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- #ized and one small,

sent by the Busy Hee
“Thank you"

The editor re
16-year-old girl who wrote

ghould not stop writing.
elne which takes articles from young |

belleve” story—about
ocear in real life,
ptory has tuken a prize.
[

Just moved to Nebraska,
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HE Children's page editor was pleased 1o

receive

the
who lives in Gretna, and who wrote saying
for the prize which she won for her story of July 2.

The card was very pretty and the editor thanks the thoughtful
Busy Bee.

post card

grots that she cannot publish stories from the

lust week from Wyoming
tributors to the Children's PREe Is 14,

however, since she did not know the rule.

The age limit for con-
The young girl's story Is printed,
It Iz well written and the author

Bhe should send her stories to some paper or maga-
eople of her are.

The first prize this week {s awarded for an {magin

fitive story—a “"make-

& dream In which Inecidents happen which never could
This {8 the first time in a mont

I that a purely Imaginative

The prize storics of the last four Sundays have been
Ither actual experiences of the boys and girls themseives or deseriptions of
‘P Yature.

The second prize has been carried pif by a brand new

Busy Bee, who has

and who writes about herself and her interests.
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. (First Prize.)
Making a Goose of Myself,

By Mary Katherine Harrlson. Age 11

Tot waa & lttle girl who lived In Duck
Fiver bottom, but she had never ventured
farther to the river than the rall fonce.

On day as she sat on the stile, oating
goaseberries and listening to the quacking

ugh of ducks and geese, as they splashed

the water, she exclalmed, “How, 1 wish
were a goose."

Suddenly she found herself paddiing
along In the c¢ool mud under the shady
willows and sycamores and following some
web-footed tracks. There were many mud
nesta fllled with big eggs all along the
bank. Boon she camo to & little house
where the vines grew the thickest all bulit
of reeds and weedn,

Tot peeped In. No one was at homa. In
phe walked. A table was all set. There

ere three chalrs;, one big, one middle-
But Tot sat only In
the small reed ohalr until she sut the
buck out. On the table were three eggs,
but Tot ate and ate only of the smaliest
Bntll she ate It all

Getting up she saw herself In u water
mirrer. Her mouth was yellow with the
Yellow of the egg. "0."” laughed Tot “I've
Bot a yellow gooss blll, and bless me If
here lan't & palr of wings by the fireplace,
This finlsked me. I'm & goose. Quackl
Ruack!” She was so tired, though, that she
baturally just waddied up to & row of beds,
The first was too high and hard, the sec-
ond too low and soft, but the third was
Just right and she lay on It and fell fast

Raleep,

Soon Mr, and Mrs. Goose and lttle
Coualn Duckle came home, for this was
thelr house.

“Quack!” erled a big volce; *“‘some one
- mn h““
'‘Quack!"” cried a sofier voloe. It's some
wjid thing."
“Quack!” cried m little volce. “She broke
my chalr back and aie my littie snack.”
n a row all three marched to the beda.
"Quack!" oried the little volce,
wild goose In my feathor stack."”
Up jumped Tot, really looking very wild
BW, the hissing, yellow bills &0 near her
face.
“What wings," quacked lttle duckie.
This reminded Tot that she had wings
and out the window she flew, back to the
stile. There her mother found her waving
her arms so franticslly that she shook
ber and asked, “Whatever are you doing?"’

‘Here's

0, laughed Tot, waking up, for she
d only dreamed all this, “I've been
' iaking & guose of myselr.”
(Secomd Prize.)
A New Busy Bee,
Dorothy Anderson, Aged 10 Years, ung
West Third Sireet, Grand Island,
Neb, Red Side.
This Is my flist Sunday in Nebraaka.

My papa bought an Omaha Fee todny and
I took pleasure in reading the litle Pusy
Beer' page and Lhought you might like to
bear from & Uitle stranger In Nebraska

We came hore from eastern lowa and
Are going to make this our home, 80 you
¥ hear from me often.

I am 10 years old and have jusi finished
the fourth grade In school. There were
twenty-two boys and girls In my oclass.

