Uncle Paul








Hello. My name is Jessica and I 'ave an Uncle named Paul.  Uncle Paul is one hell of an Uncle you know.  He's so nice, and friendly, but he can suprise you. Like even though he was a strict vegetarian, since  Aunt Linda died he's been sneakin' off to McDonalds for a Big Mac an' some chips.  Well, he got away with it without us (his family) knowin' for awhile, but once he caught mad cow disease we all knew.


It's a funny story, I think I'll tell it to you. 





One day, me an' Sarah (my cousin) went to visit him at his house with Billy(He's six years as it is).  We knocked on the door, an' he answered, and scared the livin' hell out of lil' Billy. (Poor Billy.)


For there was Uncle Paul, Stark Naked!  So, we knew he caught the disease.  He started runnin' all over the house, foamin' at the mouth, then he calmed down and sat on the couch for a chat. By now, Billy(being six and very playful) went outside to play ball with the neighbor kids.  Inside, however, Uncle Paul was hangin' out' on the couch, as the Americans say.  We gave Uncle Paul a towel, an' he put it on.........his head. "Thank You for the Hat."he said polite as can be. 





An' there you have it. Maybe you know me Uncle Paul. He is very famous as it may be, and known everywhere as the last half of Lennonmccartney, as many people say. I just know him as me Uncle Paul...not part of some music group he was in. What was the name again? Was it Peedles? Oh my no, it was Beatles. I'm sorry. 





So Uncle Paul learned his lesson, and now eats at Burger King instead, and orders Onion Ringos.


	The End  


