. Together“, theg would be happg again.
- Now we have to set out into the unknown and ?'md the

erson who meeds it most and who will b’r“'mg our
reflection to life. I've already found mine. Henriqueta.

3 Henriqueta? - asked the monkeg.

- Yes," he continued, T will be the 'r“eflection of this 9i'r“l
who seems to be calling out to me, Hen'r“iqueta. And
together we will learn to F’Lve together.

The animals set out imto the unknown in search of

someone who could b’r'mg their reﬂection to life. Because
that's how they would find their happiness again.

EO



"l liny ’

There was once a woman who wished very much to have
a little child, but she could not obtain her wish. At last
she went to a ]Cairg, and said, I would like to have a little
child; can you tell me where I can f'md one?

Oh, that can be done easily, said the fairy. Here is a
ba'r“legcom o]t a dlfferent kind to those which grow in the
fa'r'mer“s' fields, and which the chickens eat; put it into a
flower-pot, and see what will happen.

Thank you, said the woman, and she gave the fa'n"H
twelve shill'mgs, which was the price of the ba'r"legcom.
Then she went home and planted it, and immediately
there grew up a la'rvge handsome flower, someth'mg like a
tulip in appearance, but with its leaves tig htlg closed as 'Lf
it were still a bud.

Itis a beautiful flower, said the woman, and she kissed
the red and 9olden-col0'rved leaves, and while she did so
the flower opened, and she could see that it was a real
tulip. Within the flower, upon the green velvet stamens,
sat a very delicate and 9raceful little maiden. She was
scarcely half as long as a thumb, and she gave her the
name of Thumbelina, or Tiny, because she was so small.
A walnut-shell, elegcmtlg polished, served her fo*r“ a
cradle; her bed was formed of blue violet-leaves, with a
rose-leaf for a counterpane.
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There she slept at night, but dwr'mg the dag she amused
herself on a table, W?lere the woman had placecl a plate
full ofrwate'r". Upon it floated a la'rvge tulip—lea]t, which
served Tiny for a boat. Here the little maiden sat and
rowed hersel from side to side, with two oars made of
white horse-hair. It 'rveallg was a very pretty sig ht.

One 'nig ht, while the little 9'L'r"l was s?eep'mg in the walnut
shell, a frog entered the house through the broken glass
of the window. As soon as he saw T'mg he muttered: "This
beautiful little 9'L'r“l will be an ideal wife for my son." So
she 97“abbed the nut shell with T'mg, jumpe into the
garden and set off for the river where she lived with her
son who was as ugly as she was.

"Quax, quax." said the oung frog, pleased to see the little

irl inside the nut sheH. "Don't shout and wake her up."
Eﬁs mother scolded him. 'Tll put her in the ]ta'r'thest water
lilg so she can't escape." WEen Tiny woke up and saw
where she was, she bega'n to cry. And worst of all, at that
moment a frog appeared with her disqusting little frog.
"This is my son who will soon be your husband.We are

o'mg to prepare your house." He said to the little 9i’l’"l.

hen the two left and T'mg was le](t alone and desper"ate.
At that time a white butterfly went and stood on the
water lily. Then Tiny ]cou'nd the opportunity to escape.
She took o]c]c her belt and tied one end around the
butter‘ﬂg's bodg and the other on the water lilg. So he
began to swim SWiECI.H through the river. At that very
moment, a large baboon flew over her.

=1

iy —



Fascinated bH her beautg, he grabbed her and lifted her
up. The butterﬂg tied with the belt continued to raq the
water lilg. "What a pitg!" T'mg exclaimed. "What saddens
me most is that the poor butterfly will not be able to free
he‘rsel]t from the water lilg.” But the baboon didn't seem
to be moved. He le]ct T'mg on a branch of the tree where
she lived and sat down mext to her.

In a little while other baboons who lived there arrived.

The females, mad with jealousg, looked at her with
contempt. Some commented: "Mmmm take it
easgbeautiful onel"
"Look it has mo antenmae or wings. She cant fly!"
Although the baboon was still in love with the beauti?ul
T'mg, he thought that he could not live with a woman who
was despised%g all his peers. So he took her down from
the tree and left her on a rose.

Poor T'mlj spent the whole summer in the forest with the
chi'r"p'mg o[f birds as her o*nlg company. But when autumn
arrived, all the birds flew to warmer places and Tiny was
left alone in the end, freezing from the cold! On a
fr“eez'mg dag, he set out to fmd shelter. At one po'mt he
arrived at a rat's house. As soon as he saw the poor g'rr“l
so cold and hwng’r“g he said to her: "You can stay here in
the winter. I will provide you with food and in return you
will clean my house and tell me stories.” Tiny liked this
arrangement very much and immediate?g started
clecm'mg the little house. That same night Mr. Mole was
invited to dinmenr.



A]Cte'r“ the meal, T'mg begcm to tell beautiful stories in her
hoarse voice. As soon as the mole heard her, he fell im
love with her. Wanting to see that majestic creature
again as soon as possib?e, he invited them to visit him to
Tepay their hospitalitg. Visits to the mole's burrow
became more and more {requent. The two houses
communicated with each other th"r“ough a long narrow
corridor. There one day Tiny saw a lifeless swallow.
Saddened, she caressed it omcfJ kissed it. Then the little
bird came back to life from the warmth of her embrace
and her hot breath. All the nights of that cold winter,
Tiny cared for the swallow, taking him warm food and
blankets. He treated him with such aﬂectio'n and love
that when sp‘r“'mg arrived the little bird wanted to Tepay
T'mg for the 9ood she had done him. So he said to her:
"Come with me. I will take you to a wonderful place
where you will be t*rvulg happg.'

'T can't. I don't want to u.pset the rat and the mole. Theg
are so 9ood to me." T'mg answered and the swallow said
goodbye to her and flew away. Spring came and filled the
pla'ms with flowers and frag'r“cmces. Omne dag when T'mg
was sunbathing outside the little house, the rat came up
to her and said: "Tiny, the mole asked me for your hand
im marriage, and I thought he would be a good husband
fo*r" ou. Vgow in the s 'r“'mg and summer when the dags
are Eiong you can maEe your dowries. When you have
them ready, we will have the wedding." Tiny smiled
politely but inside she felt terrible. She didnt want to
marry the mole at all, but she obeged and started
k:nitt'mg, Weav'mg and sew'mg her dowries.



As soon as autumn came, the rat set the date of their
wedding. Tiny, with tears in her eyes, went outside to sa
goodbye to the sun. In a few days she would never see the
sun aga'm since she would live with her husband under
the earth fo*r“ever“. Amidst her sobs, however, she heard a
familiar sound:

‘Quit Quit!" It was the swallow. As soon as he saw his
friend cr“g'mg, he ﬂew to her and asked: "What's the
matter, Tiny, why are you sad?"
T am Lmhappg, %ecause tomorrow I'm going to marry
the mole and never see the lig ht of da aga'm..."
"So Whg don't you come with me?" #‘|e oﬁe'r"ed her the
swallow. "Winter is coming and I will leave for warmer
places. Come on!" T'mL:J didn't have to think about it. She
'meediatelg accepted his ]Criend's p‘r“oposal and
immediately climbed on his back.
They trave?ed for days and days until they came to a
lace where the sun sl'ﬂlone brig htly. The swallow flew to
the beautiful forest beside a blue lake. There he got down
and left T'mg on the calyx of a flower.
Then what a surprise! In the same spot, a little man with
skin as clear as crgstal was sitt'mg com o*r’tablg, wea'r“'mg
a golden crown on his head. It was no bigge'r“ than T'mg
and she felt it was the most beautiful creature she had
ever laid eyes on. This little creature was a princeling.
But he too was so fasc'mated bg Tiny that he fell in love
with her at once. 'T am the p’r“'mce of f?ower“s." he told her.



I'Do you want to be my WL_fe? Hearmg these wo*r“ds Tmt:J
wonders Léthere is more to her ltfe than svmplg becommg
a queen. During the eve'nmg while wcmclemng through a
glowing meadow, she meets an ancient butterfly with
shimmering wings. The butterfly tells her a secret: she is
not Ju.st a tmg huma*n but a child of the ea'r’th with the
power to grow when she truly understands her purpose.
Curious, gfmg decides to return to the kind woman who
once ca'rved ]cO'T“ her. With the help of her fcm"g fmends
she rides on the bu.tte'rfl s back until she reaches her old
home. The woman, Mow older but still |emd bursts into
tears of joy at seeing her again.
As ng steps into the a*r“den she eels a warmth
sp'rveaclmg th'r“ough her bor? Slowlg she begms to 9row
—not too bLg butjust the ’mg ht size to ltve com o*r'tabl
both the human and fairy worlds. Th aw"Les 9Lft?1
enchanted seeds which she plcmts cre tm a beauttful
arden where lost animals and cre tuWw{ need can
?md shelter. Birds, mice, and even a lonely: Beetlg find a
lace where they are sc%[e and accepted. €
F stead of marrying, | ing— : ¢h]ce 0]0 enty
She travels across thegorld, “te '

helpmg j:I.OWGT"S blO 2

kindness to all who cross h aﬂ”T
And so, Tiny is mo longer just a tiny girl longing for a
ho'me—she becomes a legend, a guardian of nature and

a]cmend to all lLvmg thmgs



"PRUer and the O/
fyaaéé’we Wosston _j ”

Once upon a time there was a shepherd named Pedro
who lived in a small village.

Pedro wasn't very happg, because he had earned the
nickname ‘Pedro the Liar'.

- There goes Pedro the Liar! - someone would say when
Pedro walked down the street.

- So, liar, will it be fish or meat todag? Think ca’r“efullg,
Pedro won't tell a lie - the lady at the market would say
to him when he was shopp'mg.

Pedro had earned this nickname because he had lied a lot
in the past. Pedro's job was to guard the village flock.
Pedro would stare at the flock ]tor hours, bored. We
mustn't ]torget that Pedro was a young man who craved
fun.

- Thisjob is boﬂng! - thought Pedro.

So, in order to get round his boredom, Pedro decided to
plag tricks on the villagers. And these p'rcmks consisted o]t
lies. Pedro shouted for help and cried out in ]cea'r“, tell'mg
the villagers that there was a wolf on the loose. Pedro
'repeated this prcmk once, twice. The villager“s didn't like
Pedro's attitude at all and warned him mot to lie. And
from then on, Peter became known as ‘Peter the Liar'.



- Your job is to look after" the flock, not to go around
tell'mg lies! - his mum would tell him.

- But my job is boring, Mum! Nothing new ever happens!
The sheep are always flne, I bet there aren't even an

wolves in the area! Now that's a well-told lie! - 'r“eplied
Pedro, wh'm'mg.

- Pedro, watch what you say. Wolves do exist, and
theyre dangerous for our sheep. We mneed to protect
them. Your work is very 'meoﬂ:cmt. Who could do this
job better than gou?

The next dag, Pedro thought about the words his mum
had said to him.

- Who could do this job better than me?

And it was in that moment of great reflection that Pedro

had an excellent idea. What 'Lf, in addition to him, the

whole village contributed to watch'mg over the ﬂock?

-Tve gota brilliant idea! - But I need your help.

Pedro explained that he meeded his mum to call an

urgent assemblg of all the villager“s to expla'm his brilliant

idea to them.

- Whg don't gou? - his mum asked.

- If I call it, nobody will believe me. But everyone trusts
ou. Please Mum, I'meed you to do this for me.

E’Iu’m ag'r“eed, wam'mg him:

- This had better be a 'r"ealltj brilliant idea! I'don't want

any lies here.

Pedro p'rvomised her he wouldn't regret it/and Mum
decided to call an u’rvge'nt assemblg.

p—
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The mnext dag, everyone was wait'mg to hear this brilliant

idea. It was when thelj saw Pedro that theg started

shouting:

- Look, here comes the Liar!

- What lie are you 9o'm9 to tell now?

- Have I come here to waste my time liste'n'mg to a Liar?

The villagers gasped for air and were upset. Faced with

this situation, Pedro became very anxious and wanted to

9'Lve up evergth'mg.

- Mum, I'm 'Lv'mg up, nobodg wants to listen to me.

Everyone th'mEs ['m a liar and nothing more.

His mum hugged him te‘nder“lg, telling him:

- MH love, you thought you had a brilliant idea. Trust
ou'r“sel]c and throw Ejowr"sel]c to the wolves!

%ed'ro looked at her in confusion.

- What wolves, Mum?

- It's a form o|f exp'r“ession! Wolves are all those people

who doubt you! Theyre like wolves, theg want to eat you

alive. But you wont allow it and youll fresent your

|l

brilliant idea with p'r“lde. If it goes wrong, | be here to

hug you.
Pei'ro wiped away his tears, ope'ned his chest and
addressed the crowd.

- Dear villager"s, thank you fo*r“ be'mg here todag. I've
called you together because I want to p'r"ese'nt you with an
idea. As you know, Ive been looking after our flock. But
I'm young and sometimes I get bored. And it was this
boredom that led me to lie to you, not because I wanted
to hurt you, but because I wanted to have fu’n.



I know it wasn't right and that I scared you, so you
chastised me b call'mg me ‘Peter the Liar. But I don't
just want to be ?anown as ‘the liar'. I want to be known as
the cheerful one', ‘the reliable one', ‘the dreamer’. I want
to have more to my sto*rvg than that unfortunate event.
Mg mum asked me the other dag who could do the job of
guarding the flock better than me and my answer was,
what 'Lf we all did it?

- All of us? - someone ]Cr”om the audience asked - But
how could we all do it?

- That's where my brilliant idea comes in. Basically, it
would be a collective surveillance sgste‘m. Instead of me
do'mg all the work on my own, we'd work in shifts.