One day our teacher took us out to the

river for a plenie
fishhooks and
bats and thoy
and playing ball

We girls played games and wove baskets
of willow and grass stems

Some of the boys took
lines, some base

farmer living near
brought us some
large bucket of milk.
ride his pony

our. picnle

He let some of

We went home about 4.3 o'clock in the
but glad we had

evening tired and dusty,
Sone with our teacher for an outing

(Honorable Mention)

My Doves,
By Willle Laubsoher
e

T have about thirty doyves and I have &
The old doves comae
They catch buge
I watch them water the
svery
I have six tumbler doves. It
nearly oux

Mttle house for them
and feed the young ones
and grasshoppern
little ones—they
Young one,
fa fun to watch them. They fly
of sight In the nid and then tumble down
,‘- have white doves, blue
A biack dove. but he dled

bring a drop te

soarey once in awhile

The Rescue of Ruth.

By Edna Volght-Dike, Aged 18
Maont. Rlue Bide.

Dong! Dong' Dong! Dong!
WWhat can It mean?

mnswared, for outr of fire

ories / g, B
bk /7 |
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RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

1. Write plainly on one side of the
paper only and number the pages.
8. Use pen and ink, not pencil

3. Bhort and pointed articles will
be given preference. Do noy use
ovar 250 words.

4. Original stories or letters only
will be used.
B. Write your name, and
addreax at the top of the ﬂx‘:l' paje.
Pirst and wecond prizes of bhooks
:_lu‘:“:: wiven E:‘r inhe best two gom-
ous to & page sAch week.
Address all ocomauniostions to
CHILDEEN'S DEPARTMENT

Omaba Bee, Owmaha, Web,

flaming bullding.
a striking together of ladders and the drag-
Bing of a hose,
and flame,

A woman:
her—Ruth. Ruth is In there. She couldn't

comfe out alone and we forgot. Bhe'll be
burned.

sald a volee,
her,

dow,
someone ascended. A mers boy, he seemed,
but who other of all
enter that window from which smoke and
flamen rolled in heavy showers. No one
ever knew just what went on beyond the
flames.

Ruth. But where was he, that boy?
could not
handed the struggling child
window down,
heneath
buming mass below.

By

polson rats and was

bread when
hasts forgot the polson on the table,

Then followed a rush,
Then they hissing of water

Drowned by this was the frantic voloe of
"Lt me go, I say. I must get

I will go!"

She felt a hand touch her arm. *Listen,”
"Tell me where and I'll get
Stay here, 1 sy, I will go."

In answer the woman pointed to a win-
to which a ladder was ralsed and

those men would

In her mother's arms now rested little
They
find him anywhere, for as he
through the
down had sunk the floor

him nnd he had fallen in the

A Noble Deed,

Louls Mlaskne, Aged 12 Years,
Arthur Strest, Omaha. Red Side.

There was once A family living in Eng-

1221

land who had a mald gervant who was con-
gldered wvery trustful,

Oma day ashe bought soma polson to
putting It on the
she was called out and in her

While she was away the little hoy of

THE OMA

A SUNDAY BEE:

SACK RACES ARE LOTS OF FUN FOR BOYS AND GIRLS.

the house came and ate the bread with
the polson on It .

Of course he died, and the cnse was
taken Into court.
A yvoung lawyer, seelng her pronotneed

gullty, went to work and won the case

He afterward was talked of as & hero
and the work he did was talked of as a
noble deed.

How the Mortgage Was Paid.
By lone Cralg, Age 12 Years, Erie, N. D.
Blue Slde.

Once upon a time there lived a lady
whose name was Mrs. Hrown. She had six
children and they lived in a little house
which was mortgaged.

She had a son named Ted, who was
the oldest of the gix children, He was 12
years old.

Ome morning he started out for the woods
to chop down some wood for fuel

On his way he had to crosas a bridge
on which a raillroad ran.

When he was just about in the middle
he saw something which chilled his blood.
It was a large plece taken out of the track.
He got a stick, which lay near the track
and then took an old red handkerchief out
of his pocket, put It on the stick and
started to run down the track for there
wis 4 train due In ten minutes, He had
Just got far enough away from the danger
fpot when the hig engine came In slght,
Then Ted waved the danger flag he had
made. ;

The engineer taw him and stopped. He

gaked Ted the trouble and Ted told the
story to him and the paople,
A collection of %176 was then given by

the passengers to Ted, who had saved
thelr lives,
Ted thanked them and went home. He

pald the §100 mortgage and spent the §55
His mother was very proud of him after
that.

Clara’s Visit to Fairyland.

