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The first Rainbow

Weatherling in over

a thousand years!

Has LOTS of extra

magical abilities called

rainbow gifts.

Cloud-cat!

LOVES to eat contrail

cobbler (and any

other leftovers)!

Often explodes and reforms

with his limbs missing.

Snow Weatherling.

His ears erupt with

snowflakes when he’s thinking.

Has a school attendance

record of one hundred

and two percent.

Rain Weatherling.

Wants to be a

puddle-porting champion

when she grows up.

Is the Weather Wobbler Sky

Academy Team Captain!







Cloud Weatherling.

The best detective in

the Weatherlands.

Has a cloud-slug called

Mr Steve.

Sun Weatherling.

Almost went Rogue but

decided to turn over

a new leaf.

Helps Ray to learn her

rainbow weather magic.

Rain Weatherling.

The deputy head

teacher at Sky Academy.

Hardly ever smiles.

Cloud Weatherling.

Loves hosting puff

pod parties.

Is suspicious of rainbow

weather magic.


























CHAPTER 1

THE VON FLUFF

PUFF POD PARTY

It was a sunny Sunday afternoon in the Forest of

Fahrenheits, the perfect place for a puff pod party.

Ten-year-old Ray Grey and her best friend

Snowden Everfreeze were perched on a tree

stump next to the puff pod patch, recovering from

a game of Musical Clouds. Ray had almost won,

but her cloud-cat, Nim, had exploded, sending

Ray plummeting to the ground with a BOMP.

‘This is the ninth puff pod party I’ve been to

and I’ve still never won a game of Musical Clouds,’

Ray groaned, pushing her long rainbow-coloured

hair out of her face. The game had made it even

messier than usual. ‘Maybe next time, eh?’ She

tickled Nim under the chin. He purred joyfully

and morphed into a heart shape.







‘TEN MINUTES

UNTIL THE PUFF POD

PICKING!’ screeched Ray’s

Aunt Foggaleena, making

the friends jump. A cloud-

sparrow on her shoulder

made an ear-piercing chirp.

‘Just ten minutes until my

DARLING Cloudiculus

receives his cloud-creature

for life!’

A flurry of snowflakes

erupted from Snowden’s left

ear. This always happened

when he was thinking. Ray

called them think-flakes.

Snowden was one of the

kindest, cleverest Snow

Weatherlings ever and

one of Ray’s best friends.

‘I wonder what

your baby cousin’s







cloud-creature will be?’ he asked, unwrapping

a neatly assembled drizzle-pickle sandwich.

‘Cloudiculus will pick some sort of cloud-

bird, I expect,’ said Ray, as she munched on a

lightning scone. ‘Every Von Fluff cousin has

picked a cloud-bird.’ Ray nodded towards Aunt

Foggaleena’s other eight children. They all had

cloud-birds perched on their shoulders, tweeting

or squawking or chirping.

The youngest of Ray’s cousins, Cloudiculus

Von Fluff, was turning one that day, and it was

tradition for a Cloud Weatherling to pick a puff

pod on their first birthday. Once picked, a tiny

cloud-creature would emerge and bond with the

young Cloud Weatherling. Together they would

learn to create beautiful cloud magic and be

together forever.

The puff pod parties were always a jolly affair

with lots of aunts and uncles gathering to catch up

on family gossip. But, for Ray, this year’s puff pod

party was special. This was the first time she had

seen her extended family since her life had been
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turned upside down six months ago.

‘I bet your aunts and uncles are

really excited to hear all about your

new magic!’ said Snowden with a grin.

‘Hmmm. MOST of them,’ said Ray.

‘Uncle Billow and Aunt Teensy were

so happy they couldn’t stop raining.

But Aunt Foggaleena . . . Let’s just say

she likes me even LESS now.’

Snowden let out a long whistle.

‘That doesn’t seem very fair.’

‘It’s OK,’ Ray replied with a smile,

her one blue eye and one purple eye both

sparkling. ‘Because I’ll show her that I can

be a mighty Rainbow Weatherling, protecting

the Earth and skies. And I’ll be

an AWESOME Earth

Explorer too!’

She fist-pumped the air,

sending a stream of colours

surging through the treetops.

Ray grimaced.‘I just need







to learn to CONTROL my magic first,’ she added,

frowning at her fist.

While all Weatherlings had one form of

weather magic - snow, wind, rain, sun, cloud

or thunder ’n’ lightning - Ray was born with no

magic at all. In fact, nobody on her mother’s side

of the family had ever had any weather magic. But

during a forbidden trip to Earth, Ray had found

a black crystal and unleashed an ancient power

the world hadn’t seen for over a thousand years

. . . rainbow weather magic! It turned out that

Ray was a Rainbow Weatherling, which meant

that she could control all the other weather magic.

Or at least she would be able to, when she learned

how to use her magic properly.

Aunt Foggaleena marched over to Ray and

looked her up and down disapprovingly. ‘When

it’s time for Cloudiculus to pick a puff pod, you

stay over here,’ she hissed. ‘I want everything to

go perfectly and I can’t risk ANY strange magic

that might cause a problem.’