- And who's to say we want thatjob Pedro?

The crowd agreed. Nobody wanted to do that job, and
Pedro did it so well that theg didn't meed any more
people.

= P’r"otect'mg our village is important, I know. It's very
important to me. But there are other things that are
important to me, like pwrsu'mg my dreams. f we took it
in turns, I'd have time to do other t 'mgs.

- What th'mgs? - he was asked.

- For example, I could organise safe walks through the
forest, where people would be taught how to preserve
nature and the ecosgstem. Or design a sgstem that
would pr“otect us, but also the wolves. %Ne mustn't forget
that they are also living beings, they don't deserve to be
killed just because they approach our sheep. They
app*r“oach the ﬂock because they want to eat. What
means can we humans invent so that theg can survive as
long as we do?



The crowd was moved bg Peter's words. Theg had never
thought of wolves as liv'mg be'mgs, O’Tlll:j as p’r“edators.
From that day on, the collective surveillance system
begom, where the whole commlmitg worked together,
alwags ma'mta'm'mg a balance between mature and their
human lives. When they wanted to scare the wolves
away, instead of killng them they used other methods,
such as producing loud sounds or lights. But during the
'night, while theg slept, theg let them explore the viﬁage,
leav'mg them scraps of food m specific places so that the
could feed themselves without eating the whole herd.
Theg realised that theg could work dl%fer“entlg, together,
in a more sustainable way.

- Pedro the Communitg! Pedro, the sustainable omel
Pedro, the friend of animals and nature! - they said.

And never aga'm was Pedro known as “the Liar".



Once upon a time, long ago, there was a 97“eat fam'me.
People were greedily hoarding every bit of food they
could find and even hiding it from their friends and
neighbors. One dag, a peddler arrived in a village with
his cart, sold some of his wares, and started asking the
villagers questions, giving the impression that he
intended to stag the 'mg ht.

“There isn't a bite o]t food in the whole area,” he was told.
“You'd better move on.

Oh, I have evergthmg Ineed," the old man said. “In fact,
I was th'mk'mg of mak'mg some stone soup and 'mvit'mg
you all to share.” With that, he took an iron pot off his
cart, filled it with water, and lit a fi'r"e underneath. Then,
he cer“emonlouslg pulled a simple stone out of his velvet
pouch and placed it into the water.

BU mnow, most of the villager“s had 9ather°ed in the square
or were peering out of their windows, as theg had heard
that food was being discussed. VWhen the peddler sniffed
the "soup" and licked his lips in eager cmticipation, the
village'r“s' hu’nge'r“ begcm to overcome their mistrust.

“Ah,” the old man said rather loudly to himself, “I do love

a tastg stone soup. Of course, stone soup tastes best
when everyone contributes someth'mg and we all eat
together.”

=1

iy —



Soon after“, a villager hurried over, hold'mg a cabbage he
had been hid'mg, and added it to the pot. "Wonde"r]cul,"
cried the old man. “The soup meeds to cook for another
hour, and then everyone is invited to eat together."
When the people ofthe village heard this, theLJ became
excited about the idea of sitt'mg together and sha'r“'mg a
meal.

An elder“lg woman broug ht some carrots to the old man
and said, “Look, Ifou'nd these. Do you think theg would
make the stone soup even tastier?” l;Iﬂfle old man happilg
added them to the soup.

The village butcher, see'mg this, didn't want to be le]ct out,
so he broug ht a piece of |:>ee]c for the soup. And so it went
on with potatoes, onions, mushrooms, and many other
ingredients until they truly had a delicious meal for
everyone.

The villagers offer“ed the peddler“ a lot o]t money fo*r“ his
magical stone, but he 'r“efused and continued on his way
the next day.

From that time on, whenever there was g'r“eat need in the
village, it became a tradition for everyone to come
together and cook a soup. With each shared meal, the
ha'r“dship alwags seemed a little less.



“Dhe Chinese mtrect

One day, the Chinese farmer was preparing himself to
leave for the citg with his wife, to sell rice thel:J harvested.
L'Lfe had not been on their side — a recent d'rvought had
almost ruined all of their harvest, and it was just through
determination and hard work that theg had mcmaged to
survive it all. Before he left, his W'Lfe said: — Bring me a
comb, if you can; I broke mine, and I want to look mice.
The fa'r'me'r nodded and set oﬂ:. Down the road, he was
ftlled with anxious thoughts: Will the rice sell? Will I
weigh my family down with my failure? In the city, he
sold the rice for a fair price. Tired but relieved, he passed
bg a small shop with a very strange object — a mirror.
He had never seen it before. Looking at himself from the
other side, he saw a weary but strong man staring back
at him. In that s'mgle moment, all the weight of the
jou'r'neg he had made, with all its insistence behind it,
resided at this thought. Perhaps my wife ought to see
herself too: not someone tired or old, but a woman who
has endured, who has survived — and who is still
beautiful. He bought the mirror and went home.

When it was 9'Lven to her bg her husband, she was
su’r“p'r"ised but 97"ateful. Alone, she 9azed m it fo*r" the fi'r“st
time. She was scared at first. The face in the glass — was
it Hownger“? P'r“ettg? Not hers? Had he b'r“ought another
woman home?
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She closed the mirror but didn't throw it away. DaHs
passed. Every night she would dream of her teenage self-
laugh'mg, strong, bathed with light-cmd every mom'mg,
she'd look aga'm, little bg little, that face mirrored back
became familiar. She began to see herself — mot as a
st'r”cmger, reallg, but a woman shaped bH time, love, and
ha'r“dship. Her mother noticed and 9entlg said:

'T had watched you struggle. But whole standing before
your own sel]t with valor is real st‘r”ength," said the wife. 'T
thoug ht that the mirror would show me another person.
But it showed me who I am. Not perfect, not young, but
alive and, oh yes, st‘rong." She turned toward him that
even'mg, sag'mg: "Thank you; you didn't just give me a
gift, you gave me a new way to see myself. Did you see
E|owr“sel]t while look'mg in it?" "Yes," he said, 'nodd'mg n
aff'w*mation, "at fi’rvst I didn't like it much either. But then
I realized that face had survived so much; I am proud of
him. I am p'r”oud of us.” And since that dag, the mirror
stood in their home a quiet sgmbol of resilience—a
reminder that strength is not about perfection. For it is
about how one looks at oneself with honesty and dignity
after“ much ha*rvclship, and faces the world aga'm with
hope.



Omce upon a time, a traveler hired a donkey and his
master to help him cross a long desert.
Theg started very ea'rlg in the mom'mg, the traveler on
the donkey and the master of the donkey beside him, on
oot.
]/Z\t noon when the heat had become unbearable theg
made a stop.
-Let's have a little water and rest to donkey’s shade said
the traveler
-Yes great idea! But we should all share the water
because the donkey is also exhausted! replied the boss
-Of course said the the traveler and afte'r" d'r"'mk'mg the
water both the traveler and the boss rested to the
monkey's shade.




“lbe me newe dolhes
(Oession 7 )

Once upon a time there was an emperor who loved
fashlon so much that he spent all his money just
on dressing elegantly. He had no care for his soldiers nor
for the theatre, unless it was to show off his new clothes:
he owned a suit of clothes for every hour of the day. In
the great citl:J that was the capital of his k'mgdom,
everyday strangers came, and once two swindlers also
came: theH said theg were two
weavers and that they knew how to weave the most
imcredible cloth ever seen. Not only were the designs and
colours of the clothes marvelous, but the clothes made
om that cloth had a curious power-: theg became
invisible to the eyes of men who were very stu id. Those
would be wonderful clothes,” thought the emperor. 'With
them on, I would be able to recognise the fools working in
my emp'rre, and I would be able to dist'mguish the stupid
{:‘om the clever! I must have that cloth 'meediatelg!' And
e paid the two swindlers, so that they would get to work.
Those two set up two looms and pretended to start their
work. Theg asked fo*r" the fmest silk and the b'r“ightest
9old, put them in their bags, and continued like this, with
empty looms, until late at night.
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The emperor was 'L'mpatient to see how the work was
progressing so he thought T will send to the weavers my
old and trusted minister. No one can see what that cloth
looks like better than he can, since he is 'mtell'tge'nt and no
one is more up to the task'.

So that old and trusted minister went to the room where
the two weavers were weav'mg on the looms

empty looms. ‘Good heavens!’ he thought, opening his
eyes wide, T see absolutelg noth'mg!' But he did mot say
this out loud. The two weavers asked him to come closer,
and asked him if the design and colours were to his
lik'mg, CLI.WCJ_HS po'mt'mg to the empty loom: the poor
minister kept mak'mg a lot of eye contact, but without
being able to see anything, also because there was
'noth'mg at all.

However, the minister, being a wise man, became
suspicious of the two swindlers and decided to ask them a
few questions about the other cities theg had visited and
the other kings they had sold their clothes to, but their
answers were not convncent at all. T believe gentlemen
that you are deceiv'mg the empervor! I see noth'mg even
though I am a worthy man and you do mot answer my
questions with conviction: I will go and reveal your
deception to the emperor!
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'Have you minister p'r“oofs of what you sag? Is it not that

ou are mot as clever a man as you think you are? -
insinuated the two men. Be care{t? what you say to the
emperor, fo*r“ we would not want him to think you are mo
lo*nger up to your task since as an mtelltgent man you
should be able to see our magical fabrics. Faced with
these words, the minister was ﬂ’tghtened and fearing
that he mtght be removed fr“om LS post he Teported to
the emperor that the work was p‘r“og'r“essmg and that the
fabrics had beautiful, glittering colours. After a while, the
emperor sent another officer to see how the work was
p’r“og'r“essmg But the same thmg happened to him as to
the old minister. Never’theless seized bg the same doubts
he also decided to lie in front O(I the.swindlers However,
once back at court, he decided to confront the prime
minister. At ]trr"st afratd of bemg taken fo*r“ a fool he tried
to ask him a few questtons but in the end he decided to
make his doubts clear to the other man: they both
realised that the two weavers were indeed swindlers and
decided to tell the empero*r“ evergthmg who would
cer*tamlg believe them 9Lven the trust he placed in both of
them.

Omnce the emperor heard their expeme'nce he decided to
test the two swindlers to confirm the doubts o]c his logal
officials. Without telling his young son, who had just
been a child, about the magical powers of clothes, he took
him with him to the two swmdlmg tailors.
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When the latter begcm to extol the beautg of the fab’r“ics,
the dazzling colours and the exquisite embroidery they
could see on the clothes they were weaving, the son
exclaimed: ‘Father what do these men sag? T?lei'r" looms
are empty!' So the emperor realised that he had been
swindled and that because o‘L his vanity he had risked
squandering the riches of his kingdom for his own
sel]tishness. e had the two swindlers arrested and gave a
reward to the two officials who had not been faithful and
had revealed the truth to him. From that day on, the
emperor became a rTuler far more attentive to the needs
of his people than to his own.
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T Eimpeias’ s cNMeee Cliatthes”
(Oession 3 )

In a modern citg, there was a leader who loved be'mg
admired. He saw himself as the smartest and most
inmovative person around. Almost mo one dared to
challenge him. Mcmg were too afraid of look'mg foolish or
losing their positions.

Omne dag, two consultants arrived in the citg. Theg
claimed to be experts in democr“acg and inmovation. Theg
promised the leader a umique project: a policy so
advanced that o*nlg tr“ulg 'mtelligent people could
understand it. Accord'mg to them, it was perfect - but
imvisible to anyone who wasn't capable of appreciating its
value.

The leader was thrilled and hired them immediately.
The two locked themselves in an office and “worked” for
days. They showed empty charts and used fancy words
without saying anything real. The advisors, too scared to
admit theH didn't understand, pretended to be 'me'r"essed.
“This is amaz'mg!" some said. “What a brilliant idea!”
others agreed.

The big daH came. | he leader stepped onto the stage, full
of pride. He began talking about transparency,
participation, and democracy.



He smiled, 9estu'r“ed, and spoke with confidence. But mo
one in the crowd could make sense of what he was
sag'mg.

Even so, nobodg dared to admit it. After all, 'L]t theg didn't
understand, su”r“ellj it was their fault, wasn't it?

Then, a young woman raised her hand. Her voice cut
th'r“ought e silence:

“Excuse me, but... I don't understand. Could you explain
it again? Where are the results? How does this help us?”

A hush fell over the crowd. Slowlg, people started
9lcmc'm9 at each other. I don't understand either”
someone said. ‘Me meither!” added another. And
sudde'nlg, everyone started speak'mg at once. The young
woman had said what everyone was th'mk'mg but too

afraid to say.
The leader froze. His ]cace turned red as he realised he'd

been fooled. No one really understood the project.
Meanwhile, the consultants quietlg slipped away, leav'mg
him to face the crowd.

“Tm sowg," he said, clea'r“lg embarrassed. ‘T let my pride
and ](ea”r“ of lookin foolish get the better of me. But I've
learnt my lesson. From now on, I want to hear you. Il
work with you, clea'rlg and honestlg. I p'r"omise."

From that dag on, evervgth'mg chcmged. The c'Ltl:J became
a true example o]t clemocr"acg. People's voices were heard,
and they took part in decisions. And no one ever felt
afraid to ask questions or speak the truth ag ain.



I had the train compartment to myself. Then a girl got
on, said a young blind Indian. The man and woman who
came to accompany her must have been her pa'r“ents.
They made many recommendations to her. Since I was
alreadg blind then, I could not know what the 9].7"[ looked
like, but I liked the sound of her voice.

‘Excuse me,' I asked then, T wanted to tell you that the
sound of your voice is very pleasant. It arouses beautiful
emotions in me. If it doesn't bother you, I would like you
to describe her face to me. I am blind and would like to be
able to tie your voice to a face'.

