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What follows is a work of fiction. All of the
people, incidents, and places are products of the author’s
imagination. Any resemblance to real people, places or incidents is
strictly coincidental.

 


For Laura Lent, who brings rainbows into so
many lives—especially mine.
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CHAPTER 1

 


Sometimes sun-showers brought rainbows. It
was one of the things Christina and her friends loved about the
summer. Rain would fall without warning, even though the sun was
still shining, and then stop as suddenly as it had begun. When they
looked at the sky above the playground a few blocks away, they
would see a rainbow arching like a many-colored sash over the
grassy fields and down into the woods.

 


But one day after a sun-shower, as they
watched from Christina’s front yard, the rainbow began to
disappear. Slowly, the right-hand side of the arch curved out of
sight as if it were being swallowed by a hole in the ground, and
the rest of the rainbow followed until it was completely gone.

 


“What’s going on?” Christina asked her
friends. “Usually rainbows just fade away.”

 


“That’s right,” Gordy said.
“This rainbow
sank away.”

 


Sandy’s voice trembled as if she were going
to cry. “This is spooky. My grandmother says that when it rains,
it’s the sky weeping. But when the rain stops, the rainbow comes to
show that the sky is happy again. Do you think this means the sky
is so sad that even a rainbow can’t make it happy?”

 


“It’s a mystery, all right,” Brian
declared. “But I’m going to ask my dad. He’ll know!”

 


But none of their parents knew how a rainbow
could vanish so mysteriously either. They were as puzzled as their
children. Not even Sandy’s grandmother could explain it.

 


“Well, maybe we should ask our teachers,”
Christina said. “Maybe they’ll know.”

 


“But it’s summertime,” Sandy said. “We don’t
have school during the summer.”

 


“Oh, no!” Gordy groaned. “That means we have
to wait until September to solve the mystery. That’s the whole
summer! I can’t wait that long.”

 


“I have an idea,” Christina said. “The next
time we see a rainbow disappear like that, we’ll ride our bikes
until we find the place where it disappears.”

 


“Way to go!” Brian said. “At least then we’ll
know what’s happening to them.”

 


The next time there was a sun-shower, the
four friends watched eagerly to see if a rainbow appeared when the
rain stopped. And there it was, a colorful streamer rounding over
the trees against a background of blue sky. But even as they
watched, the left-hand side of the rainbow began to rise as the
right-hand side slowly sank. It was disappearing strangely
again!

 


“Hurry!” Christina shouted. “We have to get
our bikes and find it before it’s gone!”

 


 



CHAPTER 2

 


They ran to their houses, found and pulled on
their helmets, and jumped onto their bikes. Heedful of traffic,
they pedaled hard, feeling the breeze against their faces, as they
raced to find the rainbow. Soon they came to the playground, with
its swings, sliding board, seesaw, sandbox, jungle gym and baseball
diamond. They pedaled toward the woods beyond. Other children
glanced up from their games as the four bike-riders sped by.
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“Look!” Sandy cried. “It’s getting
smaller!”

 


The left-hand side of the rainbow was high
above the trees now, and they knew that if they didn’t hurry the
rainbow would vanish again and they would still have a mystery on
their hands. They rode and rode. They pedaled until their legs
ached. Every time they looked up, they saw the rainbow
shrinking.

 


“Faster!” Christina shouted. “It’s almost
gone!”

 


They hopped off their bikes and walked them
over the bumpy, uneven ground that led into the woods. It was
darker and cooler here in the shade. Sunlight through the treetops
speckled the ground and the low bushes on both sides of the narrow
dirt path they walked on.

 


Christina led the way. She couldn’t see the
rainbow through the treetops. She could only guess in which
direction they would find it—if they weren’t too late.

 


They walked deeper into the woods. Not far
ahead they saw a clearing where the last bit of rainbow hung in the
air, sinking steadily toward the ground. Trees and bushes blocked
their view of the clearing, but they heard a noise from that
direction, a crunching followed by a gulp. Christina raised her
hand to signal the others to stop.

