
BENNY’S LETTER. 

Wuat could six-year-old Benny be doing? For half an 
hour he had been sitting quietly on an ottoman, busy with 
pencil and paper, only looking up now and then to ask his 
mamma how to spell a long word. 

After a while he came to his mamma for an envelope, and 
asked her to direct it for him. So mamma wrote on it, at 
Benny’s dictation, Santa Ciaus, GREENLAND, Nort Pots. 
Then Benny sealed his letter, and took it to the post-office. 

Two or three days after Benny had posted his letter, his 
papa came into the parlor, looking very much amused. A 
mail-agent on the postal-car had found among the letters . 
one directed to Santa Claus, which he had opened. See- 
ing the signature, and happening to know Benny’s papa, 
the mail-agent had sent the letter to him. Papa had the 
open letter in his hand. We will read it: — 

WINDSOR, Nov. 2. 

Dear SANTA Crave, — Next Christmas please bring me a drum, and a 
pair of rubber-boots, and some oranges, and a pensil that marks red and 
blue, and one that marks black, and some almonds, and a writing-desk, 

and a rubber-ball, and some candy, and a pistol that shoots paper caps, 
and a safe with a frog to swallow the pennies like the one Robbie Kendall 

has got, and some figs and grapes, and a new sled with Gen. Grant on 
it; and please bring me some writing-paper and a candy-cane. I liked 
very much what you brought me last year ; but the horses are broken off 

from the wagon, and the key is lost that winds it up; and Dickie broke 
the smoke-stack off from my little steamboat. 

Benny Ho.sroox. 

Only one word spelled wrong, and all the words printed 
quite evenly on the lines. 

Benny asked his mamma, the other day, if she supposed 
Santa Claus had got the letter yet. 

Of course he had. Mamma sent it to him by a special 
messenger. ; Hq 

 


