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The Fairy Ball 

 

 

Fluffy white clouds turn to ominous gray 

“Mother, what makes the sky change that way?” 

 

Mother turns a mischievous smile on her girl 

With finger to the sky and gives it a twirl. 

 

“Know you not of the fairies’ ball?” 

Says she as plump, cool drops begin to fall. 

 

“The fairies are a boisterous and festive lot,” 

Mother tells her curious, wide-eyed tot, 

 

“And when fairies really want to play, 

A ball is planned without delay. 

 

“The Cloud fairies prefer to host, 

Their parties are celebrated most. 

 

“Fluffy white clouds are quickly shaped 

Into a ballroom complete with windows draped. 

 

“The floors are springy with moisture drops 

Making dances easier for flurries and hops. 



The Fairy Ball | I Cruz 
 

 

“But Earth fairies wear delicate slippers 

Spun from the finest hairs of a phoenix feather. 

 

“Earth fairies prefer their shoes stay dry. 

 A difficult task for clouds up high.” 

 

The sky grows darker and thunder sounds 

Mother’s girl’s eyes shape to shocked rounds 

 

They find shelter under a willow tree 

Mother says, “Worry not, you’re with me.” 

 

“What happens next at the fairies’ ball?” 

Asks the frightened girl, “Tell me all.” 

 

“Well, the Earth fairies arrive and complain 

That the clouds are still too full of rain. 

 

“Cloud fairies are most gracious hosts. 

A compliment to prove before they boast. 

 

“They stomp their feet and move about 

Letting all the moisture slip down and out. 

 

“Then the fun really begins to start 
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Fairies dance together and then apart. 

 

“Their movements make the clouds whip and roll 

From lightest gray to darkest charcoal. 

 

“Dances with couples called The Limning 

Cause the sparks that bring bright lightning. 

 

“Group frolics oddly named Great Sunder, 

Are athletic affairs and sound like thunder.” 

 

Below, dappled gray gives way to white 

Clouds thin and the sun again shines bright. 

 

Mother and daughter emerge from under their bower 

The storm passed quickly, watering scattered flowers 

 

Daughter smiles at Mother wondering if the story is true 

The sky is now clear, what was once gray, now blue 

 

“Do you doubt my fairy story? Mother asks with a grin. 

She leans down, down low and taps the girl on the chin. 

 

“When the ball is all done and the fairies are worn out 

They return to their homes, both with a special route. 
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“Proof that they’ve played remains on the ground. 

Not the rain, not the wind, not even a sound. 

 

“Earth fairies return to their place in the loam 

 Because mushrooms circle and make portals back home. 

 

“So, the next time the sky turns from brightness to black. 

Look for fairy rings where Earth fairies to come back. 

 

With earnest face and open mind 

The Girl listens to words that spellbind. 

 

“And never fear a sudden summer squall 

Just know fairies have gathered for a ball.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 


