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Preface

In a book, many tales are told, with
stories that speak out, words that paint
pictures. The pictures are priceless, never could
be sold. Travel in worlds never discovered
before and think thoughts never imagined,
ever. Do not be shy; let your feelings run free.
Have a laugh, have a chuckle; shed a tear or
two. You will never know what simple words
can do to you.

The following pages hold never before
told tales and poems written by a young heart.
Let your imagination run wild; do not tie it
down. Relax your mind, body, and spirit. But
above all, never let your heart stop speaking—
you will miss out in life if you do. Instead,
dance with your heart and let it guide you. The
heart is the window to the world. See not with
your eyes but with your heart. Open your soul
and discover the true happiness life has to offer
everyone.

Fables, myths, and fairy tales are
enjoyed by everyone, young and old alike.
Therefore, do not leave out any one. Take a
seat in your favorite chair or snuggle cozily in
bed. Turn to any story or poem you like. Now,
begin your journey into fantastical worlds.
Remember to never stop dreaming. Let the
stars be your guide. Never let fear bind you. Be
free.



Spectrum Unity

Chapter One

Violet and yellow wildflowers swayed
in the gentle breezes amongst tall, green grass.
Yonder, on the lush, rolling hills stood giant,
majestic trees, their branches hung with rich
pink fruits. Small specks of colors darted about
the wide meadow silently, seeking little
pleasures that nature had to offer. Swiftly, one
butterfly, sporting blue specks, fluttered over
to a red tulip and alit upon it, folding its
delicate wings. Suddenly, it opened its
wings and flew away as laughter became
audible from off in the distance. A small voice
was heard, but words were unintelligible at
tirst. Giggles from another source followed. “I
don’t think she can find us now!” whispered a
slender, but short, figure. Although the words
were low, her enchanting voice floated
between the trees and ruffled the leaves. Her
eyes twinkled as she hid behind a tall bush.

“Yelana, you were trailing some yellow
behind you! Surely Pamelia will find you!” her
companion hissed between her lips, her orange
hair flying in the wind.

“Silly Orcella! Don’t you see? I left some
yellow in places that were far from where we
are. She will follow a false trail. It's not my
yellow that she will find—your orange hair is



getting quite wild.” Orcella quickly gathered
her hair and twisted it together with some
flowers to form a coil on her head.

“What are you two doing here in the
middle of the day when you were supposed to
be adding colors to the world?” a voice
scolded, appearing abruptly, startling the two
tigures.

“The world has enough colors. We just
want to enjoy the day,” explained Orcella.
Yelana giggled beside her.

“Yes, there are certainly enough colors,
Rose,” Yelana said, looking straight into two
fiery eyes.

“You ought to be ashamed of
yourselves. You can surely add more yellows.
It is our duty, as the goddesses of colors, to
add colors to the world. Father will not like it
when he finds out!” fumed Rose, folding her
arms.

“If he finds out,” Yelana pointed out.

“I think Rose is right. Let’s get to work.
We wouldn’t want to make father unhappy.
Plus, I think I ought to add more orange
flowers. There are so few of them,” said
Orcella. “We’d better find Pamelia and tell her
the game is over.”

“Over for now,” pouted Yelana,
disappointed, but her eyes still danced with
mischievousness. “Rose, you're always the
boss just because you're the oldest.” She
received a glare from the red goddess.

The three color goddesses gracefully



moved westward to their palace, trailing colors
of yellow, orange, and red behind them.



Chapter Two

“Daughters, I have an important
announcement to make.” The supreme being
stood before the line of colors that afternoon.
His eyes moved from his eldest daughter,
Rose, to Orcella, then Yelana, whose eyes were
focusing elsewhere, obviously dreaming of a
devious prank. “Where is Pamelia? I must have
all seven of you here.”

“She is always tardy,” commented Rose,
shaking her head.

“I'm sure she’s painting the violets,”
said Orcella, her voice filled with conviction.

“Again? Those violets are as violet as
they can get! She is so obsessed with that ugly
color.” Gorialla frowned, her green eyes
flashing with distaste.

“Please, Gorialla, I'll not tolerate your
comments. All of you have a special color and
you should respect one another of your
uniqueness,” ordered their father. Gorialla
simply held up her chin. The god quickly was
distracted by a humming voice from his right.
“Ah, there is Pamelia.” He turned to the violet
goddess, “Daughter, why are you late?”

“I'm sorry. I didn’t mean to be late,”
Pamelia answered timidly. “I won’t be late
again. I was coloring my violets.”

“That’s fine.” The god sighed with
contentment when all of his seven daughters
were in front of him. How he treasured each



and every one of them: Rose, Orcella, Yelana,
Gorialla, Blomera, Inzora, and Pamelia, the
youngest! All waited patiently for him to make
his announcement, all except Inzora, whose
small foot was tapping under her indigo gown.
He went over to his throne and seated himself
while smoothing out his long blue robe. As
Syrice, the god of the sky, he often was too
busy to spend time leisurely with his
daughters. He wanted this silent moment to
last, but he knew that it could not be the case.
He had to get to business.

“Father, is something wrong?” Orcella
asked with concern. She saw that her father
held a soupcon of disquiet upon his brows.
Syrice laid his eyes upon his wisest daughter
with pride. He cleared his throat and began.
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