‘You don’t have to worry about a thing, Aunty.
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I won’t do anything “strange”,’ said Ray, wiggling

her fingers around and pulling a funny face.

Aunt Foggaleena glared. ‘Hmm. Keep that

explosive feline of yours away too.’ She turned on

her heel and strutted back into the crowd with her

cloud-sparrow following close behind.

Snowden shook his head. ‘Your aunt sure has

a breeze in her bonnet!’

‘Told you,’ said Ray. ‘Since the whole rainbow

thing, she doesn’t trust me at all, and she’s

NEVER liked poor Nim.’

The cloud-cat wrapped himself around Ray’s

shoulders and purred. Nim had been born with

a rare glitch that made him explode a lot, so it

was impossible for him to bond with a Cloud

Weatherling or be a real cloud like the ones

humans saw in the sky. Ray had found Nim

abandoned as a cloud-kitten, and since then,

they’d never been apart. They might not have

been bonded by magic, but their bond of love

was unbreakable.

One of Ray’s little cousins skipped over
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happily with her cloud-owl nestled in her arms.

A young Wind Weatherling followed close

behind, looking a little nervous.

‘Hello, Drift,’ said Ray with a wave.

‘Raaaaay, can you show my friend Flow your

rainbows?’ Drift asked. Her cloud-owl hooted as

if repeating the question.

Ray shook her head. ‘Sorry, Drift, I don’t

think your mum would be too happy if I used my

magic here.’

‘Pleeeeeeeeease!’ urged Drift. ‘My friend

Flow finks your magic is scary, but I told

her it’s not!’

Ray frowned. ‘Scary?’

Flow looked up shyly.

‘I heard that your magic

wasn’t like ours,’ she

whispered.

Ray sighed. She hated

the thought of other

Weatherlings being scared

of her magic. ‘Sure, my magic
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is a bit different,’ she said. ‘But that doesn’t make

it scary. Instead of making pretty clouds using

a curly cloud-crook like Drift, I use my staff to

make colourful rainbows.’ Ray pulled out her long

golden staff, which was held to the back of her

waistcoat by two hand-stitched straps courtesy

of Snowden’s excellent sewing skills.

‘What do rainbows do?’ asked Flow, shuffling

forward a little while Drift climbed on to Ray’s

lap, her eyes wide with excitement.

‘Well, I can use my magic to control someone

else’s weather,’ said Ray. ‘So, it’s kind of like

having ALL the weather magic! But it’s also really

handy when there’s a Rogue around . . . you know

about Rogues, don’t you?’

Drift and Flow nodded furiously.

‘Rogues are naughty. And they make

BAD weather like TORNADOES and scary

LIGHTNING and hailstones the size of ME!’

Drift blurted out.

‘Exactly,’ Ray said. ‘Earth’s weather is

carefully planned by the Council of Forecasters,
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but the Rogues mess this up. So, I can use my

rainbows to take control of a Rogue’s naughty

weather and turn it into something good.’ Ray

paused. ‘Well, once I’m fully trained anyway.’

‘That’s lovely,’ said Drift with a big smile.

She turned to her friend. ‘See, I told you Ray

wasn’t scary.’

‘But if rainbows are so good, why haven’t

we ever seen any before?’ asked Flow.

‘The Weatherlands used to have lots of

rainbow weather magic,’ said Ray. ‘But a long

time ago, the most TERRIBLE Rogue took it

all away. Her name was Tornadia Twist.’

Drift gasped and Flow yelped before making

a windy TOOT that definitely wasn’t magic.

‘My mum’s spoken about her!’ whispered

Drift. ‘But why was she so bad? And how did the

rainbow magic end up with you?’

Ray shuddered even though it was warm

outside. Tornadia was one of the most dangerous

Rogues in weather history, and also the reason

why Ray had been born with no magic at all.
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Ray moved a little closer to the young

Weatherlings. ‘Tornadia used to be a Rainbow

Weatherling too,’ she said, keeping her voice

low. ‘But she decided to use her power for BAD.

Tornadia banded together with other Rogues to

create a HUGE storm that lasted for a hundred

years.’

‘That’s HORRIBLE!’ cried Drift, hugging

her cloud-owl to her chest. Flow hadn’t blinked

once, hanging on to Ray’s every word.

Ray continued. ‘On the night of an Eclipse

over a thousand years ago, when she knew the

Rainbow Weatherlings would be dancing around

the Oldest Tree in the World, Tornadia destroyed

the tree. It released a substance called Shadow

Essence, which ABSORBED all the rainbow

weather magic and turned it into a big black lump

of crystal.’

The children’s mouths gaped open and their

eyes were the size of plates.

‘As centuries passed, rainbows were slowly

forgotten. But then I found the crystal and
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released the trapped magic!’ Ray finished

with a grin. Nim miaowed joyfully.

Snowden leaned towards the little

Weatherlings, a long line of think-flakes

pouring from his left ear. ‘Ray triggered the

crystal because she is a TRUE descendant of

the long-lost Rainbow Weatherling clan.’

‘I want to see your rainbow weather magic!’

cried Flow.

Ray screwed up her nose, then grinned.

