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Preface

Welcome to Luminara Woods, a place of vibrant colors, playful creatures, and timeless lessons. This story began with a simple question: What does it mean to be truly beautiful? Percy’s journey is one of growth, transformation, and connection—a tale that reflects challenges we all face in learning to value ourselves and others.

At its heart, this book celebrates the magic of unity, the strength of community, and the joy of finding harmony in diversity. Whether you're reading alone or sharing it with loved ones, I hope Percy’s story inspires laughter, reflection, and a renewed appreciation for the beauty around you.

Thank you for stepping into this world.
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Chapter 1: Percy’s Daily Life in Luminara Woods
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Percy the Peacock was one of the most beautiful creatures in Luminara. He had dazzling feathers, which shone in brilliant shades of blue and green, catching the light like a prism.

“Another glorious morning to be admired,” Percy muttered to himself, strutting out of his nest. His neighbors often called Percy “the gem of the woods,” a title he relished.

“Blue and green,” he grumbled, fluffing his feathers. “So predictable. So ordinary.” Never mind that his plumage had been compared to a masterpiece; Percy couldn’t help but eye the other animals and their unique colors.

Across the way, Marigold the Monarch Butterfly flitted by, her wings a blaze of orange brilliance. Ruby the Fox lounged on a sun-warmed rock, her fur glowing crimson in the light. Even tiny Indigo the Beetle, crawling near Percy’s feet, gleamed with a deep, mysterious hue.

“Why can’t I have a little of that?” Percy said aloud, startling Indigo, who scuttled away in alarm.

As Percy strutted through the forest, he couldn’t shake his growing dissatisfaction. Everywhere he turned, it was as if the other animals were flaunting their colors just to mock him.

“Morning, Percy!” chirped Quibble the Parrot, swooping down from a nearby branch. His feathers were a kaleidoscope of reds, yellows, and greens, and Percy felt a pang of envy so sharp it made his tail feathers twitch.

“Morning, Quibble,” Percy replied coolly. “Lovely... colorful as always.”

Quibble tilted his head. “Of course! Colors are what make life exciting, wouldn’t you agree?”

“Oh, absolutely,” Percy said, his tone dripping with sarcasm. “Some of us just have to make do with what we’re given, though.”

Quibble squawked with laughter. “Don’t be silly, Percy! Your feathers are dazzling! Why, the forest practically glows every time you fan them out.”

But Percy was already walking away, mumbling under his breath about how everyone else had more colors.

By mid-morning, Percy decided to take a detour to the Forest Circle, the social hub of Luminara Woods. There, animals gathered to eat, chat, and show off—something Percy usually enjoyed immensely. Today, however, he found himself scanning the crowd with narrowed eyes.

Marigold was there, of course, sipping nectar from a wildflower. Her orange wings caught the sunlight, creating a glow that seemed almost otherworldly. Percy’s feathers bristled.

“Percy, darling!” Marigold fluttered over. “You’re looking as radiant as ever. Isn’t this weather divine?”

“Divine,” Percy muttered. “Though it must be nice to have such... unique wings. All I’ve got is blue and green, you know.”

Marigold blinked. “But blue and green are your signature! You’re the jewel of the forest!”

“Signature? Jewel?” Percy forced a laugh. “More like... plain.”

Marigold tried to protest, but Percy had already spotted Ruby the Fox, whose tail seemed to blaze even brighter in the morning sun. He left Marigold mid-sentence to saunter over.

“Ruby,” Percy said, attempting a casual tone. “Don’t you ever feel, I don’t know... limited by just one color?”

Ruby raised an eyebrow. “Limited? My red fur is my pride! You’re not saying you’re unhappy with your feathers, are you?”

Percy hesitated. “No, no, of course not! I just think it wouldn’t hurt to have... options.”

Ruby smirked. “Well, if you’re looking for options, you should talk to Anemone the Chameleon. She knows all about changing colors.”

By noon, Percy was perched outside Anemone the Chameleon’s tree. Anemone was ancient, with scales that shimmered faintly even in shadow. She was known for her wisdom and for being just a bit eccentric.

“Percy,” Anemone said in a slow, thoughtful voice as she swayed on a branch. “What brings you here?”

“Anemone, I was just thinking... you’re so lucky, being able to change your colors whenever you like. It must be wonderful!”

Anemone smiled faintly. “Ah, but with great beauty comes great responsibility. Changing one’s colors isn’t as simple as it seems.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t need to change them constantly,” Percy said quickly. “Just a little variety! Imagine if I had orange, like Marigold, or red, like Ruby. Maybe even indigo! I could be the most spectacular peacock in history!”

Anemone’s smile faded. “Percy, do you know what happens to a forest when its colors are taken from those who need them?”

Percy blinked. “Taken? I’d never take them! Just... borrow.”

“Colors are part of life’s balance,” Anemone said gravely. “To upset that balance is to invite trouble.”

Percy rolled his eyes. “Trouble? Please, Anemone. I just want to brighten things up.”

Anemone sighed. “Be careful, Percy. Too much of a good thing can become a curse.”

But Percy had already stopped listening, his mind whirring with plans.

Discussion Questions

	Why do you think Percy feels dissatisfied with his blue and green feathers despite being admired?

	What do you think of Percy’s idea to “borrow” colors from the other animals? Is it fair?

	Anemone warns Percy about upsetting the balance of the forest. Why do you think balance is important in nature?

	How do you think the other animals will react if Percy starts taking their colors?