Thank you, I dont mind your question at all.
Unfo*r’clmateltj I also lost my sight at the age o]c 17 and I
know how it feels. I will 9ladlg describe my ]Cace to you as
long as I remember it

After“ heo:r“'mg the 9i'r“l's clescr“iption, the young man was
even more enthusiastic and decided, in turn, to describe
his own appearance to her and tell her the storg o]c how
he had lost his sig ht due to an accident.




Driven bg mutual interest and cu'r“iositg, it was
spontaneous for both of them to bring each other's hands
to their faces and caress each other's ]ceatwr“es. In the
meantime, the train was app'r“oach'mg the stop where the
girl was supposed to get off, but, driven by the intensity
of that moment and the 'mtimacg o]t that contact, theg
decided to continue the joumeg, in order to discover
more about each other.

Often the ]Cea'r“ of judgement and 'rvejection can block us
and push us to live in the shadows. But trusting ourselves
and others and mot be'mg afraid to show ourselves fo*r"
who we are allows us to enjog excit'mg experiences and
encounters. Some trains only pass once.



Omnce upon a time there was a fisher‘man, who lived with
his wife Ilsebill in a small, crooked fisherman's hut close
to the sea.

Omne dag, a large halibut wr“igglecl on the fisher‘ma'n's
ftsh'mg rod and said to him: ‘Fisherman, I'm mot a real
halibut, I'm an enchanted prince. Please - drop me back
and do not kill me!’

‘Well," said the fishe'r'ma'n, ‘a halibut that can talk, su'r"ellj
I'll allow to swim.’

So he put it back into the clear water and returned
emptg—ha'nded to his wife in the little hut.

‘Didn't you catch anything today?’ Ilsebill asked him.
‘No,” the man said. T onlg caug ht a halibut. It said it was
an enchanted prince thoug h. I put him back into the
water.’

‘Didn't you make a wish?' his wife asked.

‘No,” the man said. ‘What should I wish for?'

‘Oh,’ Ilsebill said, ‘our hut is so small. And it stinks and is
old and ramshackle. You should have wished for a little
house. Go and call him aga'm! Tell him we want a little
house. I'm sure hell give one to us.’

‘Oh,’ the ftsher‘mcm said, T don't want to call him aga'm.'
‘But you let him swim. Now, off you 90!'
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The fisherman didn't like his wife's per“sistence, but he

didn't want to disappo'mt her either - so he went off to the

sea and said:

'Timpg, timpg, timpg tee,

Buttje, buttje in the sea,

MU dear wife, the Ilsebill,

Doesn't want what I want - still.”

The halibut swam up and asked: 'Well, what does she

want?’

‘Oh,’ the man said, T set you free aga'm and now my wi]te

says [ should have made a wish. She doesn't want to live

im the hut any more, she wants a proper house,” the
isherman explained.

Go on,’ the halibut said, ‘she's got it al'r"eadg'.

The man went back and saw his wife sitting on a bench in

{ro*nt of a pretty cottage. Together theg went inside and
ooked around ha pilg. Evergthing was in Place, even a

small Ha'r“d with cEdcke'ns and a small 9a'r“de'n with ]Cruit

and vegetables.

‘Look,’ the woman said, ‘isn't this nice?’

Yes!' the fisherman said. ‘Let's keep it that way. Now we

want to live contentedly.’

Tl think about that,’ %lsebill said strangely. A few days

later, Ilsebill said to the fisher‘mcm: The l{'L’c’cle house is

9ett'm9 too cramped or me and the cou“r’tga'r“cl and
arden are so small. I want to live in a big castle. Go to

the halibut, tell him to give us a castle!



‘Oh Ilsebill,’ the man said, ‘the cottage ls ju.st 'r“ig ht fo*rv us!

Why do we want to live in a castle?

‘Go to the halibut! He will do that!’

‘No, Ilsebill, the flsher‘mcm said unha pilg. The halibut
ave us the cottage. I don't want to asE him ]tor more. It

'mig ht upset him.’

But his wife wouldn't stop, so the fisherman said angrily:

That's not right!" but he went to sea anyway. The ocean

now was murky and stirred up, just like the fisher‘ma'n

himself. He walked up and down the shore and ponde'r"ed

what he should do. Slowly, he came to a decision and

fmallg called the butt:

Timpg, timpg, timpg tee,

Buttje, buttje in the sea,

My dear wife, the Ilsebill,

Doesn't want what I want - still.’

The halibut swam up and asked: ‘Well, what does she

want?’

‘Dear halibut, my wife Ilsebill is behaving te'r'r"ibl? and I

don't want to live with her like this any more! Could I live

in the sea with you? I can swim and dive and well

cer“ta'mlg have a lot of fu’n!'



“Tlte for and the grapes”

Omnce upon a time there was a ht.mgrg fox wander'mg
th'r“ough the fields in search o]tfood when, at one point, he
saw some large and beautiful bunches of grapes hanging
from an arbour. He decided that theg would be his meal
but no matter how hard he tried to reach them bg
jumping up, he just could not catch them. The fox then
wondered: ‘What do I do? Do I go look ]tor food in
another field or do I wait ]Cor someone to pass bg who can
help me?' But tired of jumping and seeing that mo one
was coming, he decided to go elsewhere to look fo*r“ food.
Afte"r“ all, she had tried and tried aga'm to get grapes but
had failed: she had to give up. Maybe,” she thought to
her“self, 'it's because I'm still a pup. As I grow up, I will
learn to jump highe’r“...'. In 'r“ealitg, however, she knew
very well that it was not the first time she had failed and
it would mot be the last: she was sure that in any case,
giving up would not help. As much as she had longed for
those grapes, she knew, thanks to experience and her
instincts, that someth'mg to eat had to be ]tou'nd, and
9'Lv'm9 up those beau.tiful grapes was the 'r“ig ht th'mg to do.
‘Over there is a village,” he thought, Tll go and see if I can
find something outside a shop.
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“Tlie for and the lion”

One morning a lion, while roaring while yawning (he had
just woken up n a 9ood mood), saw a fox com'mg in his
direction and as soon as it noticed him, it ran away. The
lion was astonished, wondering why she had run away:
per"haps one 0]c his roars had ]Crig htened her oﬂ? ‘Well, I
didn't do a'ngth'mg,' he thought to hlmself. In any case,
the fox had run away and he could no longer ask her. He
hoped to meet her aga'm because he was SOTTY fo*r" that
reaction but realised that the ]tox had o*nlg followed his
imstincts in the face of fear.

A couple of daljs later, the lion fownd the ]tox in fro*nt of
him, trembling like a leaf. 'Why are you shaking like a
leaf?' he asked her.
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"Tlie for and the staik”

Our ancestors tell us that in a distant era, when animals
still had the 9i]°t of speech and were not ashamed to be
seen bg humans, a fox wanted to orga'nise a dinner Pa'l"’tlj
at home and invited his friend the stork. Foxes, it is
known, are cunning animals bg nature and often
manage to 9et out of trouble thanks to their cwrm'mg.
Few people know, however, that this animal with the
beautiful reddish coat can also be mischievous and a little
'Lll-te'mpered. We would all have expected the fox to
prepare a delicious dinmer for its quest and, above all, to
take the stork's tastes into account. Instead, the fox
mer“elg p'rvepa'r“ecl a slop that was served at the table on a
simple tray, without even a slice of bread to better enjoy
the main dish, nor drinks to refresh himself. The stork,
although hwng'r“g and eager to try out his fox j:r“ie'nd's
culinary talents, in mo way managed to taste the soup;
the beaks of these birds, as is well known, are long and
narrow, So attempt'mg to taste the broth p'r“oved an
'meossible task. The slg ]tox, see'mg his guest'mn diﬁicultg,
simply finished his portion in peace; then, he greedily
brushed the stork's plate as well, mak'mg ironic
comments about the poor bird's lack of appetite, which
returned home hungrier than before and very hurt and

humiliated bl:J his ]Criend's behaviour.



A]Cter“ reﬂect'mg for a few dags on what had happened,
the stork decided to invite her fox ]Cr”iend to dinner. Ahead
of the evening, she did her best to prepare the warmest
welcome and avoid mak'mg the fox feel any discomfort.
She consulted her frle*nds to fmd out what food she liked
and they advised her to prepare a chicken stew with a
side of baked potatoes.

On the day of the dinner, the fox arrived at her friend's
house to ]C'md the table laid with every 9ood th'mg: the
main dish was in the middle of the table, served on a
beautiful silver tray, and emanated a pleasant aroma of

well—coo ked ]cOOCI..

The fox, surprised by that welcome, said to the hostess
You must have worked so hard to prepare such a
dinner!’. Faced with her astonishment, the stork replied;
You see dear friend, I was so hurt by the way you
welcomed me into your home that I tried my best so that

ou would mot have to experience the same pa'm as [ did".
Realising how deeply her behaviour had hurt her stork
]trie'nd, the ]tox apologised and vowed to pay more
attention to the feel'mgs and needs of others.



How o]cten our selfish'ness prevents us ]Crom seeing other
people and their meeds, 'r“isk'mg huﬁing and harmin
them, because of our carelessness. The fable teaches us:
do mot do to others what you do not want done to you.



“Thte G fiom the See”
The Girl on the Beach

In a small coastal town, where the houses alwags seemed
to be bg the sea, lived Marta.She was a 16—Hea'r“—old 9i’T"l,
full of curiosity about the world, but also with a certain
sense of isolation. Marta loved the beach, where she
spe'nt hours watch'mg the waves and collect'mg shells. She
felt at home there, but at the same time something
seemed to be missing from her life.

One day, after a violent storm, Marta found something
strange in the sand: a piece of plastic wr"apped n
seaweed. As she was hold'mg it, she heard a movement in
the water. It was a girl, about her age, with eyes as clear
as the sea. The 9'L'r°l called out to he‘r, but her voice
seemed to come ]Cr“om the waves themselves.

'Help me, the 9'n~l asked, and Marta 'meedlatellj called
Marina. 'Mg house is disappea“r“'mg.'

Marta was confused, What do you mean? Where do you
live?”

Marina pointed to the ocean. ‘Here. But the rubbish, the
boats and the pollution are dest'r“og'mg evergth'mg. I]c you
don't do something, I won't be able to stay.’



Intriqued and a little scared, Marta took Marina home.
For gags, her new friend showed her th'mgs she'd never
noticed bedfore: plastic ba%{s wedged between the rocks,
abandoned mets chok'mg the ftsh, bottles ({ﬂoat'mg in the
waves. Marta begcm to see the beach - and the sea - with
new eyes.

Marina told her that the sea was dl:J'mg and that she
needed help. Marta knew she couldn't 'Lg“nore it. It wasn't
enough just to collect the rubbish; she had to do more.
She started by setting up a group at school to clean up
the beach. She spoke to local fishermen about
alternatives to disposable nets. She o*rvga'nlsed awareness
campaig'ns on social media and even convinced the town
council to put recycling bins in the village.

With each pass'mg clag, Marta ]Celt stronger and more
capable. People bega'n to listen to her. The town, which
had previously seemed indifferent, began to change.
Children joined in the beach clean-ups. Holidagmakers
brought ﬂ)ack less plastic. Fishermen bega'n to adopt
more sustainable practices.

Marina, meanwhile, seemed happier and happier". Her
visits became less equent, but every time Marta looked
at the horizon, she felt that she was there, smil'mg and
grateful.



One dag, Marina appea'r“ed ]tor the last time. Thank you,
Marta. Not just fo*r" me, but for ever“gth'mg Hou’ve done.
The sea is starting to breathe again, and youve taught
E/(I)wr“ commtmitg how to look after" it.

arta felt emotional, but also determined. She knew the
work wasn't finished, but she was mo longer alone. Her
village now believed in the power to change. And thanks
to I\/?a'rina, Marta discovered that be'mg an active citizen
is much more than see'mg problems - it's be'mg part of
the solution.



Once upon a time there was a man who had three sons.
The youngest was called Silly and everyone despised and
made fu’n of him.

Ome day the eldest son wanted to go to the forest to cut
wood. Before he started, his mother gave him a mice pie
and a bottle of wine so he wouldn't be hu’ng’rg or thi'rvstg.
When he reached the forest, he met an old gray man.
The little man, after wishing him good morning, said to
him: "Give me a piece of your pie and let me have a sip of
your wine as I am very hwng’r“g and thi'r"stg!".

But the clever son replied: “If I give you my pie and my
wine, then there will be noth'mg left fo*r“ me. So go your
way and don't delag me." So he left the little man and
went on. When he found a tree suitable for firewood, he
begcm to cut it, he did not have time to continue fo*r“ long.
After O'nlg a few blows to the tree, his ax missed and hit
his own hand. So he was forced to Teturn home to have
his wound bcmdaged. But in 'r"ealitg his 'mju'r"g was caused
b':J the little gray man.

After the first son returned home without wood and
'mj ured, the second son started fo*r“ the ]torest. The mother
also gave him a pie and a bottle of wine. When he
reached the forest he met the same little gray man who
asked him fo*r" a piece of pie and a sip of wine.
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eat and drink, these will be lack'mg om me, so go your
way and dont waste my time!" So he left the little man
and continued towards the fo*r“est. The plmishme'nt was
not long im com'mg ]Cor him either. A]Cter“ a few ax blows
on a tree, the ax came loose and hit him in the leg, so he
was went to his house.

Then the ﬂowngest son, S'Llltj, sags:"Father“, let me go

chop wood.

"Your brothers were hurt when they went," replied the
ather, "never mind, you don't know about these things."

But Sill per“sisted and begged his father until he

answered him: "Go, from the damo.ge you will suffer but
ou will at most become smarter."

