
 RAINBOW CITY  
Long, long ago, 

when buffalo freely roamed … 

Before there was Google, 

before there were cell phones, 

before anybody had ever heard a DING! 

and shouted, 

“WHO TEXTED ME?” 

there was a magnificent place called… 

RAINBOW CITY 

And RAINBOW City was exactly what it sounded like. 

RAINBOWS lived EVERYWHERE. 

There were RAINBOWS in houses. 

RAINBOWS in schools. 

RAINBOWS skipping down sidewalks and zipping around town. 

There wasn’t a nook, cranny, corner, cupboard, rooftop, treetop, hilltop, or gumdrop 

shop where a RAINBOW couldn’t be found. 

There were RAINBOW mommies and Rainbow daddies. 

RAINBOW brothers and RAINBOW sisters. 

RAINBOW uncles and RAINBOW aunties. 

RAINBOW cousins… 

LOTS and LOTS of RAINBOW cousins. 

And, of course, there were RAINBOW grandpappies and grannies who liked to sit 
outside telling stories about the old days — 



when apparently RAINBOWS were brighter, 

clouds were fluffier, 

and RAINBOW children actually went to bed when they were told. 

Nobody believed that last part. 

RAINBOW City was a wonderful, beautiful, magical place. 

And among all those RAINBOWS lived one particularly curious little fellow named —  —  

………CHASE. 
Chase was a boy RAINBOW with seven spectacular stripes and approximately seven 
thousand questions. 

He questioned EVERYTHING. 

“Why is the sky blue?” 

“Where does thunder go after it THUNDERS?” 

“Do clouds sleep?” 

“Can the Moon see me in my pajamas?” 

“And WHO decided vegetables were supposed to be good for you?” 

Nobody knew the answer to that one. 

But Chase’s favorite thing in the whole wide world was… 

RAIN. 

He loved the PITTER. 

He loved the PATTER. 

He loved the PLOP-PLOP-PLOPPITY-PLOP! 

He loved dollops of rain. 

Drizzles of rain. 

Downpours of rain. 



And those severe thunderstorms that made everybody yell— 

“CLOSE THE WINDOWS!” 

Most of all, Chase loved what happened afterward. 

The clouds would move. 

The Sun would peek through. 

And suddenly— 

WHOOSH! 

RAINBOW City would shimmer brighter than ever. 

Red. 

Orange. 

Yellow. 

Green. 

Blue. 

Indigo. 

Violet. 

Every RAINBOW glowed. 

Every RAINBOW sparkled. 

Every RAINBOW SHINED. 

Until one summer morning… 

something very strange happened. 

It didn’t rain. 

“Hmm,” said Chase. 

The next day… 

still no rain. 

“Hmmmmmm,” said Chase. 



Then another day passed. 

And another. 

And another. 

Soon Chase wasn’t saying hmm anymore. 

He was running through RAINBOW City shouting: 

“THERE’S NO RAIN!” 

Everyone stopped. 

“No rain?” asked Auntie RAINBOW. 

“No rain?” gasped Grandy RAINBOW. 

“NO RAIN?” cried all seventy-two of Chase’s cousins. 

“Not a dollop!” yelled Chase. 

“Not a drizzle!” 

“Not a downpour!” 

“Not even… 

ONE. TINY. DROP!” 

And with each rainless day, RAINBOW City became hotter. 

And hotter. 

And… 

HOTTER THAN HOT! 

The sidewalks sizzled. 

The trees drooped. 

The flowers flopped. 

Birds sat around with their beaks open saying, 

“Whew.” 



Even the Sun looked down and whispered, 

“Okay…this is getting ridiculous.” 

And then something truly terrible began happening. 

Eventually the RAINBOWS started to… 

MELT. 

Red slipped into orange. 

Orange squished into yellow. 

Yellow bumped into green. 

Green smeared across blue. 

Blue tumbled into indigo. 

And violet… 

Well… 

violet had absolutely NO IDEA WHERE IT WAS ANYMORE. 

RAINBOWS were mushing! 

RAINBOWS were smearing! 

RAINBOWS were jumbled… 

crumbled… 

caked… 

baked… 

and altogether DREARY! 

Chase looked in the mirror. 

