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CHATTERBOX. No. XLl.

W A N D E R B R S  I N  T H E  W A R .
I5y a . a . M kthlet,

(Continued trota  p a ^  3lt.)

17 O R a few minutes the travellers trudged slowlv 
on in silence, busy nith their own tbought.-, and 

tUen auddenly a new sound was beard in the distance. 
It was a motor ot some sort cotniiig towards them at a 
great pace, and tbey could bear distinctlr the roar and 
throb of tbe engitie. Itoger dragged A'al back against 
the busbes, and a motor cyde tore past tbera in a blind- 
ing whirl of yellow dust.’

In front the narrow road stretched on, straight as a 
die for about flve hundred yards, so that tbey could see 
the machine for that distance, and they both realised 
that something was tho matter— seriousiy the matter— 
either wiih it or with itó rider.

The cjcle  staggered wildiv, swerved from aide to side, 
and plunged fnrward in jerks, while the man seemed to 
be hanging helplessly orer the handle-bars.

‘ Just loük at liim, ^^'hat a ijueer tbing! I  wortder 
what’s up. He will be over in aoother moment.’ And 
then the machine ierked sideToys, swung over, and 
collapsed into tile low busbes an'd bracken fem at the 
side of tbe roed.

‘ He's fallen! Hoger, quiek, run, run! ’ Val loosed 
her hold on the boy’s aim, and without a moment’s 
hesitation he raeed down the road -n ith the great dog, 
Jlob, at bis hecls. A  terrible dread filled Itoger\ 
mind, for, supposing the man were badly hurt, wliat 
could he or \al do to help him.® He might even 
be dead ! The boy’s heart was beating quickiy with siek 
fear, as well as with breathlessness, when at last he 
reached the spot where the accident had taken place.

He pushed forward into the undergrowtb, and then 
found to his relief that the rider had fallen clear of the 
machine, and was lying face downward in a mass of 
Soft, springy bracken fem. There did not indeed 
to be any reason why he should be seriousiy hurt, but he 
was nuite unconscious. Roger managed with some 
difficulty to move liim into a more eomfortable position, 
and then, pushing back tbe leather cap, he saw tightly 
elosed eyes and clieeks that were ashy ^ e  beneatli the 
thick eoating of dust. There was, however, no sign of 
injury to head or limbs, and tbe boy felt quite at a loss 
as he knelt there among the bushes, wondering what on 
earth ought to be done next.

He had maiiaged to drag off the man’s heary gaunt- 
let gloves, and was fumhling with the fasteoings at the 
neek of his tunic, when Val appeared upon the scene, 
and then, without a moment's hesitation, she took the 
whole management of añalrs into her own surprisino'lv 
capable llttle hands, °  ''

‘ He's not dead, Itoger. Look, you can see now that 
he s breathing; but we must get some water. That 
stream where we hsd lunch is not far away. Vou rim 
back—and here, take my hat. It will hold more than 
your cap— and be careful not to spül any.’

Ivoger obeyod, glad to have somethiñg to do in thia 
new emergency which had ao suddenlv arisen, and 
when he returned a few minutes later with the water, 
he found that Val had raised the man's head, and was 
faniiing him with a broad frond ot bracken. She now 
soalted her hardkerchief, and began gently to batbe bis 
forehead and Hps. Jtefore manv moments had paseed, 
he opened his eyes, wrenched himself up on to one

elbow, and looked round with a face that was drawn 
and haggard with pain and aiixiety.

' V  here am I ? What has happened ? ’ he gasped, 
and,to líogers delight and amazement, English was the 
language in which the words were spokeii. ‘ Here, help 
me up. My motor bike ! Is it t h e r e I  tnust get on. 
Ihere’s not a moment to be lost’

\\ ith a treinendoiis effort he managed to raise him­
self from the ground, only to fall back again with 
a Sharp exclamation, and as Le moved the boy and girl 
saw that beneatli one avm ihe leather coat w'as deeply 
srained with blood. This, then, was the cause of the 
accident. The man hwl been wounded, mortally per- 
haps away there in the norlli, where the guns" were 
thuiidering, and he had ridden on and on until he 
literally dropped from his machine with exhaustion. 
They stared at each other with wide, horror-struck 
eyes, and then tumed once more to their patient, w ho 
had not lost consciousness again. but was breathiug 
qiiickh-, as if struggling to keep a hold on his senses,

' and to Overeóme a paroxysm of pain, which made him 
set his teetli and cleneh his hands tightly together.