F—ﬂs mother gave him a pie she had made with ashes and

water and a bottle of Eeer which had al'r“eadg turned

sour.

When he reached the fo*r"est he also met the little gray

man who greeted him and said: "Give me a piece of your

pie and a sip from your bottle, I am very hu’ngrg and
thirsty!"

Sillg then replied: "All I have is ash pie and sour beer, i
ou are satisfied with that then let us sit down and eat.”
he little man accepted, but when thel:J sat down and

Sillg took out the G.Sf’l pie it had become a great eqq pie

and the sour beer had become 9ood wine.

So they sat down and after eating and drinking the little

man said: 'Because you have a 9ood heart and share

what belongs to you T will 9'Lve you luck. Opposite us ts an
old tree, cut it down and in its roots you will find

someth'mg." With these words the little man said goodbye
and left.

But the second son also 'rvefused, sai:'mg: "I]CI give you to

.
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When Sillg went and cut down the tree he {c{)lmd at its
Toots a goose that had w'mgs of pure 9old. e took the
oose out, took it with him and went to an inn to spend
the night. The owner of the inn had three daughters who
were 9'r~eatlg imtrique bl:J this strange bird. But out of
curiosity, the daughters wanted to steal one of the 9oose's
9olde'n feathe'r“s. 9rhe older one thought, "There will be
some opportunity to take a wing out of her!" and when
Slllg came out, he seized the 9oose's w'mg, but her fmgers
stuck to it. A]Cter“ a while the second one came and she
also wanted to take someth'mg from the goose. But as
soon as she touched her sister she clung to her. When
the third sister also came, the other two started shoutin
at her: "Get out of here, for God's sake, 9et out!”
However, the third one did mot understand whg she
should leave and ran towards the qoose. But as soon as
she touched her middle sister, she got stuck too. So the
three spent the 'nig ht together“ with the goose.
The mext mom'mg, Sillg took his goose in his arms and
started on his way, paying mo attention to the girls
cl'mg'mg to it. The girls ran after him, one left and ome
'r“ig ht as theg could P'md a pace without fall'mg.
On the way they met a priest, who as soon as he saw
their course became enraged: "You are mot ashamed to
Tun a]cter“ the young man, this is mot 'rlght at alll"
F'mish'mg the sentence he grabbed the smaller one by the
hand to pull her, but as soon as he touched her it stuck
and he was forced to run after them.
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A]Cte'r“ a while theg crossed paths with the church
commissioner who saw the priest 'r“u'rm'mg after the three
9l’T"lS. He was amazed at the sight and cried out: “Where
are you going so quickly, papa? Don't forget we have a
baptism todagl" He ran up to him and pulled him bg the
sleeve but he 9ot stuck too.

So as the five followed the 9olcle'n goose, theg met two
farmers who were coming from their fields with
pitchﬂ‘orlzs on their shoulders. The pﬂest shouted at them
to release him and the commissioner. But as soon as theg
touched the commissioner theg also 9ot stuck and mow
there were seven of them runming after Silly and the

oose.

E'mallg theg all arrived togethe'r“ n a citg. In this citg
there was a |e'm9 whose daughter was so serious that no
one could make her laugh. The young princess when she
saw all them together burst into llaug hter.

The k'mg was so happ that he f'mallg fou'ncl someone
that could make his aughter" happg and smile. Sillg
asked king’ s approval to get married to the princess. The
klng was clellghtecl and orgcmizecl a El;] wedd'mg
celebration for the young couple. As a reward fo*r“ the
Sillg he oﬁer“ecl to the quests a cellar o[f wine, a mountain
of bread and a ship that could travel on land and sea.
Slllg inherited the |a'm9dom and lived happilg with his

wife for many years.



« % ; »

Once upon a time there was a very 9'r~eeclg mouse. He
ate, ate, until his bellg swelled so much that he could not
move from his seat!

- Whg do you eat so much? the other mice called him.

- Whg shouldn't I eat? answered the gluttonous mouse. |
like food.

- One dag you will be damaged bH too much food, theg
advised him.

- Why should T take damage? I have a very strong
stomach and easilg digest whatever [ eat.

One dag the 9'rveedg mouse left his nest, which was in the
basement of a house, cautiously went up to the ground
floo*rv, lest a cat see him and pounce on him, he fownd a
hole in a wall, he entered with diﬁlcultg because it was
narrow, he stepped forward and, suddenly, what did his
eyes see!

He fou'nd in a cellar, a cellar full of food! Cheeses,
salamis, smoked meats, nuts and a bunch of other things.
The mouse could never imagine such luck!

But what about the other mice? The 9reedg mouse had
second thoughts and considered that the cheese and the
salami in the cellar is plenty and other mice can eat also.
Theg were 'mter“est'mg on his health and his wellbe'mg.
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‘T should take into consideration their words” said and
the mouse immediately called other mice to eat togethe'rv
all the 9oods he fou'nd. The gluttonous mouse decided
that he should care mot only ?o*r“ himself but for others
too. So all mice togethe'r" had a rich meal sha'r“'mg the
salami and the cheese existing in the cellar.

Gluttong is a bad th'mg, bot {o*r" humans and animals.
And whoever is gluttonous will surely regret sooner or
later-...

1



e hase and Hhe lottotse

Once upon a time there was a very vain hare, with his
speed he was able to get cmgwhere. The hare spent the
whole dag br“agg'mg about how fast he was to his
neighbours in the forest. One of the forest dwellers, the
tortoise, tired of the boastful hare, challenged him to a
race. | he ]Cr“ee one, laug h'mg loudlg, said:

- How funny you are, tortoise, do you really think you
can beat me? No doubt, you are the slowest animal in the
whole forest.

- Don't underestimate me, hare,’ said the tortoise calmly,
‘My steadfastness and determination are very powerful
against your bravado.

All the animals in the forest, laughing at the
underestimation of the tortoise, came to watch the race.

The bear shouted:
- Ready, set, go!

And so the race began. As was to be expected, within a
few seconds the hare was already well ahead of the
tortoise, who advanced slowly but with iron
determination.



- How slow and clwmsg this tortoise is, how could he
imagine that he could beat me- said the free hare to
himself- I'll take a nap under that shadow and still win.
The tortoise did mot stop fo*r“ a moment. Her slow, steadg
pace brought her closer and closer to the goal. She knew
that her constant eﬂ:ow**t would pay off. When the hare
woke up, ag itated, he realised that the tortoise was about
to cross the finish line and no matter how hard he ran he
could not catch up.

The tortoise crossed the ]c'm'tsh line and was cheered bg all
the animals in the forest, teaching the hare a great
lesson: he may not have been the fastest, but he was the
most consistent and resilient.



“The Dllsre and! the Hidyehog”

One Su’ndag morning in autumn, a hedgehog was
strolling toward a field full of turnips when he met a
hare. The hedgehog 9'r~eeted the hare politelg, but the
hare was very arrogant and made fu’n of the hedgehog's
short legs.

The hedgehog, however, didn't take k'mdlg to jokes about
his legs and challenged the hare to a race. Theg made a
bet: whoever reached the finish line first would win a
feast. The hare wanted to start 'meediatelg, but the
hedgehog insisted on hav'mg b’r“eakfast at home fl'r“st and
agreed to meet again in half an hour.

At home, the hedgehog told his wife about the bet with
the hare and asked her to come with him. Mrs.
Hedgehog thought her husband had lost his mind for

ag'r"ee'mg to race the hare, but she followed him.

On the way, the hedgehog explained his plan to win with
her help. While he started the race with the hare, Mrs.
Hedgehog would wait at the fmish line. When the hare
approached the finish line, she would shout, “Tm already
here.”

So, Mrs. Hedgehog took her position at the f'mish lire
while her husband went to meet the hare.
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A large crowd had al'rveaclg 9athered to see how the race
woul u’nfolcl. Bets were made, and many posts were
repared Jor Animal.Media.
he hare counted to three and then dashed oﬁ as fast as
he could. The hedgeho , however, took o*nlg three steps
befo*r“e duck'mg into a %u’r‘r"ow in the field. As the hare
arrived at the [{f'mish line, running at full speed, Mrs.
Hedgehog called out as planned, “T'm al'r“eadg herel”
The hare didn't “r“ecog'nize the trick because Mrs.
Hedgehog looked exactlg like her husband. Instead, he
was angry about his defeat and demanded a rematch.
Like a whirlwind, he raced back to the sta'r*t'mg point. But
when he arrived, this time the hedgehog himsel]c called
out, ‘I'm al'r"eadg here.”
They ran agam, and once more, the same thin
happened. And aga'm, the frustrated hare demanded to
Tace ag ain.
This happened 10 times. Each time the hare reached the
[pnish line, Mrs. Hedgehog would shout, “Tm already
erel” And when he returned to the start, the hedgehog
would call out, “T'm already here!”
The crowd, made up o£ all the animals from the fields
and woods, watched the whole thing. Some began to
figure out the hedgehog's trick and demanded an
explanation. Five rabbits b?ocked the fmish line and called
‘[p'r“ an animal meeting!
he owl chaired the meeting. The crows, who had been
observing the race, qave their testimong. The hare was
outrage that the heggehog had tricked him.
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Then Mrs. Hedgeho stepped fo*rwo:r“d and said, “Yes, it
was a sneaky trick. %ut my husband was upset that the
hare made Flm of his short legs. It wounded his pride,
and he wanted to show the hare that you can still win,
even with short legs.”

The owl spoke: “Tt's u'nfa'rr 'Lf we hold competitions where
the winner is always the one with the best matural
advcmtages, like long legs. From mow om, let's hold an
annual race with homemade vehicles. Eve'rvgone can
participate. The vehicles will have wheels and be built bg
teams. The winmer will be decided not only by speed but
also bl:J cr“eativitg and fu’n. And afte'rwa'r"d, we will all
celebrate togethe'r“ with a big feast."

Since then, the annual race has been held. Months in
advance, everyone starts building their vehicles, and each
year b'r“'mgs new, fu’n, and 'mterest'mg ideas.



“The Metyelog and the P’

Once upon a time in a forest, well hidden in order to fmd
out about its existence you had to walk kilometers outside
the citg, lived Marcos, the hedgehog. Mark was 4 years
old. Old man, o]c course since hedgehogs live up to 5
years. VWhoever you asked in the forest, however, said
that he was seven-hearted, like a cat. Theg said that
every three or so times he went out into the street, he
didn't care about cars and bad people and at the risk of
los'mg his life he crossed the road and went into the
opposite forest. No other hedgehog had ventured to
explore that forest, as everyone now knew that those who
had gone there never returned.

The foxes that dominated the neighbo*r“'mg forest made
sure to exterminate any small hedgehog that came near
their mests. But mone of them bothered Marko and
everyone was su'r“p”rvised when he came back. But he didn't
know either. He was so old that he did not care to die. He
was liv'mg the moment. And everyone envied him for it,
but no one did the same.

One morning, Markos decided to cross the Toad once
more, go to the opposite forest and calmly bathe in the
Tiver.



From a young age he loved to dip his thorns in the river
of the opposite forest, he spent countless hours playing
there with his brothers.

His small legs preve'nted him ]Crom 'r"each'mg his
destination quicklg, so he alwags started early in the
morning to save time. He thought that at that time there
would not be many cars passing by, so his route would be
safer.

Tgat's what he did that mom'mg, so he started ea'r“lg to
cross the road. He couldnt hear well anymore, but he
could hear those loud sirens coming towards him just
befo*r"e he reached the opposlte forest. He turned his gaze
to see a la'rvge, white vehicle speed'mg toward him. Unable
to save h'rmsel{,L he wrapped himself around his thorns
and realized that his life was over. The wheels of the
white vehicle touched his back and he screamed in pa'm.
The white vehicle contintled to run and Marcos was left
on the road, in pain, sereaming but knowing that he was
still alive.

- "Twill fL ht!" he said and continued to shout ]Cor help.
After a w?'{tle, Sifis, the brown bear, Melina, the leatfer“ of
the wild boars and all the rest o{) the hedgehogs who
heard Mark's call appeared from behind the tall grass.
They looked at him and when they realized what had
happe'ned to him theg started th'mk'mg of solutions but
without taking action.

A beaut'jul, reddish-brown fox, with a proud bushy tail
appeared and said to all:

-Come on, let's help Marcos! He has done so many
things for- us! Stop envying him and let's help him
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Elli, the fox queen in collaboration with the other animals
helped and moved the old hedgehog. They treated him
Wi.tE love and 'r“ecip'r“ocate fo*r“ a?l help that the hedgehog
offered for so many years. Marcos after some days got
well and thanked ch is friends - We can all cross the
road! If we stay united and loved, we can help each other

and have a beautiful life!



Last month, I received a text from my bank: “Someone
has accessed your account. Click here to ve'rV'Lfg."

I clicked, entered my login details, saw no unauthorized
access, and logged out.

Shor*tlg after, €2,000 was withdrawn from my account.
I was angry and desper"ate, spoke to my bank, but the
money was gone. The bank added that they would never
Tequest log'm details th'r“ough a text message and a link.
Last week, I received a message that I'd won a gea'r“'s
supply of pasta. I entered my information. The
notification about the win came via a call to my mobile. I
could choose my p'r"ize, so I opted fO'r" the cash amount.
Of course, they meeded my account number for that.
Instead of the p*r“ize, €1,000 was withdrawn from my
account. [ was despe'r"ate.

Three days ago, I received a message:

‘Mom, I have a new phone number. You won't be able to
reach me on the old one. I u’rvgentlg need €1,000
because I have to pay a fine. Please transfer it directly to
the law fn“m; here is the account 'mfo..."

I was ext'r“e'melg worried and saved the new number. But
I couldn't reach my daughter on it. I transferred €1,000
to her account.

