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“You will always be little to me.” Mama
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"Hi there! Still awake? Yeah, me too — can't sleep either. You know what? There's an easy trick to drift off — just listen to a good story. And I think I've got one. It's kind of like a fairy tale, but then again, it might just be a real story, because nobody really knows — did it actually happen or not?

Go ahead, get comfy and close your eyes. Here we go.

This story happened to a young girl and her best friend in the whole world — her dog. The girl thought of herself as all grown up and didn't believe in fairy tales anymore.

Grown-ups usually think that a wild, crazy adventure like this one could only happen to little kids. But I'll be honest with you — you can look all grown up on the outside and still have the heart of a child. Simple, trusting, and maybe just a tiny bit naive.

So anyway, our main girl was named Diana. And she was stunning — tall, with gorgeous long dark hair, snow-white skin, and almond-shaped eyes framed by thick, fluffy black lashes. For someone so young, she was surprisingly wise and sharp. Her mom would even come to her sometimes for advice on life stuff. Everyone who knew Diana loved her — family, friends, all of them. And her dog? A gorgeous Labrador — or rather, a Labrador girl, because she was a she, and her name was Berta.

Do you like dogs? I absolutely love them! Let me tell you about Berta. She was like a little cloud — big and white, with little floppy ears, a stripe down her back, and a tail tip the color of caramel. A real beauty! And right in the center of her face sat a pink-and-white wet little nose. I'm totally crazy about Labradors! Come on, tell me — aren't they just the best?! Diana loved Berta and took great care of her, and Berta loved Diana the way you love the most important person in your whole life.
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They lived in a big city, but on weekends they'd head out to the countryside. They had a small but really lovely house right on the seashore, with a pool and a beautiful terrace covered in flowers. There were bright pink Oriental lilies that looked like birds, and blue-violet anemones, roses in red, orange, and white in the most amazing shades, and little lavender-colored flowers nobody could quite name, and blue poppies, and deep royal-blue chrysanthemums, and the most incredible fluffy bushes with tea-tree-colored leaves. Flowers were everywhere — on the windowsills, the railings, the steps, in vases and pots, inside the house and all around the yard. It was absolutely gorgeous. You would've loved it.

It was a sunny summer day, and Diana decided to take her Labrador down to the sea. They both loved it there. They'd run around, play fetch with a ball and Berta's other toys, and when the water wasn't too cold, they'd go for a swim. Diana had taught Berta all kinds of commands, because Berta was one smart cookie and picked up everything right away.

The shore was lined with lots of green trees and bushes. So one day, Diana threw the ball and it rolled right under the root of an old tree — and vanished. Berta leaped after it and tumbled down into the ground. Diana ran to the tree, but all she could see was a small tunnel disappearing deep under the roots.

She peered into the darkness and called out: "Berta! Berta, come here!"

She listened. Silence.

At first Diana thought about calling someone from the beach for help, but then she figured that maybe Berta needed her right now and couldn't wait.

The tunnel wasn't huge, but it was wide enough to lie flat on your belly and crawl through.

"I'm not leaving Berta behind. Maybe she's just stuck and needs a little pull? I have to try..." Diana thought.

She got down and started slowly making her way forward.

"Good thing I've got a flashlight on my phone. Plenty of light," she thought as she crawled deeper and deeper.

Tree roots hung down from all sides, getting in her way. It was stuffy and damp. After she'd gone a little ways in, the small corridor suddenly started to narrow, getting tighter and tighter.

Diana started second-guessing herself for not calling for help: "What if I get stuck too?" flashed through her mind.

But thoughts of finding Berta as fast as possible gave her strength, and with one big push she squeezed through the narrow passage. She braced herself, half expecting a dead end. But then — out of nowhere — she felt a faint breath of air, like a tiny breeze coming from somewhere deep below. And the tunnel started to open up, wider and wider, until Diana could first get up on her knees, and then stand up completely straight. She turned off her phone flashlight and saw that she was standing in a small cave — and inside it there was a soft, faint glow. Dim, but definitely there. Where it was coming from, she couldn't figure out. It just... was.

From somewhere very far away she heard a sound — something like a dog barking.

