
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


	Umar and the magic paintbrush 
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One summer day, Umar was sitting under a big, shady tree, tapping her foot and wondering what fun thing she could draw.
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She thought and thought, moving her feet back and forth, until an idea popped into her head! She jumped up and skipped to the garage, where she spotted a big, dusty box. Umar carefully pulled it out and began to search through its contents. 
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Umar dug deeper and deeper into the box, past old newspapers and forgotten toys, until her fingers brushed against something smooth and cool. She pulled it out, and her eyes widened in amazement! It was a tiny paintbrush, glowing softly like a tiny star in the dim garage. 
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Excitedly, Umar took the glowing, tiny brush and hurried back to her favorite spot under the big tree. She sat down, her sketchbook open, ready to begin her magical craft of drawing
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Umar thought for a moment, then decided to draw something grand and beautiful. She stood up, holding her sketchbook, and touched the magical brush to her paper. With a sparkle, she began to paint a towering Kilimanjaro mountain! The brush moved almost on its own, bringing the majestic peak to life with vibrant colors and amazing detail, making the drawing seem to float right in front of her. 
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Umar spent the whole afternoon creating a wondrous collection of art! With her magic brush, she painted bustling underwater scenes, sunny savannas with playful animals, and even fantastical castles floating in the sky. Each drawing sparkled with life, almost jumping off the page. But then, as the sun began to set, the glowing tip of her tiny magic brush flickered and went dark. Umar gasped, her heart doing a little flip-flop. And then, a tiny, wispy voice came from the brush itself! “Ooh, why did you drop me?” it chirped. Umar shrieked, dropping the talking brush and scrambling backward in utter disbelief! 
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Umar’s eyes fluttered open. She saw the brush sitting innocently on the grass next to her. That was all the encouragement she needed. With a gasp and a heavy thump of her heart, she scrambled up and bolted for the house, running as fast as her legs could carry her up to her bedroom!
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​She leaned against her door, panting heavily, her chest rising and falling quickly. She had just caught her breath when she heard a tiny, swishing sound. She looked down, and there, sitting right on her fluffy pink rug, was the little brush!

​“Huuu! That was quite a run,” the brush chirped, sounding a little breezy itself.
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The brush finished its twisty, wiggling stretch. Then, it began to sing! It spun in a gentle circle, its tiny voice high and cheerful.

​"Ooh, let me introduce myself,

I'm turning, I'm turning,

I make your dreams come true!

Let the dance begin! I'm a Magic Paintbrush!"
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​Umar completely forgot about the pillow in her hands. She stood there, mouth slightly open, watching the tiny brush dance and sing in the air. 

The brush finished its twisty, wiggling stretch. Then, it began to sing! It spun in a gentle circle, its tiny voice high and cheerful.

“Ooh, let me introduce myself,

I’m turning, I’m turning,

I make your dreams come true!

Let the dance begin! I’m a Magic Paintbrush!”
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Umar completely forgot about the pillow in her hands. She stood there, mouth slightly open, watching the tiny brush dance and sing in the air, a glowing trail circling around it.
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Umar’s jaw dropped, and a huge grin spread across her face. “Yeppy! I’m talking to a brush!” she exclaimed, tossing the pillow onto the floor. The fear was completely replaced by pure delight and curiosity.

​She rushed forward, kneeling close to the now-still brush, which hovered gently in the air. “Are you really magic? How do you talk? Where did you come from? Can you draw anything? Can you really make dreams come true?” she rattled off a flurry of questions, barely taking a breath. 
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Whoa, whoa, too many questions all at once!” the brush chuckled, spinning a little. “It’s already night, and you need your energy to listen to my long, amazing story!”

Just then, from downstairs, Umar’s mother called, “Umar! Dinner time!”