By Pauline 8woboda, FPlattamouth,
Aged 12 Years, Blue Side.

Clara Brown was lying in the hammoock

Neb.

reading fairy tales, when she heard a
soft volee saying, "Would vou like to visit
falryland

0, ven,'" cried Clara;
always wanted to go."

Ho the fairy took Clara Into a nlce yel-
low pumpkin carrage drawn by two snow
white rabbita, which ran over clouds and
through the alr until they came In sight of
A large white palace.

They drove up to the palace and stopped
by n blg arch made of roses and ferns. The
falry changed Claria Into a nlce Nttle fairy
dressed In a long white gown and a sliver
white gown and a silver wand was placed
in Clara’s hand,

Next the fairy led Clara Into the ball
room where many and many falries were
dancing. The music stopped and Clara was
seated on a little red chair. She was ready
to dance when the music began.

Pretty soon (t did beglp and another
fairy came to her and asked her to dance,
8o Clara began to dance, when she felt
something pushing her. SBhe opened her
eyes and found Baby Bess pushing her out
of the hammock.

“there ls where 1

Marie's Resolution.

By Pearle Maec Warne, Aged 13 Years,
Gretna, Neb Blue Side.

One day Marie and Walter Harrison were
playing in the front yard in the shade of
severnl tall ash trees.

They hnd been playving there for wbout
an hour when Marle exclaimed:

“Say, Walter, let's climb these trees.
I'll elimb this one and you climb the one
next to .

“0Oh, no, dont," replled Walter
told us not to just this morning."

"Walter s right," called thelr mother
from the parlor window, where she had
overheard what they had said. *'T do not
want you to climb those trees, 1 am afrald
you will fall"

No more wns sald about it until half an
hour later they saw thelr mother going
down to the store,

“Oh, Walter,” sajd Marie, "let’'s do cllmb

“Mother

thess trees. Mother's gone and we can be
down before she gets back.”

"All right,” assented Walter,

They had been up In the tres about
twenty minutes when Walter exclalmed:

“Oh, Marie! there comes mother. Hurry
down, do.*

Buch A scramble to get down, but Marle
was higher up than Walter, She had taken
but one step whon she slipped and fell to
the ground. Her mother saw her and ran
forward. Marle broke her left arm just
abhove the elbow,

That night after the doctor had dressed
it and gone and everybody had gone to
bed Marls thought: *“That fall did me
more good than any scolding or whipping
eould have done. I'll learn to obey what
I'm told now."

The Mysterious Player.
By Etta Faler, Aged 13, 614 South Tenth
Btreet, Omaha.

"Matilda!" mamma called softly.

“Don't, dear. Baby's just beginning to
get sleepy.”

The sharp little patter of trills and scales
on the plano kept on.

“Matilda, stop playing at once
Mamma's volea Wwns now a command, but
still the notes of the plano continued. She
did pnot dare to get up because baby was
almost asleep. At last the nolse stopped
Matilda tip-toed Into the room.
“Matilda,"” sald mamma gravely, “didn't
you hear me tell you to stop drumming

on the plano?"'
“Why, I nsver, mamma,”’ whispared Ma-
tilda, surprised. T haven't been In the

music room at all."”
“Then it must have
didn't sound like her.
lHttle tunes."
“Olivia 18 out in the hammoeck, mamma."*

but It
plays

been Olivia,
She really

*“SWhy!” mamma sald. "“And the boyse
are gone. Who could—, Hark!"
The sound of notes again, running up

and down the keyboard. Matllda's eyea
grew large with astonishment.
It was a queer tune, with many kinds of

When Daisy

Was a Fairy

throw from where Dalsy lved,

father and mother had only coms
Uve, and Chubby did not know
s person as Dalsy was In existence. Nelther

balls and
enjoyed themselves fishing

One of the
boys killed a big water snake and fright-
enad the teacher and us girls with It. A
grounds
nies ripe apples and a
us

Aged 11 Yoars, Rufus,

gray, and 1 had
I have a dove
that will eat out of my hand, butl she gets

Hamilton,

What s 17
Our questions are poon
house No. 0
rushed four horses drawing a fire engine
and some more horses drawing something
else., Faster, faster they go and it sesms

bui an instant when they stop before &

T WAS all so very, very funny,
or, &t least, after they knew
mbout It, it seemoed that way
to Daaley and her new nelghbor,
Chubby.

