
This book is said by some to have a magical power. It was 
only by chance that it was discovered, as it was buried in 
the ground inside a worn metal box. It was found by an 

old man digging in his garden and, without thinking, the old man tossed 
it away, never looking to see what was inside. 

The unwanted metal box laid discarded in the street, and I was the only 
one to stop and look. This was how I came to find this book.  

People have said the artist and author was a man who generously loved 
nature and people. A long time ago, while drawing the pictures for this 
story on the streets of Paris, he was almost always surrounded by a flutter 
of moths and butterflies. This made some people afraid, but others, 
especially children, curious. He brought his drawings to many children 
and asked them to write their own stories to complement his images. 
These tales were carefully collected by the artist, and he kept them 
together, safe and warm, in the same box as his own drawings.

Word spread quickly of the mysterious artist, and children, everywhere, 
couldn’t wait to write and share their stories with him. Something strange 
and wonderful happened to these children. Every one of them

was given a gift of realizing their biggest dreams. There was a legend that 
the artist stood on the edge of the Seine (the river that runs through Paris), 
throwing pages into the air. These pages would fly as if they became 
wings until they reached the clouds and disappeared. No one was sure if 
these pages were the stories or drawings of the children or his own written 
words. When he arrived at a very old age, he wrote his own story to 
accompany these drawings and left the last page with no words or pictures. 
He wanted whoever found the book to write their own dreams on the 
page and tell others to do the same.   

The artist was called “Papy de nuit” (Grandfather of the night) by the 
children who knew him. It was difficult for some of them to pronounce his 
given name, “Papillon de Nuit,” meaning “Moth” in French. When Papy 
was a small boy, his mother said that he was always drawn toward good 
things in life, the way a moth is pulled toward the light. It was for this, that 
she called him, “mon petit Papillon de Nuit” — my Little Moth.

 Allez mes petits...allez. Envolez-vous.
(“Go my little ones...Go. Take flight.”)




