


Lily loved painting rainbows in her little studio. One 
morning, she gasped. The grass outside had turned 
grey! The sky looked like foggy paper. "Someone 
stole  the  colors,"  she  whispered.  Grabbing  her 
paintbrush and a small bag of paints, Lily stepped 
outside.  "I  will  find  whoever  did  this,"  she  said 
bravely. The wind swirled, carving a glowing path 
through the grey meadow. Lily took a deep breath 
and followed it, her heart thumping with excitement 
and a tiny bit of fear.
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The  path  led  Lily  into  a  forest  where  even  the 
leaves looked pale.  Suddenly,  a swirling shadow 
zipped between the trees. "Who's there?" Lily called. 
A  wispy  creature  made  of  smoke  peeked  out, 
clutching a sack that glowed with trapped colors. "I 
am Grim," it hissed. "I collect colors because mine 
faded long ago." Lily frowned but softened. "Stealing 
isn't the answer," she said. "Let me help you find 
your own colors instead." Grim blinked, surprised, 
and darted away before she could follow.
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Lily chased Grim to a crumbling rainbow bridge. 
"Give the colors back!" she shouted. Grim shook 
his sack, and swirling greys spun around her. Lily's 
hands  trembled,  but  she  dipped  her  brush  in 
red paint and splashed it bravely into the storm. 
"Courage comes in colors too!" she cried, adding 
blue,  yellow,  and  green.  The  colors  burst  free, 
swirling around Grim like warm light. His smoky 
body shimmered, turning soft purple. "I feel it now," 
he whispered. "Courage... and color."

6





The colors rushed back across the land, painting 
trees  green  and  skies  blue  again.  Grim  glowed 
proudly, no longer grey but a gentle lavender mist. 
"Thank you, Lily," he said softly. "I didn't need to 
steal colors. I just needed a friend." Lily smiled and 
tucked her paintbrush away. "Everyone has colors 
inside them," she said. As she walked home through 
the bright meadow, Lily realized bravery, like paint, 
could turn even the greyest days into something 
beautiful.
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