That evening, she called me from her old number: “Mom,

why did you send me €1,0007"
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I had fallen fo'r“ it aga'm, but at least I didn't t'r“a'nsfer“ the
money to someone else.

Yester"dal;j, I received a message: “You have won
€10,000.’
[ didn't open it and deleted it immediatelg.

TodaH, I don't read any messages that don't come from
known numbers.



“Tlke legend of the Gibin W bale

In Central Argentina, members of an indigenous tribe
relied on corn for their food. But that year a terrible
d'rvought came, and the rains failed. The corn crop, so
important fo*r” the survival of the tribe, began to wither
and die. The elders of the tribe met in despair, unable to
f'md a solution. But among the young people 0]c the tribe
there was one brave 9'L'r"l called Inka. She had alwags
tended to the corn, and she would not simply give in to
despai'r". Instead of wait'mg for a miracle, she told them
that thelj should build a series of small canals to take
water from the nearby river to the cornfields. Since this
was someth'mg the elders had never thoug ht about, theg
were skeptical.

Nevertheless, they decided to try her plan. Working hard
m conjtmctlon with her own people, Inka began to
channel the water into the canals. Step bg step, the corn
plants began to grow strong and healthy again. The tribe
was amazed at how theg turned th'mgs around th*rough
cooperation and p’rvoblem—solv'mg.



When the tribe returned, corn was th'r“iv'mg, and Inka
stood pr"oud among her harvest. Because of her
determination and wisdom, the people decided to mark
the place where the solution was fou'nd with someth'mg
special: an Ombu tree, amajestic tree, stood there now, a
symbol that creative thinking, teamwork, and
commitment can achieve even the hardest situations.
Hencefor”ch, the Ombu tree would remind the tribe that
when in trouble, it is the ability to gather and think
outside the box that has the potential to p’rovide solutions,
even under the direst situations.



“Tlhe liae shentierd

There was once a shepherd who had a herd with quite a
few problems and a fold outside his village. Ever
mom'mg he led the sheep toa green hill near the fold and
let them help themselves in peace. He usuallg spent his
time playing his flute, but one day he forgot it in the {old.
Hav'm? nothing to do, he thought of playing a prank on
his ]cel ow villagers. So he climbed a rock and started
shout'mg in the direction o]t the village: Help fe[low
villagers. Wolves eat my sheep. Run. Help! The men oj
the village grabbed what they found in front of them an
Tran to help the shepherd, who as soon as he saw them
started lau.gh'mg at their plight. The shepherd, it seems,
found what he was doing very [‘m’mg, since he repeated it
a couple more times and each time his fellow villagers
Tan to help him.

Then, one might, the shepherd noticed shadows mov'mg
near the [loc . He heard low growls but, remembering
his past lies, he hesitated. Instead of rumming to the
village, he decided to observe quietlg. Hidden in the
bushes, he saw not one, but three wolves S'neo.k'mg toward
the sheep.

Realizing the real danger, he grabbed the horn and blew
a long, eep note. The villagers, hea'r"'mg this new signal,
knew someth'mg was t'r"ulg wrong. Armed with torches
and sticks, they hurried to the pasture. The wolves,
startled by the sudden lights and moise, fled into the
woods. The sheep were saved, and the shepherd, instead
of be'mg scorned, was p’rvaised fo*r“ his quick th'mk'mg.



From that dag forwa'rvcl, the shepherd no longe*rv sought
attention through lies but became a trusted protector of
the flock. The villagers, too, learned that even those who

make mistakes can cha'nge and do great th'mgs.




Omnce upon a time there was a dear little 9'n°l; just to see
her everyone loved her, and especially her grandmother,
who no longer knew what to give her. Once she gave her
a little ~ed velvet cap, and because it suited her so well
that she did mot want to wear a“ngth'mg else, theg alwo.gs
called her Little Red Riding Hood.

Ome day her mother said to her-

- Come, Little Red R'Ld'mg Hood, here is a piece of bread
and a bottle of wine, take them to grandmother; she is
weak and sick and will be refreshed. When you are out,
be a good 911“[, and don't go out of the way; 'Lf you dont,
you will fall and break the bottle, and grandmother will
be left empty-handed.

-Tll do evergthing 'r“ight,' Little Red Rid'mg Hood told
Mummy and shook hands with her.

But Grandma lived outside, in the woods, about half an
hour ]Cr“om the village. And in the wood, Little Red Rid'mg
Hood met the wolf. But she did not know that he was
such an evil beast, and she was not afraid.

- Good mom'mg, Little Red Rid'mg Hood,' he said.



- Good Morning, wolf.

- Where are you 9o'm9 SO ea'r“ll:J, Little Red Rid'mg Hood?
- To visit my 9'rvanclmot|1er“. And Hou?

- I take a walk in search of food because I am very
hung'rvg. What do you have in your basket?

- Wine and bread; so my 9'rvandmothe'r~, who is weak and
ill, will enjoy it a while and get stronger-.

- Ah what 9ood th'mgs! Aren't you afraid of wcmdering
around the forest alone? I]c you want, I can accompany
you. I know the forest very well.

- Actuallg wolfI have heard some bad stories about you.
Ma'ng say you are cruel. But I don't believe ever“gth'mg I
hear, and I want to try and give you credit. My hunter
uncle is out in the woods, if he doesn't see me coming to
G'ra'rmg he will come look'mg fo*r“ me.

The wolf and Little Red Riding Hood then set off towards
Grandma's house talk'mg about many th'mgs and pick'mg
flowe'rvs and mushrooms to take to Grandma. Once at the
house they knocked. Opening the door, the grandmother
screamed in fright

- What are you do'mg with the big bad wolf? Run fast

- Grandma don't worry, the wolf accompanied me on my
way and treated me with kindness. Many of the stories
you hear are mot true
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The 9’7”(:mdmother”, convinced bg her grcmddaughter's
words, let them both in and offered the wolf a snack of
bread and wine. At one point someone knocked at the
door: it was the hunter who was pass'mg bg, hav'mg

heard the voices, and had decided to stop and say hello.

Once inside, realising the presence of the wolf, he took up
his 'r“iﬂe in j:r“ig ht.

- What are you doing? Dont shoot! - cried Little Red
Riding Hood frightened by the hunter's Teaction - the
wol]t has been very kind to me, unlike what everyone
thinks. If you join us, swrelg talk'mg to the wolf will
change your mind too.

- All 'r“ight, let's see 'Lf this wolf ls 'r“eallg as good as you
claim, 'r"eplied the hunter as he sat down at the table.

- All right, let's see if this wolf is really as good as you
claim, 'r“eplied the hunter as he sat down at the table.

The story teaches us that it is a mistake to judge a person
bg his appearance ot what others say about him because
onlg bg k:now'mg him can we for‘m our own op'mion.



e e bine soletbcr

Once upon a time twenty -]cive little tin soldiers, twenty-
flve brothers because theg were born from one old lead
spoon. The weapon on their arm, their gaze flxed, their
uniform glittering red and

blue, how good they all looked together! The first
sentence they heard when the lid of the box containing
them was opened was: Little tin soldiers!’ shouted bt:J a
child full of jog. It was his biﬂ:hdag present and he
started to put them on the table, all neatlg lined up. All
the toy soldiers were identical to each other, all except
one who was miss'mg a leg. It had been the last toy
soldier to be melted down and there was not enough lead

left.

On the table, there were many other togs 'mclud'mg a
splendid paper castle. It was very beautiful but there was
someth'mg even more beauti]cu.l: a pretty 9i'r“l in fro*nt of
the castle door, also made of paper wea'r“'mg a delicate
tutu. The 9'rr"l had her arms outstretched because she was

a dancer! And she held her leg up so high that the lead
soldier thought she had none, just like him.



‘Here is the perfect 9'L'r“l fo*r“me,' he thought, 'but she is too
distinquished, she lives in a castle while ‘13 live in a box with
24 other soldiers. I still have to get to know her.’ He
decided to visit her as soon as even'mg came. [he soldier
hid himself so that the child would not put him back in
the box with the other soldiers. As evening came, silence
imvaded the house. All the inhabitants slept peacefully,
except fo*r the togs. In the half—lig ht, the pa'r'tg begcm: the
balloons plaged the fou'r corners, the stu(]}fed animals did
some pirouettes and the tin soldiers paraded to the sound
of a colourful clown’s drum. In all this excitement, only
the paper dances and the tin soldier remained quiet, who
could not stop look'mg at her, hopelesslg in love.

The mext morning the child noticed that the lead soldier
was hidden behind the box; he took it and placed it on the
windowsill. Immedlatelg, an unjortunate gust of wind, or
perhaps the ve"ngejul breath of his rival, made it {all into
the void! The child rushed out into the street to look for
it, but unable to fmd it, he returned home in despai'r“.

A violent summer rain bega'n to fall. Two idlers saw the
lead soldier and had the curious idea of putting it in a
paper boat they were building. They then placed the boat
on the water. The fr“aglle boat was quickl at the mer-cy
o]t the current and disappea'r“ed m a Whi'r“?pool. The little
soldier lived interminable moments in the darkness, wet
from the spray o{ the agitated water and navigating in
the sewers... Fina lg he saw the swnlight in the distance.
The light grew brighter and b'r“ighter and opened onto
the countryside a'nc? freedom.
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“Thank 9oodness I'm safe and sound..” he thought.
Un{ortwnatelg, it wasn't over yet.. A huge, ferocious-
looking sewer rat was blocking the exit, but luckil% he
couldn't catch it and it moved away. The paper boat
continued its jou'r'neg across the meadows and ftelds until
it couldn't hold on and capsized! The tin soldier sank.
“Goodbye, pretty dancer!” A huge, wandering fish
mistook it ]cor a prey it was very fond o'i, and swallowed it
whole. Shortlg a[:cer“, the ]tish was caught na fishermcm's
net and sold at the market. As luck would have it, the fish
was bought by the cook who worked for the boy's

arents. When he dug into the animal’s bellg to clean it,
what did he f'md? The lost tin soldier! He put it on the
table, next to the cardboard castle.

The pretty dancer looked at him smil'mg, ha P that she
had not lost him forever. The little soldier tord ?wr“ about
the terrible adventures he had experienced and all the
toys be?cm to listen. They were alr very touched by the
little soldier's returm: theg had alwags considered him
not very brave and capable because of his miss'mg leg but
he had shown great courage and ability to face
difficulties. They had a great respect for him. Only the
bad gnome burned with anger to see that everyone was
celebrat'mg the little soldier's return, especlallg his
beloved dancer. So he tried to convince the child to throw
him into the fire by telling him that he was ruining his
beauti]cul collection oLtog soldiers because of his missin
leg. However, when the child app'rvoached the little soldier
to take him, his brother soldiers told him to stop and
lined up like an army to defend him.
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Theg told the child about the many adventures the little
soldier had faced and showed him how his uniqueness
had been a value. The child, proud of the little soldier,
decided to appo'mt him leader o]t his army.



“% mean wihe Ll sloves

In a small village set deep within the fo*rest and look'mg
out to the sea, there lived a man with a 9'Lft of
storytelling. Every morning, he would walk out of the
village to find inspiration for his tales. At dusk, all those
villager“s would 9ather to be enchanted bg his stories.
Every time they asked him: Do let us know, what did you
see today? And he would say with a sweet, cool smile:
Todag I saw a luxu'rvg 9a'r~den with trees of every shape.
Every leaf was like a small painting. From every flower,
there sprung all the colors I can imagine. I saw an artist
who stood in the midst of the trees with a palate, creat'mg
mew patterns and shapes on his canvas, 'mﬂue'nced bg all
he saw around him. The villagers were astonished. How
could sand be turmed into a canvas? How could an old
woman make art o*nlg with her hands? Filled with
imspiration, the villagers began to explore their own ways
of be'mg creative. This is what happened. Soon the
Hou'ngste'r“s began to collect wonderful stones, leaves, and
sticks, right in the streets creating their own art. The
elders begcm to weave grass and st'r“'mg into beautiful
creations; the children were pa'mt'mg murals on the
village walls, making it the most colorful gallery.
Evergone fownd h'rmsel]t or herself in some way of
creativitg, and the vlllage bega'n to shine in mew colors.
But one day, the storyteller came back with a completely
new StO’T’H. I strolled along the beach todag and saw a
group o]c people build'mg a huge sculptwr“e with sand and



stones. It was not just a work of art. Ever“g stone, every piece
was carefully chosen to create harmony and balance. They
were notjust build'mg—theg were tell'mg. A story about their
vlllage, their lives, and their exper“iences. It was in that act of
creation that I understood how fundamental it is not only to
create but to come together to create something greater
than ourselves.

The villagers, now completely in love with the idea of

crveativitg, realized that crveativitg was mnot just about self—
expressio*n, but about the power it has to unite people and to
create something that belongs to everyone.
From that daH on, the man never aga'm spoke of mgthical
creatures or far-oﬁ lands. Instead, he urgecl his fellow
villagers to see the world with creative eyes, to make them
understand that creativity is not only what you yourself can
create, but how your 'Lmag'mation can b'r“'mg people together"
and transform the world around you.




“Thbe cHonbey and the Camel”

That was a pa'rticula'r“lg important dag. In fact, an
invitation had gone out ]Cr”om the forest for delegates of
every animal species to gather in an assembly during
which a very serious topic would be discussed. No one
was absent. The ]ti'r“st to speala was the lion, Lmdispu.ted
king of the animals. In respectful general silence, he said:
‘Dearly beloved subjects, we have gathered today with the
aim of establish'mg a last'mg peace between us,
eliminating all quarrels and envy, so that together we
may be able to face any dangers caused by man to
nature. The speech continued at length, underscored bg
applause.

