Volume II: Eric
Why do we have chores?


Why do we have chores?

Eric had not been feeling well, and had been confined to bed for several days… 

..  But mom didn’t say that I have stay in the room!  She just said I couldn’t go to the learning house or to play with the other kids!  I’m going out.”

So Eric put Tigger on his bed, found his shoes, and two socks - he didn’t care that they were different colours.  He knew his mom would be mad if he went out in bare feet because he was supposed to be convalescing.  He liked the sound of that word, con-val-essing, though he wasn’t  quite sure what it meant.  Except it did mean that he had to wear shoes, he was pretty sure of that.  So he put on his socks and shoes and went out. 

No one around, most people were away tending the gardens or harvesting wood, or building things.  The other children were at the learning house, but he knew he couldn’t go there.  But he did walk past it, and he heard them singing.  That just made him more lonely.  If only there were someone to play with or at least talk to!  AHH, suddenly he knew what he wanted.  He would go find Granma May! She always had time to talk with the kids, and she sometimes told stories, too!  

Sure enough, Granma May was in her room, with a great big box of peas in front of her.  
She was shelling them.  

“Hi Eric!  Would you like some peas? These early ones are really sweet”

Granma May never asked Eric why he came to visit, or why he wasn’t doing his chores, or anything like that.  She was like that.  Eric sat down and ate a few peas.  He didn’t really have much appetite, so he shelled a few, and then a few more.  They just sat there quietly shelling peas, and he didn’t feel lonely any more.

“Granma May, why are you shelling peas?”

“Because I want to help out, and I have a hard time walking around.  
How come you’re shelling peas?”

“To help you.”

“See, its the same thing.”

“But its not.  Its not at all like this when I have to help with the chores.”

“Ahh, child, you just told me the difference.  Think about what you just said.”

Eric shelled quietly, then ate a few, and as he realized what she meant, 
another question popped into his head.

“Granma May, why do they make it into chores then?  Why doesn’t everybody just help because they want to?  I mean, if everybody wants to help, and they don’t like doing chores, how come we have chores?  Why?
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