His beautiful colors had slid halfway across his face. 

“OH, NO!” he cried. 

“My RED is where my BLUE is supposed to be!” 

This was serious. 



So Chase raced high into the sky to find his best friends — 

the Clouds. 

“Clouds!” Chase shouted. 

“HOW DO YOU MAKE RAIN?” 

The Clouds looked at one another. 

Then one big fluffy Cloud shrugged. 

“Oh, that’s easy.” 

“EASY?” Chase cried. 

“Certainly,” said another. 

The Clouds puffed themselves up… 

bigger… 

BIGGER… 

BIGGER! 
Then they squeezed their fluffy bellies. 

SQUISH! 

SQUEEZE! 

SQUOOOOOOSH! 

And— 

PLOP! 

out fell a single raindrop.  

Chase’s eyes grew wide. 

“THAT’S IT?!” 

“Pretty much,” said the Clouds. 

So Chase puffed himself up. 

He squeezed. 



Nothing. 

He squeezed harder. 

Nothing. 

He squeezed until his RAINBOW cheeks wiggled. 

NNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGGHHHH! 
Nothing. 

Not a dollop. 

Not a drizzle. 

Not a drop. 

Of course there wasn’t. 

Chase wasn’t a Cloud. 

He was a RAINBOW. 

And RAINBOWs don’t carry water inside themselves. 

Chase floated home. 

For perhaps the first time in his entire question-asking life… 

he didn’t have another question. 

He just felt sad. 

That night, he stared through his bedroom window at the dry, empty sky. 

“I only wanted to help,” he whispered. 

Then somewhere in the darkness came a tiny voice. 

“Don’t give up, CHASE.” 

Chase sat straight up. 

“WHO SAID THAT?” 

Silence. 

He looked under his bed. 



Nothing. 

He checked his closet. 

Nothing. 

He even looked inside his sock drawer. 

Definitely nothing helpful in there. 

Then the voice returned. 

“The answer is right in front of you.” 

Chase looked outside. 

There was the Moon. 

There were the Stars. 

There were the Clouds. 

And there… 

just beginning to rise beyond the horizon… 

was the Sun. 

Chase suddenly remembered something his teacher once said. 

RAINBOWs don’t make rain. 

RAINBOWs appear when sunlight meets water. 

Light enters tiny droplets… 

bends… 

slows… 

splits… 

and suddenly the colors hidden inside ordinary-looking light become visible. 

Red. 

Orange. 

Yellow. 

Green. 



Blue. 

Indigo. 

Violet. 

Chase’s eyes widened. 

“WAIT A RAINBOW-MAKING MINUTE!” 

If water and sunlight could make a RAINBOW… 

perhaps HE could help RAINBOW City shine again! 

Chase rushed outside. 

He found buckets. 

He found hoses. 

He found sprinklers. 

And then… 

He found the biggest fan in RAINBOW City. 

It belonged to Grandy, his Nana. 

“Why do you need my fan?” Grandy asked. 

“sCIENCE!” shouted Chase. 

Grandy nodded. 

That seemed reasonable. 

Chase hauled everything to the highest hill in RAINBOW City. 

He waited. 

And… waited. 

AND waited… 

until the Sun reached exactly the right spot. 

Then Chase shouted: 

“LET THE RAINBOW RESCUE BEGIN!” 

He sprayed water into the air. 



He switched on Grandy’s enormous fan. 

WHOOOOOOOOOOOSH! 

Millions of tiny droplets flew toward the sunlight. 

And suddenly — 

RAINBOWS! 

Tiny RAINBOWS! 

Big RAINBOWS! 

Double RAINBOWS……RAINBOWS! 

Curly RAINBOWS! 

One RAINBOW appeared upside down. 

Nobody knew what happened there. 

RAINBOW City CHEERED. 

“IT WoRKEd!” shouted Chase. 

So naturally… 

Chase did what Chase sometimes did. 

He got… 

a little… 

carried… 

away. 

“MORE WATER!” 

WHOOOOOSH! 

“MORE WIND!” 

WHOOOOOOOOOSH! 



“MORE RAINBOWS!” 

WHOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOSH! 

Soon water was flying everywhere. 

The sky filled with mist. 

Colors bounced through droplets at every angle. 

