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In the cheerful town of Brightwell, every wall and window was

filled with bright paintings. People loved to stop and admire

the swirling colors. Nina, a young detective with bright hazel

eyes, lived there with her cat, Pip. She wore a mustard-yellow

raincoat and carried a blue notebook for clues. One sunny

morning, Mrs. Brush, the gallery curator, called with worrying

news.
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Mrs. Brush stood in the art gallery, her teal blazer neat and

her silver-streaked bun perfect. But her calm dark eyes looked

troubled. "Nina, our paintings are losing their colors!

Yesterday they were bright, and today they are black and

white." Nina pulled out her magnifying glass. She studied the

faded paintings carefully. "Don't worry, Mrs. Brush. I'll find out

what's happening."
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Nina walked slowly through the gallery, her magnifying glass

on its string swinging gently. Pip padded beside her, his red

collar jingling. Nina noticed a pattern: the paintings closest to

the window had lost the most color. "That's strange," she

murmured, writing in her blue notebook. "Why would color

fade near the window?" She decided to visit the school next,

where more paintings had turned gray.
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At the school, children gathered around their artwork, looking

sad. "Our beautiful paintings are all gray!" cried a girl. Nina

examined the pictures with her magnifying glass. She saw tiny

sparkles near the edges. "Look closely," she said. "There are

little shiny specks here. Something is pulling the color away."

She wrote in her notebook: Sparkles near faded paintings.

Could be a clue.
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Pip suddenly sniffed the air and trotted toward the door, his

fluffy tail high. "What is it, Pip?" Nina asked. She followed him

down the street, past the bakery and the library. Pip stopped in

front of a small, crooked shop with a sign that read:

PIGMENT'S PAINTS AND ODD INVENTIONS. The window was

dusty, but Nina could see strange machines inside.
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Nina pushed open the door. Inside, an elderly man with wild

grey hair and bushy white eyebrows looked up from a

workbench. He wore a paint-splattered purple apron and

round spectacles. "Hello, young lady! I'm Mr. Pigment. How

can I help you?" His twinkling green eyes were kind, but he

seemed a little forgetful. Nina explained about the missing

colors. Mr. Pigment's face fell. "Oh dear. I think I know what's

wrong."
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Mr. Pigment led Nina to a large, dusty machine in the corner.

It had tubes and funnels and a big glass jar. "This is my Color

Collector," he said. "I invented it to gather extra paint

splashes. But I forgot to turn it off, and now it's soaking up

colors from all the paintings nearby!" He looked embarrassed.

"I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to cause trouble."
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Nina examined the machine carefully with her magnifying

glass. "The settings are all wrong," she said. "It's sucking

colors in instead of letting them out. But we can fix it." Mr.

Pigment nodded. "I have the tools. But I'm not sure how to

reverse it." Nina smiled. "Let's work together. I'm good at

noticing details, and you know how your machine works."

8



They tinkered with the machine for hours. Nina watched

closely as Mr. Pigment adjusted the knobs. Pip batted a loose

screw back into place. "Almost there," Mr. Pigment said,

tightening a bolt. "Now, if we flip this switch, it should release

the colors." He hesitated. "But what if it doesn't work?" Nina

patted his arm. "We've been patient and careful. Let's try."
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Mr. Pigment flipped the switch. The machine hummed and

glowed. Suddenly, a swirl of colors burst out like a rainbow

fountain! Red, blue, yellow, and green danced through the air.

The colors flew out the door and back to the paintings. Nina

and Mr. Pigment watched in wonder. Pip chased a floating

orange spark, his bell jingling happily.
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The colors zoomed through Brightwell, returning to every

painting. The gallery's pictures blazed with color again. Mrs.

Brush gasped with joy when her favorite painting turned

bright blue and gold. The schoolchildren cheered as their art

became vibrant once more. Mr. Pigment smiled sheepishly.

"I'm sorry for the trouble. I'll be more careful with my

inventions."
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Mrs. Brush hugged Nina. "Thank you for your careful

observation! You noticed the sparkles near the window and

followed the clues to the paint shop." Nina blushed. "I couldn't

have done it without Pip and Mr. Pigment. He fixed the

machine, and Pip found the shop." Mr. Pigment beamed. "And

Nina taught me to pay attention to details."
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To celebrate, the town held a colorful festival. Banners of

every hue hung from the buildings. People painted new

pictures in the square. Mr. Pigment set up a booth with safe,

color-friendly inventions. Nina and Pip walked through the

crowd, enjoying the cheerful sight. Nina felt proud of her

careful work.
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As the sun set, Nina sat on a bench with Pip in her lap. "You

know, Pip," she said, "being patient and observing carefully

really helps solve mysteries." Pip purred and nudged her hand.

Mr. Pigment waved from his booth, his purple apron now

clean. Mrs. Brush gave Nina a silver paintbrush pin as a thank-

you gift.
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Brightwell sparkled with color once more. The paintings in the

gallery glowed, and the school walls were bright again. Nina

wrote in her notebook: Case solved by careful observation and

teamwork. She closed it with a smile. Pip meowed, his bent ear

twitching. "You're right," Nina said. "It's time for a celebratory

snack."
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And so, the case of the missing colors was closed. Nina

learned that when you look closely and wait patiently, answers

appear. Mr. Pigment learned to be more careful with his

inventions. The town of Brightwell remained colorful and

happy, and Nina was always ready for the next mystery, with

her magnifying glass and her loyal cat by her side.
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