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​Chapter 1: The


Colorless Meadow
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Milo was a tiny gray mouse who lived in the middle of a big, quiet meadow. The grass was gray.

The sky was gray.

Even the flowers were gray. Every morning, Milo peeked out of his cozy little hole and looked around. Everything looked sleepy and sad. The butterflies didn’t flutter anymore, and the bees buzzed without a song.

​“I wish the world could smile again,” Milo sighed one day as he watched the gray clouds drift by. He had never seen a real color before, but he had heard stories from the old owl

about how the world once sparkled with blue skies, yellow daisies, and orange sunsets.

Sometimes, Milo would collect

pebbles and line them up, pretending they were colors. “This one will be red, like a fire!” he’d say, pointing at a dark stone. “And this one, blue like the sky!”
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Even though no one else believed color would ever return, Milo did.

He dreamed about it every night — a world filled with colors so bright they would make the sun dance.

And even though he was just a small mouse in a gray

meadow, his dream was big enough to fill the whole sky. Lesson: It’s okay to dream big, even if you feel small.
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​Chapter 2: The Magic Paintbrush
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The next morning, the sky was still gray, but something felt different.

A cool breeze whispered through the meadow, tickling Milo’s whiskers. As he scurried through the tall gray grass, he noticed something shiny poking out from under a daisy. It sparkled faintly, even in the dull light.

​“What’s this?” Milo squeaked,

brushing off the dirt. It was a tiny golden paintbrush! The handle glowed softly, warm to the touch, and the bristles shimmered as if they were made of sunlight.
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Milo had never seen anything

so beautiful. “Maybe this

brush can help me paint the

colors back!” he said, his

heart fluttering with

excitement.

He dipped the brush into a

puddle of rainwater and

waved it gently through the

air.

​Swish!

A streak of bright red

appeared, glowing like a

sunrise across the gray sky! Milo’s eyes grew wide. He waved the brush again — this time, a ribbon of orange danced behind it, followed by yellow and green.

“The colors are real!” he

shouted, hopping in circles. The gray meadow seemed to hold its breath, watching. Even the wind stopped to listen as a bright rainbow began to stretch across the sky.
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Milo giggled, painting little dots of color on the

flowers and stones. Each one came alive — a petal turning pink, a leaf shining green.

For the first time ever, the


meadow smiled.




And so did Milo.



Lesson: Great discoveries come from curiosity and courage.
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