But, to begin with, let me in-

troduce to you Dalsy, a dear ltite golden-
haired girlle of 8, and Chubby, & dear little

chap of 6 Dalsy's home was & lovely big-
roomed bungalow among glant trees In
the rear and rose bushes and llacs in the
front, and & vast groen grossed lawn
stretching about for ever such a distancse,
And Chubby's home wis In & Summer
hotel om the clff just about a4 stone's

Chubby's
there 10
that such

did Dalsy know anything about Chubby
But they got acquainted—after the funny
thing happened which 1 am going to tell
yoa about

One lovely summer afternoon Dalsy, who
was a really and truly “summer girl” (for
she could climb and walk and jJump and
almost swim) declded to go up In “'big old
Elmy." Now “blg old Elmy"” was a glnt
tres which grew quilte a way off from
Dalsy's house Dalsy could easily colimb
quite into the top of old Elmy, for her
papa had nalled tiny steps about the old
tree's trunk. and It was very much lke
climbing a ladder. BUll, It was quite &
brave thing for & little golden-halred girl
to do—to climb in the big branches of old

Blmy

Afver Dagy head gouten well inlo the
tree, away up among the thick branches
where song bLirds often hid themselves
from wicked, stone-throwing boys, she
found a wvery snug Uttle seat, for her

paps had fixed one securely there for her.
Daisy's papa knew how little folks love
climbing, and sitlUng In tree LOps, 80 he
filxed It very safe for Dalsy—so that she
could not possibly fall oul, even Lhough
she trivd to do so. And, of course, »she
would never, never try to do such s foollah
and dangorous thing. Therefors, she wWaa
sale

After seating hersel! in the snug seat
her paps had bullt for her between two
Ereat strong limbs, and surrounded by a
network of smaller llmbe, Dalsy began lo
sing softly (o hersell. So busily engaged
In singing and walching a bird far above
her was Dalsy that she did not see & little
gress towards oid Elmy., Tiis blue-rom-

pered form was Chubby from the summer
hotel on the <liff. And he was running
about ailmlessly, and sobbing softly to
himself, and rubbing his tear-wet eyes
with his two small, dirty fista, Chubby
wis in soma sort of trouble. But Dalsy
did not know It. for she 4id not see him

But pretty scon Chubby saw Dualsy.
Ho had come quite close to the big tree—
old Elmy—and had heard Dalsy's song
80 he looked up, And, lo! there, wmong
the green tree branches, sat a4 golden-
hajred creature all In white, even to the
blus-rompered form wading through the tall

feet,
elippers.)

“Oh, It's a falry!" whispered Chubby to
himself. Then his tears censed to flow and
he ran quite close to the body of old Elmy
and looked up for several seconds. His
blus eyes gréew blg and round, and his tiny
bosom swelled, Surely, this was a falry he
saw In the tree-top, His mamma had told
him fairy storles very often, told them as
“good-night storlea” to put him to sleep.
But Chubby had never hoped to see
falry, never! And here he was, looking
straight at one In & big green tree. And
the falry was singing to him!

Then Chubby decided to do something.
“Dood falry,” he c¢alled out In his baby
volee, “dood falry, p'ease tum down an'
take poor C'ubby home. Poor C'ubby’s
lost. He's been orying very hard for his
marmma." i

And then it was that Dalsy, golden-hatred
Dalsy, looked down and beheld the little
round figure wt the foot of old Elmy.
“Who're you?T' she questioned., bending

over and looking Into Chubby’'s ball-shaped
face,

"C'ubby," the lttie man replled. “"P'ease,
lalry, come down an' take C'ubby to his
home.” '

Palsy laughed at belng called fairy. But
somehow It both flattersd and pleased her
And she decided not to tell the cute lttle
boy that she was an ordinary littie girl for
fear he would run away. If he thought her
a fniry, he'd stay a while and play.

“Walt, 'l come down,"” cried Dalsy
And she went down the stepa on the (ree's
trunk ke & squirrel And
velled at her activity, Oh,

Chubbs mar
how he wished

’%,//,, w

e |hl

Mhrogtf 0 tbe.

/,f’ 4‘”““‘4 v
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“PLEASE, FAIRY, COME DOWN A N' TAKE C'UBBY TO HIS HOME"

(Dalsy had on white stockings andhe might ¢limb & tree—or come down a

tree, rather—like the falry dld.

