


The Mystery of Blue

Rain

Yavuz DEMİRKIRAN



In the village of Willowbrook, life was quiet and predictable.

Farmers waved to neighbors, children skipped to school, and

the bakery smelled of warm bread. Then one morning, the sky

turned a strange, deep blue. Instead of clear drops, blue rain

pattered on the roofs. The whole village gasped and pointed at

the windows.
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Mira was a young scientist, only ten years old but full of

questions. She had warm brown skin, curly black hair in two

puffs, and big dark brown eyes behind round glasses. She

pulled on her yellow raincoat and blue rubber boots. Her red

satchel hung at her side, and her magnifying glass swung on a

string around her neck.
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Out in the blue rain, Mira's puppy Pip bounded beside her. Pip

was small, knee-high, with cream fur and brown ear patches.

His floppy ears flopped as he ran, and his one blue eye and one

brown eye sparkled with excitement. He wore a red collar with

a brass tag that jingled. 'Let's find out what this is,' Mira said.
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Mayor Tomas rushed out of the town hall, his dark green coat

flapping and his gold chain of office bouncing. His bushy

moustache twitched with worry. 'Blue rain! Blue rain! What

will we do?' he cried, throwing his arms wide. 'The crops might

be ruined! The river might turn blue forever!' Villagers

gathered around, murmuring nervously.
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Just then, Gran arrived, leaning on her wooden walking stick.

Her lavender shawl was wrapped tight, and her silver bun

gleamed. 'Now, now,' she said calmly, her warm hazel eyes

crinkling. 'Let's not panic. We have a clever young scientist

here.' She winked at Mira. 'Go on, dear. Find out what this

blue rain is made of.'
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Mira nodded and opened her red satchel. She took out a small

glass jar and caught some of the blue rain as it fell. 'I'll need

samples from different places,' she said. Pip sniffed the air and

wagged his tail. Mira collected drops from a leaf, a stone wall,

and a puddle. Each sample was a different shade of blue, from

pale sky to deep indigo.
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Back in her garden shed, Mira set up her investigation. She

placed a drop of blue rain on a glass slide and peered through

her magnifying glass. 'Hmm,' she murmured. 'I see tiny specks

floating in the water.' She looked closer. The specks were not

dirt or dust. They were small and round, like bits of something

natural.
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Mira decided to test the specks. She added a drop of vinegar

to one sample and a drop of baking soda to another. The blue

color faded in the vinegar and brightened in the baking soda.

'That's a clue!' she said. 'This behaves like flower pigment.'

She remembered that some flowers, like cornflowers and

hydrangeas, had blue pigments that changed with acid.
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Pip barked and ran to the window. Outside, the wind was

blowing hard, and flower petals swirled in the air. Mira's eyes

widened. 'The wind!' she exclaimed. 'It must have lifted tiny

bits of pollen and petals high into the clouds. Then the rain

washed them down.' She grabbed her magnifying glass and

ran outside to check.
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Mira held her magnifying glass up to the sky. She could see

tiny blue specks swirling in the air. She followed them to the

flower fields at the edge of the village. There, the wind was

whipping petals from the bluebells and cornflowers. 'The wind

carried these pigments into the clouds,' she said. 'And the rain

brought them back down as blue rain.'
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Mira hurried to the village square, where everyone was still

worried. Mayor Tomas was pacing, his black boots splashing in

puddles. 'I've solved it!' Mira announced. 'The blue rain is just

flower pigments. The wind lifted tiny bits of petals and pollen

into the clouds, and the rain washed them down. It's

completely harmless!'
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The villagers stared at Mira. Then Gran smiled and clapped

her hands. 'Well done, Mira!' she said. 'You investigated

carefully and found the truth.' Mayor Tomas's bushy

moustache lifted in a big grin. 'Harmless! You hear that,

everyone? Harmless!' He threw his arms around Mira, and Pip

jumped up, barking happily.
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To prove it, Mira showed everyone her samples. She explained

how she used her magnifying glass and tested with vinegar

and baking soda. 'The blue color comes from flowers,' she said.

'It's the same pigment that makes bluebells blue.' The villagers

looked at each other and laughed with relief. The blue rain was

just a beautiful mystery of nature.
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Mayor Tomas declared a celebration. 'Three cheers for Mira,

our clever young scientist!' he shouted. Everyone cheered.

Gran gave Mira a warm hug. 'You see,' she said, 'strange

events deserve careful investigation.' Mira beamed, her gap-

toothed smile showing. Pip wagged his tail so hard his whole

body wiggled.
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That evening, the sky cleared, and the village was washed

clean. The blue rain had stopped, but the memory of it

remained. Mira wrote her findings in her notebook. She drew

pictures of flower petals and clouds. 'Science is like a treasure

hunt,' she told Pip. 'You just have to look closely.' Pip licked her

hand in agreement.
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From that day on, the villagers of Willowbrook remembered

Mira's lesson. Whenever something unusual happened, they

didn't panic. They investigated. And Mira, with her magnifying

glass and her loyal puppy, was always ready to solve the next

mystery. The village cheered for their young scientist, and the

blue rain became a story they loved to tell.
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