 


“I think someone’s there,” she whispered.

 


“Or some thing!” Sandy whispered back nervously. “Maybe
some kind of creature that attacks rainbows.”

 


“You don’t think it’s a wild animal, do you?”
Brian asked.

 


“Don’t be silly,” Gordy told him. “There
aren’t any wild animals in the woods.”

 


“Oh, yeah? What about bears?”

 


“There aren’t any bears in
these woods.”

 


“Are too.”

 


“Are not.”

 


“Ssh!”
Christina warned them. “Keep your voices down.”

 


“Christina,” Sandy said, “maybe we’d better
not go.”

 


“Yeah, maybe we should go home,” Brian
said.

 


“But don’t you want to find out what
happened to the rainbow?” Christina asked. “I do.”

 


She quietly propped her bike on its
kickstand, took off her helmet and hung it on the handlebars, and
crept forward on tiptoes. Gordy was right behind her. Sandy and
Brian traded nervous looks, then followed cautiously.

 


 



CHAPTER 3

 


When they reached the edge of the clearing,
they stopped and stared. They were too surprised to say anything,
or to move. A boy knelt on the ground in the clearing, his back
toward them. He opened his mouth, bit off a chunk of rainbow,
crunched it and gulped it down, then took another bite. Now the
four friends understood why the rainbow had vanished in such a
slow, strange way. It was being eaten!

 


From the playground far behind them they
heard the shouts of other children at play. Here in the clearing
they heard only the sounds of the boy chewing as he went on eating
the rainbow. By the time only a little bit was left, Sandy was no
longer afraid and yelled, “What do you think you’re doing?”
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Her shout made everyone jump. The boy spun
around and leaped to his feet. At the sight of them, his mouth
opened in surprise. A strip of freshly bitten rainbow—red, orange,
yellow, green, blue and purple—hung from his lips. After a moment
he started to chew again, watching them with gloomy, unfriendly
eyes.

 


Sandy ran into the clearing and stopped in
front of him. “What do you think you’re doing?” she angrily asked
him again.

 


The boy swallowed some rainbow and said,
“None of your business.”

 


“Oh, yes it is!” Gordy told him. “Rainbows
belong to everyone. It’s not right for you to ruin them.”

 


“I can do whatever I want. Go away. I don’t
want any company. Leave me alone.”

 


“Not till you leave our rainbows alone,”
Sandy said.

 


“They don’t belong to you, either,” the boy
replied.

 


Christina stepped between them. “Hold it,
everybody. Let’s not get so excited.” She turned to the boy. “My
name is Christina. What’s yours?”

 


“Duncan.”

 


“Do you live around here? I’ve never seen you
before.”

 


“We just moved here,” Duncan said.

 


Christina introduced him to Gordy, Sandy and
Brian, then said, “We were out playing when the sun-shower came,
and afterward we were watching the rainbow when it started to
disappear. We came to find out why.”

 


“Okay, now you know,” Duncan muttered.

 


“Yes, but we don’t understand
why. Why do you eat
rainbows?”

 


“Because sometimes I feel like it.”

 


Sandy stepped forward, her fists on her
hips. “That’s very rude, you know,” she told him. “Don’t you know
rainbows bring good luck? You’re going to give everybody
bad luck if you take them
away.”

 


“Who cares?”

 


“You’re not only rude, you’re selfish, too,”
Sandy snapped.

 


“Don’t you have anything better to do?” Gordy
put in. “Go find someone to play with instead of ruining
rainbows.”

 


Duncan didn’t answer. Nobody else said
anything. They heard bees droning in the trees around the clearing
and, from far off, the playground noises. Duncan opened his mouth
as if to speak, then closed it suddenly. His hand brushed
impatiently at tears that sprang to his eyes, but he made no sound.
Then he whirled around and ran off, the four friends watching as he
vanished into the woods. They heard twigs crackling under his feet
and bushes rustling as he fled.
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