
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: ]

Rise and Shine, My Lovely Sunshine
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"Special thanks to the sunrises that inspired this book—and the tiny hands that will turn its pages."
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High in the blossoming apple tree, a tiny robin stirs. The first golden light tickles her feathers, and with a flutter, she greets the dawn. "Cheer-up, cheer-up!" she sings, her melody weaving through the misty air, telling the world, "Wake up, wake up—morning is here!"

Below, dewdrops cling to petals like sleepy tears, shimmering as the sun kisses them awake. The robin hops from branch to branch, her song growing louder, brighter, until even the shyest buds begin to unfold. "Rise and shine, my lovely sunshine," she trills, and the world listens.

In a cozy nest of twigs and leaves, a fluffy-tailed squirrel yawns wide. His tiny paws stretch high, then low, shaking off the dreams of acorn feasts. "Another day, another adventure!" he chitters, his nose twitching at the scent of fresh earth and morning breeze.

Down the tree he scampers, tail flicking like a flag. The grass is cool beneath his paws, the air sweet with promise. He pauses—just for a moment—to watch the sun paint the sky in honey and rose. Then, with a giggle in his heart, he dashes off, ready to greet the day.
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Soft as a whisper, a little bunny peeks from her burrow. The world is still hushed, painted in pastel pinks and blues. She twitches her nose—crunchy clover? Juicy dandelions? —oh, what delicious choices await!

With a hop-skip-jump, she dances through the meadow, her paws barely touching the ground. The flowers nod as she passes, as if saying, "Good morning, little friend!" The bunny wiggles her tail—today will be wonderful, she just knows it.




At the edge of the pond, a downy duckling wobbles on tiny webbed feet. "Brrr! The water’s chilly!" he peeps, but Mama Duck nudges him gently. "Brave hearts make the biggest splashes," she quacks. And with a deep breath—plop!—he’s in!

Ripples sparkle like liquid silver as he paddles, his little wings flapping with joy. The reeds sway in applause, and the sun winks at him from above. "I did it!" he cheers, and the pond cheers back with a chorus of croaks and splashes.
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A sleepy snail curls inside his shell, listening to the world wake up around him. "Tick-tock," goes the dew dripping from a leaf. "Hush-hush," sighs the breeze. At last, he pokes out his head—ahhh!—the morning air is crisp and sweet.

He glides along, painting a shiny trail behind him, taking his time to admire every dewdrop, every blade of grass. "No need to rush," he hums to himself. After all, the best mornings are enjoyed one slow, happy moment at a time.
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Deep in the forest, a mama bear nuzzles her sleepy cub awake. "Rise, little one," she rumbles. "The wild honeycomb is sweetest at dawn!" The cub blinks, his nose already wiggling at the golden scent drifting through the trees.

Together, they shuffle to a hollow oak, where bees hum a drowsy tune. Mama dips her paw —drip, drip—into the honey, and the cub’s eyes widen. "Sticky paws mean a happy morning!" he giggles, licking his claws
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