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This story is dedicated to my two lovely aunts, Shirzad and Mitra, whom I never met. They left our world as babies and never got the chance to live. You two sweet angels will always be remembered. 
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Do you know the feeling when you are trapped in a circle and there is no way out? Well, that’s how I felt for many years. I felt hopeless and sad and I couldn’t imagine that my circle of life would ever change for the better. 

But miracles do happen when you least expect it. It was Christmas Eve when I was given away as a special Christmas gift to a little girl named Shirzad. She was twelve years old and living in the heart of Barcelona, a beautiful city in northeastern Spain.

Shirzad was an only child and lived with her parents and grandparents from her mother’s side. She was a curious little girl and spent most of her time reading fantasy books. So her imagination went wild and she loved adventure. She enjoyed getaways from reality and discovering new people and exciting places. 

At only twelve years old she already spoke fluently in Spanish, Italian and English. Italian because her father Giovanni was an Italian opera singer from Sienna in Tuscany. English because her mother Susanne was a professional ballerina from The Royal Ballet, an internationally renowned classical ballet company based at the Royal Opera House in the beautiful Covent Garden in the heart of London. 

Giovanni and Susanne had met at a music event in Barcelona and it was love at first sight. The two had settled down in their favorite city in Europe and were very happy when Shirzad saw the light of day. When the two lovebirds became parents of this lovely girl just a year after their marriage, Susanne’s parents Carol and Henry decided to move permanently from London to Barcelona to be closer to their granddaughter Shirzad. 

Growing up in the same house with her loving parents and caring grandparents was absolutely wonderful. Shirzad got so much love and attention that she never missed having a sibling. Her family spoiled her with all kinds of presents and for Christmas, they usually got her books. Many many books. 

But this time Carol and Henry had a special gift in mind: Me. Yes, they got me, a gorgeous carousel instead of books. They thought Shirzad would love me as much as a book of fiction because she could put me next to her bed like her favorite books and play my music whenever she couldn’t fall asleep. Also, I played her favorite Christmas song, We Wish you a Merry Christmas. 

So on Christmas Eve in 2019, when Shirzad received me with joy, she immediately took me into her bedroom, put me on her bedside table, and played my music over and over again. I was standing next to her brand new books that she had just received from her parents. I was happy to be in a loving home, but I also knew that it was my chance for a change. My only and last chance. Shirzad had to know my story. She would surely understand my misery and rescue me from my hopeless situation. She was an open-minded girl, so it wouldn’t be difficult to make her understand how extremely important it was to help me find my freedom. I trusted her and I knew I could rely on her friendship. I took all my courage and started a conversation. She was just about to crawl under her comfortable snuggly bed cover in blue silk with golden stars.  

“Pssst... hey you! Yes, you!” I whispered.

“Who is talking to me?” asked Shirzad, surprised by my words.

“Don’t be afraid. I won’t do anything to you. I just need you to hear me out.”

“But who are you? Where are you? Why can’t I see you?”

“You can see me. Just look at me on your bedside table.”

“I’m sorry, but I can’t see anything on my bedside table beside my new books.”

“And...?” I prompted.

“And what?”

“I’m your Christmas gift from your grandparents: The carousel.”

“Don’t be silly. Why should a carousel be able to talk?”

“You are right. I’m not the carousel itself, but one of the three white horses you see going up and down, forwards and backwards while the carousel plays your favorite Christmas song.”

“Ok, ok, let’s pretend I believe you. What’s your name and why are you bothering me before my sleep? I get grumpy when I’m tired. And today was a long, exhausting, and exciting day. I don’t know if I can handle more excitement!”

“I’m really sorry for bothering you, Shirzad. But I need your help. And by the way, my name is Esperanza.”

“Esperanza? You have an Italian name? How come? Esperanza means hope!” said Shirzad excitedly.

“Tell me about it. Hope is all I got. Without hope, I wouldn’t have survived the last few decades. And speaking of hope, you are my last hope!”

