
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


	
The City Where the Wind Went to School
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Once upon a time—

but not too far away, because stories don’t like to walk long distances—

there stood a city balanced on tall cliffs, like a cat standing on its tiptoes.

Below it lived the sea.

Above it lived the sky.

And inside it lived the wind.

Not a polite wind.

Not a quiet wind.

But a wind that never, ever stopped talking.

Whooosh!

Swiiiish!

Whuuuum!

It rushed through streets, braided itself into people’s hair, played tag with doors, and sometimes ran away with hats just to see if anyone would chase it.

That is why the city was called The City Where the Wind Never Sleeps.

Where Children Played with the Air

Because the wind was so strong, children didn’t often play outside.

Instead, they played indoors, where rooms were large and full of imagination.

They built castles out of chairs.

They sailed paper boats across the kitchen floor.

They invented games where the winner was the one who laughed last.

But sometimes, when the windows were open just a crack, the wind would sneak inside and whisper ideas into their ears.

A girl would suddenly want to learn the violin.

A boy would decide to invent shoes that could fly.

Another child would feel the strange urge to count clouds or talk to ants.

The adults shook their heads and said,

“Careful. The wind is putting thoughts where thoughts don’t belong.”

But the children didn’t mind.

They liked surprise thoughts.

The Day the Words Flew Away

One night, when the moon was thin as a comma, the wind grew curious.

“I carry leaves,” it said.

“I carry smells.”

“I carry secrets.”

“But I’ve never carried words.”

So it tiptoed into houses and libraries, slipped under doors, and peeked into books.

And then—fwoooop!—

it lifted the letters right off the pages.

A’s fluttered like butterflies.

S’s slithered away.

O’s rolled down the streets like wheels.

By morning, the city woke up to silence.

Signs were blank.

Books were full of white snow.

Letters had forgotten how to be letters.

People tried to read and couldn’t.

They tried to write and only made scribbles.

“How will stories continue?” cried the librarians.

“How will love letters find their way?” whispered the poets.

Even the wind felt a little guilty.

Valeria and the Well That Didn’t Blow
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