Red appeared where violet should be. 

Blue landed on somebody’s mailbox. 

Green wrapped around Grandy. 

And one extremely confused stripe of orange flew directly into the gumdrop shop. 

“CHASE!” everyone shouted. 

Chase switched off the fan. 

But the fan kept spinning. 

“Uh-oh.” 

He grabbed the cord. 

He pulled. 

He tugged. 

He yanked. 

POP! 

Everything stopped. 

The water settled. 

The mist disappeared. 

And RAINBOW City became quiet. 

Very quiet. 

Chase looked around at the soggy, colorful mess. 

“I think,” he said slowly, 

“I may have used… 



too much science.” 

Grandy smiled. 

“There is no such thing as too much curiosity, Chase.” 

She looked at the buckets. 

“Although there may be such a thing as too much water.” 

Chase laughed. 

Then he looked toward his Cloud friends. 

“I can’t make rain like you.” 

“Nope,” said a Cloud. 

“And you can’t make RAINBOWs without light and water,” Chase said. 

“Nope.” 

“And the Sun can’t make RAINBOWs alone either.” 

The Sun peeked through the Clouds. 

“Correct!” 

Chase smiled. 

Suddenly he understood. 

Nobody had to do everything. 

The Clouds had their gift. 

The Sun had its gift. 

The RAINBOWs had theirs. 

And sometimes the most beautiful things happened… 

WHEN EVERYONE’S GIFTS CAME TOGETHER. 

Just then— 

PLOP. 

Chase blinked. 

A raindrop landed on his nose. 



PLOP. 

Another landed on his head. 

PLOP-PLOP. 

Then— 

PITTER-PATTER-PLOPPITY-PLOP! 

The Clouds had finally grown heavy with water. 

RAIN! 

Real rain! 

Rainbow children raced into the streets. 

Rainbow Grandpappies danced. 

Rainbow Grannies twirled. 

Rainbow Cousins splashed. 

Rainbow Aunties laughed. 

Rainbow Uncles jumped into puddles and pretended they hadn’t. 

The flowers lifted their heads. 

The trees stretched their branches. 

The birds began chirping again. 

And then… 

The rain slowed. 

The Clouds drifted apart. 

The Sun stepped forward. 

Light touched the droplets still floating through the sky. 

And across RAINBOW City appeared the most magnificent RAINBOW anyone had 
ever seen. 

Then another. 

And another. 



Until the entire city shimmered. 

Chase looked upward. 

His own colors had returned too. 

Red. 

Orange. 

Yellow. 

Green. 

Blue. 

Indigo. 

Violet. 

Exactly where they belonged. 

Well… 

almost. 

There was still a tiny spot of blue on his nose. 

Chase decided to keep it. 

To remind himself of the day he tried to make rain… 

nearly flooded RAINBOW City … 

borrowed Grandy’s enormous fan… 

and discovered something much more important. 

RAINBOWs aren’t something to own. 

They happen when different things— 

sunlight, 

water, 

air, 

color, 



and just the right moment— 

come together. 

And perhaps people are a little like RAINBOWs, too. 

Each of us carries something special inside. 

Something the world needs. 

Something another person may not have. 

And when those gifts come together… 

Something wonderful appears. 

Something unexpected. 

Something beautiful. 

Something that reminds us to hope. 

Because after even the grayest storm… 

Sometimes all it takes is one beam of light… 

One little drop… 

And a little one whose questions rise like wishes toward the stars.... 
 

 THE END  

 

THIS version gives Chase something especially valuable: a genuine 
character arc. He begins as endlessly curious, believes he must 

personally solve the problem, fails, experiments again, causes a hilarious 
catastrophe, learns why rainbows form, and ultimately discovers that 
different gifts working together create something none could create alone. 

And I particularly love the deeper message for the Dr. Zee universe: 
Chase's curiosity isn't the problem. His curiosity is ultimately what 
helps him learn. That's much more consistent with a children's literacy 
brand built around imagination and discovery. 

There is also a beautiful opportunity here: Rainbow City could eventually 
exist as an actual location on the Dr. Zee Universe Map. Chase then 



becomes more than the protagonist of one book—he becomes another 
recurring citizen of the larger Story Universe. 
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