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On a quiet Tuesday evening, Hannah sat on
the wide wooden windowsill of her bedroom,
her knees pulled up, watching the clouds
outside turn from peach to purple as the sun

went down.

She had been watching clouds every evening
for as long as she could remember — she even
kept a crumpled notebook on the sill where
she sketched their shapes, labeling them

with names she invented herself: "Elephant
Trunk," "Melting Castle,"” "Old Sleeping
Bear."

But tonight something was wrong.

Where the biggest, fluffiest cloud — the one
she called Old Sleeping Bear — had always
floated in the same patch of sky above the
oak tree, there was nothing: only a ragged
dark gap, like a torn hole in velvet.

Hannah pressed her nose against the cold
glass and squinted hard, certain she was
imagining it. "Bears don't just disappear,"
she murmured to the window, her breath
fogging the pane.

She pulled on her oversized periwinkle-blue
knitted sweater over her pajamas, tucked her
cloud notebook under her arm, and slipped
out the back door into the garden — because
Hannah was the kind of girl who always had
to see things for herself.




The garden was cool and smelled of damp
grass, and the torn gap in the sky looked
even larger from outside — a ragged dark
wound in the clouds, perfectly still while
everything else drifted slowly.

Hannah opened her notebook and found her
sketch of Old Sleeping Bear: two rounded
humps, a thick snout, lines she had drawn
last week without knowing why they would
matter.

She was studying the sketch when something
small and fast dropped out of the gap a
spinning like a cotton ball thrown from a
very great height, and landed with a soft
thump in the grass right at her feet.

Hannah stumbled back three full steps, her
heart hammering, because the thing was not a
cotton ball — it was a creature, round and
white and alive, blinking up at her with two
wide amber eyes full of alarm.

For a long moment neither of them moved,
Hannah's breath coming fast, the creature's

cloud-fiber fur rippling as if caught in a
private wind.

Then the creature uncurled one small
silver-clawed paw, spread it flat on her
notebook — right on top of her sketch of Old
Sleeping Bear — and pressed down firmly,
just once, as if it were agreeing with
something she hadn't yet said aloud.




Hannah crouched down very slowly, the
once crouched near a moth with a torn wing,
until she was eye-level with the small
creature.

His amber eyes didn't blink — they stayed fixed
on her, searching, as if deciding something
important about her.

"You came from up tl ' she said quietly,
pointing at the da p above the oak tree,
and the creature's long cloud-fiber ridge tufts
glowed faintly blue-white, just for a moment.
Hannah took that as a yes.

She looked at the gap, then at the creature,
then at her sketch of Old Sleeping Bear, and a
thought arrived whole and sudden: the gap was
the exact shape of the cloud she'd been drawing
for a week — the creature hadn't fallen out
randomly, something had taken Old Sleeping
Bear's place in the sky, and this small being
had fallen through what was left behind.

"I'm going to find it," Hannah said firmly,
closing the notebook around her pencil. "I'm
going to find Old Sleeping Bear and put it
back."

The creature made a sound then — not a bark or
a chirp, but a low resonant hum like a cello
string — and Hannah decided, right there in the
dark garden, that his name was Bramblequill,
because he looked exactly like something that
would live in both brambles and clouds at once.




Bramblequill pressed his four silver-clawed
paws together and then sprang — not across
the grass, but upward, rising steadily as if
climbing invisible stairs — and Hannah
understood, with a lurch in her stomach, ; >
that she was expected to follow. Y

She looked at her hands, then at the first

floating wisps of cloud that had descended )
to just above the oak's highest branches,

and she remembered something she'd read in a )
library book: clouds are not solid, they're

made of a trillion tiny water droplets, and

nothing can stand on them.

But Bramblequill was standing on them, and
he turned back and looked at her with those

amber eyes and hummed his low cello note,
and the sound seemed to settle into Hannah's
bones and make them feel lighter.

She grabbed the lowest branch of the oak,
climbed until she was level with the nearest N
wisp, stretched out one foot — and felt it

hold, soft as packed snow but firm enough.