Umar jumped up. “Oh! I’m going to eat now,” she whispered to the brush. “Stay right here in this room, okay? Don’t move!” She pointed a finger at the hovering brush, then dashed out the door, her head still spinning with excitement. 
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As soon as Umar swallowed her last bite, the front door opened and her father walked in, home from work! Umar’s face lit up even more. “Daddy!” she cried, rushing over to give him a big, happy hug.

​After a quick squeeze, she zoomed upstairs, bathed super fast, and tiptoed back into her room. She expected the brush to be floating and singing, but there it was, nestled quietly on her pillow, its tiny light barely a flicker. The Magic Paintbrush was fast asleep, softly glowing like a little dream. 
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Umar softly smiled, careful not to wake her magical friend. She tiptoed to the wall and clicked off the light, plunging the room into soft moonlight. She snuggled into her bed, thinking about the amazing day, and quickly fell asleep.

[image: ]

Riiiiing!

The alarm clock blared, waking Umar the next morning. It was time for school! Umar was a very intelligent girl; her school marks were always top-notch, and her shelf proudly displayed five gleaming trophies and four special certificates. She quickly got ready, eager for another day of learning, and maybe, just maybe, another magical adventure with her brush later!
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Umar softly smiled, careful not to wake her magical friend. She tiptoed to the wall and clicked off the light, plunging the room into soft moonlight. She snuggled into her bed, thinking about the amazing day, and quickly fell asleep.

Umar hummed a little tune as she quickly changed out of her pink pajamas and into her neat school uniform. Just as she finished buttoning her shirt, she heard a tiny, sleepy voice from her pillow.

“Morniiing... where are you going this morning?” mumbled the Magic Paintbrush, its tiny glow flickering back to life as it yawned. 

Oh no, no, no!” Umar quickly said, shaking her head. “You are not coming with me! You are staying at home. I will see you when I come back!” She turned to grab her school bag, which was hanging on her door.
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​As soon as Umar opened the door and started heading downstairs, the clever little brush, with a quick swoosh, zipped silently right inside her open backpack! 

The Magic Paintbrush suddenly zoomed into the air, dancing excitedly. “Ohh yes! I’m going to school!” it chirped, spinning circles.

​“Oh no, no, no!” Umar quickly said, shaking her head. “You are not coming with me! You are staying at home. I will see you when I come back!” She turned to grab her school bag, which was hanging on her door.

As soon as Umar opened the door and started heading downstairs, the clever little brush, with a quick swoosh, zipped silently right inside her open backpack! 
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Umar waved goodbye to her parents and skipped towards the school bus. Soon, she arrived at school, where her best friend, Daisy, was waiting for her at the gate!
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​

"Umar! Guess what?" Daisy chirped excitedly, bouncing on her toes. "There's a super cool Creative Art Competition coming up at school next week! You have to enter!" Umar's eyes lit up as she looked at the flyer in Daisy's hand. "Ohh wow! Let me see!" she exclaimed, excitedly clapping her hands. "I can't wait to show my drawing talent!"

​Then, a tiny frown creased her forehead. "But... what will I draw?" she wondered aloud, tapping her chin thoughtfully. 

Don’t worry, Umar! I will help you figure out what to draw!” Daisy reassured her friend, giving her shoulder a friendly pat. “But for now, it’s time to go to class!”

​Umar nodded, her smile returning. She knew her best friend would have a great idea. The two girls turned and headed into the busy school building, ready for their lessons. 

While Umar and Daisy were busy learning in class, solving math problems and reading exciting stories, a tiny bit of Umar’s backpack, which was resting right beside her desk, unzipped ever so slightly. Peeking out just enough to see, the Magic Paintbrush peered around! It watched the lesson with wide, curious eyes, wondering what fascinating things children learned at school. 
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Ding-dong!

​The school bell rang! It was break time!

​All the children cheered and ran outside to play and eat their lunch. Umar hurried out with Daisy.

​The moment the classroom door shut, the Magic Paintbrush popped out of Umar’s backpack! It stretched its bristles, yawned a tiny, wispy yawn, and spun in a happy circle in the air.

