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1. A Discovery
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Six delicate creatures floated across a white landscape of crystalline valleys and mounds that twinkled in silvery, reflected light. The creatures, eight inches or so in length, wore flowing robes or soft jackets and trousers, suggesting clothing styles of long ago. On the back of each grew a wonderful appendage, a large icy sheet of a unique shape containing a pattern of symmetrical holes.

Off to the left in the distance, occasional hills bathed in faint purple could be seen, and ahead, a spot of shimmering colors blended with the horizon. As they floated and talked, one of them suddenly pointed, directing their attention to something dark against the white background. Exchanging curious glances, they quickened their pace. Arriving at the spot, they discovered a cylinder lying on the ground, about a foot in length with gray sides and black end caps. One end connected to several cords that snaked over to a large, shapeless mass they hadn’t noticed before. Investigating the mass, it turned out to be a heap of rubbery material, silver-white in color, that draped over and completely covered a raised hump in the ground.

“What is this?” spoke up one of the creatures, running his hand along one of the cords.

“I don’t know,” responded another, who cautiously walked up to the cylinder and tapped it with her hand. “Sounds hollow like a tube. And this definitely isn’t from Cloudland.”

The rest of the creatures murmured in amazed agreement with that statement as each moved around, inspecting the strange objects.

“We must take these things to Queen Naurentz,” said a third. “She will want to investigate them. But that big silver thing will be too heavy to carry.”

Two of the creatures began to examine the cords more closely, lifting and pulling on them.

“Watch out,” said one of them, “We don’t know what those cords are for.”

“Understood,” said the other. “Oh look, they are attached to a ring on the cylinder, and I think maybe it unscrews. Help me with it.”

The two of them tugged at the ring, and it slowly began to unscrew until it and the cords dropped away from the cylinder.

“So,” said a female in a blue robe, “let me suggest that some of us take this tube to the queen, and the others go to the Striped Lake to tell South Wind. Maybe she can get some Pawbers to carry that big bag or whatever it is to the castle.”

The group agreed with this idea, except they all wanted to take the tube to the queen. Various arguments arose, but it became apparent no one wanted to miss what looked like it could be an exciting adventure going to the castle. Finally, after some arguing and squabbling, four of the creatures picked up the cylinder and floated away, while the other two, with disgusted backward glances, floated toward the colors straight ahead in the distance.

The four with the tube, two on either side, soon came upon bands of color flowing like a river and meandering in a southward direction. To say bands of color did not do justice, however, to the exquisite slushy lines of bright colors deeply tinted like a rainbow. And this Striped River resonated with gentle sounds resembling the jingling from a music box. Shortly thereafter, bright glittering light flashed and flickered in the distance. Coming closer, they could see the light reflecting off a glassy building of many towers, the queen’s castle, perched in the sun on the river’s bank. The creatures floated with their package above a bridge over the river, across a lawn of light blue and up a broad staircase. At the large entrance to the building, several individuals in uniform stood guard. Each of them, known as Witherins, was the size of a small human, and had four arms and blue skin.

One of them raised a hand and addressed the creatures in a friendly voice, “What brings you Snowflakes to Queen Naurentz’s castle?”

The Snowflakes showed the Witherin their cylinder and gave a brief explanation, all talking at once. He listened patiently, nodding his head, and then turned, signaling them to follow him. Moving at a slow pace through several corridors, they eventually approached and passed through another guarded doorway and entered a large, elaborately decorated room. Glittering lamp fixtures dropped down from the ceiling, splashing light on the highly polished floor and silvery tapestries on the walls. Clustered in groups on either side of the room was a collection of some of the strange inhabitants of this land. These included more Witherins, some small round white things with multiple arms and legs sticking out in all directions, elf-like creatures with a wheel on either side of their bodies, and bluish animals resembling bears standing up on their back paws.

