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​The House That Collected Rainbows
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The house had been waiting for her.

When Moira first saw it, standing at the edge of a small Irish coastal town, she felt the sea breeze press against her cheeks as though it were urging her inside. Its grey stone walls were scarred with moss, its windows clouded, its roof patched with years of storms. Yet there was something alive about it, as if the house itself were breathing in the salty air, waiting for a companion.

Moira had not planned to stay. She was sixty-two, a widow, her children scattered across the world in jobs that did not leave much time for phone calls. Her husband, Eamon, had died three years earlier, and though she had remained in Dublin, every corner of their apartment pressed sorrow against her ribs. When the letter arrived telling her she had inherited her aunt’s old house in Ballycove, she thought it no more than a duty: clear it, sell it, return to the city.

But on her second morning in the house, something strange happened.

The storm had ended during the night. The sea still rumbled in the distance, but the sky was washed clean. She carried her tea into the front room and gasped. The walls, the chairs, even the floor were streaked with colours—deep violets, golden oranges, trembling blues. Rainbows shimmered across the room as if painted by invisible hands.

She stepped closer to the window. There was no glass prism, no ornament to scatter light. The sunlight itself seemed to bend when it touched the house.

“Magic,” whispered Moira, before she realised she had spoken aloud.

From that day on, after every storm, the rainbows returned.

At first, Moira kept the secret to herself. She wandered the house with her cup of tea, touching the colours with her fingertips. Sometimes the rainbows bent into shapes: a child’s laugh echoing in green light, a couple dancing in yellow, her aunt’s voice humming in purple shadows. Moira began to wonder whether the house remembered everything that had ever happened inside its walls, and whether the storms shook those memories free like loose coins from a pocket.

One evening, when the rain had poured for hours and the wind had rattled the shutters, the colours appeared more vivid than ever. Moira stood still, her breath held. In the red light she thought she saw Eamon’s smile. In the blue, the tilt of his head when he was about to tease her. She reached out, and for the first time since his death, her chest did not feel empty.

Word travelled, as it always does in small towns.

At the bakery, a young woman with flour on her cheek leaned closer.

“Is it true, Mrs. Byrne? Your house catches rainbows?”

Moira blushed. “I suppose it does.”

Within weeks, neighbours began knocking on her door. At first shyly, then more eagerly, they asked to see the rainbows. Children came after school, their boots muddy, their eyes wide with wonder. Old men shuffled in with walking sticks. Even the priest stopped by one Sunday after Mass, curious.

Each visitor seemed to see something different. One boy swore he saw his dog, long buried, running in streaks of yellow. An old woman said she saw her wedding day in pink. The priest admitted—quietly, as though afraid of his own words—that he saw forgiveness shimmering in silver.

Moira opened the door to all of them. She poured tea, served scones, and let the rainbows do their work. The house, once empty, now hummed with voices and laughter.

Yet not all rainbows were gentle.

One afternoon, after a storm fierce enough to bend the trees, the colours turned harsh and sharp. A neighbour, a fisherman named Declan, stepped inside. The moment the red light touched him, his face twisted. He shouted that he had seen his brother drowning, thirty years ago, the storm too strong for rescue. Declan stumbled out, refusing Moira’s hand, the air thick with grief.

That night, Moira sat in the kitchen, the candle flickering, wondering whether the house was a gift or a curse. She thought of Eamon again, how he had believed that every sorrow was a kind of truth. Perhaps the house did not lie. Perhaps it only revealed what was already hidden.
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