‘Oh, all right. But only a LITTLE bit!’

Drift and Flow cheered. The rest of the adults

at the party were so busy chatting, Ray was sure

she’d get away with one little trick. What could

possibly go wrong . . .?













CHAPTER 2

POOF

Ray checked that Aunt Foggaleena was out of

sight and made sure her parents were still busy

chatting on the other side of the puff pod patch.

Then she gripped her staff and got herself into

position.

‘What are you going to doooo?!’ asked Drift,

barely able to contain her excitement.

‘Hmm, I’m wondering what rainbow gift

I can use?’ Ray pondered. ‘I don’t know very

many, yet . . .’

‘Rainbow gift?’ said Drift. ‘Like a present?’

Ray chuckled. ‘Not quite. As well as being

able to take control of someone else’s magic,

I can do other things too, such as making

rainbow slides, OR creating big rainbow bubbles.







Those are rainbow gifts. Last week I learned to

SHRINK weather!’

Drift gasped. ‘Oooh! Could you make our

cloud-creatures really tiny and cute?’

Her cloud-owl hooted in agreement. Flow was

jumping up and down on the spot swinging her

wind instrument around with joy.

Ray thought hard. ‘I’ve only practised that gift

once on Nim,’ she said. ‘And it seemed to work

fine . . . so I guess I could give it another go!’

Ray had spent lots of time over the past few

weeks learning about all the different types of

rainbow gifts. Every Rainbow Weatherling that

had ever lived was born with one additional ability

called a rainbow gift. They were usually named

after their gift.

Ray enjoyed looking at all the different names

of the ancient Weatherlings and trying to guess

what each of their gifts could do. Rainbow Slide

had created long bands of colour to transport

herself from one location to another. Rainbow

Rewind had used his gift to turn back the weather
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by one minute - handy for avoiding a nasty

lightning zap from a Rogue!

The one that intrigued Ray the most was

Professor Rainbow Beard’s gift. Ray wondered

how above earth beards had anything to do with

rainbows or the weather. What could his gift do?

She was sure she’d find out one day.

No two Rainbow Weatherlings had the same

gift, and if the Rainbow Weatherlings hadn’t

have been made extinct, then Ray would have had

her own gift too (she often wondered what this

would have been!). But when Ray had destroyed

the shadow crystal, she received the WHOLE

CLAN’s rainbow weather magic, which meant

Ray didn’t just have ONE gift - she had them

ALL. And this meant she had LOTS to learn!

Drift and Flow were watching her intently.

Ray tried to remember how to perform the

weather shrinking gift. Something about moving

her staff around in a big circle? And making the

circular motions smaller and smaller?

Ray held her staff out and felt the familiar
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tingle in her fingertips as her rainbow weather

magic flooded through her. She began to swirl

the staff around. Ray let out a sigh of relief as a

beautiful stream of colours poured from the top

of the staff. The children oohed and ahhed, smiles

spreading across their faces. (It was hard NOT

to smile when you saw a rainbow, after all!)

The colours wove their way silently around

every cloud-creature at the party. Then Ray made

the circular motions smaller. Slowly but surely,

the cloud-creatures in her magical grip began

to get smaller too. It was working!

Drift and Flow burst into fits of giggles.

The chattering adults didn’t seem to notice.

‘Aww, you’ve made my cloud-owl look SO

cute!’ said Drift, holding her now teeny-tiny

cloud-owl in the palm of her hand.

‘I wish I  had rainbow weather magic,’

said Flow.

Ray was relieved her little trick had gone to

plan. But then her fingers fizzled furiously and

she felt her magic stutter.







‘Uh-oh . . .’ Ray muttered.

The cloud-creatures began to wibble and

wobble, before expanding outwards at super

speed.

‘Ray?’ said Snowden. ‘What’s happening?’

Ray swung her staff around desperately.

‘I think I tried to use my magic on too many

cloud-creatures at once!’ she said.

The adults definitely noticed now as their

cloud-creatures began to get bigger and bigger

and BIGGER. Then . . .

POOF!

Every single cloud-creature at the party exploded.

The children screamed.

Nim, on the other hand, was LOVING every

second of seeing the other cloud-creatures

explode just like him. His HUGE floofy body spun

joyfully around in circles before getting tangled

up in his own limbs.
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‘No need to panic!’ Ray urged, even though

her mind was in a whirlwind. ‘Everything’s under

control!’

‘EVERYTHING’S OUT OF CONTROL!’

screeched Aunt Foggaleena, running through

the crowd in a frenzy.

‘It’s OK, I can make it right again!’ said Ray,

holding her staff up. ‘I can try another rainbow

gift I learned! This one rewinds weather by one

minute.’

She pointed her rainbow staff towards the

jumble of cloudy wisps where the cloud-creatures

had once been, and closed her eyes.

‘Are you sure about this, Ray?’ squeaked

Snowden.

‘I’ve got this,’ said Ray, though her heart was

thudding in her chest. She closed her eyes. ‘I just

need to replay what happened in my head, but

backwards . . .’

Bracing her staff tightly, she imagined all the

cloud-creatures coming together whole again -

full and floofy with their heads intact.
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