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This is the story of a toy’s adventures some time ago. The boys and girls that played 
with it still remember those happy days and a smile is drawn in their hearts every time 
they think back.

On a warm spring afternoon, a woman, dressed modestly, walked into a shop in 
search of a toy for her daughter. The girl was going to celebrate her eighth birthday and 
had never had toys before because all the money that came into the house was used 
to buy daily necessities. 

The girl always behaved well. She had a good heart and always helped out around the 
house as well as working very hard at school . For that reason the whole family had 
decided to make use of the scarce savings they had to give her a surprise and buy her 
a toy.

The woman was looking around the shop, thinking about the kind of toy her daughter 
might like. She looked and looked until she finally stopped in front of one, the typical 
toy you give to eight-year-old girls.

The shopkeeper, an elderly gentleman with grey hair and laugh lines around his eyes, 
moved towards the woman as he saw the interest she had taken in one of his toys.

—“Have you seen anything you like?” he asked politely.

The woman timidly pointed at a doll on the shelf.

—“Ah…” the man sighed in agreement. “It’s one of the best dolls I have in the shop”. 
The old man looked at the woman aware that she couldn’t buy it, but he had a good 
heart and wanted to know more. “Is it a gift for someone?”

—“This would be wonderful, but I’m afraid we can’t afford it,” the woman said, confir-
ming the shopkeeper’s suspicions. “My daughter is going to be eight in two days’ time 
and we want to buy her something”. 

—“Perhaps I have something that may be of more interest,” the man said a little mys-
teriously. 

—“If you would be so kind as to accompany me I will show you what I’m talking about”. 

The woman nodded and followed the shopkeeper. He walked over to the counter, 
asked the woman to wait for him there and went into the back. After a few minutes he 
returned with a shabby wooden cylinder in his hand. He showed it to the woman while 
he turned the top part and separated it from the rest. Stuck to the top was a small tube 
that finished in a circle, which was initially hidden inside the cylinder. The old man put 
it to his mouth, blew inside the circle and out came a beautiful and shiny bubble. The 
woman was amazed.

—“This is a wooden bubble blower,” the man explained. It’s a toy that makes bubbles 
when you blow water mixed with soap. It’s not that common around here but it’s used 
a lot in other countries. This particular one I found during one of my trips in search of 
different toys. Unfortunately it’s very old and too worn to be put on sale; my children are 
too grown up to use it and my grandchildren don’t want it so it’s just gathering dust in 
the storeroom. It’s a pity. It’s a gift for your daughter, I hope she likes it and enjoys it. 

The woman was taken aback and, after arguing a little with the man, finally accepted 
the present and set out for home knowing she was holding something very special. The 
shopkeeper had told her: ‘this bubble blower has a unique feature because if the soap 
bubbles reach the sky without breaking, the dreams of the person that has sent them 
there come true”.

The day of the birthday arrived and the girl received her present. She was very happy 
because, although the toy was old, it was very beautiful and she could make very shiny 
bubbles with it. She could also share it with all her friends: boys, girls, adults… As her 
mother had told her the secret of the blower, she decided to share it with lots of people 
so that, if lucky, their bubbles would reach the sky and all their dreams would come 
true.

The girl grew up but continued using the toy, even though she was far too old for it. She 
still shared it with many people and sometimes the soap bubbles it produced were still 
reaching the sky, fulfilling the dreams of those people that had made them go so far up.

As the years passed the girl had a boy and a girl of her own, to whom she gave what had 
once been given to her, revealing to them its secret and asking them to share the toy 
with anyone they could. They did so and also gave the toy to their own children. And 
these children, when they grew up, gave it to their children, and so on and so forth. 

The blower changed hands, and it was lost and found, broken and fixed… but most 
importantly it fulfilled the wishes of so many people with its bubbles.

That’s why if someone, old or young, comes up to you and lets you use their blower to 
make bubbles, say thanks and wait for the soap bubble to travel far, far away. And you’ll 
see how your dreams come true.
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