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Epilogue
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Mia's Final Journal Entry

The Oakhaven Apple Pie Festival was finally back to normal.

Paper lanterns hung neatly along the streets. Cheerful music played from the small stage in the square. And most importantly—no weird rainbows, mischievous shadows, or "whispering" trees.

On a wooden bench near the field, Mia sat writing quickly in her journal.

Preliminary conclusion:

Nature always has a pattern.

But when someone tries to play it like piano keys...things can get really messy.

"You done yet?" asked Jake, his mouth full of apple pie. He was holding his third piece. Or fourth. It was hard to keep track.

"Don't talk with your mouth full," said Sam, closing his detective kit with a satisfied click. "And that's your last slice."

Jake swallowed quickly. "You always say that."

Mia gave a small smile. She closed her book—then paused.

"Sam," she said softly, "do you realize... all of this started with one little thing?"

Sam raised an eyebrow. "The rain-less rainbow?" Mia nodded.

Jake leaned back. "Yeah. Who knew a rainbow could cause so much trouble."

The three of them fell silent for a moment, gazing at Oakhaven's now-peaceful night sky.

No one knew — that just days ago, this town almost turned into a living puzzle.

And that story... actually began long before the festival.
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The Town of Apples and a Rainbow Too Perfect
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Oakhaven was always busy right before the Annual Apple Pie Festival.

Small trucks carried crates of shiny red apples. Colorful banners proclaiming "The Most Delicious Apple Pie in the State!" were hung slightly askew—because, according to the committee, "if it's too straight, it doesn't look handmade."

Amidst the bustle, three kids moved to a different rhythm.

Sam walked slowly, his eyes sharp. His hand held his detective kit, now full of stickers—a small wrench, a mini flashlight, a measuring tape, and things adults called "weird," but Sam considered "very important."

Jake? He was running.

"Sam! Mia! Look at this!" he yelled, pushing an apple cart. "If I push it faster, the apples start singing!"

"Jake, that's called apples falling," Sam answered flatly.

Behind them, Mia noted everything.
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The festival schedule. The committee members' names. The weather. Even Jake's weird comments—because, in Mia's opinion, weird things often turned into clues.

Then... someone pointed to the sky. "Hey, look!"

Above Oakhaven's small lake, a rainbow arched beautifully.

The townspeople clapped. The kids cheered.

"Hooray! A sign the festival will be a success!" someone exclaimed.

But the Oakhaven Trio didn't join the cheering.

Mia frowned. "Wait... isn't it sunny today?"

Sam checked his wristwatch. "No rain for three days."

Jake squinted. "And... the rainbow isn't moving."

They watched longer. The sun shifted. Wispy clouds passed.

The rainbow... stayed put. "Rainbows are supposed to change," Sam murmured.

"This one's like... painted on."

And when the wind blew, Sam saw something shimmering strangely on the lake's surface. "Looks like," he said quietly, "this festival just got a mystery."

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2

[image: ]


The Rainbow That Wouldn't Leave
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The Oakhaven Trio stood at the lake's edge.

Jake crouched and dipped his finger in the water. "Why's it slippery?"

Sam immediately took out his magnifying glass. "A thin layer. Like oil... but it doesn't smell like it."

Mia opened her journal. "Weather report: zero rain. Normal humidity. Steady sunlight."

Sam took a small prism from his kit and aimed it at the light's reflection.

A tiny rainbow appeared... then bent weirdly.

"This light," said Sam, "is being forced to bend."

Jake stared at the lake. "By what?" The answer was under their feet.

In the shallow water, green algae grew in neat spirals. Not random. Not natural.

Mia quickly copied the shape. "This pattern... it's repeating."

Sam nodded. "Biological structures can bend light. But a pattern this neat—"

"—was made," Jake finished.
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The three of them looked at each other. This wasn't a miracle.

This was an experiment. And whoever was doing it, one thing was clear:

That rainbow wasn't an accident. Mia closed her book softly.

"And if someone can control light... who knows what else they can control."

From a distance, the festival rehearsal bell rang.

The Oakhaven Trio didn't know yet—

that this was only the first clue.
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The Shadows That Wouldn't Behave
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Night fell slowly over Oakhaven. Streetlights came on one by one, casting yellow light onto the sidewalks. The townspeople were still busy—some trying one last apple pie recipe, some hanging decorative lights near the small forest on the town's edge. And that's where the second problem appeared.

"My shadow... just blinked," said a little kid.

"What do you mean, blinked?" his mother asked. "Well... like it came alive."

Soon, little shrieks were heard. People took a step back.

The shadows of trees on the ground were moving on their own—shifting away from the direction of the lamplight.

The Oakhaven Trio arrived just as the crowd was getting restless.

Jake pointed at the ground. "Okay. That's not a normal shadow. My shadow usually follows the rules."

Sam was already kneeling, examining the streetlight's angle. "In theory, a shadow always moves away from the light source."

Mia jotted down notes quickly. "But this one... is turning."
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As if to prove her point, the shadow of a branch slid sideways, even though the light was still.

"Sam," Jake whispered, "if my shadow runs away, should I run too or stay and look brave?"

"Stay still," Sam answered. "Shadows can't run." Jake sighed in relief. "Good."

Sam turned on his flashlight and aimed it at the ground.

The shadow moved in the opposite direction. "That's impossible," Mia said softly.

"Not impossible," Sam corrected. "Manipulated."

Jake followed the shadow's direction and found something shiny on the ground. He picked it up.

"Uh... I hope this isn't dragon scales."

It was a thin sheet, almost transparent, with a texture like insect wings.

Mia leaned in. "Micro-structure." Sam nodded. "Reflects light selectively."

Jake stared towards the forest. "So... someone sprinkled light tricks around here?"

And as they looked closer—they found more of those sheets, neatly attached to rocks, tree trunks, even park benches. Not random. A pattern.

Mia opened her journal and compared the sketches of the algae spiral from the lake.

The pattern... was the same.

"These aren't separate incidents," she said.

"This is a continuation." From afar, the wind rustled.

The shadows moved again—faster. And for the first time, Sam said in a serious voice: "We have to go to the forest."
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