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Tale One: The Rain of Joy


[image: ]




High above the world, in the soft kingdom of clouds, lived a little girl made of fluff and light. Everyone called her Cloud Girl, because her hair was a puff of white mist, her dress was spun from silver vapor, and her laughter sounded like raindrops tapping on windows.

One morning, Cloud Girl woke up feeling so happy she could hardly sit still. Her mother had told her she could spend the whole day playing with her friends in the cloud fields. She skipped across the sky, her feet leaving trails of sparkle, and called out to her companions — Puffy, Wispy, and Little Nimbus. They all gathered, bouncing like cotton balls in the breeze.

“Let’s play hide-and-seek!” Cloud Girl shouted. Her friends agreed, and soon the cloud fields were filled with giggles. Cloud Girl hid behind a rainbow arch, her eyes twinkling as Puffy searched. She was so delighted that her joy spilled out of her heart. And when Cloud Girl was joyful, something magical always happened: rain began to fall in the world below.

Down on Earth, children ran outside with umbrellas, splashing in puddles. Flowers lifted their faces, drinking the cool drops. Farmers smiled as their fields soaked up the water. Everywhere, the rain of joy brought life and laughter.

Cloud Girl peeked from her hiding place, watching the world below. “Look,” she whispered to Wispy, “my happiness is helping them too.” Wispy nodded, his wisps curling like ribbons. “That’s the gift of being a cloud,” he said. “Our moods touch the Earth.”

The game continued until the sky was filled with laughter. Cloud Girl’s joy grew so bright that the rain turned into a gentle shower of sparkling drops. Each drop carried a tiny giggle, and when they landed, children on Earth laughed without knowing why. Even the grumpy old man in the village chuckled as he felt the cheerful rain on his shoulders.

At sunset, Cloud Girl’s mother called her home. “Did you have fun, little one?” she asked. Cloud Girl nodded, her cheeks glowing like the evening sky. “I did, Mama. And the Earth had fun too.”

Her mother smiled. “That is the way of the clouds. When you are happy, the world feels your joy. Remember, your moods are powerful — they can brighten someone’s day.”

Cloud Girl curled up on her soft bed of mist, watching the stars twinkle above. She felt proud and peaceful, knowing her laughter had become rain that helped flowers bloom and children smile. As she drifted to sleep, she whispered, “Tomorrow, I’ll share my joy again.”

––––––––
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Lesson

Happiness grows when we share it. Just like Cloud Girl’s rain of joy, our laughter and kindness can brighten the world around us.
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In the Cloud Kingdom, mornings usually began with laughter and light. But today, Cloud Girl’s cheeks puffed and her curls crackled with sparks. She had just been scolded by her mother for forgetting to tidy her cloud bed.  

“I told you yesterday!” her mother said gently, but Cloud Girl’s heart felt heavy. “I was playing,” she muttered, crossing her arms. Puffy and Wispy floated nearby, unsure what to say.  

Cloud Girl stomped her little cloud feet, sending ripples through the sky. “It’s not fair!” she cried. Her voice echoed across the heavens, and suddenly the soft white clouds around her turned gray.  

When Cloud Girl was angry, the air trembled. Her curls shimmered with silver lightning, and her eyes flashed like storm sparks. The Cloud Kingdom grew restless — winds began to swirl, and thunder rumbled softly in the distance.  

Down on Earth, people looked up. The sky darkened, and a storm began to brew. Trees swayed, windows rattled, and waves danced wildly. Cloud Girl’s anger had spilled into the world below.  

Wispy floated closer, his voice calm like a breeze. “Cloud Girl,” he said, “your feelings are strong, but look — the world is frightened.”  

Cloud Girl blinked through her stormy tears. Below, she saw a little girl clutching her umbrella, scared of the thunder. A farmer hurried to cover his crops. Birds fluttered to find shelter.  
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