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Max was a curious boy with messy curly dark brown hair and a

round face full of freckles. One sunny Saturday, he was

exploring his attic when he found a small, glossy box hidden

under a pile of old blankets. The box had rainbow stripes and a

golden star on the lid. When Max opened it, he gasped. Inside

were crayons of every color, and their tips glowed with a soft,

magical light.
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Max picked up a red crayon and drew a simple bicycle on a

piece of paper. Suddenly, the drawing shimmered and popped!

A real bicycle stood in front of him, shiny and new. Max

laughed with delight. He drew a playground with a slide and

swings, and it appeared in his backyard. The crayons sparkled

brighter with each creation. 'This is amazing!' Max cheered.
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Max wanted to share the fun. He drew a big, friendly dinosaur

with bright green scales, a yellow belly, and a floppy blue

neckerchief. The dinosaur came to life with a happy rumble.

'Hello, Max!' it said in a deep, gentle voice. They played

together all afternoon, and Max's green backpack bounced as

he ran. The crayon box glowed warmly in his pocket.
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Max and the dinosaur played on the playground and rode the

bicycle. The dinosaur's tail wagged as they raced around. But

Max got an idea. 'I'll draw something really big!' he said. He

started drawing a giant maze around his house, with tall

hedges and twisty paths. He drew fast, without thinking. The

maze grew and grew, curling around the house like a giant

snake.
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When Max finished, he looked up. The maze was enormous!

He couldn't see over the hedges. 'Uh-oh,' Max said. 'I think I

made it too big.' He tried to walk to his front door, but the

paths twisted and turned. He was lost inside his own drawing.

The dinosaur looked worried. 'Don't worry, Max. We'll find a

way out,' it said.
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Max and the dinosaur walked and walked, but every turn led

to another dead end. The hedges were too tall to climb. Max

began to feel scared. 'I should have planned carefully,' he said.

'I drew without thinking.' The dinosaur nodded. 'It's okay. We

can solve this together.' Max took a deep breath. He knew he

had to use his imagination wisely.

6



Max looked at his crayon box. It was still glowing, but faintly.

He had an idea. 'I can draw a map!' he said. He drew a map of

the maze, but it was all wrong. 'No, that won't help,' he said.

He thought harder. 'I need to see the whole maze from above.'

But how could he get up high?
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Max remembered the bicycle he drew earlier. It was still in the

maze somewhere. 'If I can find the bicycle, I can ride it to the

edge,' he said. But the maze was too confusing. Then the

dinosaur had an idea. 'I can lift you up on my shoulders,' it

said. 'You can see the way out from up high.' Max climbed onto

the dinosaur's back.

8



From high up, Max could see the pattern of the maze. He saw

that the paths formed a spiral. 'If we follow the spiral, we'll

reach the center, and then the way out!' he said. The dinosaur

carefully followed Max's directions. Left, right, left again.

Finally, they reached the edge of the maze. But the exit was

blocked by a tall hedge.
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Max thought about drawing something to help, but he

remembered his mistake. 'I need to plan first,' he said. He

studied the hedge and the map. 'I could draw a ladder,' he

said. 'But if I draw it wrong, it might cause more trouble.' He

took out a green crayon and drew a small, simple ladder. It

appeared, and they climbed over the hedge.
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Max and the dinosaur were out! Max hugged the dinosaur.

'Thank you for helping me,' he said. The dinosaur smiled. 'You

used your imagination wisely,' it said. 'You planned before you

drew.' Max looked at the crayon box. It glowed softly. He knew

he had learned an important lesson. Imagination is powerful,

but it should be used carefully.
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Max decided to draw something small and useful. He drew a

little cart to carry the crayons. Then he drew a path from the

maze to his house. The maze shrank and disappeared. 'I'll only

draw things that make the world better,' Max said. The

dinosaur nodded. 'And you can always ask for help,' it said.

Max smiled, feeling proud of his solution.
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Max and the dinosaur went back to the playground. Max drew

a few more fun things: a sandbox, a slide, and a swingset. But

this time, he planned each one carefully. The dinosaur pushed

him on the swing. 'You're a good planner now,' it said. Max

laughed. 'And you're a good friend,' he replied. The crayon box

sparkled in the sunlight.
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As the sun began to set, the dinosaur had to go. 'I'll miss you,'

Max said. 'I'll miss you too,' said the dinosaur. 'But remember,

you can always draw me again.' They hugged goodbye. The

dinosaur waved its stubby arm and disappeared into the

sunset. Max put the crayon box safely in his green backpack.
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Max ran home and told his mom all about his adventure. She

smiled. 'It sounds like you learned something important,' she

said. 'Yes,' Max said. 'I learned to plan before I draw.' He put

the crayon box on his shelf. It glowed softly, waiting for his

next careful creation. Max knew he would use his imagination

wisely from now on.
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That night, Max lay in bed, thinking about his day. He had

created wonderful things and solved a big problem. He learned

that imagination is a powerful tool, but it works best when

used responsibly. He closed his eyes, dreaming of new

adventures with his magic crayons. And the crayon box on his

shelf glowed gently, ready for tomorrow.
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