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The Boy Who Collected Sunsets

In a small village between green hills and a sparkling river that flowed down the
mountain, there lived a boy named Oliver.

Oliver had an unusual hobby. While other kids collected stamps, coins or toys, Oliver
collected sunsets.

Of course, he couldn't put sunsets in a box. Instead, every evening he climbed the
grassy hill overlooking the village he called home and painted what he saw in his little
notebook.

Some sunsets were golden and peaceful. Others painted the sky with fiery reds and
deep purples. Every page captured a different ending to the day. Year after year, Oliver
filled notebook after notebook.

One summer evening, as he sat on his favourite hill, he noticed something strange.
The sunset wasn't fading. The sun stayed frozen just above the horizon. The birds
stopped singing. The wind stopped blowing. Even the river seemed to stop moving.
Then a voice spoke behind him.

“You've been paying attention.”

Oliver turned around.

An old woman stood there wearing a black leather cloak that shimmered like the
evening sky.

“Who are you?” he asked.

‘I am the Keeper of Sunsets,” she replied.

Oliver frowned.

“The Keeper of what?”

“‘Every sunset that has ever existed.”

She smiled and carefully pulled something out of a small bag. It was a tiny silver key.
“The world is losing its colours. Soon, sunsets will disappear forever. Only someone
who truly appreciates them can help.”

Before Oliver could ask another question, the hill disappeared. He found himself
standing in a huge hall filled with floating jars. Inside each jar glowed a sunset.
Thousands of them. Maybe even millions. Orange sunsets. Pink sunsets. Stormy
sunsets. Peaceful sunsets. The hall stretched as far as he could see.

“The colours are fading,” said the Keeper.

Oliver looked around. She was right. Many of the jars had become dim.

“What happened?” he asked.

“The world has become too busy,” she said. “People rush from one day to the next
without noticing the beauty around them. Every forgotten sunset makes the Hall of
Evenings grow dim.”

Oliver thought for a moment. Then he smiled.

“I think I know how to help.”

The next moment, he was back home.

He showed his paintings to everyone in the village. People gathered around in
amazement.
‘I never knew our sunsets looked like this!” one farmer said.



“They're beautiful!” said another.

Soon, families started climbing the big green hill every evening to watch the sunset
together. They sat, talked, laughed and looked up at the sky.

Word spread to nearby towns. Then cities. Then all across the country.

People started stopping at the end of each day to watch the colours fade into the night.
Far away, in the Hall of Evenings, the jars began glowing brightly again.

One by one.

Then all at once.

When Oliver returned to the magical hall, the Keeper was smiling.

“You saved them.”

“No,” Oliver replied. “People saved them. They just needed a reminder to look up every
now and then.”

The Keeper nodded.

“That's often all the world needs.”

Years later, Oliver became a famous artist. His paintings hung in galleries all around
the world.

But his favourite place was still the little hill above his village. Even when he was old,
he climbed it every evening.

And every sunset still felt like a masterpiece.



