
Daddy’s
Rainbow

Lucy Rowland   Illustrated by Becky Cameron

BLOOMSBURY CHILDREN’S BOOKS
Bloomsbury Publishing Plc
50 Bedford Square, London, WC1B 3DP, UK

BLOOMSBURY, BLOOMSBURY CHILDREN’S BOOKS and the Diana logo 
are trademarks of Bloomsbury Publishing Plc

First published in Great Britain 20XX by Bloomsbury Publishing Plc

Text copyright © Lucy Rowland 20XX  
Illustrations copyright © Becky Cameron 20XX

Lucy Rowland and Becky Cameron have asserted their rights under the Copyright, 
Designs and Patents Act, 1988, to be identified as the Author and Illustrator of this work

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form 
or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or any 
information storage or retrieval system, without prior permission in writing from the publishers

A catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library

ISBN 978 1 4088 XXXX X (HB)
ISBN 978 1 4088 XXXX X (PB)
ISBN 978 1 4088 XXXX X (eBook)

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1 

Printed and bound in China by Leo Paper Products, Heshan, Guangdong 

All papers used by Bloomsbury Publishing Plc are natural, recyclable products from wood grown in well managed forests.  
The manufacturing processes conform to the environmental regulations of the country of origin.

To find out more about our authors and books visit www.bloomsbury.com and sign up for our newsletters



Erin’s Daddy saw colour in everything. 

Even on grey days when rain pitter-pattered.

When drops danced and drizzled down

window panes, Erin’s Daddy would say,  

“Up you get

    and of 
 we go!”



They’d pull on yellow wellies for puddle jumping

and Daddy would tell Erin,

“We can’
t see rainbows without the rain.” 



On Spring days Erin and Mummy

helped Daddy in the garden. 

“Look at all these weeds!”
said Erin’s Mummy. 

“Weeds are f owers too,” 
smiled Daddy,

“if you look at them the right wa
y.”



At night they saw these

colours too, when they 

warmed their fingers

by the fire. 

In Autumn, their walks were full 

of crunchy red, scrunchy orange 

and shiny conker-brown.  

Summer days with Daddy needed sunglasses, 

with blue so bright it shone! 



Winter days were sometimes white. 

“They’re l
ike blank pages in a book,” Daddy said.“And it’s our job to f ll them with colour.”




