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In a village hidden among the hills, there lived a little girl with hair as dark as blackberries and eyes as green as pistachios, large and deep, so deep that it was impossible not to get lost in her gaze, like in an unexplored sea. Guessing her age was no simple task because she had the soul of someone wise in the body of a child.

Moreover, no one knew where she had come from. All they knew was that she now lived with her grandparents in a house by the river.

Curious, the villagers would ask her how old she was, but she would laugh and answer like her grandmother, who never wished to reveal her age: “I am as old as time and as young as the morning dew.”

She loved riddles, and everyone knew it, so they never insisted, each one trying to guess her age on their own. “She’s six years old,” some would say. “She must be eight or nine,” others would reply. She would smile at them all, shake her head mischievously, and then run off under the watchful eyes of those waiting for her confirmation, each one hoping to be the one who had guessed correctly.
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You know how grown-ups are; they always want to be right!

In our village, children were measured by the size of their feet and the number of their teeth. All of them, except for her. She didn’t fit into any measurement. Because of this, some began to say that she was a fairy lost among people, while others believed she was a disguised princess. You can imagine how much that amused her.

But now, the little girl was sad. With her doll in her arms, she sat deep in thought, swinging her feet in the clear water that flowed gently under the giant poplar tree. Sunlight fractured on the water's surface, where the proud green branches of the poplars reflected. Playful fish danced merrily, and a wooden bridge, covered in moss and grass, stretched lazily from one bank to the other. Around her, in the soft grass, small white and yellow flowers sprouted here and there, gracefully bowing to the warm summer breeze.

Now, holding her doll close to her chest, the little girl seemed disconnected from reality, from all this beauty that once left her speechless.

Her sadness was deep, like the mirror-like water she was gazing into. She loved her doll so much, and that’s why she dreamed about the beautiful doll she had once seen in a toy store window. It was just the way she wished her doll could be. Instead, her own doll, bought from the flea market, had been made funny-looking by  the toymaker, who had glued a clown nose and a silly little cap onto her forever. Verdelina wished she could set her doll free, make her look just like in her dreams: happy and smiling, free from those silly things.

Even though Verdelina dreamed of a world where Ciccina-Balerina, her best friend, could be as beautiful as the doll in the window, she loved her so much, just the way she was. She would never give up Ciccina-Balerina for anything, and she would do anything to help her feel as beautiful as any doll should.

The toymaker had stuck that clown nose and pumpkin-like cap on her forever, but Verdelina was determined to help. She could see how unhappy her doll was, even though Ciccina- Balerina never said a word. Through winter or summer, in the cold or the heat, tired or not, the poor doll had to carry those things, like a
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snail that always carries its shell.

Because of her endless love for her doll, the little girl made a promise of loyalty. For some time now, every single day from morning until night, she wore a clown nose and a little cap, just like her doll. Neither the blazing sun, nor tiredness, nor the curious and sneaky looks from others made her want to give up. All of this was because the toymaker had lacked imagination and hadn’t let her doll simply be Ballerina!

Some people thought the girl wore that red clown nose and silly cap, even in summer, just to get attention. Others said she loved the reactions and wanted to be talked about, or that she was just strange. But why else would she wear a clown nose and cap all the time in such a quiet village if not for a promise of loyalty?

Even so, the little girl just smiled mysteriously. She knew that, no matter what, people would always have their opinions.

People always had their opinions. But the little girl wore an invisible armor that no one could see: her dream, the Land of Toys. This dream was what kept her from giving up!

The girl didn’t worry, even though no one really knew where that land was.

Some said it was real, others claimed it was just made up by dreamers like her, but deep in her heart, she believed it was real. She was sure of it.

Suddenly, her dream began to take shape...

“I can take you to the Land of Toys. I’ll lead you there,” whispered a gentle voice.

The girl looked across the field on the other side of the water but saw no one. Only the waves, kissed by the sun, sparkled softly like little stars.

“Here, here!” called a tiny voice, sounding like  a tinkling bell. From behind a willow tree, a large, see-through dragonfly waved at her with its delicate wings, which shimmered like silver lace. The sweet voice sounded like a song from another world.

"I hope this isn’t a joke," replied the little girl in a soft voice, her heart beating slowly, like the ticking of a wall clock.

"Not at all. Look, I’ve brought you a pair of  wings. My name is Lila."

"Thank you, Lila."

"That’s why I’m here: to make dreams come true," answered the dragonfly, watching with admiration and pride as Verdelina began to transform and become just like her.
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The hills, covered in wildflowers like frothy waves, stretched proudly to the horizon. Here and there, sharp rocks rose up, testing the little girl’s steps. Among the giant daisies, Verdelina got stuck in a thick, choking cloud of pollen that lifted from the flowers. It was so dense that she couldn’t move forward. But Lila rushed to help, scattering the pollen cloud with quick flaps of her wings, freeing the girl from the sticky mess.

"Use your wings; the adventure is just beginning," said Lila.

"But I don’t know how to fly, Lila!" the girl replied, worried.

"Don’t worry! I’ll show you how," Lila said. "Lift your wings and stretch them out like me. Now, imagine you’re a light bird gliding through the clouds."

"Like this? Is that right?"

"Just look forward, don’t look at your wings. When you want to fly, never look back, or you’ll fall. Do you feel it? It’s like the air is catching you in its arms and carrying you. away like a

gentle dream. The little girl smiled and flapped her wings slowly, feeling for a moment like a bird in a dance of freedom.

"I can’t do it," Verdelina said, discouraged, as she tried timidly to lift off, looking at her wings again.

"You just need to trust yourself more," said the dragonfly, flying in circles above her. "Close your eyes, feel the wind, and stretch your wings wide. Keep looking forward. It’s not hard!" Verdelina closed her eyes. She felt a gentle breeze brushing her hair. She spread her arms and spun in a circle, just like Lila.

"See? You’re ready to fly!" called Lila. Verdelina and Ciccina-Balerina moved forward bravely, but the journey to the Land of Toys was becoming more challenging.

"I really can!" Verdelina exclaimed in surprise, looking back at her wings, her eyes shining with wonder.

"Of course you can. Anyone can—you just have to believe in yourself. Let nothing stop you from your flight!"

"Evening is coming, and I can’t see very well. Let’s call the Great Firefly and his army. They know the way just as well. What do you think?"

"Fireflies? That would be wonderful!"

Lila flapped her wings twice, and suddenly, a flurry of tiny lights appeared before them.

Verdelina, holding Ciccina-Balerina close to her chest, watched as the Great Firefly led the way, guiding all the little fireflies that lit up the  difficult path. Lila, the dragonfly, glided above them. Verdelina was delighted by the Great Firefly and the beautiful blue light coming from his wings!

The darkness of the night seemed even harder  to pierce when, all at once, they found themselves in front of a wide, dark river that seemed endless. Lila stopped in the air and, flapping her wings, signaled to the others flying nearby. A crowd of glowing lights brightened the riverbank, revealing an improvised bridge made of floating leaves. Perched like tiny torches
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