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Every day Sun would get up early. He’d stretch out his warm, sunny 
rays and set off on his path along the south side of the sky. Heading 
west and whistling cheerfully. One day, when he was halfway across, 
he met Little Cloud. Little Cloud said with a smile, “Oh, Sun, I’ve come 
to ask you something.”

said Sun impatiently. Little Cloud smiled mysteriously and said, 
“Tomorrow is my birthday. I’m having a party in the morning and  
I would be delighted if you came.”

“Tell me, tell me, Little Cloud,”



“Oooooh!” smiled Sun. “I just love birthdays! Balloons, clowns, 
cake...” 
“See you there, then?” asked Little Cloud.
“Of course, of course,” answered Sun. “I wouldn’t miss your 
birthday for anything!”
Sun travelled across the sky, now with an even more cheerful 
smile and in an even better mood than before. And he made it 
to the West, where he turned a marvellous red and got ready to 
go to sleep. But...

He squeezed his eyes shut. He sang to himself... Nothing. Sleep 
would not come to him. Sun was thinking about Little Cloud’s 
party – “A party! I can hardly wait!” His heart was trembling with 
excitement. He looked at the time and said to himself, “I have to 
sleep. I must be well-rested for tomorrow morning.”

That evening Sun could not fall asleep.



Star reproached him: “That’s not right, Sun. Look at the Earth! 
The hour is already late. And you’re still shining. The children 
don’t want to go to bed, and their parents are staring in wonder 
at the sky.”
Sun lowered his head: “What should I do to fall asleep, Star?”
Star thought a bit and said, “Counting sheep always works for me.”
“How do I do that?” asked Sun.
“Close your eyes and imagine a pasture with sheep grazing in it...”

But try as he might, his eyes simply wouldn’t close by themselves. 
Then Star came by: “Sun, what are you still doing in the sky? 
It’s long past the time for night to fall upon earth, but you still 
haven’t gone to sleep.”
“I can’t, Star. I can’t fall asleep,” moaned and groaned Sun.  
“I just can’t wait – tomorrow I’m going to a birthday party.”



Sun obeyed. He shut his eyes and imagined a pasture with sheep 
grazing in it...
“And now, and now, Star...?” asked Sun.
“Shhh!” Star shushed him, and continued: “Now imagine a fence!  
A wooden one. The sheep are jumping over it. One by one.”
Sun was overjoyed: “I see them. 

He counted and counted. Star had long since left by the time  
he open his eyes and whimpered, “This doesn’t help. I still  
can’t sleep.”
Sun started to cry. Even more loudly than before.

One, two, three, four, f ve, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven...”



“Sorry, Moon!” Sun grovelled, “I would so much like to sleep, but 
I can’t. I’ve tried and tried...  

But nothing helps.”

But just then roly poly Moon passed by and said angrily,  
“Get yourself right to bed! What is going on here? What sort  
of a confusion is this? I’m supposed to be shining down on  
Earth, not you! Do you have any idea what time it is?”

Star even came and taught me how to count sheep.



“I’m sure it will, I’m sure it will,” said Sun impatiently.  
“Please, be quick!”
Moon hurried off and soon returned with a cup of hot cocoa.
She offered it to little Sun with great satisfaction: “Here you are! 
Drink up, and then sleep well!”
Sun nodded, then drank to the last drop. He waited and waited. 
Then he waited some more. And some more.
“It didn’t help,” he said, gazing sadly at Moon. Moon averted her 
gaze. She didn’t know how to help Sun, so she left.

Moon felt sorry for Sun: “There, there, don’t sob! I’ll think of 
something, something to get you to sleep.”
That would be just wonderful. You know, tomorrow morning 
Little Cloud is celebrating his birthday. I have to get some rest.”
“I know!” cried Moon. 

That’s sure to help you.”

“I will make some hot cocoa for you.



Sun started to sob again. This time even more 
and even more sorrowfully, more sadly, than 
the frst time. And even more loudly than the 
second time. Then Wind came by and asked, 

“What are you doing in the sky? 

They’re getting angry down on Earth. The children don’t 
want to go to bed and their despairing parents  
don’t know what to do. It’s already late,  
but you’re still shining.”
“I can’t sleep!” Sun cried strongly, so strongly  
that Wind mellowed. “It’s o.k., it’s o.k.  
Don’t cry! I will help you fall asleep.”

You should long since be in bed.



Sun’s eyes lit up. “A bedtime story?!”
“Yes, a bedtime story about, about... 

“Really?” asked Sun doubtfully. “Star and Moon said the same 
thing, but I’m still awake.” Wind nodded, rustled his rays, and 
said, “I will tell you a bedtime story. Bedtime stories always help 
people fall asleep.” about the Sun who couldn’t sleep...”






