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The Crayon That Painted Joy



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To every young artist who understands that the world is simply waiting for a splash of bright color. May you always find joy, and may you always share your crayons.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The earth is a canvas, and the colors are our friendships." — A Wise Old Owl

      

    

Lila Bright twirled her yellow pigtails as she looked around the park. "This park looks like it fell asleep," she said, peering at the dull grass and drooping flowers. Toby Green tipped his red cap back, then leaned against a bench and pretended to snore loudly. His fake snores sounded like a squeaky balloon losing air. Mia Sketch giggled so hard she nearly dropped her sketchbook, covering her mouth to hide her grin. Oliver Cloud squinted toward a nearby tree, his silver hair shining in the light. "I swear I just saw a squirrel rolling its eyes at us," he announced, pointing dramatically. The idea of a squirrel being annoyed made Lila laugh even more, and for a moment, the sleepy park felt just a little bit awake again.
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A flash of caramel fur zipped across the path, and Penny the Squirrel scampered right up to them. She wore her violet scarf like it was the latest fashion, tail twitching with amusement. "You humans sure talk a lot about naps!" she squeaked, hopping onto the bench beside Toby Green. Toby pretended to be shocked that a squirrel could speak, holding his cap over his mouth. Above them, Mr. Hoot glided down from a branch, his green scarf swaying like a flag. He landed with a soft thump and gave a slow blink. "Ready for a real surprise?" he asked, his voice deep and calm. Everyone leaned closer, because when Mr. Hoot said "surprise," it usually meant something wonderfully strange was
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