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Chapter 1: Red – The Color of Courage
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The rain had just stopped, and the whole world felt fresh and new, like it had just taken a big, happy bath. Tiny drops of water still hung on the leaves, shining like little diamonds, and the sky slowly began to brighten again.

“Laraaa... where did my little adventurer go?” Dad called from the porch, his voice warm and playful.

“I’m here, Dad!” Lara’s giggle floated from behind a bush. A second later, she popped out, her shoes muddy and her curls a little messy. “Look! I was jumping in puddles!”

Dad raised his eyebrows with a grin. “Oh really? And who won, you or the puddles?”

“I won!” Lara said proudly. “But... they splashed me back!”

Dad laughed. “Sounds like a fair fight.” He held out his hand. “Come here, I want to show you something special.”

“Special?” Lara’s eyes lit up. She hurried over and grabbed his hand. “What is it? Is it a bird? Is it a toy? Is it candy?”

Dad chuckled. “Better than candy.”

Lara gasped dramatically. “Better than candy?! That’s impossible!”

“Come and see,” Dad said, gently turning her toward the sky.

Lara looked up... and suddenly froze.

“Woooow...” she whispered, her mouth wide open.

A beautiful rainbow stretched across the sky, bright and soft at the same time, like a colorful bridge made of light.

“It’s so pretty!” Lara said. “Who painted it?”

“Maybe the sky did,” Dad said with a smile. “Or maybe it’s a message.”

“A message?” Lara blinked. “From who?”

“From the colors,” Dad said.

Lara squinted at the rainbow. “But Dad... colors don’t talk.”

Dad leaned down a little and said softly, “They do... if you listen with your heart.”

Lara quickly placed her hand on her chest. “Like this?”

Dad nodded. “Exactly like that. Now look at the very top of the rainbow. Do you see that bright red color?”

“Yes!” Lara said. “It looks like strawberries!”

Dad smiled. “That color is called red, and red has something important to tell you.”

Lara tilted her head. “What does it say?”

“It says... ‘Be brave.’”

“Be brave?” Lara repeated quietly. “But Dad... I’m little.”

Dad knelt down so they were eye to eye. “You don’t have to be big to be brave, Lara.”

“But I get scared sometimes,” she said softly. “At night... and when it’s really loud.”

Dad nodded gently. “That’s okay. Everyone feels scared sometimes.”

Lara looked surprised. “Even you?”

Dad smiled. “Yes, even me.”

“But you’re a dad!” she said. “Dads aren’t scared!”

Dad laughed softly. “Dads are people too. We feel scared sometimes... but do you know what makes us brave?”

Lara shook her head slowly.

“When we feel scared... but we still try anyway,” Dad said. “That is courage.”

Lara thought for a moment, her little face serious. “Like when I sleep in my room... even if I want Mom?”

“Yes,” Dad said warmly. “That is very brave.”

“And when I go to the doctor and don’t cry?” she added.

“That is super brave,” Dad said, smiling proudly.

Lara looked back at the rainbow. “So red is like a superhero?”

“Exactly,” Dad said. “Red is the superhero color. It gives you strength in your heart.”

Lara stood up straight and puffed her chest. “I am Lara the Brave!”

Dad clapped softly. “Yes, you are.”

“But Dad,” Lara said, holding his hand again, “what if I feel scared again?”

Dad squeezed her hand gently. “Then you remember the red color. You take a deep breath and say, ‘I can do it.’”

Lara nodded slowly. “I can do it,” she whispered.

“Say it louder,” Dad encouraged.

“I can do it!” she said, louder this time.

“That’s my brave girl,” Dad said.

Lara looked up at the rainbow and waved. “Thank you, red!”

Dad smiled as the sky glowed softly above them. “And every time you are brave, Lara... the red inside you shines brighter.”

Lara placed her hand on her heart again and whispered, “Shine, red... shine.”
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Chapter 2: Orange – The Color of Joy (Mom)
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Lara was still staring at the rainbow, her hand resting on her heart, when she heard the soft creak of the door behind her.