‘ My flask. In my pocket, find it, piekse,’ he faltereJ.
‘  Be quiek! ’

Kc^er bent over him, and after a minute’s searcb 
a flat, leather-covered flask was discovered. Th> man 
drank the spirit, and its efiect was alraost msgicai. 
His eyes brightened, a trace of colour flushed into hia 
cheeks, and he glanced round, as if  noticing his surround- 
iags for the fir^t time.

•Who are y o u ? ’ he asked, staring with no little 
bewilderment at the boyish figures who knelt beside 
him in their rougb ¡leasant garments. ‘ English? No, 
it’s irapossible. but------ ’

‘ Oh,we're English right enoiigh,’ Roger interrupted 
him eagerly, ‘ But tell us what's the matter, what we 
can do.’

‘ English! What are yon doing here, then ? A  
couple of children I It’s madness, and I  can't stay, I  
have to get on.’

Once more he tried to drag himself to his feet, once 
more he dropped back lielples,-ly. ‘ l i ’s no good,’ he 
^ p e d . ‘  I  can’t manage it, and— but look here.’' 
He turned Lis white desperare face suddenly towards 
Roger. ■ Can you ride a motor cycle ? ’

■ Ves—no— thst is— I mean, I ------ ’
‘ You can? ÍTOod. Now. listen to me. I ’m a dis- 

patch rider—you kiiow what that is—and I ’m carrying 
a inessage. It's important— I can’t tell you how ini- 
portant for us—for England.’

‘ England! But I don't understand.’
‘ Y es: didn’t you know E tg ’and was in this biisi- 

ness ? And the raessage has to be taken on. I  can't do 
it. You must.’

‘ I ?  B u t ------ ’
‘ It has to be done somehow at all costs. You must 

take my machine and ride for all yon’re worth till you 
come to some soidiere, French or English, it doesii’t 
matter. Ask forthe CommamlingOfficer, llere is the 
dispatcli.’ He groped in an inner pocket of his tunic 
and pulied out a leather case. ‘ Take it, that’s right. 
Now what about the machine ? Is it sinoshed at all ? 
Gn and see.’

^ g e r  took the packet. hardly realising what he was 
doing, and then went to where the motor cvele was 
lying among tlie fern. It was the same make as the 
machine on which he had learnt to ride at Monkton
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Asile, and as he raised it and examined it clnsely 
to make sure tbat no daujnge liad bem done, he realined 
that he remembered the instructions which had bern 
{fiten him. lie  could ride the motor cycle after a 
fashion—he felt aure of that; but bis heart beat quickly 
at the thought o í the treniendoua respoiisibility tlial was 
being laid upnn him-

Hü wheeled ihe bicyale out into the road, and leaned 
it agaiiist a trae: tlien he returued to liia coinimniniis.
‘  Uut what will you do ? ’ he asked. ‘ h'ou and Vai ? ’

The injured man shrugged bis shoulders. ‘ 1 shall 
8tay here,’ he said. ‘ Títeres not mucli el-e I  can do at 
jjreseiit. The Germans got a shnt at me nboiit an hour 
ago, and il’s been a pretly stiff job geiting along eter 
s iD C e . 'When you’ve given the nieiK M ige, e.\|>lain huw 
vou left me here. Tbere ■will be a uir ahout most 
likely, and it won't take long to come back and 
fetch U8-’

‘ And V a l? '
‘ Val ? Oh, your brother, I  suppose ? ’ He glanced at 

the litfle boyish figure who was standing lueir by wiili 
One hand on Bub’s shaggy neck, and a iiarniw- ray <if 
sunehine gleaming through the trees, and touching a 
fair. uncovered head.'

•Mv sister; vou will take carecí her? ’
' Your sister ! ' A  sudden smile twitched the corners 

of the man’s month. ‘ Well, l'm  afraid I ‘m not niuch 
good as a protector just now, but she will be safe 
enough here, and you will be back beforo long. Tbere 
can’t be any Germana within twenly miles, unless 
it should be a few strayUblans.’

‘ Uhlans! What are they ? ’
‘  Oh, Germán cavalry— iaueers, but we shall be a!l 

right, uever fear. Now, hurry up. Y’oti have tiiat 
packet safe ? Tliat’s right. And the machine ‘í Sure 
yon know exactly what to do ? '

Some quickly given directions followed, and tlien 
Roger wheeled the motor bicvole into the middle of the 
ruad and prepared to start. Val, with Jiob at her side. 
■watched him esgeriy, and «t the last nionient he tiimed 
towards her with bis most elder-brotherly air of 
aulhorhv.

• N<iw% Val, vou must stay here till I  come back. 
Promise me that. And you don't mind being left, do 
vou? But aiiyway, it can’t be helped. Good-bye; so 
long,’

And fhen he was gone, and Val 'was standing in the 
road, with liob at her side, the roar of the engine still 
in her eare, and her eyes fi.xed on a whirling cloud 
of dust that was quickly disappeariiig in the dístance.