Ever“gone was therefo*r"e in agreement: it was mecessary
to umite to overcome any p'r“oble'ms. At the end o]C the
assemblg, each animal took part in the large lunch
organised for the occasion. There was plenty of food and
drink. When everyone was satiated and satisfied,
someone asked the monleeg, who was 'notoriouslg
cheerful and lively, to cheer up the ceremony with some
enter*ta'm'mg entertainment. The monleeg, without be'mg
asked, climbed onto the platfor'm and, with agilitg and
friendliness, began a hilarious number full of acrobatic
jumps, somersaults and dances. Enraptu'r"ed, the
spectators applauded like mever befo*r“e, amused bg the
skill of this unusual comedian.

58§
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A camel stood aside, admiring the monkey’s success and
applauding loudly. He was harpg about his success, but
at the same time he felt a little sad: mo one would have
expected it, but the camel loved to dance so much. He
often did it when he was alone because he knew very well
that he was mot an agile and expert dancer like the
monkeg and he was pa'r’clg afraid o{[the judgment of the
other animals. However, he told 'L'mself that he had
'noth'mg to be ashamed of: what harm was there if he was
happy when he danced even if he wasn't very good at it?
So he decided that he would try: as soon as the monketj
had ]c'mished his show, he took his place on the platfm“m
and bega'n to move to the 'r"hgthm of the music. Of
course, it was an awkward and ungainly dance, but he
continued serenelg, smil'mg. At ]t'n"st, the other animals
remained silent and taken aback: theg didn't expect that a
camel that swayed continuously even when he walked
could be interested in dancing. Yet seeing him move
happilg was contag lous: after a?l, what did it matter 'Lf it
wasn't a perfect dance, the beautg of that assemblg was
that everyone was different and it was precisely their
differences that made them a strong group, capable of
]tac'm diﬁiculties together“. Theg all started applaud'mg

and s out'mg complime'nts to the camel.



e mouse, the bnd and the

2

Once upon a time, a mouse, a bird and a sausage lived
together in their house. Theﬁ all maintained it together,
since they were very beloved, and peace and happiness
reigned in their little house, since everyone did his job.

The bird's job was to ﬂg to the fo*r"est every dag and b'r"'mg
home wood. The mouse had to carry water from the well,
light the fire and prepare the table. And the sausage had
taken over the cooking. One day the little bird happened
to meet another bird in the forest, who taunted him
about what a mice life he had and mocked him ]tor
working hard in the jorest while his other two friends
were enjoying the warmth of the house.

- You get so tired and carry the wood ]Crom the fo*r“est.
The other two do easy jobs around the house, she told
him.
When the little mouse lighted the ]c'rr“e and drew water
{:om the well, she sat in the liv'mg room until the time she
ad to prepare the table. And the sausage, who was the
cooker, only had to stand mear the pot to watch the food
be'mg cooked. When it was time fo*rv them to dine, the
sausage would go into the pot, give it a little twirl among
the vegetables, and so the fooi would become delicious
and ready for them to enjoy. Then came the little bird
]Cr”om the wood forest.



Theg all sat at the table to eat and then went to their
beds where theg slept contentedly until the next mommg
They lived a trul beautL ul life! élut the next day, because
he believed what fmend told htm the little bird 'r“e]tused
to go to the forest to carry wood. He had become the
servant o]t others fo*r“ a long time, he said. It's time thmgs
to change, for everyome to do a different job for a
chcmge

The mouse and the sausage agreed and the bird was
SU.'T"P’I’"LSGd.l The sausage tooE on the dutg C[f omg to the
forest for wood, the little mouse to cook and the little bird
to draw water from the well ltght the fn“e and set the
table.

When the sausage sta'r*ted 9omg to the fo*r"est fO'r" wood.
The little bird light a fire and the little mouse put the food
pot on the frr“e 3rhen the both waited fo*r the sausage to
come home with the wood or the mext day. But the
sausage met compamon in the fo*r"est a dog The dog was
alone and hungry and sausage decided to accompany
them and help them with all the works that had to be
dome.

Theg decided to stag all togethe'r" and do the best theg
could. When it was time for them to eat they prepared
the food and sepafrated the works. Theg chcmged works
im turms so as to ]ceel all equal



“Thke Wi PBar and the Becutifed

cHecs™
TR Ut Bor and the Enchanted
R4

In a small valleg, surrounded bg green hills, lived Tomas,
a 15—gea'rv—old bog. He loved explor'mg the world around
him, but lately he had been feeling discouraged. School
seemed diﬁicult, his frie‘nds were busg and evergth'mg
was routine at home.

Ome day, while walking along a path by the highest hill in
the 'regio'n, he stumbled over someth'mg hard, half buried
in the g'r“ou'nd. It was an old wooden box, worn bg time,
with strange drawings engraved on the lid. Curious,
Tomads took it home.

When he ope'necl it, he fou'nd a folcled sheet of paper
inside. When he unfolded it, he saw that it was a map!
There was a route drawn that crossed the entire VO_“.GH
and ended at the top of the hill. Next to the map, a
message read:

‘Follow the path and discover your own challenge.'

Tomas felt his heart race. This was the kind of adventure

he 'needed.



The next dag, equipped with a rucksack and the map, he
set off along the trail. But he soon realised that the
journey wou?dn't be easy.

JThe frr“st challenge came at a small stream he had to
cross. |he bridge was broken. For a few minutes, he felt
fr“ust'r"ated and thought about 9o'm9 home. But then he
remembered that he had seen large stones further back.
He went back, brought them to the stream and built an
improvised cross'mg. He ]Celt enormous satisfactlo*n when
he made it across.

Further on, the path became confusing. The markings on
the map mo longe'r" matched the track in front of him. He
sat down, took a deep breath and analysed the terrain.
He observed the trees, the sun and the flow of the wind.
Little by little, he managed to find the right path. The
map was teach'mg him to think for himself.

The route continued with more challenges. Climb'mg
stee slopes, avoid'mg small landslides and f'mallg fac'm
his {eafr of heights as he climbed the final part of the hil?.
Each obstacle seemed bigger“ than the last, but Tomads
solved them one bg one, with Patlence and creativity.
When he fmall reached the top, he was dazzled. The
view was magnficent - he could see the whole valley, the
houses, the fields and the horizon in the distance. But at
the top there was someth'mg else: another message,
eng"r“aved on a stone.

"Problems are just challenges in disquise. The way you

SOI.V€ the'm def'mes W|’10 E]OU. are. Keep challengmg
HOU.’T“SGI.f."



Tomas felt immense p'r“ide. He realised that the joumeg
was mot about the destination, but about the lessons he
had learned along the way. He returned home different -
more confident, more aware and p'rvepa'r“ed to tace life's
problems with a new perspective.



‘%/%Mwew whte Gecame arn
anond tee

Once upon a time there was a princess called Phyllis who
once fell in love with a young man from Athens,
Demophon, who was the son of the hero Theseus. The
two young met when the young Demthon's ship was
returning from Troy. They got married but after a while
the oung Athenian became sick because he was miss'mg
his Elome town. The enamored princess, unable to see
him sad, she let him go back beﬁev'mg that if he reall
loved her he would come back and then he would truly be
hers.
So it happened and the enamored Phgllis was lzft alone
to wait for her chosen ome. Demophon stayed at his
home town for a while but his thought was in his lovely
rincess. One dag he decided to plomt an almond tree in
Eis 9a'r“den and he p*r“omised to the 9ods of Olgmpus that
when it will bloom, he will be with his W'Lfe. And so he did.
He went back to find his wife and thank her for her
devotion and the ’r“espect that she showed to his needs. He
'rvoposecl her to visit his home town together. She was so
Eappg that her loved husband returned and mwith. no
second thoughts she followed him to his home town.
When they arrived in Athens, the almond tree bloomed.
The young couple lived in hap iness and plantéd T]an
almond trees to remind them that 'r“espect an
reco?nitlon of people’s meeds is a principal thatsthey
should never forget.



%WWMZ@@

Hav'mg lost hope of fmd'mg someone to spend her life
with and start a family, young Gabriela, weary of
tr“avell'mg th'r"ough all the k'mgdoms, decided to return
home. Her ]cather“, ove"r“joged to see her aga'm a]cte'r"
months of absence, immediately noticed the sadness and
disappo'mt'me'nt in her eyes. He com]coﬁed her as best he
could, assu'r“'mg her that love often appears where we
least expect it—not in the young men she had tirelessly
sought in every corner of the world.

Ome sunmy day, as Gabriela was in the garden reading,
completely engrossed in the unfolding story, a young
man walked blj, look'mg somewhat lost, and called out to
her:

- “Excuse me... Good afternoon... Could you help me?
I'm look'mg fo*r“ Mr Martins house. I used to live around
here as a child and would love to see him again...”

The house he was searching for was her own! But who
was this stranger? Gabriela wasn't about to give her
fathers address away so easily.

T need to know who  you are before I give you any
imformation...”

P s



"I]C I could come in and expla'm... I've travelled fa'r“ and...
I'm tired and... hu’ng’r“ " he admitted, blushing.
Gabriela agreed, and they talked until nigitfall. They
discovered that theg had grown up togethe'r" until the age
of six and shared similar likes and qu.i'r“ks. But could it
'r“eallg be true? Was this young man actuallg Gabriel, the
son of the caretakers who had once lived there?

Her father was out hwnt'mg and wouldn't return until the
next mom'mg... So Gabriela came up with an idea.

Late that might, Gabriela prepared the guest *oom and
of(ered it to the (un)known young man. Beneath the
E'L low, she placed a keg. I{ Gabriel was who he claimed to

e, he would know what the IQelJ unlocked.

The mext morning, Gabriela found a chest in the kitchen.
An old chest, ftlled with childhood t'r“easu“rves—p'r“iceless to
a six—gea'r“—old but mere rubbish to adults.

“As soon as I saw the key, I remembered our secret
chest... hidden in the barn...

Gabriela was over“joged—she had ]tou'ncl the love of her

ife!

They lived happily ever after in the same house where
theg had ]ci'r“st met as children, with the keg p’r“oudlg
displaged n a fra'me above the fi’r“eplace in their liv'mg
T00M.



“% queel and he salt

Once upon a time, there was a great king who he had
three sons and loved them very much. One day he
decided to see how much theH loved him too. So he called
each one and asked him how much he loved him. T love
ou as much as I love gold and jewels," said the first son,
and the king was very pleased.
Tlove you as much as I love money,” said the second son,
and again the king was greatly pleased.
T love you as much as I love saﬁc," said the third son. The
king then became very angry and wanted to expel the
third son from the palace.
All siblings wa'ntecf unity and love in their family and
they decided to show to their father that salt is also
sig*nificcmt as money and gold. So the mext dag theg
prepared three different meals, one from each son and
invited their son to taste them and choose the best meal.
The table had all kinds of food but the food that the two
brothers prepared was unsalted. WWhen everyone sat
down at the table, theg told their ]cather“ to taste the meals
they prepared. The father took the fork and began to eat
from the meal that the first son prepared. But with the
]t'n"st o*r“kfuls he compla'med that the Elood had mno salt at
all. Then he tasted the meal that the second son had
prepared. It was also unsalted and he stopped
eating.Then the siblings looked at each other. The first
son told "Father", whg are you so sad because you cannot
eat your unsalted food?

o}



The old king, tasted the third meal and was
overwhelmed by the delicious taste it had. At that time,
he realized his mistake and embraced all his sons.

Words sometimes are used in a way that do mot show the
significance and the importance of the emotions. Love
was compared to salt in this story. Such an important
value that was thought bg the the fathe'rv as an
'msigni icant mean to compare it with salt

But when the queen (father“) realized the importance of
salt in taste he also realized the importcmce and the value
of the love that his son was try 'mg to express.




The halibut's eyes widened and he bit his upper hp im
astonishment. But then he took a happ lea
He ﬂew out of the water and <:<1llecki| out Td love to,
fisherman! Jump on and hold on to my fin! Well
discover the world together'

So the ftsher'man Ju'mped and held on ttght and theg
dashed oﬁ to discover the world.

And they lived happily ever after, travelling the world's
oceans togethe'r \Xﬁule Ilsebtll green with 9'r~eed sits on
the bench in ]Cront o]t the pr“ettg little house Wondemng
Whg the Butt is takmg SO long to 9I.V€ her a btg castle.



“Thke Peaster of Bareelos”
%Weaf Seneceent?

The courtroom waiting area was Lmbea"r"ablg hot... With
a dry throat, John felt a tightness in his chest... Anxiety
was causing symptoms he could hardly endure..
T'r“apped in a web of bu’r“eaucr"acg, misunderstcmd'mgs,
and cases that seemed to belong to everyone and no one,

he felt lost.

Onme afternoon changed everything. As an ex-convict, he
knew he had been blamed aga'm, and this time, it wasn't
his fault.He took a deep breath and resolved mnot to back
down. He was inmocent. This time, he was truly inmocent.

What had happened? Even John couldn't expla'm.
A name? A photo? Was someone sett'mg him up?

For years, he had distanced himsel]t ]Cr“om the shadg
groups in his neighbou'r“hood. Since serv'mg his sentence,
something inside him had changed. Prison was
someth'mg he couldn't face aga'm. The routine o
incarceration chains any sense of intellectual freedom,
turning people into zombies. That was John's view. And
he had managed to 9et out; he wasn't 9o'mg back.

I_1_ﬁ_'“1
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Now he fou'nd himse(l{f caught up in a mess he could
ba'r“elg believe. He had started a mew job m a dlffer"ent
part of the city, where no one knew him. How had his
name ended up on the list of suspects in a series of thefts

om the office garage?
garag

Suddenly, in that waiting room, John stopped hearing
the chatter o]t the group sitting beside him. He no longer"
noticed the sound of water E'rvipp'mg from the cooler’s
leakg tap, nor the court office'r" emerq 'mg from behind the
heavy, solid wooden door, calling mames from a list
clipped to a worn board with a detached, emotionless
voice.

