


Have you ever looked at a drop of water and thought where has it been? 

Thought about all the places it has travelled and the things it had seen? 

The next time you splash in a big puddle, stop and have a little think, 

About where those millions of water drops have been from sky to sink. 



This is the story of a droplet with no brain or heart, 

We shall call him Walter, and this is where the story starts, 

In one of the puddles in which you like to splash around, 

Walter is there, a tiny, little droplet on the ground.  

The puddle becomes bigger as it continues to rain,  

Some water joins a river, whilst some trickles down a drain. 

As the temperature rises on the ground and the air, 

Then soon, you will notice the puddle is no longer there, 

Puddles of rain water are never really here to stay, 

But Walter, our water droplet, did not get washed away. 

The heat of the sun caused the puddle to shrink down in mass, 

What happened here is the liquid water became a gas. 

With a rise in heat, Walter changed to a gas formation, 

This is a process that is known as evaporation. 

Walter rises up and up, higher than a skyscraper, 

Not a liquid but as a gas known as water vapour. 



As he rises higher and higher and higher, 

Far past birds, buildings, trees, and telegraph wire, 

The temperature gets lower and lower, 

‘Til it’s so cold Walter’s particles move slower, 

And Walter turns back from a gas to a liquid, 

Particles become closer but remain fluid. 

Walter’s experience up in this location, 

Is the process that we call condensation. 

Walter and other droplets group to join a crowd, 

Coming together in the sky to form a cloud. 

The clouds are pushed by the wind, up high in the sky, 

Picking up more water droplets as they drift by, 

Until the weight of the water becomes too much, 

That they then produce rain and hail and snow and such. 

Walter’s cloud made it to China before it rained, 

And there, the water droplets fell as the cloud drained. 

This form of falling hydration, 

Is known as precipitation.  



Walter splashed down as rain onto a paddy field, 

A field that’s planted with rice crops for a high yield. 

These rice plants need lots and lots of water to grow, 

So the rain here was extremely welcome to flow. 

Some water was taken up by plants, through the roots, 

And pulled up to the green leaves through the long, thin shoots. 

In the leaves of the plant, the water there is key, 

For the plant needs it to make its own food, you see.  

But for Walter, his stay in the rice plant was brief, 

Because he evaporated out of the leaf. 

Once again as water vapour – water’s gas state, 

Walter returned up to the clouds and to his mates. 



This time Walter’s cloud crossed the Pacific Ocean, 

Picking up more water drops during this motion. 

When the cloud was over a Canadian location, 

It was heavy enough for precipitation. 

The temperature was below zero degrees, 

Just cold enough for our water droplets to freeze. 

When temperature drops enough as then it did, 

The liquid water particles form a solid. 

The particles join up, orderly and concise, 

In this case the solid created is called ice. 

When Walter then fell from the cloud, the air around, 

Was as cold as the temperature on the ground, 

So instead of rain, sleet or so, 

Walter, on that day, fell as snow.  



Winter in Canada can be so very cold, 

So Walter’s solid formation really took hold, 

It snowed and snowed like it would never ever stop, 

As Walter lay on the ground, more snow piled on top. 

After a few days the sky had cleared, 

And several young children appeared, 

They began to scoop and shape the snow, 

And carefully roll it to and fro. 

They made two big spheres and then on top placed a hat, 

Then they pressed in a carrot near where Walter sat. 



After the arrival of spring the weather warmed, 

The snow all melted and so liquid water formed. 

Walter lay there still and he waited and waited, 

Until then once again he evaporated. 

He rose up, in the sky as water vapour gas, 

Then condensed once again to form a liquid mass. 

Walter joined a cloud that then grew and grew and grew, 

And drifted south to the rainforest in Peru. 



Once there, the water droplets in their liquid state, 

Together had reached the clouds most maximum weight. 

So down they fell as tiny, warm droplets of rain, 

Sliding off leaves until they hit the ground again. 

Some of the water soaked into the ground and mud, 

To be taken up via roots to leaves and buds. 

Some water evaporated again, very fast, 

Due to the heat in the forest, puddles did not last. 

But Walter trickled down into a stream instead, 

Straight into the huge Amazon River, this led.  

Walter moved with the current of the river flow, 

Through Brazil, to the Atlantic Ocean they go. 



Walter was part of the ocean for quite some time, 

Passing all sorts of creatures that where all sublime, 

From turtles and sharks and giant, enormous whales, 

To jellyfish, seahorses and tiny sea snails. 

Until the day he evaporated once more, 

Out of the ocean, up to the sky, like before 

Now as water vapour, a gas, he rose up high, 

Then condensed and re-joined a cloud up in the sky.  



For the last time in this tale, precipitation, 

This time, it was rain, fell on the same location, 

In which our story of Walter had begun, 

That is the country of the United Kingdom. 

Once more he was in a puddle just over there, 

But this time due to the slight coldness of the air, 

Once evaporated, he didn’t get far at all, 

Before the cold temperature caused him to stall, 

And then condensation occurred close to the ground, 

Water droplets suspended in air all around. 

This low hanging cloud, the very last on our list, 

Depending on how thick, is either fog or mist. 

As the day went on, by the warmth from the hot sun, 

Water droplets evaporated one by one. 

Away they went– again a gas up in the sky, 

Until they join another cloud and drift on by, 

Walter and his cloud move around the atmosphere, 

Ready for another adventure, far or near.  



I wonder where Walter will end up next? 

There really is no way at all to check. 

Maybe he will go through a fish’s gills? 

Or be part of icebergs like arctic hills? 

Or could he be the steam from your kettle? 

Or may your next drink be where he’ll settle? 

But because Walter has no eyes, nor brain. 

He doesn’t know if he is ice, gas or rain. 

He can’t control where he goes or what he becomes, 

This is the water cycle, one of Earth’s rhythms. 



Dear reader,  

This story was written as part of my dissertation for my MSc in Science Communication 

and Public Engagement. I would be extremely grateful if you could provide feedback 

on the story. All feedback will be anonymous. 

You can do this by clicking here to go to the feedback form or by visiting bit.ly/story-

feedback. 

Thank you! 
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