
Table of Contents

🔥 | A tiny flame begins to spark, | To chase away the quiet dark. | It wakes up with a sleepy glow, | And says, "Come watch me start to grow!"

✨ * ✨ * ✨ | The silver stars begin to blink, | They watch the fire rise and wink. | They throw down dust of purple bright, | To paint a blanket for the night.

▲ 🟡 ▲ 🟡 ▲ | The wooden blocks are in a row, | They watch the dancing shadows grow. | A triangle, a circle round, | Are jumping to the crackling sound.

🍂 🪵 🍂 | The dry brown leaves begin to hum, | The heavy logs become a drum. | They snap and click and start to sing, | A welcome to the fire king.

🔥 ✨ 🔥 | A happy spark goes flying high, | To catch a firefly passing by. | They swirl together, gold and bright, | And zoom into the velvet night.

💥 | The big drum goes BOOM CHAK BOOM, | The playful music fills the room. | The fire leaps up tall and proud, | And laughs out loud, so bright and loud!

🔶 🔷 🔶 🔷 | The shiny marbles on the floor, | Are rolling right toward the door. | They wear a coat of orange light, | And gleam like jewels in the night.

💨 🔥 💨 | The gentle wind comes passing through, | It blows a puff of misty blue. | The fire bows and takes a ride, | Then dances to the other side.

🎵 🔥 🎵 | An old brown bear sits on a rug, | He gives his fuzzy ears a tug. | He hears the rumble of the flame, | And hums a song without a name.

✨ ✴️ ✨ ✴️ | The little cricket takes a leap, | Before it's time to go to sleep. | He plays his fiddle in the grass, | To watch the glowing embers pass.

🪵 🔥 🪵 | The hungry fire loves to chew, | A big old branch of oak or two. | It goes CRUNCH MUNCH and takes a bite, | To keep its belly warm and bright.

🟡 ■ 🟡 ■ 🟡 | A rubber ball, a wooden train, | Are clicking like the falling rain. | They bounce and roll around the track, | And tell the shadows, "Don't come back!"

💃 🔥 🕺 | Two little sparks begin to twirl, | A dancing boy, a dancing girl. | They spin around in dresses bright, | Made out of pure and golden light.

✨ 🌟 ✨ | A silver moth with silky wings, | Flies close to hear the song it sings. | It hovers near the cozy heat, | And listens to the rhythmic beat.

💥 🔥 💥 | The dry pinecone lets out a SNAP, | It wakes the puppy from his nap. | He wags his tail and blinks his eyes, | To see the glowing curtain rise.

▲ ▲ ▲ | The arrows point up to the sky, | Where sleepy birds are flying by. | The smoke makes patterns in the air, | Like giant ribbons floating there.

🔶 🟡 🔶 | A copper kettle starts to sing, | It bubbles like a mountain spring. | It sends a cloud of steam to play, | And chase the chilly mist away.

🔥 💨 🔥 | The campfire shares a secret word, | The softest sound you've ever heard. | It whispers secrets to the trees, | Carried away upon the breeze.

✨ * ✨ * ✨ | The windowpane reflects the glow, | Of little sparks that come and go. | It keeps the room so safe and warm, | Away from any winter storm.

💥 💥 💥 | A little frog
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