Once on the ground, Dalgy looked Chubby
over, and Chubby looker her over, They
both seemed plueased, for Dalsy smiled and
Chubby came close to her and cautionsly
touched her. He feared that If he were
rough she might disappear Into thin alr,
Fairies had a way of doing that.

Then Chubby made Dalsy understand that
he bad wandered away from the “big house
on tha oliff" where he llved with his papa
and mamma. Dalsy asked his name and he
told her In a ver*,')unniy way. "I'm Mas-
tah C'ubby Smif."”

“And have you got your (ag?' asked
Dalsy., looking for a siring around his
peck, Dalsy always wore her “tag.*

“Yea'm,” replled Chubby. And he drew

from beneath the breast of his blus
biouss a MNttle sliver tag on Which was
engraved hi= name and his prrents’ name
And thelr place of resldence. “Oh, you
lve up to the CHIL House!'" sald Dalsy
“Well. come along with me and I'll lead
you home, But first we must run tell my
mamma about "

When Dalsy spoke of her mamma s &
human being, Chubby* was somawhit as-
tonished, for he supposed fairles had no
real papas and mammas And he was
more surprised when Dalsy led him up the
whkis poreh of the pretty bungalow and
sald to & lovely lady sitting there: “Bay,
mamma, this Htile boy's lost. He llves up
at the Cliff House. May 1 take him
home?'" ]

After Dalsy's mamma had kissed Chubby
three times, and called him a “‘precious
darling,” and patted his hands and head,
and told him how naughty It was for ltile
men o0 run away and get lost, she rent
Daisy to gulde him to his anxious mamma.

As they walked along the road Chubby's
fat hand in Dalsy's slim, brown one,
Chubby saked for a sudden: "AiIn't you a
falry for sure?’

Laughingly, Dalsy had to confess 0
him that she was just & plain little girl,
and that would teach him how to
collmb up into old Elmy. And Chubby's
mamina wis most happy to get her little
boy mgnin, for she had missed him and
was running abour the grounds calling to
him, And Chubby promised her never to
Ko away that way again, And his mamma
said she would just love Lo have Dalsy
come to play with Chubby, and that she
vhould take him to her own home and
tench him how te ellmb up Into old Bimy.

And then It was that Chubby knew that
Dalsy was Indeed not & falry, but a lovely
golden-haired little girl with whom he
might play every day—when It was not
bl g

she
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sharps and flats and many JEEy places.
Then it stopped short.

Mamma held out her hand to Matilda
and they stole to the music room door to-
gether. No one was there. Tom, the cat,
lay oturled up on the sofa In a doze, not
looking at all as If he had seen a ghost,
80 the queer little mystery stayed undis-
covered until a day or two after. Matilda
suddenly stepped right into the middle
of It.

She was hurrying throogh the hall and
the heard the plano golng agaln In that
funny way

“0Oh, my" she thought.
plano playing itself again.'

But she had stopped &t the door, and
there was Tommy playing a tune all him-
gelf. Tommy! Who would have thought
It? Matllda stood and watched him. He
leaped from the plano stool to the key-
board and whisked lghtly back and forth
in great dellght at his own musioc. His
soft, pudded toes struck the notes gently
and made funny lttle scales. Matilda
could not help saying “oh!" but she had
no more than sald it than Tommy was on
the sofa, apparently sound asleep.

"There is the

Ilmnk YDB.”

By Agnea Kane, Aged 12 Years, Care O, N,
Kune, Wisner, Neb,

Beveral winters Ago & wWoman was coming
out from some publle bullding when the
heavy door swung back and made the
egress somewhat difficult, A little street
urchin sprung to the rescues and aw he held
the door open she sald, “Thank you,” and
passed on.

"D'ye hear that?™' sald ths boy to n
companion,

“No. What?™

“Why, that lady sald thank ye, to the
Hkes o me."™

Amused at the conversation which she

could not help overhearing. the lady turned
around and sald to the boy, "It slwayws
pays to be polite, my boy: remember that.”

Years passed away, and last December
when dolng her Christmas shopplng, this
anme lady recelved an exceptional courtesy
from a clerk in Bostom whom she thanked.

"Pardon me, madam, but you gave me
my first lesson in politeness a few venrs
ngo.'

