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Chapter 1: A Strange Morning
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Riley opened their eyes to the soft light of morning creeping through the curtains. Everything looked normal, but something felt... different. The air buzzed gently. Their bedspread shimmered with the faintest tint of blue.

They rubbed their eyes and sat up. That’s when they noticed their own hands. They weren’t glowing exactly, but there was a soft, cool hue clinging to them like fog. Riley turned their hands over, under the morning light. The blue didn’t go away.

“Weird,” they murmured.

Downstairs, the scent of toast drifted through the house. Riley padded into the kitchen. Mom was at the counter, humming, flipping eggs in the pan. Bongo, their golden retriever, thumped his tail lazily.

“Mom, do I look blue to you?” Riley asked.

Mom glanced over. “Blue?” She smiled. “Not unless you turned into a smurf overnight.”

Riley gave a half-laugh. But the blue was still there.

They sat at the table, poking at their eggs. Their chest felt heavy, like something invisible had climbed inside and sat down with a sigh. Riley didn’t know why, but they wanted to cry. Not for any big reason. Just because.

The blue glowed a little brighter.

That’s when Riley realized something: the blue wasn’t just a color. It was a feeling. 
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A Strange Morning

Riley awoke to a curious hue.
A whisper of fog that shimmered blue.
Not cold, not bright, but something new.
A feeling wrapped in a gentle view.
Eggs on the table, toast on a plate.
But tears sat quiet, small and late.
The blue was more than just a shade.
It told of feelings softly made.
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Chapter 2: Blue Like Rain
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The rest of the morning felt soggy. Not outside though. The sun was shining. But inside, Riley moved through everything like they were wading through puddles.

At school, their spoon slipped off their tray during lunch. It clattered loudly on the floor. Riley froze. A wave of blue surged around them, soft and thick like rainclouds. They didn’t want to cry in front of everyone, but their eyes stung.

Jaden from the next table snickered. Riley looked down. The blue inside them deepened.

They picked up the spoon, but their appetite was gone.

Back at their table, they sat in silence. That’s when the teacher, Miss Arlo, walked by and crouched next to them.

“Hey, Riley,” she said softly. “You feeling okay?”

Riley shrugged.

Miss Arlo glanced at their drawing. “What color would your heart be right now?” she asked.

Riley blinked. “Blue.”

She nodded like she understood. “Blue is a gentle color. It means you might be feeling sad or quiet.”

Riley looked up. No one had ever told them that feelings could look like colors.

Miss Arlo smiled. “Sometimes, when I feel blue, I sit with it a bit. Then I do something kind for myself. What do you think would feel kind right now?”

Riley thought for a moment. “Petting Bongo,” they said.

Miss Arlo gave a small laugh. “Perfect answer.”

The blue began to fade, just a little.
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Blue Like Rain

At lunch their spoon fell with a clink.
Riley turned red, but only in pink.
Inside, blue puddles softly grew.
A sadness quiet, kind, and true.
Miss Arlo knelt with words so kind.
And helped them name the fog inside.
With Bongo's love and breathing slow.
The blue began to gently go.
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Chapter 3: Red Like Fire
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By recess, Riley felt better. They had colored in their feelings journal—a circle of blue that faded into pale green. Outside, they ran toward the jungle gym where a tall tower of blocks was being built on the picnic table.

“Can I play?” Riley asked.

Jaden and two others nodded. Riley carefully added a piece. Then another. The tower grew taller and taller.

But then Jaden shouted, “Earthquake!” and slammed his hands on the table. The whole thing came crashing down.

CRACK. CRASH. Blocks flew everywhere.

Riley froze. Their chest clenched. Their face grew hot. It started in their cheeks and moved up to their forehead, ears burning.

Red. Everything turned red. Red like fire. Red like shouting. Red like everything inside them wanted to explode.

“That was mean!” they yelled. “Why did you do that?!”

The kids went silent. Jaden stepped back, surprised.

Miss Arlo appeared from nowhere. “Okay, let’s take a moment,” she said calmly.

Riley shook with anger. Red swirled all around them.

“Let’s sit over here together,” she said gently.

Riley sat, fuming.

Miss Arlo pointed to her chest. “When I feel red, my heart beats really fast. Do you feel that too?”

Riley nodded, breathing heavily.

“Let’s try something. Pretend there’s a candle in front of you. Ready? Now blow it out slowly.”

Riley blew. A long breath.

“Again,” Miss Arlo said.

Riley blew again. And again.

The red began to fade.

They still felt upset, but something had changed. It was like they weren’t trapped in the fire anymore. They were standing beside it, watching it burn lower.

They looked up. “I felt really mad,” they said.

Miss Arlo nodded. “And that’s okay. You named it. You breathed through it. That’s how you learn to cool down the fire.”

Riley smiled a little.

Maybe red wasn’t so scary after all.
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Red Like Fire

Blocks went flying, hearts beat fast.
The red inside came out at last.
A shout, a glare, a burning storm.
A fire that didn’t feel like norm.
But breathing slow, like candles gone.
Helped turn the red to something calm.
“I’m mad,” said Riley. “That’s okay.”
They learned that fire can fade away.
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Chapter 4: Yellow Like Sunshine
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After recess, Riley returned to class and pulled out their art supplies. Today they were painting.

They dipped their brush in gold, orange, and bright yellow, then swept it across the page. A dragon with rainbow wings began to appear. It breathed swirls of light and sparkle.

Riley added stars and sparkles, then stepped back to admire it.

“That’s amazing,” said Ella, peeking over. “It looks alive.”

Miss Arlo walked by and stopped. She held the painting up high for everyone to see.

“Look at Riley’s dragon!” she said. “Isn’t it full of imagination?”

The class clapped.

Riley felt a warmth rise in their chest. A fluttering. A glow.

Yellow.

Bright, buzzing yellow. Like sunshine poured directly into their heart.

They grinned so big it made their cheeks hurt.

Later, Ella said, “I can’t get my wings right. Can you help me?”

Riley scooted over and showed her how.

As they worked together, the yellow grew. It wasn’t just inside Riley now—it was between them too.

Happiness wants to be shared, Riley realized.

And they had plenty to give.
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Yellow Like Sunshine

A dragon bright with rainbow wings.
A joy that bubbled into things.
The yellow glowed from cheek to chest.
It sparked a grin, a shining zest.
Ella asked for help, so sweet.
And yellow danced from seat to seat.
Happiness, it turns out, grows.
When shared in kind and gentle flows.
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