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La storia di Freddy, il Frigo innamorato.
C’era una volta un grande frigorifero ultimo modello che viveva in una bella cucina. Si chiamava Ferdinando Frigo. Freddy, 

per gli amici. Alto, tutto d’acciaio, aveva un’aria glaciale che faceva girare la testa, ooops il manico, a tutte le tazzine. Ma lui 

non se le filava neanche di striscio. Primo, perché erano di fragile porcellana. Secondo, perché aveva occhi solo per lei: Tina 

Teiera. Bella. Slanciata. Lucida. Tutta in acciaio inossidabile, con le curve al posto giusto. E un simpatico, adorabile pallino 

nero sul coperchio che sembrava il neo di una diva del cinema. Ma quello che faceva davvero perdere la testa a Freddy Frigo 

era la sua voce. O meglio, il suo fischietto. Eh, sì. Perché quando Tina era sul fuoco e l’acqua iniziava a bollire, lanciava un 

soave, flautato fischietto che faceva battere all’impazzata il motore elettrico di Freddy. Povero frigo innamorato! Si metteva 

a ronzare, vibrare e sussultare con un rumore assordante che faceva tremare i vetri della cucina. Una volta, la padrona di 

casa spaventata gli aveva persino abbassato la temperatura, per farlo smettere. Ma un bel giorno, su uno scaffale della 

cucina apparve Frank Forno, un tarchiato e tronfio forno a microonde appena comprato. Un tipo caldo e passionale che a 

temperatura raggiunta, ticchettava a più non posso. Quando Tina Teiera lo vide pensò subito che erano fatti l’uno per l’altra, 

forse affascinata da quel suo aspetto quadrato fatto apposta per rassicurare le ragazze in cerca di marito. Da allora non 

ebbe fischietti che per lui. A Freddy Frigo si gelò il cuore. Così un giorno mise in funzione lo sbrinamento e iniziò a piangere 

grosse gocce di acqua gelata, sciogliendosi in lacrime per lei. Alla fine, si decise a tentare il tutto per tutto per riconquistare 

il suo grande amore. E si staccò la spina. Anche lui poteva diventare caldo come quel microbo di microonde. Ma, prima che 

Tina Teiera potesse accorgersi di qualcosa, la padrona di casa nel vedere la cucina mezza allagata e il frigo caldo come un 

panzerotto, aveva già chiamato l’assistenza. Freddy era ancora in garanzia: voleva cambiarlo. Fu così che Freddy si ritrovò 

in un negozio di frigoriferi dall’altra parte della città. Ma si sa: lontano dagli occhi, lontano dal cuore. Ben presto Tina Teiera 

fu solo un ricordo. Anche perché l’avevano messo in vetrina proprio vicino ad un fantastico, piccolo frigo color panna. Si 

chiamava Fiona Frighetta ed era il modello più smart del negozio. Fu amore a prima vista. Freddy e Fiona, da allora, vivono 

felici e contenti e hanno avuto insieme tanti piccoli cubetti di ghiaccio.

Once upon a time there was a large fridge freezer, the latest model, that lived in a beautiful kitchen. His name was Ferdinand Fridge, or Freddy for his 

friends. Tall, made entirely of steel, he had an icy air about him that made all the little cups go weak at the knees, or should we say at the handles. But 

he didn’t give any of them a second thought. Firstly, because they were made of fragile porcelain. Secondly, because he only had eyes for her: Katy the 

Kettle. Beautiful. Elegant. Polished. Made of stainless steel, with curves in all the right places. Then she had that lovely, adorable little black knob on the 

lid that looked just like a film star’s beauty spot. What really swept Freddy Fridge off his feet was her voice, or better still, her whistle. Yes, her whistle, 

because when Katy the Kettle was on and the water started to boil, she gave out a sweet, flute-like whistle that made Freddy’s electric motor beat like 

mad. Poor love-struck fridge! He started to hum, vibrate and shake with a deafening noise that made all the windows in the kitchen shake. Once, the lady 

of the house was so shocked that she even lowered his temperature to make him stop. But one fine day, Frank Oven appeared on one of the kitchen 

shelves. He was a thickset, puffed up, recently acquired microwave. A hot-headed, passionate type that ticked as fast as anything when he reached the 

right temperature. When Katy the Kettle saw him, she realised right away that they were made for each other, perhaps because she was fascinated by 

his square look, designed especially to reassure girls on the look out for a husband. From then on she only had a whistle for him. Freddy Fridge’s heart 

froze. So, one day he started his defroster and began to cry large drops of frozen water, melting in tears for her. Finally, he decided to go all out to win 

back his great love and he took out his plug. He, too, could warm up just like that microbe of a microwave. But before Katy Kettle could even realise 

what was going on, the lady of the house called the technician, seeing her kitchen half flooded and the fridge as hot as a stuffed pancake. Freddy was 

still under guarantee: she wanted to exchange him for another model. And so it was that Freddy found himself in a fridge shop on the other side of town. 

But everyone knows: out of sight, out of mind. Soon, Katy the Kettle was just a memory. Another reason was that they had put him in the shop window 

right next to a fantastic little cream-coloured drinks cooler. Her name was Carol the Cool Cooler and she was the smartest model in the shop. It was love 

at first sight. Since then, Freddy and Carol have been living happily together and have had lots of little ice cubes.

The story of Freddy, the fridge in love.


