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The Crayon That Drew My Mood

Kabir loved the art room at his school. It was filled with white papers, colorful paints, and a quiet peace that he loved
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Kabir loved the art room at his school. It was filled with white papers, colorful paints, and a quiet peace that he loved 
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Kabir was a very quiet boy. When he was happy, he smiled. But when he was angry or sad, he just locked his words inside his heart. 

[image: d82a11d68e9821215408de57aa77b179.png]

One rainy morning, Kabir found a strange, thick crayon at the back of the drawer. It didn't have one color—it had all the colors of the rainbow. 
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As soon as Kabir touched the crayon, it zipped across the paper by itself! "Hey! Stop!" Kabir whispered in surprise. 
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That morning, Kabir was very frustrated because he had dropped his lunchbox. He wanted to draw a cute little rabbit to feel better. 
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But the magic crayon did not draw a rabbit. It roared across the paper, drawing a massive, exploding red volcano with jagged lightning! 
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"Why did you draw fire?" Kabir asked. The crayon tapped the paper. Kabir realized the truth—the volcano was exactly how his angry heart felt. 
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The next day, Kabir’s best friend was absent. Kabir felt very lonely. He tried to use the crayon to draw a sunny playground. 
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Instead of a bright sun, the crayon dipped itself into deep blue and drew heavy storm clouds with pouring blue rain. 

[image: 726f7e405f8fb6efc7ff09637ec41678.png]

Kabir looked at the blue rain. He sighed and finally spoke, "I am feeling lonely today." The moment he admitted his feeling, the rain on the paper stopped. 
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Kabir realized the crayon’s secret. It didn't draw what his eyes saw; it drew the secret music playing inside his heart. 
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In the afternoon, Kabir’s teacher praised his artwork
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