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Luna lived at the very edge of the world — or at least, that’s how it felt to her. Her cottage sat on the last gentle hill before the land rolled into a wide, whispering meadow that never seemed to end. When the wind blew just right, the tall grass rippled like the ocean, and Luna would close her eyes and pretend she could sail across it, far beyond the horizon, to places where the stars never stopped shining.

Her home was small and sweet — its roof was crooked, the windows sparkled when it rained, and the chimney leaned ever so slightly to one side as though it were listening to the wind. The garden outside was full of dandelions and daisies, and every morning, Luna picked a flower and tucked it behind her ear before breakfast. Her mother said she was a daydreamer. Her father said she had starlight in her eyes.

But Luna didn’t think of herself as anything special. She was quiet, gentle, and often found in places no one thought to look — behind the old willow tree, beside the brook that hummed under the bridge, or lying on her back in the meadow watching the clouds drift by.

It wasn’t the clouds she was really watching, though. It was what came after the rain.

For as long as she could remember, Luna had loved rainbows. She loved the way they arrived so suddenly, arching across the sky like a secret doorway. She loved the way the colours shimmered, bright and full of promise, as though something magical was just waiting at the other side. And though everyone else simply smiled and carried on with their day when one appeared, Luna stayed still. She listened.

Because sometimes — only sometimes — she thought she could hear them.

Not with her ears, exactly, but with her heart. A soft hum, like distant singing, drifting through the rain-washed air.

She never told anyone that, of course. People already thought she was odd enough — a girl who spoke to clouds and trees and spent more time staring at the sky than playing with other children. But Luna didn’t mind. She knew there was something special about rainbows, something that most people had forgotten how to feel.

Then, one summer, everything began to change.

It started with little things. The rainbows after storms didn’t shine quite as brightly. The reds looked tired, the violets seemed shy, and the gold at the centre — the colour that always made Luna’s heart flutter — was gone altogether.

After a while, even the rain seemed quieter. The meadow looked duller, the sky less cheerful. Luna’s mother said it was just the weather. Her father said the world always looks different as you grow up. But Luna didn’t believe that. Magic didn’t fade because you got older. It faded because people stopped believing it was there.

One morning, after a heavy storm, Luna ran outside as soon as the first sunlight broke through the clouds. She splashed barefoot through puddles and looked up eagerly, waiting for the rainbow to stretch across the sky. But nothing happened. The sky cleared to soft blue, the air smelled of rain and earth, and yet... the rainbow never came.

Luna waited all morning. Then all afternoon.

And when the sun began to sink behind the hills, she felt something inside her heart break quietly, like a song that had lost its last note.

That night, she couldn’t sleep. She sat by her window, watching the moon climb into the dark, silver sky. The stars twinkled faintly, but even they seemed tired — as though they missed the colours too.

“Where have they gone?” Luna whispered to the quiet meadow. “Where do rainbows go when they disappear?”

Outside, the world held its breath.

And then, just as her eyelids began to grow heavy, the air shimmered. A faint glow drifted across the meadow, gliding above the grass like mist. Luna rubbed her eyes. The glow grew brighter — pale silver at first, then blushing pink, then gold, then blue, until the colours rippled and danced together like liquid light.

From that shining glow stepped a creature more beautiful than anything Luna had ever imagined.

It was a unicorn.

Its mane flowed like ribbons of silk, its horn gleamed with colours that pulsed and changed like the heart of a rainbow, and its eyes — oh, its eyes — were filled with a soft sadness that seemed to reach right into Luna’s soul.

The unicorn stood at the edge of the meadow, looking toward her window. The air trembled with quiet magic. Then, as gently as a dream, it spoke.

“Luna,” the unicorn said, its voice a blend of wind, music, and rain. “The colours are fading from your world. The Rainbow Unicorns who paint the skies are losing their light — for the colour of hope is vanishing from human hearts.”

Luna’s breath caught. “But... but how can I help? I’m just me.”

“You see the things others forget to notice,” said the unicorn softly. “You still listen to the sky. You still believe. That is why you must come to us.”

“Where?” Luna asked, her voice trembling.

“To the Valley of Broken Light,” the unicorn replied. “It lies beyond the Storm Gate, hidden between thunder and dream. Only one with a heart of wonder can find the way.”

Before Luna could speak again, the unicorn bowed its head. A single tear — bright as crystal — fell from its eye and landed among the meadow’s grass, glowing faintly before sinking into the earth.

“When the dawn comes,” it said, “follow where the first drop of sunlight touches the ground. That path will lead you to us.”

And with that, the unicorn stepped backward into the night. The glow faded, the meadow dimmed, and the world was still again.
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