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Little Lost Cloud 
 
 
 Once upon a time, maybe even yesterday, a little cloud was a member of an 
immense flock of fluffy white clouds for which a fuddy-duddy gave the silly sounding 
moniker of ‘Altocumulus’.  However, children who are pure and innocent but much 
wiser in such matters could clearly see the clouds were most certainly a species of sky-
bound, flying white sheep peacefully grazing on the ‘blue’ of the sky.  Often following a 
path going east to west, sometimes drifting leisurely north, or for not much reason other 
than for a change of scenery, the flock wandered south, quite at peace and without any 
thought other than to occasionally glance upon the earth that appeared quite green and 
serene, far, far below.   
 
 (My dear little friend, yes you presently reading this story, how many times have 
you looked up and clearly, absolutely, without doubt spotted a bunny hop-hopping 
across the sky? And you’ve seen grumpy rhinos, bounding kangaroos, stately elephants 
and elegant giraffes too, but when you pointed them out to the grown-ups around you, 
they saw nothing but plain, old boring clouds. No imagination to make their day a bit 
brighter and that’s their loss, right? Now, I have a great suggestion.  Go find a nice patch 
of soft, green moss, it’s absolutely the most comfy kind of cot, lay on your back, turn 
your nose upwards, open your peepers wide-open and look up.  When you spot a herd 
of white, fluffy clouds you’ll soon figure out the bigger, long ones must be fathers and the 
nice rounded ones are mother clouds; of course, the many little ones that meekly follow 
are cute and obedient offspring, just the same as the spring lamb you may have been 
lucky enough to observe bounding about an earthbound meadow, a most pleasant 
scene to witness and enjoy.)  
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 One little cloud stood out from the others, not so much in shape as in its colouring.  
Although she was a little ‘white’ cloud, the milky white dress she wore seemed magical 
as it changed hues almost as fast as your eyes might twinkle. Her parents who believed 
she was beautiful and precious as a rare jewel aptly named her ‘Opal’.  None of the 
other clouds were envious as it was after all the truth and everyone enjoyed seeing her 
gleefully gamboling about the blue sky as she was such a happy go-lucky lassie.  If 
you’d observe her closely, you’d soon figure she enjoyed grazing in an ever so leisurely 
fashion upon the sky-high pasture.  It was cute to see her munching on one small 
morsel for a long time, rolling her eyes ever so daintily and lady-like, murmuring, “Small 
bites, little by little, eat and chew well.”  You’d have thought she was lunching on 
flavourful tidbits of ‘cordon bleu’ gourmet food.  She loved gadding about, gawking so 
much that more than once she was dangerously close to being left behind by the flock. 
 
 On this particular day, the one this true fairy tale is concerned with, a high flying 
formation of gorgeous Monarch butterflies southward-bound for the winter was such a 
happy, colourful sight, right there and then, the wee cloud decided to join up with the 
dazzling migration.  However, the myriad, regal insects determined to ride a favourable 
southern wind held to their path without sparing a second to fool around.  They fluttered 
on, ever so busily and soon were a transient sight, as ephemeral as a passing thought, 
as fleeting as the fun we have chasing after falling autumn leaves; that pleasure is 
forgotten as soon as Mom calls you in for a cup of hot chocolate.   
 

But, wouldn’t you know it, there too was a dawdler – one youthful butterfly got it 
into his head to indulge in some fun and not worry about obediently flying in ragged 
formation as all the others.  No way!  He was having great fun performing loops, swoops 
and whoops-de-doos – having a grand time trying cool acrobatic manoeuvres the 
cautious grown-ups of his species would never even think to attempt.  “Adults,” he 
thought, “bah, never any excitement allowed with them around.” 

 
Well, our own little cloud, looking on with big open eyes ventured forward for a 

close up and personal look at the airborne acrobat.  Opal didn’t hide her admiration, 
“Wow Wee! Not only are you gorgeous but also you’re really and truly a fantastic flyer.  
What’s your name? And, huh, who are you?” 

 
“Hey, I didn’t notice you.  You’re a real quiet one, aren’t you? I guess all clouds 

are at that (little did he know!)”.   My name is Prince.  I’m a lepidopteron.  Ha-ha!  I can 
see from that ‘duh’ expression you have no idea, right? Actually, I agree it’s a dumb 
name that lumps us all in the same pot, regardless of birth, be it noble or humble.  In fact, 
I’m proud to announce I’m truly a Prince and from the Monarch Clan of butterflies.  But, 
don’t let that bother you, I’m quite democratic in most ways.”  Fluttering ever so 
elegantly he offered a princely bow, “And who might you be?” 

 
“I’m Opal, a gorgeous, gem of a cloud, or so they all say.”  To be fair, Opal didn’t 

have a dewdrop of vanity in her body but told it the way she’d always heard herself 
described.  Introductions over they took a good gander at each other, liked what they 
saw and guess what? They joined together and had a fantabulous afternoon of fun and 
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games.  The stylish butterfly was so proud to display its gossamer, polka-dot, striped 
wings and the little cloud was so excited and glad to make a new friend that wasn’t just 
another obediently boring cloud.  The sunny hours went by with the handsome Prince 
teaching Opal all kinds of flying tricks.   But, before you could say, ‘hey!’  Mr. Sol was 
yawning and just now suspiciously close to pulling a dark blanket over his nose.   

