Art begins with a kid and a small poem.
A simple line, a little rhyme,

the first colors of imagination.

Art is the beauty in everyday life.
It is my feelings and my expressions.

It is in cloudy skies and soft haze,
in birds weaving their nests,
and in the ripples of ocean waves.

It is in cooking breakfast with love,
in building tall towers with boxes,
in cleaning a messy little room
until it feels bright and free.

Art is in a rainbow after rain,

in the calm of the beach,

and in the busy city

full of deep textures and sounds.

Art connects people

those who walk quietly in crowded streets
and those who smile

with their colors shining loud.

Art is not only a painting in a frame.
It is alive and moving,

playing all around us

every single day.