“Why? What happened to you, Esperanza? How come you can talk?”

“I can’t really speak, you know. You hear me talking because you are a compassionate and caring girl. You have a special power that makes you hear and feel the pain and sorrow of others. 

“Almost two decades ago I was one of the twenty horses on the Antique Carousel in the Piazza Della Republica, in the city of Florence in beautiful Italy. The carousel there has been located in the heart of the city since the beginning of the 20th century and run by an Italian family. Even though I love Florence, I was very unhappy there. I felt trapped and I hoped for a change. I didn’t want to run in circles, day by day, night by night, week by week, month by month, year by year. I was sick and tired of spinning in circles in the same direction and tempo, like the other nineteen horses did. I was different and I felt misplaced. I had the desire to be different than the others, do something else and leave the carousel, feel free and discover the world. And somehow I got in trouble for being independent and wanting another life. Someone put a spell on me for having the wish and goal to leave the circle.”

“A spell? You mean black magic? But who would do that and most importantly why? My grandparents tell me all the time that it is fine to be individual. It is okay to try out other ways and not follow the crowd.”

“Well, that’s what I believed too. But it got me into trouble. Not only did I not find my freedom, I ended up here on a mini carousel. Back in Florence, I had nineteen fellow horses, but now for almost two decades, I’m stuck with only two other horses. As they say: be careful what you wish for. I wanted change and I got change, but this is not the life I imagined for myself.”

“Oh boy, I can’t believe this. What a story! So what am I supposed to do? How can I help you?”

“Free me from my misery! Pleeeease?” I begged.

“But how? How can I help you, Esperanza? I’m just a kid!”

“There is a way you can break the spell!”

“There is? Tell me more! How can I undo the curse and free you?”

“Listen to me carefully. I will explain it to you, but you have to make sure that you do exactly as I say. I don’t want to risk anything and make my situation worse than it already is.”

“Sure. Go ahead. I’m listening.”

“Tonight is Christmas Eve. We have seven days until New Year’s Eve. In the coming nights, you have to play my music three times, three. No more, no less! That’s very important. And while you are listening to We Wish you a Merry Christmas, look carefully at the carousel and make sure that it is spinning. This will break the curse and set me free.”

“Ok, well this sounds easy,” said Shirzad, “But why can’t I free you right away?  Why do we have to wait for six more nights? And why does it have to be on New Year’s Eve?”

“Because this New Year’s Eve is a special one. We are about to begin a new decade. A difficult decade is coming to an end and all the stars in the sky and in the universe are welcoming 2020 with lots of hope and positivity.”

“Ah ok, I see. So what shall I do tonight?”

“Tonight and in the following nights play my music three times three at exactly nine o’clock pm. It is important that you do it exactly at nine and if everything works out well, I will be free again at midnight of 1.1.2020 and reunited with the other nineteen horses on the carousel in Florence. On January 1st, 2020 we will be twenty again. Also please don’t say anything to anyone about this.”

“Not even to my parents and grandparents?”

“To no one! This is our secret mission. We can’t jeopardize anything. If this doesn’t work out, I will have to wait for two more decades and I really don’t want that. I hope you understand?”

“Of course I do. Don’t worry, I will help you and you will be free in six nights. I promise!”

I guess I don’t have to mention how excited but also anxious and worried I was in the following days and nights. Shirzad was amazing. She kept her promise and didn’t say anything to her family about our secret mission. She played my music every night exactly at nine pm. 

The following six nights gave us the opportunity to bond. Before Shirzad played my music and fell asleep, we had interesting conversations about our hopes and dreams. Like me, she was also an adventurous soul and wanted to travel and discover the world. The little girl hadn’t seen much of it yet, but hey she was only twelve years old. She still had all her life to visit all the exciting places she wanted to see. We talked for hours. Well, let’s say we whispered for hours because we didn’t want her parents and grandparents to find out about our secret mission.  

To be honest I was a little worried about the moment when she would set me free at midnight. Because I had no
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