The lady looked at him In amagemeant,
while he related the Illitle, forgotten ineci-
dent, and told her that that simple “"thank
you," awakened his first ambition to be
something In the world, He went the next
morning and applied for a sltuation as of-
fice boy In the establishment where he was
now an honored and trusted clerk.

A Rose.

By Madeline Cohn, Aged 10 Years, 132 Park

Avenue, Omans. Hed Side

One day a vase of pansice was on the
table, and one large American Heauly rose
was In with them, After the family had
gone the largest pansy addressed the rose
thus:

“We feel veary much honored, Madame
Rose, In having such a large, beautiful and
pwedt-amelling flower &% you are In the
SAmMe VASe AN We are; we, whom [ know
you hardly notice,. We wish to usk you If
It will be sny trouble for you to tell us
the history of your royal life.”

At this the rose was flatiered, so she
procesded to tell this story:

‘“‘My great grandmother was the most
beputiful rose ever known to exist. When
ahe grew old she died, and her beautiful
pink dress, which had so many foids, de-
cayed and fell apart. Her soul fell deep
into the earth (it ls understood that seeds
are the souls of all plants), and another
bush was scoon started. My grandmother

and my mother (since roses are all femi-
nine) descended from that bush. When the
wind, which I can mnever forgive, killed
my mother, her moul was taken by some
human being, who placed it deep In a hox
of earth. The souls of other roses were
tended to In the same way. We were then
sent to a place where they cultivate young
bushes, called a nursery. If a soul I8 care-
fully tended a bush will come up, so It was
not long before the bush upon which 1
ETew was ready to be sold. Many olhers
weres ready, too, and were done up Ifd bun-
dles, ench containing three or four bushes,
1 was a tny baby bud at the time we
were taken to the store, but 1 remember
how two or three days afterward we “were
sold and planted In the garden of this
house. Day by day 1 grew larger and
every one who visited the garden admired
me. But, alas T will be admired no more!
This heat Is killing me! Hee my dress la
faling apart and that Is & sign of death.
Adfeu, forever!” The pansies turned thelir
headns, since they hated to witness the
death of their friend.

Such was the beginning and end of this
elegant American Beauty rose

The Consequence,
By Madeline Cohn, Aged 10 Years, 1302 Park
Avenue, Omaha. Red Side.

Mra. Wright was a very 00 woman, or
rather some might think that of her. I
noticed one bad or weak point In her char-
acter, which iw she was fond of her only
child, Helen, and so was the father, But
she never thought of ths wrong she was
dolng not only to the father, but to Lhe
child. Bhe liked to have plenics, thus she
naeded warm, nice weunther.

The angels notlced her very much and
they wers thinking what they could do
for Mr. Wright, who worked very hard for
his family.

One day It was warm and the blossoms

were on the trees. Mra. Wright thought
they could go to the woods fur a plenle,
whore there was such a dellghiful odor
But something occurred which prevented

It. Bhe then thought, "l have promised It
to Helen and we will go tomorrow."

Then the falries had thelr chance, “Oh,*
sald one, I know, let us send her a dream,
They all sat down, since they all llked her
plan, 1o consider what dream to send her.
At last they agreed (to =ay oxm tly, some
did not) to send her this dream

When Mrs, Wright closed her esycs the
Bround was one mass of joe and ENow,
“Oh,"” she sald In her sleep, “what & day
for a picnie! Jane, 1 want you to find out
from the weather man what this means.'
And after & while Jane, the majd, brought
back this note: !

“Dear Madam: 1 am sorry to stals that
Mother Nature will allow Father Time no
control of the Earth, their child, It s time
for spring, but Father Time has nothing
to suy when Mother Nature saye, ‘It shall
be winter.” And s0 you seo It s winter,
Yours truly, H. B, ANDREWS."

Mrs, Wright opened her eyes and raW

her daughter tuming off the alarm. vt |s
good he d4id not stop the clook.”
“What did you say, mother?' she asked.

And then her mother related her dream.
Helen was 10 years old and understond
when her mother explained what they de-
prived Mr, Wright of. They did not tell
him, but they soted M.

The fairies were pleased with thelr suc-
cess, but who knows even now if the falries
Intended It only for Mre. Wright ar for
everyone, But leave this question (i}
you answer, What would be the conse-
quence if her dream was true?




