
 

 

“I feel so 

empty Duncan. 

You cannot 

even see me if 

I didn’t have a 

black outline. 

Who am I?” 

 

“Duncan, I love 

my workload. 

You use me to 

colour 

dinosaurs and 

trees and 

frogs. Who am 

I?” 

 

“I’m not 

speaking to 

yellow crayon. 

Can you tell 

him I am the 

real colour of 

the sun? Who 

am I?” 
 

“Duncan I 

need your 

help! I’m 

naked and 

can’t leave the 

crayon box. 

Who am I?” 

 

“I’m glad I have 

been your 

favourite colour 

for such a long 

time, but there 

is not much of 

me left. Give 

me a break. 

Who am I?” 
 

“You use me all 

year long to 

colour fruits 

and even 

holidays. I 

need a rest. 

Who am I?” 


