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For Mum, who taught me the most 
important colours are the ones 

within our hearts — EK

For Winnie, the little rainbow
that colours my world — MC
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If I was 
red

I’d be as  
dazzling as 

the rising 
sun.
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with fearless foxes.



If I was 
orange

I’d be as  
wild as the 

flickering 
fire.




