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In a quiet corner of her room, whose walls were covered with pictures of places and landmarks from all over the world, Zahra sat holding a book. On its cover were buildings surrounded by water from every side. Resting on her lap was a small cat with apricot-colored fur. She was reading in a soft voice, talking to her cat:

[image: ]— “You know, Farfour? One day, we might visit lands where people speak languages that sound like birds singing! We might see flowers with faces like humans! And maybe we’ll even fly in the sky and wash our hands with clouds.”

Zahra was a bright and dreamy nine-year-old girl living with her parents in a small house surrounded by a beautiful garden. Her life seemed very ordinary. In the morning, she woke up to her mother’s gentle voice, got ready, had breakfast, and went to school. She loved sitting with her father as he told her short stories before leaving for work.

At school, she seemed quiet, but her imagination was full of worlds and wonders. Whenever she closed her eyes, she saw herself traveling around the globe—crossing oceans and valleys, flying among birds, walking through forests, and speaking strange languages she had never heard before, yet somehow understood with her heart. In geography class, she didn’t just look at maps—she imagined herself walking among the Andes Mountains, drinking tea in wooden houses in Japan, and riding a small gondola through the waterways of Venice.

Her lovely little cat was named “Farfour.” He wasn’t just an ordinary cat—he was clever and perceptive, and Zahra regarded him as her true companion. She spent most of her time with him, telling him everything. And Farfour, with his calm nature, would respond with funny gestures—tilting his head as if he understood, rubbing against her feet affectionately, or closing his eyes as if he agreed with her.
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One quiet, moonlit night, Zahra lay in her bed, with Farfour resting by her feet, enjoying the warmth.

Suddenly... something strange happened.

A mysterious sound broke the silence of the night.

A soft buzzing... then light knocking.

Zahra opened her eyes. Farfour suddenly stood up, his ears alert toward the sound. He let out a soft meow, as if asking what was going on.

She got out of bed and walked toward the window, then looked at the clock—it was two in the morning.

...

She slowly pulled the curtain aside.

Farfour jumped onto the window ledge.

Zahra froze in place.
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There stood a sky-blue carriage, surrounded by a gentle glow.

She stared in amazement, then carefully picked up Farfour and slipped out through the window toward the carriage. As she got closer, she stretched out her trembling hand to touch it... and suddenly...

Sssss...

The door opened slowly.

Zahra looked inside.

There was a soft bed, beautiful colors, and the gentle scent of flowers.

She stepped in, and Farfour jumped in after her.

At that very moment...

The carriage shook violently!

Zahra hid under the covers, holding Farfour tightly.

Then... she heard a voice say:

— “Oh my! Where are we, Zahra?”

Her eyes widened. She looked at Farfour and said in a trembling voice:

— “Farfour?! Are... are you the one speaking?!”

Farfour looked at himself in shock, then said:

— “Yes, Zahra... it seems so. I’m speaking like a human! Oh my goodness! This carriage is magical!”

Without any warning, colorful wings sprouted from the carriage.

It shook again...

And slowly began to rise into the sky.

Farfour shouted:

— “Hold on tight, Zahra!”

Then they both screamed:

— “Aaaaaaaaah!”

And the journey began...
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The carriage drifted through the sky like a feather carried by the wind.

Zahra looked out the window and held her breath. Her home was no longer visible—just a tiny green dot that quickly faded away, replaced by a vast carpet of lights sparkling in the darkness.

She turned to Farfour, her voice full of excitement:

—  “Look, Farfour! Do you see those distant lights? Those are the cities I used to read about in my books... and now I can see them for real!”

Farfour, pressing his paws against the glass, his eyes wide like two cups filled with honey, replied in amazement:

—  “Is the Earth really round? I can see a nice curve far away.! ...What is that?! Look at that shining tower over there—it looks like a giant needle trying to touch the stars!”

Zahra smiled and said:

—  “That’s the Eiffel Tower in Paris, Farfour! Look how the Seine River wraps around it like a silky ribbon.”

[image: ]

The carriage made a wide turn. The clouds parted, stars shimmered above, and a magnificent sight appeared—massive stone triangles resting in golden sands. 

Farfourexclaimed:

—  “What are those pointed mountains? Why do they look like they’re guarding the desert?!”

Zahra whispered in awe:

—  “Those are the Pyramids of Giza... this is where history began, Farfour.”

Sometimes the carriage descended to get closer to famous landmarks in different countries. They flew over the Great Wall of China, which looked like a giant stone dragon sleeping across the mountain peaks, then over the Taj Mahal, glowing with pure white light under the moon.

The carriage continued gliding through the sky until the night lights gradually faded, and they passed over a region bathed in bright sunlight. The scene shifted from a calm night to a radiant day. Farfour blinked several times, then stared outside in astonishment:

—  “Zahra! What’s happening? It was night... and suddenly it’s day! Did we get into a time machine?!”

Zahra laughed and said:

—  “No, Farfour. We’re moving between different parts of the Earth, and each place has its own time. The Earth rotates—that’s why you can see night and day at the same time from up here.”






