
  
    A Real Bedtime Story

    [image: Cover illustration]
    The Little Red Fuel That Wanted to Go Everywhere

    A Bedtime Story About Dyed Diesel and Emergency Waivers
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    On a quiet farm at the edge of a sleepy town, there lived a very important tractor named Gerald.

Gerald ran on special red fuel. It was his fuel. Just his.

You see, the red fuel was only for farmers. That was the rule. It had always been the rule. Gerald was quite proud of this.
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    But one day, a very serious man arrived at the farm.

He wore a very serious suit. He carried a very serious briefcase. He had seventeen pens.

His name was Mr. Pembrook, and he worked for the government.

'Good morning,' said Mr. Pembrook. 'I have some news about the red fuel.'
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    The farmer scratched his head.

'The red fuel,' said Mr. Pembrook carefully, 'may now also go into trucks. And cars. And other vehicles. Just for now. Because of reasons.'

Gerald the tractor made a sound like a very long sigh.

'There are forms,' Mr. Pembrook added helpfully. 'Somewhere.'
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    Mr. Pembrook opened his briefcase.

Papers flew out. Then more papers. Then a sandwich from 2019.

'The form,' he said, 'is Form 637-B. Or possibly 637-C. They are very similar. One of them is correct.'

The farmer looked at Gerald. Gerald looked at the farmer. The chickens went inside.
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    They looked in the barn for the forms.

They looked in the truck. They looked under the dog.

Mr. Pembrook called his office. His office called another office. That office was at lunch.

Gerald beeped once, very softly, as if to say: 'I told you this was complicated.'
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    Finally, Mr. Pembrook found the form.

It was being used as a bookmark in a seed catalog.

The farmer filled it out. He used one of Mr. Pembrook's seventeen pens. Mr. Pembrook looked very relieved.

Gerald accepted this. He did not love it. But he accepted it. The red fuel would help other vehicles, just for a little while.
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    And somewhere, under a quiet sky, Gerald the tractor rested in his field, full of red fuel, watching the stars come out one by one.
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