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The Day That Had No Color
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Max wasn’t sure when the day had started feeling... gray.Not rainy-gray. Not stormy or sad.Just flat. Like the world had lost its flavor.

People moved around him on the street, carrying bags, staring at screens, walking fast and looking tired. The cars were noisy, the lights blinked, the air smelled like pavement and toast.

But nothing felt alive.Max kicked a pebble. It bounced off a wall and rolled into the gutter.

Usually, he had something to look forward to. A game. A friend. A drawing. A dream.

But today, everything felt like chewing gum that had already lost its taste.

“What do people even want?” he mumbled.Nobody answered. Of course not. He wasn’t really asking.

He looked up at the sky. It wasn’t cloudy, but it wasn’t blue either. Just... there.

Max sighed and kept walking, one shoe slightly untied.And then—he saw it.

At first, he thought it was just a receipt, fluttering by on the sidewalk. But it didn’t move like paper. It shimmered, almost like it had been waiting.

He bent down and picked it up.

It wasn’t a receipt at all. It was thick, like a ticket. Warm, somehow.

And printed across it, in swirly golden letters:"Open today only. Admission by true desire."

Max blinked. He turned it over. Nothing on the back.He looked around. Nobody else seemed to see it.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image003.png
Wiritten by Jane Pane





OEBPS/d2d_images/image014.png
Max and the Café That Served Wishes





OEBPS/d2d_images/image015.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image007.png





