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= @h as she read, her thick red :

t wafted out the wmdow and out the do

tg\ street, and around the block, antil

Again, someone was at Omu’s door.

This time when she opened it, she saw...
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“What bnngs yéu to my home?‘

 “Twas sellingmyhot dogs down the e bl
the mdst delicious smell Mr. Hot Dog

= “Whatlslt?” et L
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‘Tluck red stew.
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Soon, the sky darkened, the
streetlights brightened, and it

was finally time for dinner.

But when Omu opgned her big fat
pot of !ghick red 'sféw for her nice

evening meal...
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...the litdle boy? The police officer? The hot dog vendo,

The shop owner, the cab driver, the doctor, the actor, th
lawyer, the dancer, the baker.. .why, everyone she fed tOf

was at her door!

“P’m sorry, everyone!” Omu sighed. “My thick red stew
all gone. I have nothing left to share.” j

The little boy tugged at Omu’s sleeve. “Don’t worry,

Omu. We are not here to ask...

WE ARE HERE T0 GIVESR










