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He said, “I think I'll be a white
cirrus cloud foday.

That way | 1l =
and thin,
and kids
won't sing
for me to go
away again.”

The Little Rain Cloud
would change today.



“We love you the way you are.”



 His mother said, “The wind will
 take you much too far.”

But how he longed to have the
world look at him with a smile.



The Little Rain Cloud
was tired of being
dark and gray.

He said, “I think I'll be a white
cumulus cloud today.”

“That way I'll be so fluffy and full.”



“And all the kids wi
m totally cool.”

|

he Little Rain Cloud would be
somebody else today.



His mother said, “Look inside
and see who you are.”



But how he longed to have the
world look at him with a smile.



Much too flat for us.



An Asperitas?

Undulatingly
haphazardous!
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That'd be calamitous!



We're proud to be nimbus
and wish you'd stay with us.



But the Little Rain Cloud still
didn't know who he should be.

Then, one morning...



The Little Rain
Cloud rained on
er’s head.
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And when he saw all the joy h
was bringing, the Little Rain Cloud
said, “I'll just be me instead!”
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Cloud Typed

Cirrostratus Cirrocumulus

Alfostratus '  Altocumulus




umulonimbus




The Little Rain Cloud is tired of being
dark and gray and having people wish
him away. He thinks about being
somebody else for a change. His parents
encourage him to look inside and see who
he really is, to find his dharma - his
purpose in life.

The Little Rain Cloud is a story of self-discovery, finding your purpose,
and being happy with who you are, no matter your

color or category. 030
The Aot Briag
- Brian is a writer and singer-songuwriter in Cincinnati. S\lli\’?m
This story is based on a song he wrote for his kids. — \*\ >
I 9 ‘
;;

LRSI
e
L
LAt S