In fact, he stopped hea'r"'mg an th'mg external altogethe'r“.
Then, a spark lit up in his mind!

That's it! His name was on the list because he was the
mew quy at work! Because he had a criminal record!
Because it was easier to blame “the outsider”!

Aware o]t the situation, he suddenlg felt con]tident. He
knew he was innocent and was determined to face any
challenge, whether it came from the judge or the
lawyers. He felt he could prove his inmocence with words
alone.

Go'mg back to that fateful after‘noon in_his mind; John
went over every detail, every personthe had encountered.
Then he remembered! On the very afternoon of the
thefts, he had been helping an elderv?g woman who had
difficult Walk'mg. She meeded assistance ’r"each'mg the
office o? her daughter-in-law, a lawyer in the same
build'mg.
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It had taken quite some time, and althou.gh the woman
had been very 9'rvateful and had 9'Lven him a card, John
hadn't thought about it since.

"MU dear young man,” she had said, "Hou"r“e the only one
who noticed I was st'r"uggling. For your kindness, I'l? 9'Lve
you my husband's card—J udge Mendonca. Don't
hesitate to contact him if you ever need help.”

He didn't even meed to search fo*r“ the card, which was
p'r“obablg lost fo*r“ever“ anyway.

In the courtroom, John humbly requested permission to
speak. He declared:

- “T am mot the suspect you are look'mg for I have an
alibi - your wife was with me at the time of the crimel
Punish me if it isn't true!”

After the expected commuotion and thorough verlfication,
John was released. The 9’rvacious ladg later invited him
for lunch.

[ 3§



“Tlhe seueret s quprentice”

Finally, the time has come!’ Otto rubs his hands together
and runs back and ]tor’th excitedlg. It's the fn“st time the
sorcerer's apprentice has been home alone. 'Todag I'm
going to try out the spell from last week! He already
starts mutte‘r'mg mag icalll:].

The cat next to him makes a horrible hump as a broom
slowly gets up from the corner and marches off. He
9'r°abs two buckets and runs deter‘m'medlg down to the
river. Otto ]collows him and claps his hands happilg: Tt's
working! It's working!” The broom fills the buckets with
water and marches back to the magic school. Content,
the bog watches as the broom fetches bucket after bucket
of water.

Suddenly he realises that the tub should be full by now.
He jumps up and runs off. 'Stop, stop!' he calls after" the
broom. That's enough mow! But the broom is already on
its way back to the river.

Otto is 9ett'm9 hot. Last week, he had also learnt the
sag'mg to put the broom back in the corner.

But he can't remember it!

That's enough!' he shouts aga'm as ~the broom
app'r"oaches aga'm. That's enough! Stop it " But the
broom just looks at the boy with a nasty grin. Otto plops
down on the stone floor in despa'n“. What should he do
now? He doesn't want to 9ive up. If not with magic, then
with wits! He runs to the shed and rummages through

the tools in the hope that he will get the 'r“ig ht idea. After



On his way back into the house, the bog steps n a puddle
that has al'readg cr“ept from the bathtub into the fro*nt
garden. That's when he gets the idea. That's it!" The boy
quicklg g'r“abs a spade andstarts digg'mg. He digs and
works mon-stop until he ends up stcmd'mg happilg in
front of a construction.

At that moment, the mischievous broom runs past the
tub aga'm and shoﬁlg afterwa“rvds the construction floods.
'What a bummer,” thinks Otto. Tt just won't work without
the spell.' He takes a deep breath and reaches fo*r" the
phone.

'Lena? I've made a mess. And then I had a good idea, but
it doesn't work and now I'm so nervous because the whole
house is under water - and the master is com'mg home
soon - and [ just can't think of the spell!’

On the other end, Otto hears the familiar voice of his
]cr“iend: 'I]C I've understood you cor'rvectlg, Otto, you learnt
the spell last week. Didn't you?’

Yes, that's right,” Otto sniffs in a low voice.

Then gou'll remember it 'Lf you think ca'r“e]cullg,' Lena
encourages him.

‘But I've already tried,” Otto replies quietly.

‘Watch out. If you sit down mow and take a deep breath.
And close your eyes. And believe in gowr"self, then I'm
sure you'll remember that spelll

‘Do you 'r“eallg think so? Otto asks timidlg, but he has
al'readg decided to 9ive it a try. Theg ha'ng up and he
looks for a cosy corner where he can concentrate. As he
sits there quietlg, b'r“eath'mg and th'mk'mg, the ﬂoo*r“ slowlg
continues to ﬂood.



After“ a short time, he jumps up: That's it!" Otto
immediately starts mumbling again and the broom
'meedlatelg lies lifeless in the corner from which it came
- as 'Lf 'noth'mg had happened.

‘Now dry the floor quickly!" Otto commands himself,
relieved, and starts to mop up the water with a sponge.
Just then, the front door opens and the boss comes in.
The sorcerer's apprentice kneels mext to the bucket and
looks over at her uncertainly.

T see gou've been p’rvactis'mg your magic?' she asks in a
voice that Otto can't quite recognise. Is she angry? She
continues: Youve done very well, Otto. Practice makes
perfect.”

Youre not angry, mistress?

'Oh mol’ she waves it off. ‘After all, you built that helpful
iT“Y“i.gO.tiOTl system fo*rv the front 9a'r“de'n! And mopped the
whole house! Who could be mad about that?" smiles the
sorceress. The boy tears up with relief. He hurries to dry
the floo*r“ and then enthusiasticallg expla'ms his
construction to the mistress. From mow on, the used bath
water always flows directly into the front garden of the
mag ic school to water the flowers and it doesn't take long
before there is a similar construction in every front
garden in the neighborhood.



Ve Stosk and the For”
St oipness doesne ¢ Y.

It wasn't enough to endu'r“e”the cold, the wind, and the
lack o]( food - it was Christmas as welll Mrs Stork and
Mrs Fox, with their long lives, few friends, and no family,
lived isolated from the world. Stubborn and grumpy,
theg spent every Christmas Eve alone...

But this year would be different.

Mrs Fox invited Mrs Stork fo*r“ dinmer on Christmas Eve,
and Mrs Stork invited Mrs Fox fo*r“ Christmas Dag
lunch. However, this wasn't their idea... It was a sort of
challenge set bg Mrs Owl, an old and wise soul. Tired of
seeing her friencls alone out of sheer stubbornmess, she
had shared a little tip during a woodland gathering: no
one should be alone on Christmas Eve or Christmas Dag.
What's more, theg should prepare a wonderful meal fo*r“
their neighbour!

And so, the two old grumps ]tell fo*r“ the t'rap.

The trouble bega'n on the even'mg o]c the dinmer, when
Mrs Stork decided to serve the meal in fine porcelain jars
with marrow mecks, claim'mg it was her best tableware
and perfectlg suited fo*r“ the festlve 'n'Lg ht. Of course, Mrs
Fox couldn't eat a thing, as her muzzle made it impossible
to reach the ]tood inside the ja'r“s.

The mext clag, at lunch, Mrs Fox - who had al'rveadlj

prepared her plan - didn't miss the chance for a small

'reveng e.
I"—fﬁ‘;



Theg were in the midst of this sillg 'r“ival'r“g when Mrs Owl
arrived with a delig htful bag of the fo*r"est's f'mest
delicacies, simply wrapEecl im plain paper.

The three of them relished the unexpected treat and soon
realised how ridiculous theg had been, lett'mg their
phgsical diﬁe'r"ences dictate their actions. In truth, there
was far more that united them than set them apart. As
Mrs Owl wiselg remarked: “It's mot the wr“alr)p'mg that
matters, but the contents — and the ]Criendship!'



“Tlhe Staty of the Npppatent Giant”

Jim Button and Luke the E'ng'me Driver embarked on a
long jou'r'neg and eve'ntuallg found themselves in a desert.
Suddenly, Jim spotted something in the distance.
“There!” he could onlg whisper. Luke turned around.
What he saw surpassecl evervgth'mg he had ever laid eyes
on.

On the horizon stood a glcmt o]t such enormous size that
even the skg-high mountains beside him looked like small
hills. "Oh!l" Jim gasped. “That's no mirage, no fata..,,
fata...! Quick, let's 9et away, Luke! Magbe he hasn't seen
us get!"

Luke, too, felt umeasy, but instead of letting fear
overwhelm him, he suggested thel:j take a deep breath.
The two decided to face the situation, no matter what
awaited them.

“Let's stag calm," said Luke. He watched the gicmt closelg.
‘T think, apart ]Cr“om his size, the gicmt looks rather
friendly.” “W-w-what?!" Jim stuttered in horror. “Well,”
Luke replied, “just because he's big doesn't mean he's a
monster, right? We've faced many challenges befo*r“e,
Jim. We can handle this one too.” His voice was steady,
full of confidence in their shared strength.

As theg continued to observe the 9io:nt, theg felt their
fear growing. But they reminded themselves of the many
difficult situations they had already overcome.
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The 9'La'nt stretched out his hand lon 'mglg, onlg to let it
fall hopelesslg, and a deep sigh llfted is chest. Suddenlg,
the giant raised both hands, clasped them together, {ell to
his knees, and called out in a thin, pitiful voice, 'Please,
please, strangers, don't run awcu:J! I won't harm you!”
Jim watched in horror as Luke politelg took of? his cap
and waved his handkerchief. Now the disaster would
surely strike! The giant rose slowly. He seemed uncertain
and confusecl. He asked, “Does that mean I may come
closer?” “Yes, indeed!” shouted Luke. He knew that the
greatest danger was often fear itself, and so he pushed
aside his own lmcer’ta'mtg and walked toward the gicmt,
wav'mg 'r“esolutelg. Jim was pa'r“algzed with ]ceo:r“, his vision
blu’r‘r“'mg. In any case, he couldn't let his friend Luke face
such a danger alone, so he ran after Luke, even though
his knees were t'rembl'mg.
As the 9'La'nt saw the man and the small bog wav'mg at
him, his sad lface brightened. “Ah, friends!" he cried in his
thin voice, "then I'Fl come mow!" He began to move,
striding toward Luke and Jim.
What appened next was quite astonishing. With every
step the giant took, he grew a little smaller. When he was
about a Elwnd'red meters away, he seemed mo taller than
a high church tower. Jim furrowed his brow. “That's
strange, Luke. He's 9ett'm9 smaller.” Luke modded
thoug%tfullg. ‘It seems this 9'La'nt ls O'nlg an apparent
giant. Perhaps things aren't always as they seem at first

lance.”

fter another ]ciftg meters, he was no taller than a house,
and by the time he reached the two frie‘nds, he was the
same Eeig ht as Luke the Engine Driver — in fact, he was
even a head shorter!
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“Good day, I am Mr. Tur Tur, and I am an apparent
9'Lant. The fa'r*ther“ away I am, the bigger"I look. And the
closer I come, the more you can see my true size. In
reality, I'm mo different from you.” “You mean,” Luke
asked, "gou don't actual et smaller as you come
closer? And gou"r"e not rea?lg that huge when gou"r"e 7fa'r“
away, it just looks that way?” “Exactly,” said Mr. Tur
Tur, “that's whH I'm an appa'rent 9'Lomt." “You see, Jim,"
said Luke, “that’s exactlg what I meant about ]cea'r“."
Jim modded, and in that moment, he realized how
important it was to face challenges with courage and an
open heart.
My, Tur Tur told them about his life in solitude. “Most
eople are afraicl of me,” he said sadlg. "Theg Tun away
Eefo*r“e they even get a chance to know me.” Jim looked at
the apparent 9'Lcmt sYtijatheticallH. “That must be hard
fo*r“ gou," he said. “Yes, 'r“eplied My, Tur Tur. “It's mot
easy liv'mg in a world where eople misunderstand you.
But I've learned to cope with tﬁe loneliness.” Luke nodded
in admiration. “That's true strength. Not 9iv'm9 up, even
when you feel alone and misunderstood.”
Jim, Luke, and Mr. Tur Tur became 9ood frie*nds and
helped others overcome their fear of apparent giants.
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Gte ergaty Gox

That afternoon was pa'r”cicula'r“lg gray and Zé, a writer
for a large publishing group, was completely blocked.

In fr"ont o]t his computer, he looked at his watch and ]telt
time ﬂg'mg blj. It was now three hours befo*r“e he had to
hand his boss the six page manuscript for- his section in
the Satu'r“dag edition.

He looked around and saw his coworkers typing
furiously. He thought about asking them for help and
9entlg approached each of them.

Noth'mg! Nobodg even paid him any attention or gave
him any importance. Even though he was one of the
main writers for the Satwrdag mag azine.

Then Zé had a brilliant idea. He took an empty
cardboard box with a cover, slit it open and app'r"oached
his colleag ues aga'm, sag'mg:

- "Here are my best ideas for Saturday’s publication. If
you write an idea, a sentence, a short text and put it
inside this box, I'll include it and publish it too.”

People, curious to know how Zé was going to do such a
feat and add their ideas to everyone's sentences, did as he
said. Afterv a short time and a ]Cew laps around the
publishing offices, Zé had a box full of sentences and
ideas for his text. I'_TQ?,_“



He got it published on time.
That Satu'r“dag's 'magaz'me was the best seller of the
trimester!
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Once upon a time there was a woodcutter who
discovered dalj after“ dag that his axe was be'mg used bg
someone else. The fvr“st ]tew weeks it appea“rved with a
more worn blade and the hilt was increasingly marked
with a hand on the handle that was not his own. All this
made him more and more suspiciou.s. One daH he
discovered that his axe had disappeared. With tears in
his eyes and a knot in his stomach, he met his 'neig hbour
near his house. The 'neighbou'r“, alwo.gs polite, 9'rveeted
him with a friendly smile before entering his home.

