


The Day Clouds Turned
Square

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



H

Willowfield was a quiet village where the sky was always full of
soft, fluffy clouds. Every morning, Grandpa Elias, the village
weather watcher, would look up and write in his notebook.
Mia, a curious ten-year-old with round glasses and two puff
buns, loved to help him. She carried a magnifying glass on a
string and a satchel full of notebooks. "Today's clouds look like
cotton candy,' she said, smiling.
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Mia's best friend Toby, an eight-year-old with messy ginger
hair and a dinosaur hoodie, came running with his sketchbook.
'Look at that one! It's shaped like a dragon!' he shouted,
pointing. Toby drew the clouds while Mia measured their
speed. Pip, a plump sparrow with a tiny red scarf, chirped
from the fence. 'Clouds change all the time,' Mia explained.
‘That's what makes them fun.'




Grandpa Elias joined them with his walking stick. 'Clouds are
made of tiny water droplets,' he said. 'When warm air rises, it
cools, and the water vapor turns into droplets. That's how
clouds form.' He showed them his old weather journal. 'I've
watched clouds for fifty years, and I still see new shapes.' The
children listened, eager to learn more.
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The next morning, Mia woke up and gasped. The clouds over
Willowfield were perfect squares! Not fluffy, not round—just
square, like tiles in a bathroom. She ran outside in her
mustard-yellow raincoat. 'Toby! Grandpa! Come quick!' she
yelled. Toby arrived with his sketchbook, his green rubber
boots splashing in puddles. 'They're square! Exactly square!"
he said, drawing them quickly.



All over the village, people came out to stare. Mrs. Pott from
the bakery said, 'Square clouds! What does it mean?' Mr. Chen
from the post office worried, ‘'Will it ever rain normally again?'
Grandpa Elias calmed them. 'Now, now, let's not panic. We'll
figure this out.' Mia adjusted her glasses. 'I'll investigate!' she
declared. Pip chirped loudly, as if agreeing.
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Mia opened her notebook and wrote: 'Day 1: Clouds are
square. Shape is unusual. Why?' She used her magnifying
glass to look closer. 'The clouds are still made of water
droplets,' she said. 'But something is making them form
squares.' Toby drew a square cloud with a face. 'Maybe they're
just trying a new style!' he joked. Mia giggled but kept
thinking.



Grandpa Elias brought out his old books. '‘Clouds form when
water vapor condenses around tiny particles called
condensation nuclei,' he explained. 'Dust, pollen, even
pollution.' Mia nodded. 'So if something changed those
particles, it could change the cloud shapes!' Just then, Pip flew
to Mia's shoulder and chirped at a strange white balloon
floating near the hill.
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Toby pointed. 'Look! That balloon has a box under it!' Mia ran
toward the hill with Toby and Pip. The balloon was silver and
round, with a small metal box dangling below. Mia read the
label: 'Atmospheric Experiment—Harmless." It's a weather
experiment!' she said. 'Someone released this to study clouds."

Toby drew the balloon in his sketchbook. 'So it's not magic?' he
asked.
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Mia carefully opened the box. Inside was a note: 'Experiment
47: Testing cloud seeding with square particles. Safe and
temporary.' 'Cloud seeding!' Mia exclaimed. 'People sometimes
add tiny particles to clouds to make them form differently. This
experiment made the particles square, so the clouds turned
square!' Toby laughed. 'So the clouds are just following the
recipe?’



Grandpa Elias caught up with them. 'Well done, Mia!' he said.
‘You've solved the weather mystery.' He looked at the square
clouds. "You know, these clouds are still doing their job. They
shade the village and hold water. Their shape doesn't change
their usefulness.' Mia thought about that. 'So even though they
look different, they're still valuable.' Pip chirped in agreement.
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The village gathered in the square. Grandpa Elias explained
everything. 'The square clouds are harmless,' he said. 'They'll
soon change back to normal.' Some people looked relieved.
Others seemed a little sad. 'I liked the squares,' said little Lily
from next door. 'They were different.' Mia smiled. 'Different
can be beautiful,' she said. 'Just like all of us.'
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Toby held up his sketchbook. 'I drew the square clouds! Can
we keep them in a picture?' Everyone laughed. Mia added,
‘Clouds are always changing shape—that's part of their
wonder. Whether square, round, or wispy, they're all made of
the same stuff.' Grandpa Elias nodded. 'And they all help our
world. Differences in appearance don't determine usefulness
or value.'
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As the afternoon went on, the square clouds slowly began to
soften at the edges. First they turned into rectangles, then into
diamonds, and finally into fluffy, familiar shapes. 'They're
changing back!' Toby cheered. Mia watched with her
magnifying glass. 'The experiment's effect is wearing off,' she
said. 'Just like the note said: temporary.' The village cheered as
the sky returned to normal.
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Grandpa Elias treated Mia and Toby to hot chocolate at the
bakery. "You two did a wonderful job,' he said. "You asked
questions, looked for evidence, and solved the mystery.' Mia
beamed. 'l learned that clouds can be square, and it's okay!'
Toby added, 'And I got some great drawings!' Pip stole a
crumb from Toby's plate and chirped happily.

14



That evening, Mia wrote in her notebook: 'Clouds come in
many shapes. Each one is useful, no matter how it looks.' She
looked out her window at the soft, round clouds. They were
beautiful. But she would always remember the day the clouds
turned square—and the lesson that differences make our world
more interesting. She smiled and closed her notebook.
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The next morning, the sky was full of ordinary clouds. But Mia,
Toby, Grandpa Elias, and Pip knew that wonder could be found
in any shape. They stood together, watching the clouds drift by.
‘What shapes do you see today?' Mia asked. Toby grinned. 'l
see a dinosaur!' And they all laughed, ready for whatever the
sky would bring next.
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