A Witherin woman sat on a beautifully carved chair on a raised platform at the far end of the room. Wearing a long, sleeveless jacket over a dark blue dress, her hair falling to her shoulders, she leaned to her left in conversation with a plainly dressed, gray-haired Witherin man. As the Snowflakes’ Witherin escort cleared his voice to speak, the Witherin woman and man turned and looked at them with inquisitive expressions.

“Queen Nauarentz, Master Rumilnuk,” called out the escort. “Something strange and unexplained has appeared in Cloudland. It was found by these Snowflakes,” and he indicated the hovering group of Snowflakes with one of his arms.

“Please, bring it here,” responded the queen, waving them forward as she stepped down from her platform.

The four Snowflakes glanced at each other nervously, as none of them had ever been this close to the queen. Then, each taking a deep breath, they floated, perhaps a little hesitantly, across the floor to the queen’s throne.

“May I?” the Witherin man asked the queen as he stepped forward with a hand outstretched.

“Careful,” cautioned the queen. “Make sure it is safe.”

The Witherin man, Rumilnuk, took the cylinder and hefted it with two hands, slowly rotated it to look for any markings, and carefully peered at both ends.

“I am reasonably confident that it poses no danger,” he said, nodding to the queen. He continued, “One end appears to have a locking mechanism.” 

Looking at the queen again and then back at the cylinder, he carefully squeezed and then twisted on the end until a small plug came free in his hand. He looked into the cylinder, and as 
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those in the room held their breath, he inserted a finger. Slowly, he drew out a roll of paper, unrolled it and held it up so the queen could also see.

“It was written by someone from Blueworld,” he announced in a clear voice that carried throughout the hall.

There were several gasps and even some cries in the audience.

Queen Naurentz held up her hand and began to read the note aloud.


My name is Doctor Simmons. I will make this brief. I am a meteorologist, a weather scientist. And through observation and scientific experiments, I have discovered your land’s existence up in the clouds.



There were more loud cries of alarm now throughout the room, and the noise of conversation began steadily increasing.

“Quiet, please. Quiet,” ordered the queen, and the noise began to subside. The queen continued reading.


You are aware, I am sure, of the climate issues on our planet, especially the rising temperatures. I have some ideas that, with your assistance, I believe can address these issues. And let me be clear, this is not a request. If you do not cooperate with me on this, I will tell the rest of MY world everything I know about YOUR world. I await your reply. S.



At this last statement, the throne room again erupted in voices filled with panic.

“Quiet! Silence!” the queen called again, and slowly the noise in the room began to decrease.

“There are some numbers at the bottom of this note,” she said to Rumilnuk, pointing to them. “Do you know what they mean?”

Rumilnuk studied the numbers for a moment and then nodded his head several times.

“I believe these are what the Blueworlders call coordinates,” he answered, “Blueworld map coordinates. This would presumably tell us where he is if we were to contact him.”

The queen looked up slightly, resting her chin on one of her hands in thought. The room was quiet as she concentrated for a moment or two.

Turning to Rumilnuk she issued an order, “Set up a Vidau ray communications channel with King Kestottis in Darkland. Highest priority!”
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2. At the Mall
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The four kids sat with their drinks at a table in the food court at the mall. The scene around them looked like a typical Saturday with families and kids wandering through, some carrying purchases and most of them talking in loud voices. Three of the four kids engaged in conversation, but Imani quietly sipped at her drink with a bit of a sad face, oblivious to the chatter around her.

Her older brother, Neely, peered over and gave her a slow wave. “Hello, Earth to Imani,” he said. “Still with us? Why so down in the dumps?”

Imani looked up at him and then back down. “I don’t know,” she said in a soft voice. “It’s just that I’ve been thinking about things. Thinking about what I want to do as an adult. You know, career choices.”

“But . . . I thought that was kinda settled,” offered Jane, the oldest in the group. “You’ve talked a lot about being an Environmental Engineer. And that seems like a pretty good fit for you. You’re smart and really tuned into nature.”

“Yeah, I know,” said Imani, putting her hands on her head. “And it’s probably still a good choice. But things change so fast, and like there’s just too much information to process anymore, right?” She paused. “I’ve been having, I don’t know, some anxiety attacks thinking about this.”