The woodcutter, very saddened by the loss of his work
tool, became su.spicious. He himself wondered: could it be
that my meighbour had been Tesponsible for stealing his
axe? Each and every encounter, that is, each gesture,
each word of his 'neig hbour increased all the woodcutter's
expectations that he had fownd the 9uiltg. However, as he
continued his thoughts, he realised that his footsteps had
led him back to the fo*r“est where he had been work'mg the
'night be](ore. He could mot expla'm the whole situation,
but his intuition led him there.

Suddenlg, he stumbled and fell to the 9round. At that
moment, when he looked up, there it was: his axe. The
woodcutter returned home with his tool in hand, feeling
the Weig ht of Teqret for his Lm]cownded suspicions.



There was no explanation for what had just happened.
When he saw his neighbour again, he realised that his
exp'r“ession, his 9ait and his manner of speak'mg were the
same as ever. His malice had played a dirty trick on him
and in this "alien” situation he somehow needed to find a

9uiltg.

Repentant, he reflected and apologised to his neighbour
for mistrust'mg him. After this episode, theg became
frie*nds and continued to live together", suppo*r't'mg and
learning from each other.
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Tibe Tbrce Whlues and the Py

Once upon a time, three wolves lived on a beautiful
island. They had recently left their parents' home and
were llv'mg on their own. The three brothers lived
together n a lovelg wooden house.

On the same island, there were also three pigs. Each
familg lived on opposite sides of the island, and theH
'r“a'r“elg crossed paths. But one dag, someth'mg happened,
and it was up to one of the pig brothers to solve the
situation.

For a long time, the pig had been plcmn'mg to rescue his
brothers, who had been captured by the wolf brothers.
Because their houses were made of straw and wood, the
pigs had been caught by one of the wolves, who now lived
in the wooden house with his two brothers. The pig who
had managed to escape, thanks to his brick house, knew
that his brothers were locked in the basement, almost
alwags trapped inside a chest.

One afte'r'noon, disg uised as a salesman, the pig knocked
on the wolves' door with a small bag of apples to sell. The
apples smelled so good that the wolves opened the door,
9'rvat)bed the bag, and without th'mk'mg twice, ate all the
apples.

TFF,LF; apples were so juicy that the wolves didn't even notice

they were laced with a high dose of sleeping pills.



Within minutes, theg fell asleep, almost collaps'mg on the
kitchen floor.

The pig managed to enter the house without an
problems, rescue his brothers, and take them safely bac
to his brick house on the other side of the island, where
theg lived happilg ever a]cter".



Omnce upon a time, a donlaetj was tr"avell'mg to Bremen
when he saw a CT“Hi"ﬂg dog lg'mg bg the side of the road.
‘Why are you crying like that?” the donkey asked
empathicallg and the dog 'r“eplied:

'Mg master wanted to shoot me because I'm too old and
can no longer help him on the hunt. That's why I ran
away - and now I don't know where to 90...'

‘Come with me to Bremen! I had a similar experience,
but now I'm going to be a musician!’ the grey donkey
beamed at the dog.

That sounds 9'rveat!' the dog jumped up and followed the
donkey.

A short time later, a g'rim cat was sitt'mg bg the side o]t
the path and the donkeg spoke to it:

‘What's got in your way, good old furry nose?’

‘Because I'm old and useless, my missus wanted to drown
me. So [ ran away, but where am I supposed to go now?’
‘Come with us to Bremen!" the dog suggested happily.
'We felt the same way and now were going to set up a
jazz band in Bremen! The catjo'med in and begcm to s'mg
a little song in relief.

Soon they passed a farmyard. The house rooster was
sitt'mg on the gate and was screech'mg SO loudlg that the
three of them had to cover their ears. VWhat are you
shrieking about? asked the donkey.



Tomorrow the fa'r'mer wants to eat me in the soup. I'm
SO 'J;‘r'ig htened!’

‘Oh dear,” said the donkey, ‘you'd better move to Bremen
with us! We're going to be musicians.

You have a great voice!' The rooster liked the idea and so
theg continued their journe together“.

‘Donkey? asked the dog as ieg walked along.

'Yes, what's up?'

Twas ju.st th'mk'mg about what our band will look like.’
‘Awsome. So?’

Tthought maybe Cat, Rooster and I could be the singers.’
T like that,” the cat said and the rooster nodded eage‘rlg.
'V\/onderful,' 'r“eplied the donkeg.

Yes, but... If you were the bass...’

‘Exactly!’ the donkey hurried to agree.

‘Well," the dog said. Then the 9uita'r" is stillmiss'mg.'

Now the cat and rooster understood and added
nervously: ‘And the drums!’ ‘And the saxophone!'

‘And the piano!’ ‘And the trumpet!’

‘Hm..., Hou"re 'rig ht,’ 9'rumbled the donkeg. That reallg is
a bit daﬂ‘t'. He looked anmoyed and trotted on
thoughtful y. Shor*tlg afte'rvwa'r“ds, ELe said: ‘Now let's fmd
somewhere to s(fend the night. It's already getting dark.’
The donkeg and the dog laid down under a la'rge tree, the
cat climbed a branch and the cockerel ﬂew up to the top
of the tree from where he could see ](a'r" and wide. The
mood was somber because it was cold and uncomfortable
and because everyone was thinking about how theg could
still realize the dream of their band.



Just before theg ell asleep, the mooster moticed a
limmenr- of lig ht an whisper“ed to his mates:
Guys, there must be a house. I see a light!" The donkey
replied: “Let's go there then. It's 'reallg hard to sleep here.
Shoﬁlg after, they stood in fro*nt of a b'r“ig htly lit robbers'
house from Whic?‘L they could hear loud chatter. The
donkey went on and peeied in by the window.
‘What do you see, grey? the rooster asked.
‘A table laid out with 9ood ]Cood and drink, and around it
sitjee'r"'m robbers e'n'og'mg themselves!’
‘Mmmm! That would be something for us!’ the cock said
and they thought about how they could possibly chase
the robbers out.
Soon they had an idea. Theg would scare the robbers so
much that they would run away.
So the donkey stood with his fro*nt ]teet on the the
windowsill and the dog jumpecl on his back. The cat
climbed onto the dog and the rooster flew onto the cat's
head. On a signal, they began tomake music very loudly.
Unexpectedlg someth'mg st'ra'nge hagpened: the robbers
froze and looked at the window. But thelj didn't run
away. No! Instead, a grin spread across their faces,
revealing their gold tee’?ﬁ. They took knives and spoons
and tapped them in beat aga'mst the cup and table.
The {Lou'r“ animals looked at each other in surprise and
dellg t at the same time - and continted to s'mg
passionately. Soon the scoundrels were dancing on_the
table and stomp'mg around it in rhgthm. Omne was even
sitt'mg at the pia*no and there was a saxophone and a
9uita'r“, tool



When fmallg ever“gbodg needed a break, the robbers
gave the animals a warm welcome and offered them foocl
and drink. While they ate and drank, they pla'rmecl their
mutual futu'r“e together - as a Jazz band in Bremen.
Afterwards evergone looked for a cosy place to sleep.
Trr"ed om the day's events and cheerjful about theL'r"Jomt
plans, they soonf%l asleep.
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There was a 9reat commotion on the fa'r'm: Mama Paw's
chicks were hatch'mg.

One by one, they began to hatch. Mama Paw was so
excited about her adorable duckl'mgs that she didn't
notice that one of her eqgs, the biggest of them all,
remained intact.

A few hours late'r, the last eqq begcm to break. Mwmmg
Paw, all the chicks and the animals on the ]ca'r'm were
waiting to meet the little one who had mot yet hatched.
Suddenly, out of the shell came a duckling with a peculiar
appearance, its appearance was not as expected. When
they all saw it they were surprised, this duckling was big,
grey and its quacking sounded different. Although his
appearance was not what theg expected, Mama Paw took
him in, along with her other chicks.

Although mo one said anything, everyone thought the
same th'mg: This duckl'mg is too ug ll:j'.

Dags went bg and all the animals on the fa'r'm made fu'n
of him. The ugly duckling could not stand the cruelty of
the others, so he decided to leave the ]tcn“m in search of a
place where he could be accepted as he is.



The ug llj duckl'mg wandered deep into the fo*r“est and just
as he was about to give up, he found the home of a
humble old woman who lived with a cat and a hen. The
duckl'mg staged with them ]cor a while, but as he was not
happy, he soon left. When winter came, the poor ugly
duckl'mg almost fr"oze to death. Fo*r’ttmatelg, a ]ta'r“mer"
took him home to live with his W'Lfe and children. But the
duckling was terrified of the children, who were
scr“eaming and jump'mg all the time, and aga'm escaped,
spend'mg the winter in a swampy pond. It was at the
arrival of spring that the ugly duckling found a family of
swans swlmm'mg in the pond and wanted to app'r"oach
them. But he remembered how theH all made ]cu'n of him
and he ducked his head in shame. When he looked at his
'reflection in the water he was astonished. He was not an
ug lg duckl'mg, but a handsome young swan. Now he
knew why he looked so different from his brothers and
sisters - theg were duckl'mgs, but he was a swan! Happg,
he swam towards his fo.milg. He realised that true beautg
lies in diversity and inclusion, and that everyone deserves
to be treated with equality and respect, regardless of
their diﬁerences. And so, the uglg duckl'mg fou'nd his true
home, where he was loved and valued for exactly who he
was.
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“Tlke ungiatelul lion”

Once upon a time there was a ferocious lion, who sowed
terror throughout the savannah. To prevent it from
cont'mu'mg to cause trouble, the hunters ag'r“eed to get rid
of it. Theg tricked the beast into a hut and sealed the
door. One day, aman, moved to pity by the lion's pleas to
]Cr“ee him, openecl the door and the animal did not hesitate
to attack him. He was saved and 'meecliatelg the
humans of the village intervened, who set up a kind of
trial to fmd out what had happened.

The trial took a diﬁer“ent turn, however, as a wise wol]C
began to question the lion's motives for attacking the one
who had saved him. The central question th'r"oug hout the
trial was "What did we do to contribute to the re-
education of the lion?". This reasoning made the village
realise how useless it was to lock an animal in a cell
without help'mg it understand its mistakes. The lion was
then invited back into the cage with the promise of a path
that would 'r“e'mteg'rate him into societg. After onlg two
years, the lion became free, establish'mg a great
complicity with humans and animals, loving everyone

and be'mg loved.
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In AD 869, at a time when slavery was prevalent, the
Zcmj people, 'r"ep'resent'mg the slaves ]tr“om East Africa and
thus 'r“efer'r“ed to with the Arabic term Zcmj, were amon
the ones who rose up against the official authority of the
Abbasid caliphate. Insp'nved bL:J loftg ideals of justice and
equalltg, theg Cross paths with an Arab 'r“evolutiona'rg,
Ali bin Muhammad, who brought forth mot only a
general desire to be free but also ideas about deciding for
onesel]c and cast'mg one's vote fo*r“ the 9ove'r'n'm9
authority. Rather than carrying out clandestine military
raids on settled community lands, attacks on Arabian
palaces or abysmal ambushes, gradually, the rebels
started active involvement with localities and planning
their actions with the approval of all involved parties.
Theg chose their own 'r“epr“esentative bodies in which
every slave, every Bedouin, and every serf had the right
to vote; they were genuinely members of the gathering.
Over time, the revolt grew into a large-scale ca'mpalg'n,
'r“each'mg entire cities and settlements, 9’rveatlg| populated
by resistant locals.



In the conftdence of clo'mg S0, theg seized supplies and
freed slaves, creating their own mew social structures
based on populafr“ sovereig'ntg. Instead of traditional
milita'rvg campaigns, theH sought to create strong
democratic communities, based on mutual aid and a role
]tor evergbodg, 'mclud'mg the slaves. In the assumption of
exceed'mg ftghte'r“s around 500,000, theg established
their own parliament, everybody presenting their
interests and p'r"opositions. This new 'regime resisted the
Abbasid caliphate and also augmented an even b'r"ighte'r“
future where mo one loses his voice. To that end, they
established self—rul'mg cities and fo*r‘med an army to fig ht
for the p’r“'mciples of de'mocr“acg, equalitg, a'ndju.stice.

Instead of using violence to suppress dissent, the rebels
set fo*r’th peaceful 'negotiations with the Abbasid
Caliphate. They announced their agreeability for peace
upon parameters of equalitg and cooper“ation, 'mecm'mg
any person should have rights to pa'r*ticlpate in
governance. They offered to establish a system of
governance where their rights as people and those of all

residents would be an 'mteg'r“al part of it. This proposal
shocked the leadership of the Caliphate.



However, after le‘ngthg negotiations, rather than putt'mg
out of action the rebellion us'mg the Abbasid army, a
historic agreement was Teached. The Caliphate agreed to
permit the Zanj and their allies to represent the
authorltg in government “r“ega'r“cl'mg the 'rvegions theg
controlled. Many of the Zanj adults gained permission to
serve in local govermments and in army commands.
Theg became complete citizens, and their str“ife fo*r“
equality became some kind of example of how democracy
can replace oppression.

Thou.gh upon encl'mg the last battle Ali bin Muhammad
was killed, the legacy of his thought lived on through the
new democratic institutions created by the rebels. These
chcmges fomed the basis fo*r“ the new political frameworla
where the ownership o]t the power came ]crom the people
and everyone was entitled to take part in governance.
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