


Once upon a time, in a classroom not far away,
A child named Lily awaited her very first day.
With a backpack on her shoulders, she stepped through the door,

Nervous and excited, she'd never felt this before.

In her hand, she held crayons, colorful and bright,
Little did she know, they held magic in their might.
As the teacher began the lesson, Lily started to draw,

And the crayons came alive, filling her heart with awe.

"Hello, dear Lily," the red crayon sang with glee,
"Let us show you wonders, come along and see!"
Together they danced on the paper so white,

Creating worlds of wonder with each stroke, what a sight!

The blue crayon whispered, "Look at the sky so high,
Let's add some fluffy clouds and birds that fly!"
And as Lily drew, the classroom transformed,

Into a magical realm where dreams were adorned.

The green crayon chuckled, "Now let's make a tree,

'

With branches reaching out, a home for you and me.'

And lo and behold, a majestic tree did appear,



With leaves of gold and silver, shimmering crystal clear.

As they journeyed through the pages, adventure unfurled,
With the crayons as guides, Lily traveled the world.
From enchanted forests to castles in the air,

Every stroke of her crayons brought wonders to share.

But as the day drew to a close, Lily gave a sigh,
For the magic of her crayons began to fade and shy.
Yet in her heart, she knew, the memories would stay,

Of her enchanted first day, in a magical way.

With a smile on her face, Lily closed her book with care,
Knowing that with her crayons, more adventures she'd share.
For in the world of imagination, where dreams come alive,

Every day is a journey, a magical drive.



In the oF Eig alloflied, LilY's advent
the tal 5cho@l. OtheR children nigilelt
their o ‘ escapatles. And tholigh ThE

their b ey - 'n': strong.

&

A

ool ye T gre.»sed Lily contn jued to exp re the wonders of hef

imagiﬁé iOh, find ngJoyln every stroke of color. She n

chaIIeng Slwith bravery, a nd learned valuable Ie< SoNns e

L

‘}:‘

de S\ frie Es, faced

Ion the way.
\

|

And when'the tim"e came to say goodhye to her ﬁrst year ofischool,’ |Iy knew

‘ l
~ that the ne mories she had created would lasta |fet|m

‘1

i K l
her\|ma ation¥she had found / \Id of

day held the promise of a ne@ adventyre.

e. For in the pages of