“Well... what are you two looking at out here?” Mom’s gentle voice floated across the porch.

“Mom! Mom! Come quick!” Lara jumped excitedly. “The sky made a rainbow, and Dad said the colors are talking!”

Mom smiled as she walked over, brushing a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “Oh, are they now?” she said, pretending to be surprised. “And what did they say?”

“Red said to be brave!” Lara said proudly, standing tall again. “I am Lara the Brave!”

Mom laughed softly. “I believe it.”

Dad grinned. “She’s already practicing.”

Mom stepped closer and looked up at the rainbow. “Well then... I think the next color wants to say something too.”

Lara bounced a little. “Which one? Which one?”

Mom pointed gently. “Do you see that bright color right under red? The one that looks warm and glowy?”

Lara squinted a little. “It looks like... like an orange!”

Mom nodded. “That’s right. It’s called orange, and it has a very happy message.”

Lara clapped her hands. “I like happy messages!”

Mom smiled. “Orange tells us about joy.”

“Joy?” Lara repeated. “Is that like being happy?”

“Yes,” Mom said softly. “Joy is a very special kind of happy. It’s the happy you feel deep inside your heart.”

Lara placed both hands on her chest again. “In here?”

“Yes,” Mom said. “Right there.”

Lara thought for a moment. “I feel happy when I eat ice cream.”

Mom laughed. “That’s a good kind of happy.”

“And when I play with my toys!” Lara added.

“Mm-hmm,” Mom nodded. “And when you laugh with your friends... or when you hug someone you love.”

Lara suddenly ran forward and wrapped her arms tightly around Mom’s legs. “This is joy!”

Mom gently bent down and hugged her back. “Yes, this is exactly joy.”

Dad watched them with a smile. “That’s a big orange moment right there.”

Lara looked up. “Orange moment?”

Mom nodded. “Every time you feel that warm, happy feeling... that’s orange shining inside you.”

Lara looked back at the rainbow, her eyes sparkling. “It looks like it’s smiling.”

Mom tilted her head playfully. “Maybe it is.”

“Can colors smile?” Lara asked.

Mom whispered, “When you smile... they smile too.”

Lara gasped. “Really?!”

Dad nodded. “Your smile is like a little spark. It lights up the world.”

Lara grinned as wide as she could. “Like this?”

Mom laughed. “Yes, exactly like that.”

Lara suddenly turned serious. “But Mom... what if someone is sad?”

Mom gently brushed Lara’s hair. “That’s when your orange can help.”

“My orange?” Lara asked.

“Yes,” Mom said. “You can share your joy. A smile, a kind word, a hug... these things can make someone feel better.”

Lara thought hard. “So if I smile at someone... they might smile too?”

“Exactly,” Mom said. “Joy grows when we share it.”

Lara looked amazed. “It grows?! Like a plant?”

Dad chuckled. “A very happy plant.”

Lara giggled. “I want to grow lots of joy!”

Mom pointed at the orange color again. “Then keep that color bright inside you.”

Lara waved up at the sky. “Hello, orange! I will make lots of joy!”

The breeze moved softly around them, as if the rainbow itself was listening.

“Mom,” Lara said suddenly, “what makes you feel joy?”

Mom smiled gently. “You do.”

“Me?” Lara blinked.

“Yes,” Mom said. “When you laugh, when you learn, when you hug me... my heart feels full of joy.”

Lara hugged her again tightly. “More joy!”

Dad placed a hand on Lara’s head. “You’re spreading it already.”

Lara looked up at the rainbow again, her face glowing with happiness. “I think orange is my friend.”

Mom nodded. “It is. And it will always remind you to smile, to laugh, and to make others happy too.”

Lara took a deep breath and said softly, “I have joy inside me.”

“Yes, you do,” Mom whispered.

“And I will share it,” Lara added.

“That’s my girl,” Mom said warmly.

The orange color seemed to glow a little brighter, as if it was proud of her 
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