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​The Cloud That Learned to Stay
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There was once a small cloud who didn’t like to stay in one place.

It was always drifting, always rushing after the wind.

“Where are you going?” the cloud would ask.

And the wind would answer,

“Wherever the sky is open.”

And so, the cloud would follow.

It chased over oceans, where waves leapt like silver fish.

It danced across mountains, where eagles soared in silence.

It glided through cities, watching buses crawl and buildings blink.

But no matter how far the cloud went, something inside it felt... empty.

It was never there long enough to see what happened below.

Never there to see the end of a story.

Never there to see anything grow.

One day, the wind was especially fast.

It howled and tugged and pulled, saying,

“Come on! There’s a thunderstorm waiting in the west!”

But the cloud paused.

Just for a moment.

It had seen something.

Below, in a quiet garden, a little girl was planting a seed.

The cloud hovered. Just above the trees.

“I’ll stay a little while,” it whispered.

The wind rolled its eyes. “Suit yourself.”

And off it blew, leaving the cloud behind.

At first, the cloud itched to follow.

But then it saw the girl water the seed.

And the next day, she returned, and the seed had become a sprout.

The cloud stayed.

Days passed. The sprout became a stem.

The stem grew leaves.

Then buds.

Then colour.

Then flowers.

And all the while, the cloud was there.

It softened the sun on hot afternoons.

It sprinkled gentle rain when the soil was thirsty.

It listened to the girl hum songs only flowers could hear.

The cloud began to feel full.

Full not of thunder or hurry,

But full of watching, waiting, and wonder.

One evening, the girl looked up and smiled.

“Thank you for staying,” she said.

And the cloud thought,

I didn’t know I could belong anywhere. But maybe I do now.
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