 
It should have been high time to behave wisely; get going pronto, plenty fast, not 

a second to lose and find their individual way back to their respective families and 
friends.  Just about then, however, an enigmatic Madame Destin intervened with an 
astonishing apparition, out of the blue if I may put it that way – it showed up in the form 
of a big, bright silver object complete with a swirling trail of white vapour.  Centered on 
its tail, one could discern a large, elegantly designed red maple leaf set off inside a circle 
along with some words emblazoned on its body that proclaimed it to be a proud and 
swift member of Air Canada, whatever that might have been. 

 
Prince was momentarily knocked back for a loop as he was buffeted by a 

massive air displacement.  “ZZZounds and ZZZowie!  Look, a Universal Flying Orbiter!”   
 
“Nah, it’s just an airplane.  I’ve seen plenty of those,” re-assured Opal, “Don’t 

worry, if you stay out of the way they’re just noisy but harmless metal things.”   
 
There were a whole series of what turned out to be rounded windows all along 

what might have passed for a tasty French baguette-shaped body and beyond 
protective glass, pairs of bright eyes, mouths agape, and busy little hands gesturing to 
the two amigos.   

 
An explosion of excitement had taken place inside the flying people transporter.  

Listless but a moment ago, children had perked up – all were pressing noses up against 
the windows, waving and pointing, calling to those children in the opposite aisle to 
crossover and see for themselves.  Up to that time they’d been bored by a long and 
tedious flight home.  The movie over, snacks and meals served, eaten and done with, 
parents dozing off, in other words the children, without exception were bored out of their 
gourds.  But now, outside of the metal cocoon, an unexpected, magnificent sight 
materialized smack-dab in front of their incredulous faces.  “Look!  Look at them… she’s 
so pretty… he’s so handsome… Wow!  Look at them… they’re looking at us too!  
They’re waving back!”   

 
Yes, of course, Opal and Prince after getting over their own surprise and, in truth, 

more than a bit of fear over the awesome sight and sound of the Jumbo jet, had come a 
lot closer and they’d seen how little children were smiling and waving in friendly fashion.  
Naturally happily disposed by personality and by a fun afternoon, they too smiled right 
back and even entertained the children with some really neat tricks.  Positioning herself 
so the sun’s flashing rays would shine right through, Opal made her dress shimmer and 
change hues in rapid succession, at times it appeared like a big rainbow coloured, 
flashing neon sign.  Prince, for his part, executed daring flip-flops and elegant swoops, 
wings extended to maximum also reflecting the pinkish rays of the setting orb.  Indeed, 
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the two friends were a magnificent, unforgettable sight for those lucky enough to witness 
such wonders. 

 
Everyone was having a wonderful time getting acquainted even though separated 

by walls of metal and glass.  All, except for the grown-ups on board!  It’s fair to tell you 
fathers, mothers, every adult on board were presently bewildered, bamboozled and 
baffled.  No matter how hard they peered out the windows they were mystified and 
simply couldn’t see what all the excitement was about.  They were plying the children 
with silly questions.  “Who’s out there? What are you waving at? Why are you laughing 
and so happy?” 

 
Some children were doing their best to help them out.  They’d point straight at 

Opal and Prince, “There… look at her… isn’t she ever so sweet and pretty?”  And others 
would exclaim, “Can’t you spot him? He’s so handsome and what a great acrobat!”   

 
And finally, a child, one of those a little blunter that others, looked at his parents 

who simply didn’t get it and shrugged; he turned to the others and wryly observed, 
“What’s the use? They just don’t see anything.”  And another one responded, “No 
wonder.  They never get it.” And yet another one, a sweet little girl chimed in with 
genuine resignation in her voice, “Grown-ups never see what I see, hear what I hear, or 
feel what I feel.  After all,” she added reasonably, “they’re adults.” 

 
Hearing these rather unflattering comments, a couple of parents did make 

pretense of seriously trying to see what was what.  Intently, they peered out, “Oh, yes, I 
see what you see.  Yes, look at that.   What a wonderful view.  Oh, look, there’s a nice 
little cloud.  And some insect or other (imagine if Prince heard that?) Look down there? 
Do you see? A river, also a forest and, hum… a mountain too.”  In other words, they saw 
nothing at all at least not what was truly important and clearly there for all children to see.  
One of these very same parent whispered to his two daughters, “Okay, now I’ve seen 
whatever, whoever, wherever.  Please go back to what you were doing and stop making 
unnecessary noise.  You’ll be disturbing the other passengers if you keep this up.  It’s 
certainly not a polite way to behave.  We did teach you good manners, didn’t we?” 

 
The little twin sisters looked at each other, it was their turn to shrug and in 

measured cadence responded, “You… are… right… father… dear.  You have seen what 
you have seen and we have seen what we did.  Thank you for your good advice, we 
won’t bother you to look at and enjoy the same wonderful sight we have seen.” 

 
No sooner those words uttered that a wet blanket plopped over one and all inside 

the airplane – a smothering hush spread aboard like maple syrup over a breakfast 
pancake.  The children were a bit embarrassed their moms and dads didn’t get it and at 
the same time being good and obedient children they felt a sense of guilt having spoken 
up so candidly.  Somewhat mortified, parents responded as they often do with a shrug 
and knowing smile exchanged between adults meaning to indicate, “Well, they’re just 
children with overloaded imaginations.”  Others acquiesced, “Sure, it must be caused by 
so many hours without being able to run around and expend their energies.”  And others 
reasoned, “Yes, nothing more, they’ve been cooped up too long.”   
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They returned to a book, perhaps a conversation or simply closed their eyes 

hoping to catch forty winks.  As for the children by the time they’d turned their attention 
back to Opal and Prince the two were almost out of view.  The Super Sonic Transport 
was moving with jet speed and, although regretfully, the children also returned to their 
former occupations.  Some to their colouring books; others to quietly chatting among 
themselves reassuring each other they’d indeed seen what they had.  More than one 
simply closed his or her eyes and dreamed about becoming friends and flying in the 
clear blue firmament alongside Opal and Prince. 

