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After God had created the sun, the moon, the earth, and everything that breathes upon it, it is said that on the sixth day He created man in His own image. He gave him reason, hands that can create, and a spirit capable of understanding the world. But the gift was not yet complete. He gave him something more—perhaps the most precious thing of all until then: the senses.

He gave man the ability to see, to perceive the splendor of the world surrounding him, and to delight in the variety of forms, the light, and the countless shades of color that fill nature. On that very day when man came into being, he was also granted the sense of sight—a window through which he could behold the wondrous mosaic of existence.

At first glance, it seems as though the human eye can see a great deal. And indeed, it can. Yet what is interesting is that this gift is still limited. Compared to modern computers, which can distinguish up to sixteen million colors, the human eye recognizes only a few hundred gradations of color. And yet that is more than enough to fill us with wonder at the world around us.

Colors are what breathe life into nature. They delight us, motivate us, inspire us, calm us, and awaken all kinds of feelings within us. Red can remind us of strength and love, blue of the calm of the sky and the depth of the sea, green of life and renewal, and gold of the light of the sun—the source of all life.

But now imagine, for a moment, a different world. A world in which all colors have suddenly vanished. A world without red apples, without a turquoise sea and a blue sky, where lilacs no longer bloom in violet and silk no longer shimmers in the color of champagne. Imagine a world in which all things, all cities, and all of nature appear only in black and white.

Such a world would be faceless, monotonous, and sad. In it, almost all the joys we now take for granted would disappear. In science, it is said that black is not a color, but the absence of light. When we see something as black, it means that an object absorbs almost all light waves and reflects none of them back to our eyes. White, by contrast, is the full reflection of light—it reflects all the colors of the spectrum back.

In art, however, the story is different. There, black often arises from the mixing of many pigments and is sometimes even regarded as the presence of all colors. Science and art see the world through different eyes—yet both remind us of the same truth: colors are the foundation of our perception of the world.

They exist because light carries within it an entire spectrum of wavelengths—from red to violet. When light falls upon an object, it absorbs some of those waves and reflects others. The color that is reflected is the one our eye perceives. That is why grass is green: because it reflects green light. That is why an apple is red: because it reflects red wavelengths. And a black surface absorbs all light and therefore appears dark.

Our eyes contain three types of receptors that detect red, green, and blue light. The brain combines this information and creates the colorful world we experience. And yet there are living beings that see even more than we do. Birds can perceive ultraviolet light—hidden patterns on flowers that the human eye will never detect. Bees use these patterns as guides to nectar. Some sea creatures can even see polarized light, while mantis shrimp possess one of the most complex visual systems in nature. Their world is even richer in color than ours.

And yet our own world is rich enough to fascinate us and sometimes take our breath away. For colors are not merely the physics of light. They are part of our emotions, our memories, and our entire lives. Without them, the world would be more monotonous, colder, and infinitely poorer.

In literature and symbolism, colors often stand for feelings, ideas, and spiritual states:

Red – passion, love, courage, revolution, life energy, resistance
Black – power, mystery, mourning, death, authority, sometimes elegance
White – purity, innocence, peace, beginning, truth
Blue – freedom, infinity, spirituality, calm, hope
Green – nature, growth, renewal, life, balance
Yellow / Gold – light, wisdom, knowledge, wealth, the sun
Violet – royal dignity, magic, spirituality
Orange – energy, creativity, change
In literature, colors are often used to make visible the inner condition of a world or its characters.

In this story, black and white stand for order, control, and a cold world of discipline. Red, by contrast, becomes the symbol of life, rebellion, and a free spirit.

Here, red is not merely a color—it is a spark that refuses to go out. It is the sign of resistance against everything that seeks to silence the human soul and turn the world into uniformity.

Red is the sign of revolution, courage, and a spirit that does not submit—even when everything around it is losing strength.

For in the end, one truth remains: wherever even a single red petal survives, freedom still lives.

This book tells of an unusual world striving for perfection and stability, and in doing so losing its joy of life. Of a world in which colors vanish overnight. Of a kingdom where colors are forbidden and unwanted. A world in which black-and-white uniformity becomes the mark of loyalty to the ruler—a symbol of order, discipline, and unshakable power.

In this world, anyone who tries to bring the colors back is declared a rebel. A person without a future and without rights.

If you wish to know what life in such a world looks like, then enter this story with all your senses—and especially with the most important of them: sight.

