Red
by Joe Broome
Red. I always did like red.

It’s running all through me.

Blue. I like blue too.

It fills the sea and sky

Where we can swim and I

I have been thinking

That light is much too slow

I’ll find another way 

to reach new worlds.

Green. You know the green I mean.

Deep and dark and mellow

Or soft and mixed with yellow.

Brown. It’s the color of the ground
And the branches, all around me.

White. There’s nothing quite like white.

Clean and strong and bright

It guides me thought the night

And I, I have been thinking

That the things I say and do
Are my only chance to 

make my dreams come true.

And I can dream
And I can hope

And I can do the best I can.

Yea, yea yea

Red. I always did like red.

