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Thie is • fairy story about a bus ticket which, after the 
journey , wae dropped and fell asleep and dreamed* 

It dreamed that It eould get up and move about and fly through 
the air# and take any form it fancied. You know, juet aa you and 
X have often dreamed. 

Our little tieket rather fancied itself aa come thing more 
than just a eerap of paper* and deeelded first on the shape of a 

butterfly. Aa It'a ao eaay to do aa you like la a dream, it changed 
into the form of a bird# But aa out a la a very up»to»date ticket, 
it deceided on acme thing entirely different. 

It knew about the war, and what a tiny eerap of paper can do 
to help. It knew that in one ticket there wee enough paper to make 
four wade for rifle oartridgee. 

at they _oi -'he rifle la waiting, and here we are ready to 
deliver the blow for which our ticket baa been waiting since it wee 
dropped on the ground* 

Alaet It wae only a beautiful dream* Here*a the ticket lying 
in the mud, coiled and uaeleae* It will never play It*a part* Don't 
you think It*a a pity? 

If all the 3*000 million tickets Issued in London every day 
waa saved, they would provide the cartridge wade for eight million 
fighter sort lee* 


