


High, high, higher stilll

Above the tallest trees, above the snowy mountain tips, above the kites
that wiggle on their strings whoosh! There is a place no map can find.

It doesn't sit.

It doesn't stand.

It floats! Puff!

Hidden in ribbons of mist and beams of golden morning light drifts the
Kingdom of Vaandom.

Vaandom isn't like Earth. No, no, no! Here you'll find spiral staircases that
twirl like swish, swish, swish! ribbons of breeze. Bridges stretch and
stretch, stitched together from fog. Ponds glitter and glimmer with dew so
shiny it looks like a necklace for the sky.



And the land itself?

It's made of clouds! Big, fluffy cloud-islands that bob and bounce, curl and
uncurl, glowing like marshmallows kissed by the sun. Sometimes they drift
lazily together and sometimes they scatter apart like they're playing chase.
But listen closely. Shhh...

The clouds are alive!

In Vaandom, clouds chatter and giggle. They tell jokes, play pranks, and
whisper secrets with voices soft as pillows. Some are little and puffy, always
tumbling, rolling, and laughing. Others are tall and grand, with wise, glowing
faces, rumbling gently when they speak.

And oh! They go to cloud school! Because every cloud in Vaandom has
something important to learn.



Some practice being Wind Guides: whoosh! steering breezes across
fields and seas.

Some become Sunset Painters, dipping their edges in orange and pink
and purple until the whole sky blushes.

JIH!

Others train as Hushers wrapping the Earth in sleepy fog, tucking
villages into bed.

Every cloud has a job. Every cloud has a gift. Together, they keep the
world below feeling just right.



So the next time you stretch out on the grass and stare at the clouds,
remember this: they're not drifting lazily at all. Oh no, no, no! They're busy.
Busy choreographing raindrops. Busy fluffing up snowflakes. Busy hiding a
rainbow just for you.

Vaandom is always working!

Always playing!

Always watching!

And always, always waiting for someone to notice.