Bramblequill chittered once, which Hannah
already understood meant "faster, please,"
and she stepped fully onto the cloud, both
feet, arms out for balance. > e

"Right," she said to herself and to him, her o
voice steadier than she expected. "We're ,
doing this." \ L 3
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Above the oak tree the sky opened into a world
Hannah had never imagined: the clouds were not
flat or wispy up close but enormous and dee
carved into canyons and arching ridges that
glowed from within with a cool pearl-blue

light.

Bramblequill moved through the cloud landscape
quickly, his silver claws finding holds she
couldn't see, and Hannah followed by stepping
exactly where his paws had been — she noticed
that where he stepped, the cloud surface firmed
for exactly three seconds before softening

again.

That was the rule, she realized: Bramblequill's
touch activated the cloud surface just long
enough for one person to cross, and if she
hesitated too long the surface would give way.
"Three seconds," she reminded herself each
time, counting under her breath.

In the deep canyon below the main cloud ridge,
Hannah spotted something astonishing — dozens
of torn cloud-scraps lying still, like pages

ripped from a book, each one shaped like
something she could recognize: a whale, a boot,

a chair, an elephant.

"These are all the missing clouds," she

breathed, kneeling at the canyon's edge to look
down — old clouds from old evenings, from whole
seasons before, all gathered here in the same

still valley.

And somewhere among them, she knew with
complete certainty, was Old Sleeping Bear.




Hannah climbed down into the canyon using the
same three-second rule, counting quietly with
each step Bramblequill took before her.

But the cloud-scraps in the valley were

different from the surface above — they were

old and still and did not firm when

Bramblequill touched them, lying heavy and cold
as damp wool beneath her feet.

"Why won't they glow?" Hannah asked, pressing a
hand against a whale-shaped piece.

Bramblequill walked in a slow circle around the
whale, sniffing at its edges, and then sat back
and made a long mournful sound Hannah hadn't
heard from him before — lower than his usual
hum, more like a groan the earth would make.

She watched him carefully and understood: the

old clouds had come loose because something had

broken the filament that connected them to the

sky above — a thin golden thread she could now
dangling from the canyon ceiling, frayed

and slack.

"The thread holds the clouds in place," she
said aloud, tracing the frayed end with one
finger. "If I can reconnect Old Sleeping Bear's
thread, it'll rise back up."

Bramblequill's back ridge glowed a strong
blue-white and he chittered twice — Hannah was
learning that two chitters meant: "You are
correct, but there is something you do not yet
know."
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Hannah pulled the cloud notebook from her
sweater pocket and found a blank page, then
used her pencil to sketch the frayed golden
thread and the whale-cloud beneath it, working
out how she might tie the two back together.

Bramblequill watched her sketch for a moment,
then placed one silver claw firmly on the page
— not helping, but stopping her.

He walked deliberately to a far corner of the
canyon where Hannah hadn't looked yet, and she
followed, and what she found there changed
everything she thought she understood: Old
Sleeping Bear was already here, already found —
and it was not torn loose at all.

It was rolled up tightly, deliberately, like
something stored carefully on purpose, with its
golden filament wound neatly around it. Hannah
stared.

"Someone put it here," she said slowly, her
certainty from the garden — "find Old Sleeping
Bear and put it back" — beginning to crack like
ice under too much weight.

Because if it had been stored deliberately,
then the gap in the sky above her house wasn't
damage — it was a door, left open by whoever
had folded Old Sleeping Bear away, and the

ion was no longer how to reconnect a
broken thread but why the cloud had been hidden
in the first place, and whether putting it back
was actually the right thing to do.




Hannah sat cross-legged on the canyon floor and
looked at Bramblequill very steadily. "You
knew," she said — not angry, just certain. "You
knew it wasn't broken. That's what the two
chitters meant."

Bramblequill blinked his amber eyes slowly —
once, like a lantern being dimmed — and Hannah
took that as a ves.

She touched the neatly wound golden filament
and felt something she hadn't expected: the
thread vibrated under her fingertip with a

faint low pulse, steady as a heartbeat, and she
realized the cloud wasn't stored — it was
sleeping, healing, knitting itself back

together after something had frayed it from the
inside.

"It rolled itself up," she said quietly, the

truth arriving in pieces. "It needed to rest."
And then, arriving right behind that thought,
came the harder one: "But the gap it left —
cold air is pouring through the gap and all the
other cloud-filaments are going brittle from
the chill."