Diana followed the sound, thinking to herself: "Please let that be Berta. How did she get so far in? And who on earth is she barking at?"

She kept walking, and the cave kept changing around her — growing wider and bigger. Something appeared beneath her feet, some kind of covering, or maybe grass, that shimmered 
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softly, shifting from brighter to darker. Diana looked more closely — the grass was pink! Every time you stepped on it, pink-silver waves rippled out in all directions, just like water. Along the walls, smooth streams of water flowed down — but the tiny fish swimming in them were going up, against the current, as if gravity simply didn't apply to them. Their blue-green scales glowed with a soft halo of light, and their bodies were traced with turquoise stripes and spots. And then there were other fish — each one covered in scales of every different color: yellow, purple, white, blue-orange, and shades that were just impossible to describe. A single thin red stripe ran straight through each one's eye. The beauty of it was beyond words — magical, spellbinding.

The ceiling was nowhere to be seen, but from somewhere high up in the darkness, a twisting vine hung all the way down, its long wavy leaves weaving together somewhere far above. Tiny transparent flowers with a pearly shimmer grew in clusters straight from the leaves. The whole thing looked like one enormous floral waterfall. A sweet scent drifted through the air, wrapping around everything, soothing, pulling at her eyelids — she wanted to sleep. But something told Diana she shouldn't stop. She picked up her pace and walked faster.

Her mind was buzzing with thoughts and questions: "Where's Berta? How much further? I just want to find her already and be with her."

And then — out of nowhere — a tiny white puppy appeared right beside her. Taking a closer look, Diana saw it was a baby Labrador. It ran up to her happily, bouncing around like it was begging her to play.

Diana crouched down and started petting it, asking: "Where did you come from? Who are you here with?"

Suddenly the puppy stopped, plopped down on its little tail, and said: "Ma, seriously? Very funny!"

If a MacTonald's had magically appeared out of thin air right in front of her at that moment, she probably wouldn't have been half as shocked as she was hearing that from Berta.

"Wait — you can talk?" Her jaw just about hit the floor. She even wondered if maybe the scent of those flowers had put her to sleep after all.

"Ma, people seem to think that animals hear them but don't actually understand them. What kind of nonsense is that? Look — a person grows up speaking their own language, but they can learn another human language and use it just fine. But has anyone ever tried to learn the language of dogs? It's not like we're lions or kangaroos — we live with you! I hear you all the time and I answer the best I can. So I'm always looking right into your eyes and answering you telepathically — and you just think I somehow guessed... Ha! You guessed — that's a good one!"

Diana did her best to convince herself that everything was fine, that this was really happening, that she hadn't lost her mind, and that Berta could actually talk.

"So wait," Diana asked in disbelief, "have you always called me Mom? And you know my name is Diana?"

"Of course I know. Look — the mom who gave birth to me is one thing. But you're the one who raised me and loves me! So you're my mom too. That makes you one of my moms — so you're my Ma. I hope you're not objecting?"

Diana said: "No, no objection — I'm actually all for it. You know we all love you at home, we spoil you rotten and treat you like a baby. It's just strange hearing you speak in human words, and on top of that saying such grown-up things. I'm honestly having trouble following your logic..."

Suddenly Diana looked at the puppy and asked: "But wait — if you're Berta, why are you so tiny? My Berta is all grown up. Hmm! Something doesn't add up here."

Berta looked up at her with those beautiful eyes of hers, ringed with dark lashes: "Oh, hello! Look who's talking — have you seen yourself lately?"

And only now did Diana notice that her jeans were hanging off her, her sneakers were way too big, and her shirt was basically a dress. She walked over to the wall where the water was flowing down and stopped. The water ran smooth and steady, and her reflection was as clear as a mirror. Diana stood there in silence, staring at herself. She was too stunned to move. She looked completely lost — and absolutely floored by what she saw: she was tiny, like a seven-year-old! The transformation was something she would never forget.
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Diana turned to look at Berta: "How? How is this possible? How did this happen?"

Berta thought about it: "When you were struggling to crawl through that narrow corridor, did you think about wanting to be smaller? Like, that it would be easier to fit through? I did! That was literally my first thought."

Diana replied: "Yes
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