(1) The Cloud Who Wanted to Paint
Once upon a time, high above a peaceful village, a little cloud named Cotton drifted through the endless blue sky. Cotton was as soft and fluffy as any other cloud, but deep in his heart, he carried a dream that set him apart.
While the other clouds spent their days floating lazily, playing hide and seek with the sun, or gathering into big groups to make rain, Cotton liked to gaze at the sky and imagine himself as an artist. Each morning, Cotton observed the sunrise paint the sky in breathtaking shades of orange, pink, and gold. At night, he watched the moonlight turn the sky silver and blue.
“Oh, how I wish I could paint too.” Cotton sighed one morning as he floated above the fields. Nearby, a cloud named Puddle overheard and chuckled. “A painter? You must be joking. Clouds don’t paint, Cotton. That’s a job for the sun and the moon.” Cotton let out a small sigh but replied softly, “Maybe not yet. But I believe there must be a way.”
The days passed, and Cotton’s dream only grew stronger. One cool autumn morning, he spotted a flock of birds flying gracefully across the sky in a perfect V formation. His curiosity lifted him higher until he floated alongside them.
“Where are you going?” Cotton asked, his voice as light as the breeze. “We’re flying south for the winter,” chirped a tiny sparrow, flapping her wings. “The world looks so different down there! Do you want to come?” Cotton blinked in surprise. “You’d really let me join you?” “Of course!” the sparrow chirped. “Just keep up!”
Along the way, Cotton saw many new things. He saw forests glowing with red, orange, and yellow leaves. He saw deep blue lakes and rivers that sparkled in the sun. He even saw fields full of bright, colorful flowers.
With each new place, Cotton felt the colors enveloping him, as if his soft, white fluff absorb their beauty. Soon, he no longer looked like an ordinary cloud— he shimmered with dazzling reds, bright blues, sunny yellows, and gentle purples.
By the time Cotton and the birds reached the warm southern lands, he had an idea. “Why keep all this beauty to myself?” he thought. “I’ll paint the sky for everyone to see.” Using the wind as his brush and the sky as his canvas, Cotton began to swirl, stretch, and twist. He created giant rainbows, playful shapes like smiling cats and roaring dragons, and breathtaking sunsets, all of which left everyone below in awe.
In the village, children pointed at the sky with wide eyes. “Look! The clouds are painting pictures!” Even the other clouds floated over in surprise. Puddle, wide-eyed, exclaimed, “Cotton, you did it. You’ve become a sky painter!” Cotton felt proud. He smiled and said, “I always believed I could. Sometimes, all you need is a little imagination and courage to try.”
[bookmark: _GoBack]And from that day on, whenever the sky filled with magical colors and playful shapes, the people below knew that Cotton, the little cloud who dared to dream, was painting the world with joy.