This is the story of a kingdom of lost colors. A world in which, along with the colors, the joy of life disappears.

And it is the story of a princess who feels with her whole being how precious that is which we so often take for granted—a small, fragile, yet wondrous thing called color.
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Laya stood before the great canvas as if before a silent interlocutor. She was forty years old, yet in her face one could still see that gentle light of curiosity that belongs to those who have never ceased to marvel at the beauty of the world.

She was gracefully built, slender, and carried herself with a calm, balanced composure, as though her very body had learned the rhythm of slow, careful creation. Her long blond hair fell in soft waves over her back. A strand slipped across her shoulder as she held a fine brush between her fingers, its tip stained with oil paints. On her hands traces of red, blue, and yellow mingled together, and from a small vessel on the table rose the scent of turpentine. The studio was filled with canvases. They leaned against the wall, one upon another—huge ones, almost as tall as doors; before them medium-sized ones; and before those again very small ones, scarcely larger than an ordinary book. Even if not every one of them could be seen in full, at the very first glance it was possible to sense that each was an explosion of life: forests burning in shades of green; rivers shimmering in turquoise and silver waves; blossoms unfolding in red and orange whirls. Each painting seemed like the culmination of all the senses, as though within them were enclosed the fragrances, the sounds, and the happiness of the entire world.

On the other side of the room the television murmured softly. The presenter was speaking about her, about the painter who worked exclusively with luminous colors and never used black or white. The voice sounded muffled, as though it came from a great distance.

Laya occasionally cast a brief glance toward the screen, yet her face remained serious and thoughtful. 

[image: ]At that moment a ray of sunlight broke through the window of the studio. It slipped through a fine strand of her blond hair and set it alight for a moment like a thread of gold. The light glided across her face and came to rest in the blue iris of her eye, which glimmered in shades of turquoise, yellow, and green. But the playful beam did not linger there. It fell upon the great canvas before her. The colors suddenly seemed to come alive. Red flickered like a flame, yellow like the warm light of a summer morning, while blue almost seemed to murmur like the water of a small brook. Particles of dust floated gently and silently within that shaft of light, like tiny invisible stars dancing with quiet elegance.

Laya sighed, dipped the brush into yellow paint, and laid down another delicate stroke. In that moment it seemed to her as though the whole world—light, colors, dust, paintings, and the silence of the studio—were flowing together into a single vast canvas in which everything is born. The voice from the television drew her attention for a moment, and she peered with one eye from behind the canvas. 

“Today we are speaking about the exceptionally gifted painter Laya Sarin, an artist who has already made a significant contribution to the world of art. She is known for creating her paintings exclusively in radiant, fiery, and richly colored tones. What is interesting is that she never uses black or white, because she believes that the world should be represented through the energy and life that colors contain within them. She finds her inspiration in nature and in traditional pigments. The red in her paintings recalls the hues of the hibiscus blossom and symbolizes love and strength. Green, such as may be derived from plants, stands in her work for new beginnings and renewal. Yellow, often in the shades of turmeric, symbolizes happiness and light. Blue, similar to the pigment of indigo, conveys a feeling of calm and spirituality, while orange, like the petals of the marigold, radiates energy and joy. Laya often says she was inspired by traditions such as the festival of Holi, where colors dissolve the differences between people and symbolize the celebration of life. That is precisely what her paintings seek to convey—a world in which colors unite people and remind them of the awakening of life, of new hope and light. I sincerely hope that we will have many more opportunities to enjoy the works of this extraordinarily talented painter.”

After these words she sighed deeply. For a moment she held the brush suspended in the air, then, as if hesitating, she reached for a cloth already heavily smeared with paint and began, one by one, to clean all six brushes. It seemed as though that voice had reminded her of something, for suddenly she no longer felt the desire to paint.

Yet it was not this interview, which had been recorded several days earlier, that was the reason. It was the memories from which she could not free herself. Today was the anniversary of that day. The day she guarded as her greatest secret from all people. Since that day—of which she had never told a single soul even one word. The memories suddenly flooded over her—the good ones as well as the bad. Whatever they had been, they filled her with a deep sadness and a pain such as she had not felt since that day. Nervously she flung the brushes onto the table, and the dull sound of wood echoed through the room. How beautifully the day had begun—and now everything was ruined.

“Why now of all times? Why did I have to remember it today?” she asked herself, though in truth she had never really forgotten it for more than twenty years. Yet this time everything somehow felt
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