 
Yet, there was one small boy who remained disconsolate.  “Why couldn’t Mommy 

and Daddy see? Why do they never see what I do?”  
  
Gently stroking his hair his sister whispered, “Hush little brother.  I saw them too.  

Don’t worry, I did for sure and they were as pretty and wonderful as you said they were.”  
She reassured him but deep inside within her heart was a nascent, deeply felt hurt.  She 
was fibbing to her brother even though she’s intently looked and had wanted to see but 
only could imagine she could discern something, perhaps a shadow on the little cloud, 
the outline of a face and a flowing golden mane and nearby, perhaps, a fragile butterfly 
that could soar as high as an airplane.  Until that very moment she’d been proud of her 
status as a teen-ager, soon she hoped a young woman, but just then there was an 
empty void inside realizing she was losing that most precious facility of children to 
imagine a world of enchantment, where grown-ups felt none.  Without knowing it she 
was the embodiment of the loss of innocence we all must endure, at great cost to our 
future happiness.  Intuitively, she knew without doubt this God-given gift was now 
beyond her reach and she was fated to the dry, colourless, uncompromising world of 
adulthood. 

 
(Oh, please my dear little reader; don’t let these words make you sad, they’re just 

the observation of a gnarled old adult who long ago lost your magic powers.   Don’t you 
worry; you’re far from reaching this dreaded moment adults arrogantly claim to be 
‘wisdom’.  Read on, if you’re courageous you will be rewarded with a great and happy 
revelation.) 

 
“Wasn’t that something” Opal herself was full of excitement.  “Those little 

creatures were really excited to see us.  Who or what were they?” 
 
Prince felt just a bit important to tell her what he knew as he’d had the pleasure to 

play with one of those creatures.  “In point of fact, they’re called ‘homo sapiens’, or in 
ordinary everyday language, ‘humans’.  Those were baby humans and they’re the very 
best of their kind.  The adults are a mixed bunch, some are kind of okay and others 
much less so.” 

 
“Come to think of it, I guess I too met one of those little humans.  I didn’t know it 

at the time that’s what they’re called.” 
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Prince added, “They’re all over the planet.  Billions and billions of them, more 
than there are stars in the Milky Way.  As I said some of them aren’t bad, even quite 
decent, especially those who work on the land.  For example they create gardens and in 
them are varieties of flowers providing us butterflies with delicious, calorie-rich nectar 
that feed us through the year.  But some humans are really creepy, they go to a lot of 
trouble to chase us with nets and if we’re unlucky enough to be caught they stick pins 
through our bodies and then display beautiful us in glass cases.  Yuk-phooey!” 

 
Opal shuddered at the idea of seeing poor Prince’s delicate wings with pins 

sticking out of them, “That’s disgusting and cruel.  Why?” 
 
“Search me.”  Prince didn’t choose to dwell on the morbid pastime of those big 

galoots.  Rather he had a much more pleasant memory to recount, “I did have lots of fun 
with a little one who tried to catch me with her bare hands.  She was so cute I almost let 
her get me but I knew she’d not know how fragile my wings were and surely she’d have 
broken me to pieces.  I did take a chance and once landed on her nose.  Before she 
knew it I gave her a butterfly kiss and skedaddled.  She was soooo happy!” 

 
“Hey,’ Opal was eager to know, “what’s a butterfly kiss? I think I’d like one too.” 
 
(A butterfly kiss? You too may wonder.  My dear innocent one, just close your 

eyes and imagine, no better still, do as I say.  First, open your eyes as wide as can be, 
then close and open quick as a happy bunny wags its tail while munching on a carrot, 
and again, again, and again.  Your long eyelashes will flutter same as a butterfly’s wings.  
Then you sneak up on someone you love, your mother or your best friend, catch them, 
throw your arms around their necks, pull them really close and you brush their cheeks 
with your fluttering eyelashes ever so lightly but they’ll definitely feel a delightful tickle.  
There’s something magical about that littlest touch. Oh, sure, if you want you can 
butterfly kiss a nose or even, and that’s really enjoyable, teach them how-to and then do 
it, eye-to-eye, it’s so close and personal.  It’s so much fun you’ll dance and giggle the 
rest of the day and they too will feel a warm glow all over.) 

 
No sooner asked for, just as quickly done.  Happily, Prince obliged and Opal 

giggled, just a little shyly but she didn’t know why.  A sweet moment passed quickly 
when Opal too remembered a funny incident.  “You know what? I too had such a 
moment with a little human, for now I know that’s who she was, a little girl because she 
was wearing a pretty dress.  She stood on some kind of raised platform in her parent’s 
backyard where they kept potted plants and shriveled up miniature trees.  When I 
noticed her, she was waving a little net at me.  I thought she was trying to catch my 
attention so I drifted down a little lower and then realized she was in fact trying to catch 
me.  She was bound and determined, I assure you, jumping as high as she could to 
make awkward little swoops with her net.  I was out of reach and naturally she kept 
missing me but it was ever so adorable.  Anyway, if she’d caught me, how could I be 
kept inside a net full of holes?” 

 
“That’s really cute.  So what happened? What did you do?” 
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“Oh, I came down as close as I dared, hovered just above her home’s blue tiled 
roof so she could see I liked her.  I don’t know if she saw me smiling as she was 
concentrating so hard on the task of catching me.”  Opal closed her eyes and softly 
added, “You know, I did do one thing.” 

