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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!
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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.
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The wind never slept.

It ran.

It played. It talked too much.
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