{Continntd onpage 334.)

H O W  S A M S O N  W E N T  T O  T H E  W A B  
I N  1914.

11IIIS  is tbe true history of our dear oíd Saiti.=on's 
experiences since the war against Germany bí'gan 

in August, 1914.
Samson was our horse. W e had known him for fire 

years. l ie  was bright chestnut in coiour, large and 
very strong and gooo-tempered. Helived in a conifort- 
ablé stable, and Wiliiara, our coachman, took great enre 
ot him. and groomed hira till bis coat shone like satín, 
Sometinies, when we were out driving. he woiild preterd 
to be afraid of motor bicycles and steam-rollers, and 
then bo would tear a-way uutil he was hreathless, or

carne to a h ill; but it was oiilv fun on his part, because 
he telt 80 lively and Imppy. lletter than aliytliing elsc 
he liked to go to a Meer, and he would quiier all over 
witli excitemeiit, and follow tbe houtids as closely as tli<- 
carnage would permit. lYcbably he wiahed that he 
could escape from the shafts altogether, and join tho 
hnrses that were free to jump over tlie hidges and 
ditclies and enjoy their roce after poor Jlr. Fox.

But Samson’s work was to be in a very diñerent 
direclion. In August, 1914, England -was start.ed by 
Btiding herself at war with Germany, and slie «as not 
quite ri'udy for such a big uiidertaking, so Lord Kitchener 
bsd hastilv to enrol enormoiis numbérs of men to fight, 
and horse’s to curry the soldiers and to drag tbe beld 
nrtiliery. Late one evening an otficer carne to our 
hoMse and told us that Samson was wauted by the 
military autborities. W e -were very sorry to lose him, 
and vet e.xceedingly proud that he was able to beip 
England in her hour of need. W e said good-bye, and 
he was led away, and that was the end of our pleasant 
drives. Samson was taken to another town.and as tbere 
were not enough stables for all tbe horses to be billeted 
in, he and maiiy others were telhered in a long line 
dnwn a meadow. This wns a trying eiperience to our 
spoiit pet, who sadly missed the comforts of his warm 
stable as the winter carne on. When it rained or 
snowed he would shiver and groan under lúa coarse army 
covering, and think of his cíean straw and warm horse- 
clothes and tbe eare that Wüliam used to take of him ; 
tbe horses standing on either side were often ill-tempered 
and would lay back their ears and try to hite and kick 
bim. He hated béiug led in a long processiou with tbe 
others through the mud to water at the cativas troughs, 
npT did he lika his oats served in little nose-bags instead 
of bis fnruier manger. Wlien he wanted to lie down his 
companionsobjected, for they felt equaily wretclied and 
croes at their unwonted treatment. Aloreover, they dis- 
liked the mules who were quartered near them, and 
detested their long ears, and tsssel-like taüs, and the 
strange noises they made instead of a good Lonest 
neigh.

Une day Samson liad a very sore throat and felt 
too ill to eat bis food, and Üien he was taken to the 
nearest horre-hospital, a wonderful place which consisted 
of a number of large sheds, open on one side to the light 
and air, surroimding a central paddock. Over each shed 
was written the ñame oí tlie complaint for wliich tbe 
horses inside were being treated. A  whole regiment of 
trained metí, under the directions of skilled veterinary 
supgeons, took care of the sick animáis until they 
became convalescent, when they were tumed out tO' 
gra's in a sunny sheltered fleld until they were quite 
well agaiu. Samson soon got better, and went back t »  
his work. l ie  was gradually taught to take his sitare in 
dragging a heavy gun-carriage with a team of horses, in 
all weathers and over all kinda of roads: he became 
accu«tomed to the rattle of the wheels and the clatter of 
the hamess, and also to the fact that he had to carey a 
Síiidier on his back whüe he dragged the giin. Day by 
day he improved and grew stronger and tougher, and 
wun praise from the drivers because he was so williiig, 
and he tried so hard to obey orders.

A t last be heard that the King was to review the- 
regiment before they left for the Front. The sun shcne 
brightly on tbe moraing of the review, and the cavalry 
horses tossed their heads gaily as they pranced along. 
The men had polGhed the harneas and equipments till
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the7  glittered like silver and gold. W ien  they came to 
a large common they drew up, and presently Klng 
George and bis Staff arrived. The rtgiments canied 
out the manceuTres so perfectly that toe King warmly 
copipiimented tbem, for líe feh  more tban satished at tbe 
gallant appearance of the Dirision.