“Whoa,” said Jane’s younger brother, Robbie.

“Yeah, whoa,” added Neely. “You shouldn’t be piling on all this pressure now, little sis’, you’ve got a lotta time to figure this out.”

“Like I know—” Imani started.

“Look,” Neely interrupted. “I think the way to get you out of this funk is a few jokes.”

“Uh, no, that’s the last thing I need,” Imani said, frowning and shaking her head.

Neely ignored her. “Why are spiders such know-it-alls?” he asked. He paused. “Duh, because they’re always on the web.”

The groans from the others didn’t deter him. “What is red, orange, and full of disappointment?”

“Your jokes?” asked Imani with a little grin.

“Good try,” said Neely, flashing a big smile. “No, the answer is a school pizza. Now, why can’t you hear a pterodactyl in the bathroom? Wait for it, wait for it. Because it has a silent pee.”

“Oh, gross,” said Jane, looking like she had just smelled something bad.

Imani raised her hand, “OK, I’ve got one,” she said. “Why did God create man before He made a woman?” She waited while the others thought and then shook their heads. “Because we all need a rough draft before the final version.” 

She and Jane laughed and high fived with both hands while Neely and Robbie exchanged mildly disgusted looks.

“OK, ‘Mani,” responded Neely. “That wasn’t bad for a novice. But the main thing is you seem to be back in the land of the living again.”

Imani gave him a pensive look. “Maybe so,” she said. She then waved her drinking cup around at the rest of them. “And what about you guys? What are your career plans? Of course, I guess we all know about Jane’s.”

“Absolutely,” Jane answered. “Still pretty solid on the idea of being a meteorologist. Always been fascinated by everything weather. I think it’s getting more important all the time, and of course our Cloudland experiences add a lot to that. And speaking of weather, I’ve got a cool opportunity coming up. Robbie already knows this, but I got invited by my weather mentor, Dr. Simmons, to attend this huge weather conference up in Montreal, Canada. Mom and Dad said I could go.”

“Wow, that’s awesome,” Neely said, giving her a fist bump.

“Yeah, pretty excited,” Jane said. “Dr. Simmons is no longer with his university. He’s launched his own company that’s doing really well and will cover most of the cost of me going. He’ll be presenting a paper on some theories and research he has on climate change.”

“That is so rad,” Imani said. Then turning toward Robbie, she asked, “What about your career plans, Robbie?” 

Robbie puffed out his cheeks and blew some air out. “Well,” he answered after a moment, “I don’t think my plans are that far along. Maybe do something that requires knowledge but also working with my hands? Like, I might study Kinesiology in college or maybe train to be an EMT . . . or even a nurse.”

This last statement caused Neely to give him a weird look. “A nurse?” he asked, emphasizing the word nurse. “Seriously bro’?”

The two girls stifled a giggle.

Robbie shrugged his shoulders. “What?” he said, looking around. “Like, I didn’t say that was my TOP choice, just something I might think about. Like there’s a lot of dudes in that field doing cool stuff like flying on rescue helicopters.”

Imani spoke up. “As for me, Robbie, I think that sounds pretty sensible. I certainly wouldn’t worry about what Neely says on the subject. And speaking of my pompous sibling, what are your plans, dear brother?”

“Pompous? Say what?” Neely said in a condescending tone. “Well, if you really must know—"

“I must, I must,” interrupted Imani with a smirk.

Neely gave her a disgusted look, and then a large CRASH came from behind them! All the kids threw up their heads, startled, and looked around. It turned out it was only someone who had dropped a tray of dishes. The kids grinned at each other sheepishly.

“Whoa,” said Neely, “it looks like this bunch is a little jumpy around loud noises.”

“You think?” said Imani, with a hint of a smile. “It’s not like someone might be shooting at us, like on the rim of a volcano or something.” 

The other kids smiled back at her, remembering that was exactly what had happened in their most recent adventure [CLOUDLAND Book 6: Cloudland & Darkland Exposed].
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