She looked up at the frayed threads above and
understood that while Old Sleeping Bear rested,
it was her job to protect the gap — not fill it
with the sleeping cloud too soon, but stitch

the gap's edges stable so the other clouds
wouldn't fall.

Bramblequill pressed his warm cloud-fiber side
against her arm, and Hannah, for the first time
all evening, wasn't sure she knew how.




Hannah opened her notebook to the page with Old
Sleeping Bear's sketch and looked at the lines
she had drawn — two rounded humps, a thick
snout — and noticed something she'd never paid
attention to before: at the edge of every cloud
she'd ever sketched, she had automatically
drawn a tiny looping thread, a habit so old

she'd forgotten she'd started it.

She had been tracing the cloud-filaments in her
drawings for a whole year without knowing what
they were.

"I already know how to do this," she said — not
loudly, just honestly — and the realization

felt like a door opening inside her chest.

She pulled the pencil from her notebook, and
Bramblequill leaned forward with sudden
interest: the pencil was not an ordinary

pencil, she now understood — it had picked up
something from the canyon air, because when she
drew a loop in the cold air above a frayed
thread-end, the loop appeared, golden and
faintly solid, hovering just long enough to be
grabbed.

But here was the limit she discovered
immediately: each drawn loop lasted only as
long as she held her breath, and the moment she
exhaled it dissolved.

"One breath, one stitch," she said to herself,
counting the frayed threads above — there were
nine, and her lungs were not large — and she
straightened her spine, because there was no
one else here to do this, and she was going to
find a way.




Hannah stitched the first thread, and it held — a
golden loop joining the frayed ends, glowing warm
and solid.

She stitched the second and third, moving fast,

the cold air biting her nose and cheeks,
Bramblequill running ahead of her to each new
thread and pressing his silver claws firmly

against the frayed ends to hold them still — she
understood now that this was his strength, holding
the threads steady so she could catch them.

But on the fourth thread, Hannah ran out of breath
too soon and the half-finished loop dissolved, and
the thread snapped back harder than before and
knocked her off her feet.

She sat on the cold canyon floor with a sting in
her palm where the thread had caught her, and for

a moment the whole task felt impossible: nine
threads, one breath each, and she had only managed
three.

"I can't do them all," she said — and the moment
she said it aloud, she hated how it sounded.

Bramblequill sat in front of her and made his low
mournful sound, and then did something unexpected:
he began to hum, not his usual cello-string hum

but a longer, slower note, and Hannah felt her

lungs expand involuntarily, as if his sound were
pulling the air into her.

She took the deepest breath she had ever taken in
her life, and when she stood up and raised her
pencil again, she believed, for the first time

with no doubts, that she was going to finish every
one.




She stitched thread after thread, Bramblequill
holding each frayed end with his silver claws,
Hannah drawing her loops on the longest single
breaths she'd ever held, counting silently so

she wouldn't think about failing.

Five, six, seven — each stitch glowed gold and
held firm, and the cold blue air from the gap
above began to slow as the edges drew tighter.

On the eighth thread, Bramblequill let out a
sudden sharp cry and pulled his paw back — the
thread had cut into his silver claw, and for

the first time Hannah saw him wince.

She stopped immediately, because this was his
body and not his job alone.

"Let me," she said, reaching forward with her
notebook and sliding it under the sharp frayed
end to protect his claw, then holding the

thread herself with her free hand — she had not
tried this before, holding and drawing at the
same time, and she wasn't sure her hands were
coordinated enough.

But she breathed in, steadied herself, felt the
thread hum against her palm the same way the
sleeping bear-cloud had hummed, and something
in that pulse felt like encouragement.

She drew the loop, completed the stitch, and

the eighth thread sealed golden — and
Bramblequill pressed his whole warm cloud-fiber
face briefly against the back of her hand,

which Hannah understood was the most grateful
thing he knew how to do.




Hannah stood before the ninth and last thread and
looked up at it — it was the highest and the
thinnest, frayed into dozens of tiny hairlike
filaments instead of one clean break.

"I can't draw one loop big enough to catch all of
those," she said, thinking aloud, tilting her

head.

Bramblequill chittered twice — she still
remembered: two chitters meant "you are correct,
but there is something you don't yet know" — and
then he did something she hadn't seen him do
before: he turned in a slow circle, the way a dog
prepares to sleep, and as he turned his
cloud-fiber fur released dozens of tiny golden
sparks.

