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When I came out of hospital, it was 
winter

. 


There were 
no flowers

  


 in the garden, 

no colours

.
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Dad said, “I’ll take you where 

we can find a bunch of colours. 

A whole 
bouquet

of them!”
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Dad’s bouquet was inside a big glasshouse where the air was warm and steamy.
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Looking closer, I could see eyes  and legs and antennae. And  

lots and lots of wings ...


It shimmered with bright colours –  

swirls

and 
spots

and 
stripes

.
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 tell where they’d go next!
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