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To all the little dreamers who dance in the sun,

and laugh, and play, and never stop having fun.
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"Life is too short to just sit and frown;

sometimes, you’ve got to roll on the ground!"
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​Chapter One: The Morning Roar
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In a valley of ferns, where the tall trees grew wide,

Lived Dino the dinosaur, full of giggles and pride.

With scales bright as sunlight and eyes full of glee,

He bounced out of bed like a bird from a tree.

“Dino, my darling! It’s time for your breakfast!”

Mama’s loud roar echoed, “No dilly-dallying, yes!”

But Dino just yawned and rolled on the floor,

“I’ll eat in a minute... maybe... or maybe... no, more!”

His mama stomped hard, making the ground shake,

“Dino! Your chores! For goodness’ sake!”

But Dino had plans far too grand to delay,

He wanted to jump, to run, and to play.

He raced to the river with a hop, skip, and bound,

Splashing and sploshing in puddles all ‘round.

The fish wiggled and giggled, the frogs gave a cheer,

“Here comes Dino, the dino we all hold dear!”

He climbed up a hill with a whoop and a sway,

Tumbling and bumbling along the way.

He rolled through the flowers, he zipped past a tree,

He shouted, “Oh joy! Oh what fun life can be!”

But Mama was patient, though tapping her claws,

She had a plan brewing with magical laws.

For Dino would learn, in his own playful style,

Sometimes chores could be fun all the while.

So she tiptoed behind him with a wink and a grin,

Watching her son let the wild day begin.

Little Dino had no idea what awaited,

In the valley of fun, where joy was created.

He jumped on a log and pretended to surf,

He spotted a bug with a curious smurf.

“Come here, little bug! You must tell me your tale!”

But the bug just twitched its tiny green tail.

A cloud floated by, shaped like a shoe,

“Oh look!” Dino laughed, “That could be for you!”

He twirled and he spun, and he stomped on the ground,

Making a rhythm, a wonderful sound.

The birds joined in with a chirp-chirp parade,

Even a shy little rabbit danced in the shade.

Dino felt happy, his heart full of glee,

“Oh, how I love being so wild and free!”

But Mama had taught him, though she let him run,

There’s more to the day than just having fun.

So she whispered, “Adventure awaits, my dear son,
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