 
“What was that?” 
 
“Same as you gave your little playmate a kiss; I dropped one, absolutely perfect 

water pearl on her pretty face.  It was the only way I could touch her.  I don’t know if she 
realized it, but when it landed on her cheek, she was startled and then she took one 
delicate little finger to pick up my kiss and sucked up the water pearl inside her mouth.  
She then waved at me.” Opal smiled at the memory, “It seems to me she understood 
what had happened.  Why is it that little human girls seem so darling and sweet?” 

 
“I don’t know.”  But then Prince added, “Maybe it’s because as I heard it said 

they’re made of sugar and spice.” 
 
Each immersed in watching a replay of past memories, the two friends watched 

the airplane that was a gradually disappearing dot over the horizon’s edge.  Opal 
wondered if she could find the little girl again and see what had become of her.  Had she 
retained her innocence and desire to catch a passing dream? Opal really hoped so as 
she too had felt the desire to catch a falling star.  She’d made many a fervent wish 
before it disappeared in a flaming flash. 

 
Her reverie was smashed by Prince’s verbal outburst. “WhizWilly and Whillikers 

plus my uncle’s Whiskers!!!”  Suddenly he’d discovered the sky was empty, totally, 
definitely, indubitably empty! 

 
Startled Opal wondered, “What uncle? What are you fussing about?” 
 
“Opal!  Look for yourself.  Where’s everybody, or anybody?” 
 
It took but a second for Opal to become aware of what she was gazing upon – 

nada, rien du tout and nothing to boot.  The once busy sky was bereft of anyone, other 
than the two of them, ever so small and insignificant amidst the big, boundless sea of 
blue.  “Meheh-Meh-Meh! Mama! Papa? Where are you?”  It was more of a statement 
that a question since there was but one obvious answer – nowhere to be found. 

 
Prince was the first to react as he had a truly pressing problem to face.  The 

Monarch clan had long disappeared beyond the horizon and suddenly the carefree 
Prince realized he’d better catch up, quickly.  “Whoops! Not only you and I and airplanes, 
but time too flies when you’re having fun.  Now where did everyone go?” He looked 
about, down, sideways and even up, although that was surely the wrong way to go.  “I 
don’t see any of my family or friends but no matter, I know where they’re heading and I’ll 
soon catch up with them.  But first, let me see…” He furrowed his eyebrows and 
squinted hard, looking for something in particular. 
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Perplexed, Opal was vaguely worried she was about to lose her new friend.  
“What are you looking for?” 

 
“Oh, sorry about not explaining.  I’ve got to get going, faster than quickly, I don’t 

want to be caught out in the cool of the night.”  Prince explained, “I’ll gather dew on my 
wings and that would be fatal.”  Seeing Opal’s look of incomprehension he added, “My 
wings will get too heavy and I’ll drop like a stone.   I’m so fragile that would surely kill 
me.” 

 
“Oh, no!!! Don’t say that.  You’re far too pretty to die so young.”  Opal didn’t like 

that scenario at all.  In her vivid imagination she could visualize her friend plummeting to 
earth like a bright comet of dazzling colours but crashing never to rise again.  “Go, you 
must go.  But, but… what are you looking for? I don’t see anyone.” 

 
“Oh, I’m not looking for my clan, they’re long gone south, but I know where 

they’re headed.  I should tell you that although I’ve never been there before I just know 
that I known.  Don’t ask me why or how, it’s just the way it is, something the elders 
called ‘Primordial Instinct’ or something like that.  Some of them who’ve been there 
before were already singing in a strange language with plenty of ‘O’ and ‘A’ word 
endings, happy about returning to a land of plenty, with oodles of the finest blooms and 
tasty nectar.  Opal, speaking of flowers, I’d better find one real soon.” 

 
Reluctantly Opal agreed her pal should get going but she was feeling pangs of 

regret in her little heart.  “Yes, go and find yourself a flower.  But,” she hesitated, “can 
you tell me something before you go?” 

 
“Sure Opal, but make it quick, I’m already starting to shiver.  Brrrrr…” 
 
“What exactly is a flower? I know it must be something down there but I’ve never 

been down there.” 
 
Prince was taken aback but quickly realized she had no way of knowing.  “Well, 

that’s true isn’t it? You’re strictly a sky-bound traveler, but me, I’m at home up here and 
down there.  Okay, quickly, here’s the low-down.  There are many different flowers all 
over the world.  Those that grow on mountains and dry deserts are usually rare but 
special in appearance and flavour, I mean the nectar; those that spring to life in lush 
green meadows you can pick by the bushel. There are some you must be careful about 
as they have sharp thorns that can tear your wings and you’re done for, but unless 
desperate for a drink we know enough to stay away.  All in all there are thousands and 
thousands of shapes and blooms of all colours of the rainbow and in between too and, 
oh boy! They produce the most delightful banquet of sweet nectars you can imagine.”  

 
“Nectar? What’s that? Oh, I’m so sorry,” blurted out Opal, “there’s so much I don’t 

know.  But you’re really starting to shiver.  Oh you must go my dear beautiful friend.  
Save those gorgeous but fragile wings.  Go, quickly!” 
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In urgent need of departing Prince still managed to offer these parting words, 
“Opal my dear friend, one of these days you’ll become acquainted with a flower, maybe 
bunches of them.  It’s bound to happen.  Just keep your eyes open.  Bye now but if Mr. 
Zephyr is kind he might blow us together next year.  Take good care… bye… bye… 
aurevoir… adieu.” There was time only for one heartfelt sigh, a wan smile and the 
briefest butterfly kiss. Regretfully, Prince was fluttering downward, alternating looking 
back up at Opal and peering down seeking that welcoming flower he so needed to 
spend the night on and for morning breakfast when he’d need to replenish his strength 
with a jolt of calorie-rich nectar. 