Then carne a series of very unpleasant experiences for 
tile poor horses. They were taken to the railway station 
and put into large open horse-trucks, and tightlv packed 
with their nosee to the side of the truck. When the 
traía started, the moTement made them moet uneasy, 
but soon they became accustomed to it. After some 
hours they drew up at a station, and the soldiers in 
charge of them q^uickly climbed up the sides of the trucli 
and slipped their nose-b^s on so that they might enjoy 
a good meal. A t the end of a long journey they arrived
a t -------Docks, and fhen embarked on the transport to
carry them over to France.

Poor Samson! It was a tnily dreadful sensation 
when the ship began to r o ll; he felt miserably sick and 
wrecched, and was thankful to escape from the vessel 
when they were landed. Once more they journeyed 
oiiward by train, eacb hour bringing them nearer to the 
seene of warfare. Dy-and-by they heard the diatant 
sounds of guns and bursting shells, and tben they 
■were taken out of the train, and their real military 
servio* began. A ll the horses were picketed in the 
open, and they were fairly comfortable during the 
Tuild weather but for the millions of Síes, wbich 
worried them incesaantly, until the Blue Oross Society 
sent out bundles of eye-fringes from London— with 
many other acceptable comforts for our four-le^ed 
friends.

Samson found that bis duty was to drag the field gana 
into position far behind the trenehes. When the guns 
were unlimbered the horses galloped off to the nearest 
ahelter, to waic until they should be once more needed 
to move the cannon to another position. A ll around 
them shells and shrapnel burstand fell; thenoísewas 
terriíic, and the air polluted with smoke. I f  a borse 
was wounded, Lt •was taken a-way by the Army Vet- 
erinary Corpa, and cared for in the Horses’ Hospital.

*  + • * * *
From this point we oannot follow Samson’s career in 

detail; but we are glad that his own particular diiver 
happens to be a man from our town who had known 
the horse in happiei days before the terrible war began. 
This man regularly writes home to his familv, and 
generally sends us a message to say that our good oíd 
horse is still ‘  doing his b it '  for England as cheerfully 
and willingly as ever; and we hope that he may live to 
retum to the green meadows and comfortable atables of 
our beloved countrv- F. Ttjckbb.

F E U riT S  F B O M  A C E O S S  T H E  S E A S .
I V .—M A X G O S T K E N  A N D  M AN G O .

"^TOW we come to the consideration of sorae overseas 
u-t fruits ■whieh are not oflen seen here.

First of all there is the Mangosteen (parcinia man- 
go$tava), a most delicieus fruit, and in  the tropics con- 
sidered the most luscious. It belongs to the botanical 
order Clusiaeete, which raight almt»t be termed a tropical 
order, for all its members are of tropical origin. This 
particular member of the family was a native o í Mada-

SERU.'

I. FLOWCII OF HAN60STEEN

gasear, The trees are not very large; the leaves are 
sniooth, and of a dark clear green. The edges are 
entire (with no notches), and the surfaces are well 
veined. They grow opposite each other. The flowers, 
■which are rather fleshy, are of a palé pink colour with 
dashes or stoU of red upon them. The bulgy caiyx Í9 
green on the outaide and deep red ■within—a rither 
curious feature. Fig. 1 shows a flower. The calyr 
lasts on when tbe fruit develops, and so it is still sür- 
rounded by the bulgy sepáis, as can be seen in fig. 2.

S. FRUIT OrNBMCIMON

SEPALA

3 . A SIN6LE YOUNG FRUIT

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



No. XLI. OHATTKRBOX. S2&

'«'here 1 give you a sketch of a spray in ftuit. It is a 
curious fruit in appearance ; on the top it has a number 
of ‘ leaves/ which indícate the number of aections to be 
found inside the fruit, seetions which are something 
like the seetions of an orange (Bg. S). In fig, 4, I show

you 4 fruit from which lialf o f the outer skin has been 
removed ; yon can now see it has seven seetions.

A  form oí vinegar has been extracted from this fruit, 
and the rind has some medicinal properties. The fruit 
is of B aort of greenish yellow colonr wbon young, with 
the star of deep red ‘  leaves ’  on the top. I  have tasted 
this fruit more than once, and can tertify that it is 
indeed delieious, e r « i  when it has been in coid storage 
for weeks; and, of course, it musí be much finer in 
flavour when fresh-gathered.

The mangosteen is said to be the onW fruit which 
was never tasted hy Queen Victoria, koú, see, in her

days the means of coid storage were nothing like so 
good as they are now, and this being a Iruit which 
perished quickly, it oould not then be got over here in 
good cosaition.

