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“Now?”, said the little girl.
“Soon”, said her mother, soon.

The mother took her shawl and wrapped
it around her daughter and held her close.

“Lea.”, DSbS>e g-ddsehd_ob.
“DASNR”, DbS>® daa*L, PINd?.

daa*lL BPcbClro® NJ/D DccHabco
<ogo NJIMdcSoobb.
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There was only 5 people in front of them,
but for a little person who was very anxious
there were too many people.

“Momma”, the little girl said, “When?”
“Shhh...soon”, said her mother, soon.

CcLOqYU2<C AoAC /20<d0O¢, P/do
A0GE 1€ AdoJAbDSe AMAos<se>C A oAC,

“dada”, o\]SehGLSe PS>t “Shyc?”
“oASbePdecle... BPINAP”, BSb>®
daa*L, PdNd?r.




“Grrr!!...I can’t wait any longer”,
said the little girl.

“We have to be patient”, said her mother.
“Our time will come soon, very soon.”
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“DCPYN.QBGCC”, PSb> daa L.
“NP>NG<AcseDJS, LeacNddoe.”
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The little girl tried her best to be patient
but she just couldn’t do it.

The little girl said to her mother, “Now”.

“No, not now”, said her mother.
“Soon”, said her mother, soon.

TAL®RGE e BCSoPa NS> PIor
>CSoPLeq M PeDSe,
T AQ®RGE S Dshie>se qa.alof, “Lea”.

“qeb, LeaP>ereIse”, pshs>e Jaa L.
“DANP”, daa*lL BSbs>se, BINd?.
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Now, there are only 3 people in
1 front of them.

“Everyone comes here. Sometimes
the wait is longer”, said the mother.

Lo, A*LADQYUC®>C ADAC /Da<d6CDE.

“podclc PDevSHECSLC. A *obdC
PCSePAAYNASbSbeCeDC”, PBSb>® Jaa*U.
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“Look”, said the mother, “there are only
2 people left and they are a couple.”

“What’s a couple?”, asked the girl.

“Well, sweety, a couple is together, mmm...

like you and 1.”

“Cdre”, PSbs>%® daal, “LsPD<d)csedr
dlLo dA<KAPDAS”

“PALLE QA<KAL?”, AAND® g ARG Se,
“Cdre, od\dsehd 58, LSPe bnesLeoNy,
LLL... <*d%L A€ PR™W.o.”
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L B2 “Now?”, said the little girl, “Now”.

e R V) She tugged on her mother’s sweater.

e j s “No, but very soon”, said her mother.

The mother held the little girl and
whispered, “Now, it is our turn.”

“Lea”, B> orhdehGese, “Loa”.
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“See, waiting wasn’t that bad, was it?” !
“Mmm...Nooo, not really.”, said the little girl.
“Momma, is it really our turn?” i

“Yes”, said the mother, “It is our turn, now.”

“Cdre, BC®PC g Sb.oAHPYPCI®?”

“LLL...<d%b, G4ebP>J_o<Ist”, P>Sbs>sb
o AL GE S, “qaa, PRJIS CAL?.

“A”, DSbS>® qaa*L, “DRJC CAL, Lea.”




“Soon”, said her mother, soon.

Her tiny hands felt the soft touch of her
mother’s hands, as they waited in the cold,
waiting for that special moment.

“LeacnN<ddob”, BSb> daa*l, L*atn<ddo®.

tLPdo*Me APA o daa*LeC QL 2o®
o P[NP oN s PCPOHN ol r’N®od
boA%*ctSonla®.
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“What would you like to have?”,
said the mother.

The little girl replied, “What are you going
to get momma?”

“I asked you first”, said the mother.

“Well...mmm?”, said the little girl as she thought
about her favourite treat. “I would like to have
hot chocolate, whipped cream, sparkles,

and a beaver’s tail.”

“SPAT® AJLAC?”, DSbS>® da.aL.

T AhGE S PDE g, “ PATe Ao<dSGAS daa?”
“QANSeHGCSeLNe”, PShs>e Jaa L.

“AESbA..LLL”, PSbS> gAdPLGE Se ALPNS/DS 50
LLAo o< o, “AJLE*L DasDse ddire,
dAYIEIPSIHS 5, PSILTALSGESbS oo,

diL> PPst <MPLo®.”



“I love beaver’s tail.”, said the little girl
as she licked her lips.

“LLAYS PP <MPL”, PSbS>e g-d<sehGe se
R «  Sbogo MdSoabe. |

B s T
':'|. i ""J;."-j:—_:':_?ﬁ' - F‘- o
.é{;‘ﬁ?ffﬁﬂﬂfﬂf E-';

g e - \ u’ o e
| R | A O R e

Uy

] § # 4

¥ .rf-l & & ."‘. i ‘.._ I . b ¥ _I _:' [ | ¥ ] . "'_'- . [ 4 i - i . | l ‘1 14 N : : g |..‘_ .I_.
R b e R B ) S A L e L e otk - ] . Vg - v Rl gl v e S Y e T el



“Wow”

“That is one big order for such a little girl.”

“I love you momma.”, she said as she took
a sip from her hot chocolate.

“I love you even more.”, said her mother,
taking a sip from her hot chocolate.
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“DAp”, PS> daa . “Cta. ANt

AYDALI® g sehGe Je”

“atc e daa,”, Pb>e ddirec obsb/NeoJ.
“‘atclohnre.”, PSb>® daa*l, obse/ oo ddiore.
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