
Far away in a huge bakery 
– where cakes are rotating around a full wheat bread – 

there lived a cat 
 

His name was Lewis.  
He was a 10 year old fat cat with dark fur and colourful sprinkles that looked like these lovely sprinkles on cupcakes.  

He didn’t bother that his friends teased him with calling him Cupycake.  
Actually, he was quite proud of his appearance; of being different. 

 
While watching the people on the square, he casually licked his paws.  

At first the right fore-paw.  
No one starts licking the left fore-paw.  

Of course.  
Why should he? 

 
When he finished his cleaning work, Mick hadn’t arrived yet.  

Weird …  
Normally his friend was on time.  

Actually, he was always on the dot. 
 

Lewis heard a sound and turned.  
When he looked at the corner it wasn’t Mick.  

It was Johnny; a white mouse with blood red eyes.  
Different too, eh? 

 
The cat didn’t like Johnny.  

Neither him nor his mousy friends.  
And he had no idea why. 

 
"Today it's like back then", Johnny said. 

"Then?" 
"Well, you know. People in a hurry … don’t you see that they are dropping their food and rubbish? They are doing it 

again!! Don't you remember how it was? How we came here? Because we weren’t caring about anything! 
Pollution.  

Global warming.  
Wasting resources …" 

 
"What do you mean?" Lewis asked again.  

Annoying!  
Johnny and his technical terms.  

Pollution! 
Sounded like something to eat.  

Something tasty. 
 

"They called it earth", he explained and patterned the cat. "They had lots of cupcakes. Don't you like these sweets? 
You look like one – with chocolate flavour." 

Lewis proudly lifted his head. "They had cakes?" 
"You really can't remember?"  
It sounded like an accusation. 

He shrugged.  
"No." 

Lewis couldn't care even now.  
And why?  

There was no going back.  
Only forwards.  

To the next cupcake store. 


