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This book is dedicated to the actual sticky fingers in my life 

that can’t stop touching stuff when he knows not to handle it. (Not Yours Don’t Touch!)
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It was the middle of the day and Fredrick was playing outside with Darla making some mud pies and pretending they had a restaurant.

When Rocky his goose came up on the back porch to Fredrick and tapped Frederick's foot with her beck, he bent over and picked up Rocky.

Just then the wind started blowing hard and was even picking up the chicken and goose in the yard, then a couple of minutes later the hail started it was the size of a golf ball.

Darla opened up the sliding door and headed inside yelling at Fredrick to get inside but it was too late the whole family was in the backyard hurrying to get inside. When they all notice Fredrick and Rocky are being swept away high in the sky. 

Nobody could hear Fredrick yelling “Bye it is my turn to go to Oz.”

After the whole family went inside Connie spoke up. “It's no good to go looking, too windy and we all don’t want to get hurt.”

Jake said, “Bet you all he’s going to Oz as every other child did so far, and I hope I do not go there.”

––––––––
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Connie looked at Jake “Not my cup of tea to have anything to do with Oz and I hope none of the other children in this house end up going back to Oz again.”

Abigail and Blair knew they would be going back and staying, Larry didn’t know at this time he would be going back and living there too.
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Chapter 2
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It seems like it took forever for Fredrick to land somewhere. But when he finally did it was smacked in the middle of the goose farm.

Frederick was still holding on to Rocky when a teenage boy saw Friedrick with the goose in his arms.

“Hey, Pa we have a goose thief can I nail the tar out of him?”

“You just go about what I told you to do. I’ll take care of this.”

The teenage boy and his Pa reminded me of The Beverly Hill TV show. Pa was even dressed like Jed Calamity and had the same gun. His son had a rope around his pants where you would think most people put a leather belt. They even talked like hillbillies.

“Young man, you better put that goose down before I’ll slap you bald-headed!”

“But this is my goose from my parent's farm. My mom gave Rocky to me.”

The man looked at Fredrick. “If this is your goose stand over by the fence and call the goose name if the goose comes to you in the first or second call then I know it is your goose.”

Fredrick walked over to the fence and called “Rocky! Rocky!” She looked around for Fredrick then saw him at the fence and walked over to him.

Frederick picked her up and was going to leave when the teenager spoke up. “You need to get a rope so when you 

stop to sleep you can tie up your goose so Rocky doesn’t run away or someone takes your goose.”

“But I don’t have any rope.”

“Not my problem, Skedaddle!.”

He looked at Rocky “They never did ask me where I came from or where I was going.”

“Maybe they don’t care where you are from or where you are going, don’t worry about them.”

Frederick turned around to see if someone was talking to him but nobody was.

Rocky taps Friedrick on the arm, “I was talking to you.”

Frederick was in awe; he never knew his goose could talk.”Why did you never speak to me before?”

“I never had a reason before.”

As they both walked down the yellow brick road Fredrick noticed lying in front of him was a rope, he looked around before picking up the rope, but in the back of his mind he could hear his mom say (not your don’t touch it.) But he needed the rope and nobody was around anyway so he slipped the rope into his pocket and they went on their way.

––––––––
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I can’t wait to get home and tell everyone that Rocky can talk, but they might think I’m crazy, they shouldn’t after everyone bent sent to Oz.

I wish I would have eaten breakfast. I'm hungry and I don’t see any food around here, just as he finished saying this he was walking alongside an avocado orchard. “Yuk!!”

“What's wrong?” Rocky said.

“I hate avocado.”

Fredrick put Rocky down,and Rocky noticed a couple of worms so he walked over to the side of the road and ate them both.


“You could come here and eat some worms, they are good.”

“I think I’m not hungry anymore.” 



Fredrick was still hungry but had no desire to eat a worm or avocado, He would just have to pray there was something better to eat soon.

It was getting dark and he needed to find a place to sleep, he saw a boulder that was in the shape of a lounge chair this would have to do for the night, looking around to see if there was a place to tie Rocky up to, Then Fredrick saw some hay like it was a nest by the boulder and a melt spick in the ground, taking the rope out of his pocket he tied it around the spick and made a lop that would fit over Rocky neck and he would not be able to get it over her head and wander away.

Rocky must have been tired because she went right over to the hay laid down and was asleep before I could lie down on the boulder.

It was a chilly night and I wish I had a blanket, but no luck I would just have to tough it out. I must have slept too long because Rocky was honking but I turned over and was trying to go back to sleep, “but out of the blue Rocky started talking to me.

“Wake up we need to get going if we are ever going to make it to Emerald City.”

“Just 10 more minutes.”

Rocky keep honking until I took the rope off

Good thing Rocky sleeps outside and not inside on the farm he would always be waking me up early, well then you would never need to have an alarm clock.




	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3
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I may have better luck finding food this way. I'm so hungry I could eat a horse.

Down the Yellow brick road, they went once again Fredrick wished this would be the day they came to Emerald City. 

Down the road a way there was a brook about time I'm so thirsty, but when he bent down to get a drink it smelled weird being Frederick he did what he wanted and didn't think what would happen, if he drank the water scooping up the water in his hand it kept drinking when he stood back up he felt strange, he saw stars in front of him and bright colors before him next thing Friedrick fell to the ground and pass out.

At that time a Mennonite man with a long beard and a straw hat comes walking by and notices him just lying there. He tried to wake me but had no luck. He would have to carry him back to his home over the hill and help the poor lad.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
i
ingers Bo
h|Book in t






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





