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Thank yov, God!
Dedicated to my wife and
dovghfel' and my entire family.
Thank you for encouroging me to dream!
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ad,” OJv called, ¢
« . » ‘guess what | made? C
Svre, little one,” said Dad. “What covld :h: ::d _—
e’



“Tah-dah! It’s a maze. I’m geﬁ’ing ready for a big racel”
“Great!” said Dad. “But now off to bed, so no long face.”
“No, Dad! Gotta -Finirsih vp. | can’t 8o to bed!”

“Olv, not now. [t’s time to sleep.” Dad shook his head.






“Nooooo,” begged Olv. “I’m not ready to rest!”
“Olv, yov need sleep to be at your best.”
“Dad, please, I’d rather play some more.”
“Sleep, Olv,” said Dad, “isn’t such a chore.”




“Close your eyes and think of fun,

then tell me what happened when the morning comes.”
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Brindle, catch this trick!
You're now SUPER OLUV’S sidekick.
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Carefvl, Brindle, it’s dark in here.

I’ll protect you, little buddy—no worry or fear.

Guuvvurrr. .

| hope that’s my belly? Or maybe yours?
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Wai, Brindle, is that o fridge over there?

Phew, that was close,
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Let’s eat and eat and eat and eat.




