
Trade�� o� th� Ree�
Patric�'� Stor�

Patric� yawne�, the� remembere� toda� wa� goin� t� b� � lon� da�. Patric� wa�
goin� up th� ree� wit� hi� father. H� go� up, care�� no� t� disturb th� stil� sleepin�
Mar� Jan� an� sprinkle� som� water o� th� stil� glowin� ember� of th� fir�.

H� looke� ou� th� window an� saw hi� father loadin� up their donke� Layl�.H�
grabbe� hi� clothe� an� pulle� the� o�, steppe� ou� int� th� col� Marc� air an�
relishe� th� silenc�. Al� of � sudde� Mar� Jan� appeare� behin� hi� “I wis� I coul�
com�” sh� sai� wit� � sig� “bu� Mar�, yo� hav� t� sta� an� help M� clea� th�
hous�”sai� Patric�.”I know”sai� Mar� Jan� lik� sh� ha� hear� i� � thousan� time�
befor�.

�re� hour� later Patric�,hi� father,Uncl� Joh� an� Grandp� Jo� wer� up Croag�
Patric� an� busines� wa� goin� wel�. �e� wer� clea� ou� of sandwiche� an� the�
woul� soo� hav� t� mak� mor� soup.

Later, whe� the� cam� bac� fro� sellin� foo� Patric� wa� daydreamin� abou� hi�
supper suddenl� whe� mother suddenl� shoute� “Ahhhh�! Wh� at� al� th�
vegetable�?” �a� wok� Patric� up “Wha�?” h� shoute�. ”Yo� mea� ther� wo�’� b�
an� supper?” “Indoor voice� pleas�, Patric�” sai� M� “Now wh� at� i� al�?”
P� blushe�. “ Sea�, pleas� tel� m� yo� did�’� ea� i�?” sai� M�. “I did�’� ea� i�, I
mus�'v� accidentall� grabbe� i� whe� I wa� gettin� mor� vegetable� for th� soup”.
Wel� believabl� enoug�.
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