 
 All the while Opal was waving but all too soon Prince disappeared, almost 

melting away in front of her wide-open doe-like eyes.  She whispered what was in her 
heart knowing he couldn’t hear, “I hope you find a friendly flower… with oodles of tasty 
nectar… whatever that is… bye-bye my dear friend.”  She’d learned so much in one 
afternoon and now she made a new discovery, she too was alone.  She too realized 
she’d better get back to her own family, but, but where were they?  Up to that day she’d 
always caught up to her flock even when she’d strayed they were never too far off, as 
they’d meander on ever so slowly.  Amiable clouds don’t like to graze too quickly, not 
any more than do earthbound sheep that fear ingesting more grass than they can 
comfortably digest.  If they do it results in too much gas with the consequent risk of 
annoying neighbours with unseemly and less than aromatic proooting noises.  Clouds 
like to take time, munching a little blue here, and a little there all the while gossiping 
about this and that with friends.  Generally they were a placid, slow traveling bunch but 
this time, well, this time it was different as Opal was about to discover.    

 
(My dear little reader, I do mean precisely that – this time there was no catching 

up to Mom and Dad, brothers and sisters, cousins or friends, this time Opal was left 
behind all by her lonesome.  The gliding clouds had skimmed along the azure blue sky, 
oblivious to errant Opal who wasn’t paying attention to where the family flock was going 
or how quick their pace.  For guess what? Imperceptibly at first, yet gathering speed, a 
zephyr like breath of air was becoming a different scudding breeze altogether.  In fact, it 
would soon blow hard enough to frighten the entire flock into a wild and unstoppable 
stampede.  That particular wind was strangely called a ‘Nor-Wester’; it was mean and 
cold enough for waves on seas and lakes below to pull on white caps over their heads.) 

 
The white fluffy flock that had but a short time ago been so well-behaved was 

driven helter-skelter, individual clouds fleeing thither and there and who knows where 
else; they scattered all over the sky.  Before you might declare, ”Pull my hair, tweak my 
nose, pinch my cheek but don’t you dare kiss me!” they were out of sight.  It was then 
and only then Opal realized she was all by her lonesome in an immense, measureless 
sky.  As far as could be seen not one other fluff ball was visible on the horizon.  “My, oh 
my, I’ve done it this time,” she sobbed ever so softly.  “Why do I always dawdle? Why 
can’t I stick close to my family? Why couldn’t I have fun with friends who are obedient 
(even if they’re a tad boring she couldn’t help but think)? Why am I always jumping 
outside the box?” 
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Opal couldn’t quite fathom where she’d heard so strange a statement as posed 
by that last question, but somehow it seemed appropriate at this particular time.  Oh, yes, 
it was a much wiser old cloud that had cautioned a gathering of young clouds, “Stay 
inside your cozy box or you’ll be lost as soon as the Wayward Wind blows.”  That same 
somber cloud, already full of grey edges, always prattled on about such things: 
“Remember we are the clouds that bring along the silver lining.”  Say what? To whom 
and for what purpose he never said.  Politely Opal listened but with only one ear whilst 
keeping one eye open to the sparkling, beckoning heavens.  There was no making 
sense of those words as far as she could reason and no wonder this particular little 
white cloud just wanted to drift along and be left alone to think her own thoughts.  
Nothing too heavy, nothing to get nervous or depressed about, that’s for sure, just 
pleasant daydreams and the taste of freedom on her lips.  

 
So now what? A rather pointless question since no Cirrus, nor Cumulus, not even 

a Cirrocumulus was there to answer any query whatsoever.  And worse, the sun melting 
faster than your ice cream in August wouldn’t be around much longer to light the way, if 
a way there was to locate the flock.  Opal was secretly promising that henceforth she’d 
never ever again stray but in the meantime such a promise seemed based more on a 
fervent hope rather than stark reality.  

 
To make matters worse, sweet Opal made the mistake of glancing back and oh, 

horrors!!! What did she spot? What turned the water in her veins to ice? A gathering 
storm had snuck up on her.  A huge, menacing herd of horrid, broiling, growling 
Nimbostrati, riding astride a howling wind bore down on the lost little white cloud.  They 
were thunder belching, lightning zip-zapping, brutish dinosaur-like creatures intent on 
pulverizing all in their path. There were giant yawning crocodiles, ponderous 
pachyderms, fire-breathing dragons, and poisonous Gila monsters regurgitated by some 
hellish cataclysmic volcanic event deep within the bowels of the earth.   No matter how 
desperately the little white cloud tried to zig and zag out of reach, inevitably, there was 
no escape; she’d soon be caught and gobbled up.  Yes, indeed Opal’s fate was sealed 
and it was really all she could do to keep herself from being shred into bits and pieces 
inside a roiling cauldron of frigid water vapours.   

 
All alone, hugging an ethereal body into a tight fluff ball, valiantly 

trying to survive within a malevolent maelstrom of grey wet, the little white 
cloud was gasping and trembling; soon, without knowing why, intuition 
perhaps, Opal felt as though she would weep herself into oblivion.   