​“Hee hee! What a long day!” the little brush giggled to itself.

The Magic Paintbrush finished its big stretch. It floated to the window and looked outside. “Wow!” it whispered. The playground was full of children!

​Then, it saw Umar sitting with Daisy, laughing and sharing snacks. The little brush wanted to call out to Umar, but it quickly stopped itself. “Oh, no! She can’t know I followed her!” it thought.

The Magic Paintbrush finished its big stretch. It floated to the window and looked outside. "Wow!" it whispered. The playground was full of children!

​Then, it saw Umar sitting with Daisy, laughing and sharing snacks. The little brush wanted to call out to Umar, but it quickly stopped itself. "Oh, no! She can't know I followed her!" it thought.
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Ding-dong!

​The school bell rang again, signaling the end of break time. “Time to go back to class!” Daisy said, standing up.

​Umar quickly grabbed her lunch box. At that exact moment, with a silent whoosh, the Magic Paintbrush zoomed out from behind a bush and slipped secretly back inside Umar’s bag, just before everyone  come in

​Soon, all the children were settled back in their desks. Suddenly, the classroom door opened and the Principal walked in! Everyone sat up straight. She had an important announcement to make about the Creative Art Competition!
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Good afternoon, everyone!” the Principal said with a smile, holding up a paper. “I’m here to talk about our exciting Creative Art Competition!” 

The children in the class shouted with joy! Inside Umar's bag, the Magic Paintbrush was doing a happy little dance, spinning and glowing!

​The Principal smiled at all the happy children. "To make sure you all have lots of time," she said, "I am giving you three days off from school! You can use this time to make your amazing art for the competition!" 
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When school ended, Umar was so excited she almost hugged her backpack! But then, she felt something wiggling inside. “Huh?” she wondered.

​She quickly ran to the toilet, away from everyone, and carefully opened her bag. Inside, the Magic Paintbrush was doing a happy little dance! “Surprise!” it seemed to say.

Umar stared at the dancing brush, then whispered fiercely, “What are you doing here?! You even changed yourself!” (The brush looked newer and brighter than before.)The little Magic Paintbrush stopped dancing and floated right up to her nose. “Oooh, yes! I heard about the competition!” it chirped. “Hurry up now, let’s go! We have an art to plan!”
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Umar and her secret Magic Paintbrush finally arrived home!

​Umar ran inside and quickly changed out of her uniform. She grabbed her art pad and, with the little brush hidden in her pocket, she rushed outside to her favorite big, shady tree.

​She started to draw, but her pencil just wouldn't move right. She tried sketching flowers, then a rainbow, then a funny cat. After a little while, she sighed and put her pencil down.

​"Oh, dear," she mumbled to herself. She had lots of ideas, but nothing felt special enough for the big competition. Umar was starting to lose faith, not knowing what to draw.

They always say the only way to draw is when you draw what comes from the heart.”

​Suddenly, the little Magic Paintbrush zipped out of her pocket and floated in front of her face. It was glowing brightly!

​“Exactly!” chirped the brush. “So listen to your heart, Umar! What makes you the happiest? What do you wish you could see? Let’s draw that!”
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As Umar listened to the Magic Paintbrush, a small spark of an idea began to grow in her heart. She stood up tall, picking up her pencil with new determination. And as she began to draw what truly came from her heart, the Magic Paintbrush began to glow even brighter! It sparkled and shimmered, and then, poof! it transformed! Its bristles became softer, its handle more colorful, and it vibrated with pure magic, ready to help Umar create something wonderful.
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Yepy! Wow, it’s amazing!” the Magic Paintbrush chirped happily, floating around the big paper.

​Umar was drawing a picture of the whole world under a sparkling sky, filled with children from everywhere holding hands and laughing. It wasn’t just a picture; it was her heart’s happiest dream!
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