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There once was a village nestled between emerald hills and silver streams, so small that travellers often passed it by without even noticing. The people of this village, called Willowmere, were kind and simple folk. They baked fresh bread each morning, tended their gardens with care, and spent their evenings gathered by the fire, sharing stories that had been told for generations. But among all those stories, there was one that stood out above the rest—a story whispered in soft voices and spoken only when the stars were bright. It was the story of The Rainbow Garden.

No one knew exactly where the Rainbow Garden was, though many had tried to find it. Some said it lay beyond the Silver River, past the hills where the clouds never moved. Others believed it was hidden deep within the woods, guarded by creatures of light. The old folk claimed it was not a place you could simply walk to—it was a place that appeared when your heart was ready, a place that called to dreamers, to those who still believed in magic.

The legend said the garden had been planted by the stars themselves. On the first night of the world, when the heavens glowed with newborn light, the stars sent down a rain of colors that fell to the earth like tiny seeds. From those seeds grew flowers unlike any other—petals that shimmered with rainbow hues, stems that sang when touched by the wind, and leaves that glowed softly under the moon. It was a place of endless wonder, where animals could speak, rivers whispered secrets, and every heart that entered left a little more kind and brave than before.

Most villagers dismissed the stories as nonsense meant for children’s dreams. But there was one girl who believed every word.

Her name was Lila Maren, and she was the youngest child of a humble potter and a weaver. Lila was a curious, bright-eyed girl who loved nothing more than exploring the meadows and listening to the world around her. While other children chased one another through the streets, she followed butterflies, collected pebbles shaped like hearts, and listened to the music of the wind through the trees. She often asked her grandmother to tell her stories of the Rainbow Garden again and again, even when she knew them by heart.

Her grandmother, a wise woman with soft eyes and hands that smelled of lavender, always smiled as she began.

“The Rainbow Garden, my dear,” she would say, “is not like any other garden. You cannot find it by looking, for it finds you. When your heart is kind, when you see the beauty in every small thing—even a raindrop or a spider’s web—then perhaps, one day, it will open its gates to you.”

Lila believed her. Deep down, she felt she knew the garden was real. Sometimes, when she sat quietly by the brook, she thought she heard faint laughter drifting on the wind, or saw flashes of color among the trees that weren’t from any butterfly she knew. She told her grandmother once that she thought the garden was calling to her.

Her grandmother smiled mysteriously and said, “Perhaps it is. But remember, child, the garden only reveals itself when the time is right—and when the world truly needs its magic once more.”

Years passed, and still, Lila waited. She grew a little taller, a little wiser, but never lost her wonder. Then one stormy night, as thunder rolled over the hills and rain lashed the windows, something strange happened.

When the storm finally quieted, a soft golden glow filled her room. On her bedside table lay a small, delicate key—no larger than a robin’s feather, yet shimmering with all the colors of a rainbow. Lila reached out, and the moment her fingers touched it, she felt warmth spreading through her chest and heard, just for a moment, a voice as gentle as the wind whisper:
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