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One day the wind found a lost letter. The rain had erased 
the words on the envelope and you couldn’t tell who it 

was for or who had written it. But the letter had beautiful 
words: “I love you.” The wind made it fly higher and higher 
and blew it away. The letter would find its destination and 
make someone feel loved. But the wind could not imagine 

that the letter would fall on the head of Mr. Cat, always 
moody and locked at home. Always? 

Perhaps the power of words can change his life.
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That day, after the rain, the wind found a letter.  

The postman, surprised and urged by the downpour,  

had lost it without realizing.



The letter was in a puddle. The water  

had erased the names written on the envelope  

and it was impossible to know who was sending 

it or to whom it was addressed.

That’s why the wind decided to open it  

and read it.



It was a beautiful letter.

It simply said: «I LOVE YOU».



As it was so beautiful, 

the wind thought that it 

would be a pity if it did 

not reach its addressee, 

whoever it was!

That’s why the wind decided to give  

the letter a thrust so it could choose  

its own destiny.

And so the wind lifted it to the sky and 

dropped it from above.



The letter, gliding, reached the roof 

of Mr. Cat, slid down the chimney hole  

and came to rest on the head of the pussycat, 

who was sprawled out in his armchair  

at that time.



Mr. Cat was neat and clean. He lived in a funny  

and comfortable little house that would have enchanted  

any friend or visitor. But he was too surly: he had  

no friends, he could not bear visits and he did not open  

the door to anyone, not even the postman.

“It is better to be a lonely cat than to be in bad company!”, 

he muttered to himself when he felt alone,  

which was often.