	If you were Percy’s friend, what advice would you give him?
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Chapter 2: Percy’s Dream of Rainbow Feathers
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Percy sat on the mossy edge of the pond, staring at his reflection as twilight painted the sky in streaks of pink and orange. Most animals were winding down for the day, but Percy’s mind was full of excitement and determination. He fanned his tail feathers wide, examining their dazzling blue and green shimmer. “It’s just not enough,” he muttered. “Not for a peacock of my potential.”

He imagined his reflection transformed—his feathers a cascade of every color imaginable: fiery reds, sunny yellows, deep purples, and dazzling oranges. He could almost hear the gasps of admiration, see the animals crowding around him in awe. Percy the Peacock: the King of Colors.

The thought made his heart race.

That night, Percy had a peculiar dream. He was standing atop a hill, his tail feathers a living rainbow, glowing so brightly that the forest below seemed to sparkle in its reflection. Animals cheered his name. Marigold the Butterfly declared him a “masterpiece.” Ruby the Fox called him “the eighth wonder of the world.” Even Quibble the Parrot, who was notoriously hard to impress, applauded until his wings ached.

But the dream took an odd turn. The cheering grew softer, then stopped. Percy turned to see the forest—gray, lifeless, and dull. The trees stood bare, the flowers drooped, and the animals sat silent, their colors drained away.

“Percy...” a voice whispered. It was Anemone the Chameleon, perched on a twisted, colorless branch. “This is what happens when you take more than you give.”

Percy jolted awake, feathers ruffled and heart pounding. The morning sun streamed through his nest, bathing everything in warm light. “What a ridiculous dream,” he muttered. “Anemone doesn’t understand visionaries like me.”

Percy decided to start small—just a little splash of color here and there to see how it looked. The first step in his plan was simple: find the easiest source of vibrant color in the forest. And he knew just where to start.

Marigold the Butterfly was sipping nectar from a patch of golden wildflowers when Percy found her. Her delicate orange wings glowed like embers against the green backdrop of the forest.

“Good morning, Marigold!” Percy called out, his tone unusually sweet.

Marigold fluttered over. “Percy! You seem... energetic today. What’s the occasion?”

“Oh, nothing special,” Percy said, puffing up his chest. “I was just thinking about how magnificent your wings are. They must be the most beautiful shade of orange in all of Luminara Woods.”

Marigold blushed—an impressive feat for a butterfly. “Why, thank you, Percy! That’s very kind of you.”

Percy leaned in conspiratorially. “You know, Marigold, I’ve been thinking of doing something bold with my look. A touch of orange would really make my feathers pop. Don’t you agree?”

Marigold tilted her head. “Orange on your feathers? Well, it would be... different.”

“Exactly! So I was wondering if you’d be willing to, you know, share a bit of your orange with me. Just a smidge! It would mean so much.”

Marigold hesitated. “Share? How would that even work?”

“Leave that to me!” Percy said, waving a wing dramatically. “You’ll barely notice it’s gone, and it’ll make the forest shine brighter!”

Reluctantly, Marigold agreed. Percy plucked a single strand of his tail feather and held it near her wings. A strange glow surrounded them as the orange from Marigold’s wings seemed to seep into the feather. When it was done, Marigold’s wings looked a little less vibrant, but Percy’s tail shimmered with a bold streak of orange.

“See? Perfect!” Percy exclaimed, fanning his tail. “Doesn’t it look amazing?”

Marigold blinked at her dulled wings. “I suppose... But my wings feel so—so light now. Are you sure this won’t cause any problems?”

“Problems? Nonsense!” Percy said, already strutting away. “Thanks for the contribution, Marigold!”

Back at the pond, Percy admired his reflection. The orange streak practically glowed, giving his tail a fiery flair. He swished it back and forth, imagining how the other animals would react. “This is only the beginning,” he said, his eyes gleaming. “Soon, I’ll have them all.”

The forest around him, however, was subtly changing. The wildflowers near Marigold’s favorite spot seemed a little less golden. A grayish hue crept into the grass. Percy didn’t notice. He was too busy planning his next move.

Percy’s next target was Ruby the Fox. He found her near the creek, grooming her vibrant red fur.

“Ruby!” Percy called, his voice dripping with charm. “You’re looking especially radiant today.”

Ruby glanced up suspiciously. “What do you want, Percy?”

“Want? Why would you think I want anything? Can’t a peacock pay a friend a compliment?”

Ruby narrowed her eyes. “Spit it out.”

Percy cleared his throat. “Well, I couldn’t help but notice how your red fur absolutely shines. It’s the kind of red that commands attention, you know? And I thought... wouldn’t it be marvelous if my feathers had a hint of that brilliance?”

Ruby blinked. “You want my fur?”

“No, no, not all of it!” Percy said quickly. “Just a touch of the color. It’s for a... collaborative art project. Very avant-garde.”

Ruby stared at him, her tail twitching. “And how, exactly, do you propose to take my color?”

“I have a... method,” Percy said vaguely. “Completely painless! You won’t even miss it.”

Ruby snorted. “You’ve got some nerve, Percy. But I’ll humor you. Just don’t blame me if this backfires.”

Using the same strange technique he had with Marigold, Percy transferred a streak of Ruby’s red fur to his feathers. When it was done, Ruby’s coat looked a little duller, and the patch where the red had been taken seemed almost brown.

“Hmm,” Ruby said, examining her fur. “This better not be permanent, Percy.”

“Of course not!” Percy said, fanning his tail. The addition of red was spectacular




	What do you think about Percy’s decision to take colors from the other animals? Is it fair or selfish?

	How would you feel if you were Marigold or Ruby? Would you agree to Percy’s request?

	Why do you think Percy ignored Anemone’s warning about balance in the forest?

	What do you think will happen to Luminara Woods as Percy collects more colors?

	Can you think of a way Percy could achieve his dream without taking from others?
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