
Please find the set text for the handwriting class below, this class will be 
judged solely on the quality of the handwriting.  
 

The Little Sun in the Garden 
 
In the garden, bright and small, 
A yellow face begins to call, 
“Wake up, bees! The day is new, 
I’ve dressed myself in drops of dew.” 
Petals stretch like rays of light, 
Chasing shadows out of sight, 
Every breeze becomes a song, 
And butterflies all dance along. 
By the fence, it sways with cheer, 
Whispering, “Summer’s finally here! 

 
 


