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rigid went to her mother and said, “I need
some coloring markers. All my friends have coloring
markers. They draw wonderful pictures. Mommy, I
need some coloring markers.”
“Oh, no!” said her mother. “I’ve heard about those

coloring markers. Kids draw on walls, they draw on
the floor, they draw on themselves. You can’t have
any coloring markers.”            



ell,” said Brigid, “there are these new 
coloring markers. They wash off with just water.
I can’t get into any trouble with coloring markers
that wash off. Get me some of those.”
“Well,” said her mother, “all right.”
So her mother went out and got Brigid 

500 washable coloring markers.
Brigid went up to her room and drew 

wonderful pictures. She drew lemons that 
were yellower than lemons, and roses that were
redder than roses, and oranges that were
oranger than oranges.





er mother was amazed. 
She said, “Wow! My kid is an artist.”