 
(Gentle reader, you need not be told in cold-hearted, graphic details what was 

about to befall our little friend.  Indeed, as the sun was sinking lower and as the ambient 
air temperature was cooling drastically, then indeed the natural process we, humans, 
call rain was just about to overflow a sky-bound cup, metaphorically speaking, that is.  
The little white cloud struggled not to be swept along but she was oh, so small and weak, 
a prisoner in the embrace of a cataclysm, she inevitably succumbed to the righteous and 
immutable Law of Nature.  Yes, the little white cloud began to feel as if disintegrating, 
melting like butter on your mother’s frying pan when she prepares your breakfast eggs.)   
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Bereft, abandoned, darling Opal, hyperventilating and wailing, wailed, “Oh, no! 

NO!!! I’m soon going to disappear.  What am I to do?”  The more the little cloud cried the 
thinner she became and sure enough there was soon nothing of her left but a handful of 
clear and pristine, pure pearl-like droplets of water descending to earth in a misty veil of 
a cloud.  Such a description might seem opposite to reality, but strange as it was in an 
unforeseen way, the little white cloud even in perilous circumstances had somehow 
found a way to lag and slip behind the dark and angry horde of Nimbostrati; suddenly in 
the clear and alone, she was now falling down as a gentle rain.  “Even now, I’m out of 
the box.”  Opal was gently sobbing but in hundreds of little voices that could only be 
heard as a tiny, barely noticeable ‘pit-pit… pat-pat… pitter-patter… plop… plop’ as she 
was alighting on earth in the form of H2O droplets.   

 
Sadly, oh so sadly the truth is the little white cloud had by then given up the ghost.  

Her last clear thought was strangely enough not so much of despair but of a calm 
acceptance of her fate, destiny, kismet or, if you are so inclined to believe, in 
imponderable karma.  “Oh well, that is to be my end.  Just a few drops of moisture and 
that’s the last of me.  Farewell to all.  I’m sorry I didn’t listen and stay inside my nice, 
homey box, whatever or wherever that was.” 

 
(Well, now sweet reader, don’t be too sad and if you have a tear or two pearling 

on your eyelids, hold them in, don’t let them fall, take courage and read on.) 
 
As it happened, the little white cloud landed on a majestic Maple tree, the kind 

found only in Canada.  Proud to be an iconic symbol of this great land, it resided in 
splendor, a stately tower of branches and leaves, providing a benevolent canopy over 
every blade of grass and wild flower growing in a verdant meadow below.  One of its 
leaves felt the first moisture and it immediately formed a kind of concave palm, gathering 
the few drops together into one small crystalline pool; with care it funneled the 
translucent life-giving water one by one tear drop to a flower that was in desperate need 
of a transfusion of H2O.  It too was just one little flower, a Lily of the Valley that had 
somehow found itself popping out of the earth but isolated far from brothers and sisters.  
Another one of Nature’s children that had somehow ventured away and it too, if Opal 
could have said so, it was ‘out of the box’.  Unfortunately, it was growing, or more to the 
point, it was trying to grow amongst roots and soil that simply didn’t get enough moisture.  
At this precise moment, it was drooping and sagging from dehydration, in real danger of 
never, ever hearing its tiny white bells delightfully chime nor bloom to full splendor. 

 
(Mon ami, have you ever stuck your nose close to a ‘Lily of the Valley’ and taken 

a good, full sniff? It will bless you with a wonderful whiff of heavenly aroma, a fragrant 
delight fit only for the most delicate angel’s nose.  A French poet would sing, “Oh, la-la!  
Merçi mon Dieu, comme ça sent bon!”  In romantic Paris, a gift of a bouquet of ‘muguet’ 
is a very welcome token of one’s affection, especially that from a young beau to his 
amour.) 

 
So now, you understand the situation very well.  It appears the giant Maple had 

come to the rescue, and just in the nick of time, I might add.  It carefully aimed what 
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remained of the little white cloud right to the feet of the ailing Lily.  My, oh my!  It was a 
miracle of life.  In no time whatsoever Opal (now in a liquid form rather than vapour 
drops,) fed the roots of the little Lily and it was just like a jolt of honey to a starving 
bear’s metabolism after a long winter’s hibernation.  All through the night, Opal did a 
miraculous job of feeding the little flower moistening its roots and rising up the stem until 
it reached the too frail and yet to open white bells.  By early morning, as the sun rose 
and cast its dark blanket aside, its first golden rays warmed the delicate flower; the once 
near-death Lily offered a magnificent sight.  Sixteen sonorous little bells tinkled in the 
breath of a passing Guardian Angel who’d stopped for an admiring look-see and indulge 
in a hearty double sniff-sniff. 

 
(You see now how the little white cloud had in actual fact come to the rescue of 

the adventurous wee flower.  It seemed as if they were brother and sister in character 
and nature, don’t you think?  I’m sure you agree with me and for that I thank you.  And 
now my dear little reader, I will whisper to you the most wonderful of all and how this 
true tale ended.  There is a natural rhythm to Nature’s ways.  Let me tell you one such 
marvelous instance.  Tomorrow, get out of bed early in the morning, don’t mope around 
inside your house but go out, explore your garden.  Guess what? You’ll find dewdrops 
clinging to blades of grass or flower petals.  Admire the perfectly shaped teardrops 
glistening in the sun’s rays, splendid as the most rare of pearls sitting inside an oyster.  
And such was the case on the Lily’s flowering head, a few drops of dew had formed and 
after the sun’s warming kiss had found them, they soon evaporated becoming a slow 
rising mist.  Yes, hip-hip hurray!  You guessed it.  Reborn and vibrant, Opal was now 
sprouting little rainbow-hued wings to carry her upwards; once again she was a happy 
little white cloud rising homeward to the clear blue sky above your head. 