Of course — his fur held trace filament from every

cloud he had ever touched, and those sparks were
fragments of thread.

Hannah held her pencil above the sparks and drew
not one loop but many small loops in a quick chain
— she had done exactly this in the margins of her
notebook for years, tiny linked eircles she'd
doodled without knowing why.

One breath, many stitches, her hand moving from
long practice, the tiny loops catching each

hairlike filament and pulling them together into
one gleaming braid.

The ninth thread sealed with a sound like a bell
struck once in a very large room, and above them
the gap in the sky shrank to a thin bright seam —
and from far below came a deep, resonant exhale,
warm and slow, as Old Sleeping Bear, sensing the
sky grow safe again, began to stir.




Old Sleeping Bear uncurled slowly, the two
rounded humps rising first, then the thick
snout, exactly as Hannah had always drawn it,
and it filled the canyon with the warm smell of
rain that hadn't fallen yet.

The cloud rose on its own golden thread —
reattached, rested, whole — drifting upward
through the canyon ceiling toward the seam of
sky above, and Hannah and Bramblequill had to
press flat against the canyon wall as it

passed, massive and soft and absolutely sure of
where it was going.

Hannah climbed back to the cloud surface above
and watched from the rim as Old Sleeping Bear
rose through the seam and settled back into its
place in the sky, spreading into its familiar
shape — two humps, thick snout — pertfectly
visible against the deep blue-black night.

The seam closed behind it with a sound like a
sigh, and for a moment every cloud in the sky

hummed together at the same low note, the sound
Bramblequill had made in the garden, and Hannah

understood that the whole sky knew.

She stood on the cloud surface under the
repaired sky and felt something she had no
exact word for — not pride exactly, but a clean
and quiet certainty that she was enough for the
things that needed doing.

Bramblequill ran in three tight circles around
her feet and then sat down and looked up at her
with his amber eyes, and she laughed — a real
laugh, surprised out of her, the best kind.




The cloud surface carried them gently lower as
the sky settled, and Hannah found she was back
at the top of the oak tree without quite
noticing the journey, one hand on the highest
branch, the cloud beneath her feet softening
back into mist,
She looked at her notebook and saw something
new: every sketch she'd ever made of a cloud
now had a faint golden glow at the looping

— not drawn by her pencil, but the
if the clouds themselves had signed back.
Bramblequill sat on the oak branch beside her,
smaller and rounder without the high sky wind,
and Hannah realized she had a decision to make
about him.
She could ask him to stay — he would, she
thought, if she asked in the right way — but
she looked at his amber eyes and saw that he

was watching the clond-canyon above the way she

sometimes watched the window, drawn toward
something just out of reach, and she understood
that he belonged up there the way she belonged
down here.

"You can go back," she said, and meant it.
Bramblequill pressed his warm cloud-fiber face
against her cheek — one long, steady moment —
and then leaped upward, rising on invisible
stairs, growing smaller against the enormous
repaired sky until he was only a bright ivory
speck, and then nothing, and then she thought
she could see, faintly, a blue-white glow

moving between the clouds far above.




Hannah climbed back down the oak tree and
slipped through the garden door into the warmth
of her house, and stood for a moment in the
quiet kitchen letting the familiar smell of

home settle back around her.

She went to her bedroom windowsill and sat in
her usual spot, knees drawn up, and looked at
the sky.

0ld Sleeping Bear was there — two rounded
humps, thick snout — exactly where it had
always been, and she felt the same
cool-and-certain feeling she'd felt on the
cloud surface: that she was enough, that she
had done something real.

She opened her notebook to a fresh page and
began to sketch the repaired sky, and this
time, without thinking about it, she drew the
golden looping threads first, before anything
else — the stitch-work beneath everything that
holds the clouds in their places.

"Sleep well, Bear," she murmured at the window,
her breath making a small fog circle on the

glass exactly like the one she'd made at the
beginning of the evening,.

Then Hannah curled up on the windowsill with
her notebook pressed to her chest, and outside
the window the sky was whole and humming, and
somewhere far above the oak tree a faint
blue-white glow moved slowly between the
clouds, keeping watch.
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