The Green Tractor

On Farmer Jim's farm, the morning began with soft gold light.

The cows stood in the grass.
The dogs ran in happy circles.
The horses flicked their tails.

And in the barn sat Tracy the Tractor.

Tracy was green.
Tracy was strong.
Tracy did not talk.

But Tracy was always ready.

Farmer Jim climbed into the seat.
"Good morning, Tracy," he said.

Tracy gave a friendly rumble.
Rumble, rumble, rumble.

That was how the day began.

Farmer Jim drove Tracy out to the fields.
They passed the orange trees first.
Round oranges glowed like little suns.

Then they rolled by the carrots.
Bright tops peeked out of the dirt.
Next came the tomatoes, red and shiny.

Then came the pumpkin patch.
The pumpkins were still growing.
They sat round and fat in the field, waiting for fall.

"Not yet," said Farmer Jim.
"Those are for autumn days, Halloween fun, and pumpkin pie."

And after that came the cucumbers.
"These are for pickles," said Farmer Jim with a grin.

At the farm market, Farmer Jim's wife, Stephanie, was already busy.
She wore her pink overalls.
She picked flowers from her big garden and set them in jars.

Helper Dan waved from the shed.
"Big day today!" he called.
"The market opens soon."

It was a very big day.
The market needed oranges.
The market needed carrots.
The market needed tomatoes.
The market needed cucumbers.

The pumpkins stayed in the field.
They were not ready yet.
They were waiting for crisp air and pumpkin season.

So Tracy worked.

Rumble to the field.
Rumble to the barn.
Rumble to the market.

Back and forth.
Back and forth.
Back and forth.

The wagon filled with food.
Orange after orange.
Carrot after carrot.
Tomato after tomato.
Cucumber after cucumber.

Soon the market tables looked bright and full.

There was milk.
There was cheese.
There was butter from the cows.
There were flowers from Stephanie's garden.

Everything looked ready.

Then Emily came to the farm with her mom.
Emily was five years old.
She loved the farm.

She loved the flowers.
She loved the cows.
She loved the dogs.

And most of all, she loved rides on Tracy's wagon.

"Can I ride today?" Emily asked.

"You sure can," said Farmer Jim.
"After we finish one last job."

Emily smiled and waited.
She watched Tracy carry one more load to the market.

But just then, a dark cloud drifted over the farm.
Plip.
Plop.
Plip.

Rain began to fall.

The ground got wet.
The path got muddy.
The wagon wheels sank into the soft brown muck.

Emily's smile dropped.
"Oh no," she said.
"Now there can't be a ride."

Farmer Jim looked at the wagon.
Dan looked at the wheels.
The dogs barked.
The cows blinked.

Tracy stood still.
Green.
Quiet.
Ready.

"Let's not give up," said Farmer Jim.
"We just need to help."

Dan brought boards from the shed.
Stephanie carried a basket of towels.
Emily helped stack the little boards by the wheel.

"I can help too," said Emily.

"Yes, you can," said Stephanie.
"Helping hands matter."

Farmer Jim drove very slowly.
Dan guided the wheel.
Emily held her breath.

Rumble.
Push.
Rumble.
Push.

The wheel climbed onto the boards.
Then the other wheel came free.

The wagon rolled out of the mud.

Emily clapped.
The dogs jumped.
Farmer Jim laughed.

"We did it," said Emily.

Tracy gave a happy rumble.
Rumble, rumble, rumble.

The rain cloud drifted on.
The sun came back.
Drops sparkled on the leaves.

Now it was time for the ride.

Emily climbed into the wagon.
The dogs tried to climb in too.
Dan laughed and sang a little song as the wagon rolled along.

They passed the orange trees.
They passed the carrots.
They passed the tomatoes.
They passed the pumpkins, still growing in the patch.
They passed the cucumbers for pickles.

Emily scrunched up her nose at that part.
"I like the oranges best," she said.

Farmer Jim smiled.
"That means more pickles for someone else."

Around the farm they went.
Past the cows.
Past the horses.
Past the flower garden.

Tracy rolled slow and steady.
Not too fast.
Not too bumpy.

Just right.

When the ride was done, Emily patted the side of the wagon.
"Thank you, Tracy," she said.

Tracy did not talk.
Tracy never talked.

But Tracy gave one last soft rumble.

At the end of the day, Farmer Jim parked Tracy in the barn.
The market had gone well.
The wagon was clean again.
The farm was quiet.

"You worked hard today," Farmer Jim said.

Tracy was green.
Tracy was strong.
Tracy was quiet.

And Tracy was ready for tomorrow.

Notes (for parents)


	The story shows that hard work can also be kind and joyful.

	Emily learns that problems can be solved when people stay calm and help together.

	Repetition supports read-aloud rhythm for young listeners.

	The farm setting invites conversations about food, animals, and community.
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