   I suppose it’s natural to ask if Opal ever found her own flock, the one that had 
scattered across the limitless blue meadow.  The simple truth, no! But wait!  What’s 
that? There, in the distance…  a tiny white dot.  Hold your breath and read on if you 
can.) 

 
Opal scrunched dewy eyes – could it be? Yes, in the distance a small dot was 

quickly growing bigger and bigger and soon could be recognized as another little white 
cloud.  A gentle Mr. Zephyr a bit ashamed of his recent tantrum was now being kind and, 
splitting itself in two opposites, was blowing them towards each other.   

 
Thump-thump-thump! Opal’s little heart was beating ever faster and she could 

hardly believe the miraculous sight, “Snowball! Is that you?” 
 
Simultaneously Snowball, for indeed it was he, rejoined, “Opal! I thought I’d never 

see you again.” 
 
Yes, indeed, how could anyone foresee such a happy circumstance? “How ever 

did you find me?  There was such a dreadful storm.  Oh my, thunder and lightning and 
these maniacal Nimbostrati like snorting, fire-belching rogue elephants invading our 
peaceful blue heaven.  How did you do it? Why?” 
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Snowball it must be told had always been Opal’s bestest pal.  He was always 
close to her and, let us face it, was the oftentimes-niggling voice of caution.  He’d plead 
with her not to wander off too far from the beaten path, to avoid excitement and new 
adventures, urging rejoining the flock before getting lost.  He was always three steps 
behind her going off on some adventure and one step in front urging her to follow him 
quickly before they got into trouble.  Snowball was the voice of reason and a great friend 
always looking out for her safety.  Overwrought with emotion, he had blamed himself 
when for once Opal had slipped away without him noticing and by the time he’d realized 
it, she was nowhere to be seen or found.  It was the same raging thunderstorm that had 
overtaken her that had also raided the placid flock.  He’d made up his mind to extricate 
her from whatever mess she might be in, disregarding his own safety and the frightened 
flock that skedaddled as far as possible beyond the reach of the psychotic Nimbos.  
Snowball knew by simple reasoning that Opal must be in the opposite direction and 
instead of turning tail, he resolutely faced the menacing horde face on. 

 
“I knew you must have been caught by those ghastly Nimbos and so I headed 

straight for them.  I figured it was the fastest way to find you.” 
 
“But,” Opal gasped, “you couldn’t possibly have survived such a tsunami of 

violence!  They’re real maniacs; they’d have torn you apart.” 
 
Snowball allowed himself a small smile, “Yes, that would have been fatal, if I’d 

tried to go through them, but I outwitted them all.  After all they’re just dumb brutes that 
have nothing else in their minds but to destroy.” 

 
“My goodness Snowball, don’t keep me in suspense, tell me now.  How did you 

manage?” 
 
“Let me first catch my breath,” Snowball pleaded, “Give me but a moment before 

interrupting and I’ll tell all.”  Presently he composed himself and with a flash of pride in 
his eyes, he explained.  “Okay, as I said I had to outwit them as there was no way to 
outmuscle them.  So I headed straight for them and I could see they were chomping and 
drooling to get at me, thundering and aiming killer bolts of lightning, but at the very last 
second I faked them out.  Oh, if I say so myself it was a thing of beauty.” 

 
Opal had never seen or heard her usually quietly reserved and somewhat shy 

friend so graphic in verbiage.  In fact she sometimes had thought he was a bit of a pot of 
glue, always sticking to her, but nice to have around just the same as he was rather an 
amiable, almost perfectly round very white cloud, hence his name fit him very well 
indeed.  “So, tell me, don’t be bashful,” she couldn’t help a little ribbing, “don’t be so 
mysterious.  Tell me how you pulled the wool over the wolf’s eyes.” 

 
(Of course, Opal didn’t mean to hurt his feelings; on the contrary don’t children of 

all species like to tease the opposite gender? And why is that my pretty reader? Yes, we 
all know what it means, ‘I’m teasing you because I really like you’.) 
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He let that playful poke pass, as he was just about to relish narrating his prowess.  
“Well, then, imagine this.  I made straight at them and at the very last nano-second I 
made a really super manoeuver.  I faked them right out, inside out, if I can say so.  I 
made as if I’d try to dive under the leading crazy and just as it dropped its jaw to snatch 
me up, I made a tremendous leap skyward.  I rocketed over its dumb head, and the 
others could only look with big, slimy jaws agape in surprise, and voila!  Here I am.”  

 
“Oh, wow! You did that? My goodness, the monsters are so monstrously large 

with thunderheads towering above all else.  It’s impossible.” 
 
“Well, impossible is but a negative word until you keep on trying and prove 

anything is possible after all.”  Snowball basked in Opal’s candid admiration.  “I never let 
on and it will surely surprise you but I often went off by myself too.  That’s right Miss 
Opal, I’m not such a dripping nerd as you may have imagined.  Don’t deny it; you 
sometimes did think I was too tame for you.”  He hastened to add, “Don’t answer that, I 
don’t want you to feel forced to lie.  At any rate, do you know why I sought out a little 
corner of heaven where I’d not be observed? Well my ambition was to become the best 
flyer of our entire flock.  I practiced all by myself trying out slide steps, left to right, right 
to left with dips and pop-ups, quick deep dives and ever faster shoot-up-to-the-sky 
techniques.  I’m a pretty good athlete when it comes down to it.”  As if sensing he’d been 
on the verge of braggadocio, Snowball suddenly looked down and sure enough Opal 
saw him blush from head to toe.   

