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On a misty morning, Maya pulled on her yellow raincoat with

polka dots. She tugged on her red rubber boots and grabbed

her blue backpack with the star patch. Her curly black hair

bounced as she ran outside. The world looked soft and white,

like a giant cotton ball. 'What a perfect day for an adventure,'

she whispered, her hazel eyes shining.
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Maya climbed the hill behind her house, where the clouds

touched the ground. Suddenly, something white and fluffy

peeked from behind a cloud. It had sky-blue eyes and rosy

cheeks. 'Hello!' said Maya. The creature tilted its head, and a

small tuft of fur curled on top. It looked just like a fox made of

cloud!
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'I'm a cloud fox,' it said, its long soft tail swishing. 'Want to

play?' Maya nodded, and the fox bounced onto a cloud. She

jumped after him, and the cloud felt like a bouncy pillow. They

leaped from cloud to cloud, leaving wispy trails from the fox's

tiny paws. 'This is amazing!' Maya laughed, her red boots

sinking into the fluff.
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The cloud fox, whose name was Flick, showed Maya how to

ride a cloud like a boat. They sailed past sleepy cloud rabbits

and a cloud castle. 'Race you to that big puff!' Flick cried. His

fluffy white fur sparkled as he zoomed ahead. Maya paddled

her cloud as fast as she could, her blue backpack bouncing.

She felt brave and free.

4



Suddenly, they heard a tiny 'Baa.' Behind a cloud, a little lamb

sat with big dark eyes and floppy ears. A red ribbon was tied

around its neck. 'I'm lost,' it bleated. 'I can't find my family.' Its

wool looked like soft grey puffs. Maya knelt down. 'Don't

worry, we'll help you,' she said gently.
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Flick sniffed the air with his clever nose. 'Cloud sheep leave

fluffy trails,' he said. 'Follow me!' They hopped from cloud to

cloud, searching for clues. Maya spotted a wisp of wool on a

cloud. 'Look!' she pointed. The lamb's ears perked up. 'That

might be from my mama,' it said hopefully.
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The trail led to a tall, twisty cloud tower. 'My family lives near

the rainbow bridge,' the lamb said. 'But I can't reach it.' Flick's

sky-blue eyes twinkled. 'We can make a cloud ladder,' he

suggested. Maya nodded, and they piled puffy clouds one on

top of another. The lamb giggled as the ladder grew taller and

taller.
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Maya climbed first, her red boots slipping a little. Flick nudged

her from behind with his soft nose. 'You can do it!' he cheered.

The lamb followed, its short legs wobbling. 'I'm scared,' it

whispered. 'Hold my tail,' said Flick kindly. They climbed

slowly, one cloud at a time, until they reached the top.
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From the top, they saw a wide sky dotted with fluffy shapes.

'There!' cried the lamb. 'That's my family's cloud meadow.' But

between them and the meadow stretched a gap of empty blue.

'How do we cross?' Maya wondered. Flick's tail wagged. 'We

can build a bridge of clouds,' he said. 'But we need to work

together.'

9



They gathered clouds from all around, shaping them into a

long, soft bridge. Maya held the clouds steady while Flick

pushed them into place. The lamb carried small puffs in its

mouth. 'Teamwork!' Maya cheered. Their bridge stretched

across the gap, wobbly but strong. 'Ready?' asked Flick. The

lamb nodded, its dark eyes shining with hope.
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Halfway across the bridge, a gust of wind made the clouds

sway. The lamb lost its balance and tumbled! Maya grabbed its

ribbon, and Flick caught its woolly bottom. 'Got you!' they

shouted together. The lamb trembled. 'I want my mama,' it

cried. 'We're almost there,' Maya said softly. 'Just a few more

steps.'

11



At last, they reached the cloud meadow. A flock of cloud sheep

looked up, their wool like soft puffs. 'My baby!' cried a mother

sheep, running over. The lamb nuzzled into her fluffy wool.

'Thank you,' said the mother. 'You are very kind.' The lamb

waved its little hoof. 'Maya and Flick rescued me!' it bleated

proudly.
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The cloud sheep threw a party with cloud cookies and cloud

juice. Maya laughed as the lambs bounced around her. Flick

curled up beside her, his tail wrapped around her boots. 'You

were brave,' he said. 'And you were clever,' she replied. The

mother sheep tied a tiny cloud ribbon around Maya's

backpack. 'A reminder of your adventure,' she said.
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As the sun began to set, Maya knew it was time to go home.

'Will you come back?' asked the lamb. 'Of course,' Maya said.

Flick walked her to the edge of the clouds. 'Friends forever?'

he asked. 'Friends forever,' she promised. They touched noses,

and Flick's tail left a wispy trail in the air.
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Maya climbed down the hill, her heart full of happy memories.

Her yellow raincoat was smudged with cloud fluff, and her red

boots felt lighter. She looked up and saw Flick waving from a

cloud. She waved back, knowing that imagination could take

her on many more adventures. 'See you soon,' she whispered.

15



At home, Maya drew a picture of Flick and the little lamb. She

hung it on her wall and smiled. That night, she dreamed of

cloud foxes and cloud sheep playing together. She knew that

with kindness and teamwork, no problem was too big. And

every time she saw a fluffy cloud, she remembered her friend

Flick, waiting for the next adventure.
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