Merry Mary at the Fair and the Unfair Merry-Go-Round Fare
				(A story in homonyms)

	The best part of summer for Mary is always the Derry County Fair. Every year she visits on opening day when the mayor of Derry opens the gates, and she runs to the dairy barn to see CeCe, the cow, and her new calf, the long-haired hares, and the mares’ new colts.  Because of the weather she may or may not go to the racetrack, depending on whether it’s dusty. 
	Her favorite place at the fair is the midway, where she loves all the rides, especially the merry-go-round.  But this year, something is different. This year her ticket fare will be based on her weight. She has cut her hair and pared down pounds by biking all summer. She is ready to pay the lower fare, so she can stretch her savings and go on all the rides.
	A pair of twins in front of her gets in for the lower fare. Mary steps up, and as the payer, tosses a coin to the worker, Mr. Bayer.  
	He says, “Hey, I need to get the ‘weigher’ here. You’ll need to wait.”
	Mary says, “Where are you going? Can’t I get on the merry-go-round? “
	Mr. Bayer replies, “Not until you’re weighed. You look too big for that fare.”
	“That’s not fair,” says Mary. “I know the fare and I know my weight, and that pair of twins doesn’t want to wait either.”	
“Okay, here’s the weigher,” he said.  “Step on it.”
“Oh!” cried Mary. She weighed too much. 
“Now pay me or go away,” said Mr. Bayer.
“Wait! I’ll just pare down a little more.”  
So Mary took off a pair of gloves and stepped up to get weighed.
 “Oh!” cried Mary, who was still too heavy. “Please wait a little longer,” and she took off eight rings she likes to wear, and threw out what was left of a pear she just ate. 
“I’m tired of this,” growled Mr. Bayer. “Now step on the ‘weigher’ and pay me the fare.”
“Oh!” cried Mary. She still weighed too much. “Don’t act like such a bear! Just wait a minute more.” How dare he treat her this way at the Derry Fair! Where does he think he is anyway?
Then she kicked off her shoes and her socks.
	“Now weigh me. Don’t wait any longer, “ said Mary as she “shoos” flies away from her feet, and feels like giving Mr. Bayer a sock in the mouth.
	“Finally, you’re down to the right weight, so you don’t need to wait any longer. But bear in mind, next time you’ll pay the higher fare.”
	And that’s how merry Mary became harried Mary.  She still enjoyed the rides, especially the merry-go-round, and loved seeing the hairy hare and CeCe’s calf and the mare in the dairy barn. 
And all the next year she saved up her money, so when the mayor once again opened the gates at the Derry County Fair, she paid the higher fares, because she was older and wiser. (And she had also thought about what she’d wear.)
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