The carriage moved closer, revealing a lively city spread across green hills overlooking the sea. Then, rising on the horizon, appeared a massive statue with outstretched arms, as if embracing the entire city.

Farfour shouted in wonder:

—  “What is that great statue? It looks like it’s guarding the city from the sky!”

Zahra smiled:

—  “That’s the Christ the Redeemer statue in Brazil.”

Farfour gazed at it in awe:

—  “What a magnificent and majestic statue.”

Then he looked around, still amazed:

—  “But, my dear... this is truly strange. We’re flying across the world, seeing different places, night and day at the same time... what is happening to us?!”

Zahra replied eagerly as she watched the horizon:

—  “It looks like this will be an incredible journey, Farfour... hooray, hooray! We’ll see the whole world—with all its colors, times, and wonders—as if we’re looking at it through a window with no limits.”






The two of them kept watching the view from above, while the carriage continued its smooth glide, carrying them from one place to another... without stopping.

Farfour said, rubbing against Zahra’s shoulder:

—  “You know, Zahra? I used to think the world was just our home and the garden. I never knew the Earth was this vast... and that people built all these wonders.”

Zahra replied, watching the colorful reflections of the smoke trailing behind the carriage:

—  “And what’s even more beautiful than the buildings, Farfour, is that behind every landmark there is a language and a story. I feel like this carriage wants us to hear those stories with our own ears... and live them ourselves.”

Suddenly, the carriage tilted sharply. Its colors glowed brighter, and the sound of ocean waves began to rise gradually...

Zahra said:

—  “Fasten your seatbelt, Farfour—it looks like we’re leaving the air and heading toward the water!”

Farfour replied, looking at her in confusion as she stared downward:

—  “Seatbelts?! There are no seatbelts here!” 

The carriage landed softly. The moment it touched the waters of the canal, the humming of its engine turned into the gentle sound of flowing water. Zahra gazed in amazement as the carriage released magical floats that made it drift above the surface like the most beautiful gondola ever seen in Venice.

A warm scent of Italian pastries drifted through the window. Farfour leapt onto the edge, nearly losing his balance. He sniffed the delicious aroma eagerly, then looked out to see colorful houses rising straight out of the water. He exclaimed in his new voice:

—  “Zahra! Look... has this city sunk? Why don’t these people run away before they drown?”

Zahra laughed as she carefully opened the door and said:

—  “Don’t worry, Farfour. We’re in Venice... Oh! This is the city I’ve always dreamed of visiting—where water is the streets, and boats are the buses and cars!”

At that moment, a real gondola passed by, steered by a man wearing a striped shirt and a straw hat. He waved with a wide smile and called out:

—  Buongiorno! Benvenuti a Venezia!






Zahra stood still, amazed, as strange words seemed to flow easily from her tongue. She replied fluently:

—  Buongiorno! Grazie mille!
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Farfour looked at Zahra with his wide hazel eyes and said:

—  “How incredible! You speak their language! It seems the carriage didn’t just give me a human voice—it gave you the languages of the world!”

Zahra and Farfour began exploring the narrow streets of Venice, while the carriage rose slightly above the water so they could admire the city. Zahra said in awe:

—  “Look, Farfour... these blue canals, and the houses as if they are rising from the water! What a magical city!”

Farfour leaned out of the window, trying to touch a passing gondola with his tiny paws, and exclaimed:

—  “This is such a strange city! Where are the sidewalks? And how do the cats walk here without getting their whiskers wet?”






They crossed the great Rialto Bridge and saw small shops filled with colorful masks and shining glass pieces that sparkled like jewels in the light.

Then they arrived at St. Mark’s Square. The carriage stopped gently, and Zahra and Farfour stepped out to walk among hundreds of pigeons flying and landing all around them.

Zahra gazed at the grand church decorated with golden details and said:

—  “This is the most beautiful square in the world, Farfour. Look at that old clock on the tower!”

Meanwhile, Farfour was busy chasing a small pigeon when he suddenly stopped after catching the scent of pizza nearby. He proudly stroked his whiskers and said:

—  “The city is beautiful, but the most important thing is the delicious smell of foo—”

Before he could finish, Zahra noticed him darting like lightning toward a little girl carrying something in her hand. She quickly ran after him and caught him just in time. Lifting him up, she gently tapped his head and said firmly:

—  “Farfour, you’ve forgotten what I told you! I asked you to be polite and patient until it’s time to eat. Acting like this will get us into trouble!”

Farfour lowered his head in embarrassment, trying to calm her and ask for forgiveness. In a small, regretful voice, he said:

—  “I’m sorry, Zahra. I can’t seem to control myself... the smell of Italian tuna pizza completely took over my mind. I couldn’t resist!”

—  “Alright, I’ll forgive you this time. But promise me you won’t do it again.”

—  “I promise... I promise!”

Then he murmured softly so Zahra couldn’t hear:

“I just hope I can keep that promise...”

As they walked slowly beside one of the old stone columns, they noticed a black cat sitting proudly on a wooden table in a historic caf
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