 
Opal was very attracted to him at that very moment.  She realized just how sweet 

and yet brave was her dear friend.  “It’s so wonderful.  You’re wonderful.  You found me.  
It’s like a miracle.”   

 
Snowball accepted the praise with humility but now he too had questions.  “And 

what happened to you? I must say, you look different,” he hesitated, “almost older and 
there’s something in your eyes.  What did you see? Where have you been? What 
happened there?” 

 
Snowball’s intuitive questioning hit the mark and Opal after a moment’s hesitation 

opened up.  She allowed a torrent of words to gush out describing what had transpired 
in so dramatic a fashion.  She told her friend about how much fun she had with Prince 
and then the terror of being swallowed whole by the raging, rampaging Nimbostrati 
horrible herd.  Finally, she related all she could remember about finding herself raining 
down to earth and how she’d been resigned to accept an unknown final destiny.  Finally, 
she detailed the kindly Maple leaf catcher and the subsequent act that brought life to a 
forlorn little flower.  

 
It was in rapt attention that Snowball had tried to imagine that so much adventure 

and self-discovery was possible in less than twenty-four hours.  When Opal at long last 
had come to the end of her stirring tale, no sound was forthcoming from either.  How 
long did this welcome moment of respite last? Who can tell?  Snowball had been 
stunned speechless by the wonder of Opal’s stoic bravery in the face of a terrifying, 
mysterious unknown.   
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(Was it actual bravery or simply being stunned into accepting fate, one will never 

know and how would any of us react differently if we were about to disintegrate into 
raindrops?) 

 
Finding his voice Snowball exclaimed, “My goodness, you are right – it was and is 

a miracle!  A miracle you survived and a miracle I found you.  But let’s for now forget the 
past, let’s see what do we do now?” 

 
 “I don’t suppose we can easily find our flock again, do you?”  Opal had asked 
hopefully but somehow already bracing herself for the obvious answer.   
 
            “Not a snowball’s chance in the Sahara,” admitted Snowball, “they’re scattered 
all over the sky, those that survived are far away, those that didn’t were either engulfed 
and enslaved by the NimbiKreepi, or fell to earth as rain, same as you.  I’m afraid we’re 
on our own from here on in.” 

 
It took a second for Opal to digest this new fact of life, but instead of feeling down, 

all of a sudden the future became crystal clear.  “Why be afraid? I’m not, no, on the 
contrary.  Just think my friend, I know exactly who we are and what is the purpose God 
gave us at birth.” 

 
“Please shed a light on this poor lost cloud.  Illuminate me for I sure don’t know 

any of what you’re all excited about.”   
 
“My dearest Snowball, I was so lucky to go through what I did and to come back 

as I am now and to be found by you.  I know what we can do from here on in and what 
you are surely going to agree with me is the finest destiny we can possibly have hoped 
for.  Listen; from now on our sole purpose in life will be to look for and rescue little 
flowers that need our wet kiss to survive and thrive.  We will go about helping to bring 
healthy blooms to beautify this at times much too barren earth.  The flowers in turn will 
provide life-giving food for creatures such as Prince in the form of nectar and for little 
humans as delicious honey.” 

 
Snowball thought that was just great as long as he could fly side-by-side with 

Opal he was up for anything she wanted.  “Just lead on,” he called out joyfully, “look out 
down below, little flowers in need of rescue, you need only wave and we’ll drop in on 
you.”  He was quite satisfied with his little pun even though Opal made a show of 
groaning at the too obvious bit of literary humour.   

 
Opal was thrilled her best friend had not hesitated, “Well-well, you’ve changed too 

you know.  A little adventure did you some good and you’re no longer a drip.”  She too 
could fling a pun or two with abandon.  “So let’s not dawdle here.  The whole wide world 
is waiting on us.” 

 
Henceforth, side-by-side, Opal and Snowball traveled the world over.  Soaring 

above mountains and gliding across valleys in Japan, hence across to Korea and 
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beyond to China and India, looking over the fabulous gardens of Europe, skirting over 
the deserts of Africa, riding swift air streams and crossing seas and oceans, meandering 
across the wide-open plains of Canada, wherever they found a needy flower crying out 
for life-giving water, they unstintingly gave of themselves.  Somewhere in her heart, 
Opal was also making sure there would always be a safe refuge for Prince when he 
needed a petal to rest on and a good snack of nectar to stay strong and healthy.   

 
To this very day, the inseparable companions have been re-born, time and again 

thanks to the incomparable, marvelous Natural Cycle of Life.  No doubt a wondrous 
miracle had taken place and was repeated many times over.  Faithfully accompanied by 
Snowball, Opal no longer felt lost, alone or lonely.  She no longer needed to wander off 
on her own but rather flew content in tandem with her steadfast companion.  Opal had 
found her true purpose and happily gave generously of herself to fulfill her vital role in 
Madame Nature’s Cycle of Life - what more can anyone of us ask for?  

 
And now sweet and loyal reader, I’ve come to the end of this very true 

fairy tale but before I bid you a fond adieu, I have this very special message 
for you, my dear, loyal reader.  Each and every day, look up to the azure 
blue sky and when you spot the two little white clouds peacefully drifting by, 
make sure to wave and blow them a big kiss.  I’ll tell you this for absolute 
certainty; Opal and Snowball will most assuredly see you and smile right 
back.  And when you feel a tiny drop of crystal dew on your face, it’s in fact 
an exquisitely sweet kiss especially for a lovely child such as you – it’s a 
solemn promise. 
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