X y  sea-c^tnin friend who has brought many in- 
teresting fruita to me at different times, including ma.n-

gosteens, tells me that he bnows onr present King and 
Queen have tasted them, because when they were 
Prince and Prinoess of Wales, he once brought some 
borne moet csrefully in coid storage and sent them to  
Jlarlborougb House. He later received the thanks and 
appreciation of the Prince and Princess.

Many of the mangosteen’s relations produce a yellow 
gum resin known as gamboge (a very useful colour in 
your paint-box, you will remember); the ñame comee 
from Cambodia, where the trade in the resin first 
flourished.

Another very delieious ©verseas fruit is the Mango

(Martgefera indica). It is quite tropical, as are neariy 
all its relations. I t  belongs to the natural order Ana- 
cardiacefe, and is an evergreen tree rather like the 
oleander. It grows to a great height, neariy sixty feet, 
with wide-spreading branehes ratber like onr oab. In 
auinmer it carril elusters of small white flowers, which 
are dotted or slreaked with yellow. The majority of 
the flowers are not followed by fruits, tor the simple 
reason that they are not perfect flowers—that is, the 
necessary portions, tbeir pistils and stamens, are not 
always properly developeJ. Therefore there are only 
three or four fruits on a hranch, though there may 
have been a great many flowers. This is ver» ofteu
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ibe case ■with fruits, but the proportion seems to be 
very marked io tliis fruit. These fruits haTC a curioua 
surt of bidiiey shape unlike any other fruit (tíg. 6), Tbe 
outer skin ís varioiisly green, yellow to orange. Tkia 
skin is rather tou«rh, ana when removed reveáis a deep 
I >raiipe or even reá pulp very full of juice. The fruit 
confains a strange 'stone’ of considerable size, which 
i> flat, and as muoh as two to three inches in length 
(Hg. 6, a ) . The pulp clings to the stone, whicb is rougb 
and fiiprowed, and this cTinging liabit causes it to be a 
very ditíicult fruit to eat ' gracefully.’ My sea-captain 
íriend used to say, iu fun, that the best place to eat 
them was in your bathl I  know I  have olteii refused 
to  accent one, becaase ic was such an awkward thing to 
eat! The juice runs down your ftngers and up your 
sieeves, and you seeni to get it on your face in some 
strange w a y ! But they are very delicious, soma 
varieties being almost as delightful as peaches,

The Melón must not be left out of this series, though 
I do not think we need aay much about it. Its proper 
ñame is Cucttmis Meló, and it betongs to the same family 
as our vegetable msrrow and the gourds. It  grows in 
Eogland unly under glass: but in msny wartn countries 
it is quite as easy to produce as our raarrows.

Another common tropical fruit is the Líchi, or Lee- 
chee {Nephelium Litchi), a native of China and the East 
Indian lalands. It is a fruit with niany ñames, accord- 
ing to its place of growth. For instance, in China it is 
known eommonlr as ‘ Lumquat.’ It is a small fruit 
with a thick, almost leathery, skin. I  tasted it once, 
but did not care for it muc£ ; it was sweet, but some- 
how it seemed to me to have a flavour of nicotine about 
i t !_ It is a great favourite where it grows, so perhaps 
it is nicer when fresh.

Then there is l'ersimmon, or Date i ’lum. It is a 
plum of a reddish yellow colour, and it contains, instead 
o f a stone, a iiumber of seeds. There is a variety wUich 
is a native of Japan, which is one of the raost favourite 
fruits oí the country. There are many varieties in 
China and Japan, sorae are eaten fresh, and othera are 
dried like flgs or made into sweets.

My eaptain friend has told me about a fruit called 
' A  vacado Pean,' usualiy known to sailors as ‘  Alligator’s 
Pear.' This fruit does not sound very attractive, as it 
i? tasteless! Ilowever, it is much esleeined when eaten 
withpepper, salt,and vinegar, which makes it into some- 
thing verv ‘ tasty’—so says my friend. The kernel 
when put into water quickíy bursts its sliell. and begins 
to grow. A  qiiaint iittle ’tree soon forros, soinething 
iike a cocoa-nut {kvlm. E. M. B arlow .

W H A T ^ S  I N  A  Ñ A M E  P

4 S round the gatden path I went, 
a L  An awful sound I heard,
What could it be—for it was not 

Al) animal or bird ?
When growling at me fieme and strong, 
I  savv the flower I’d known so long—  

Sjía p d sa g o n  !

* I f  all the flowers have come to life, 
Whatever ehall I  do? ’

I  tiirned to walk awav, and saw 
A  iittle face of blue.

‘ Ah, you won’t growl, I  need not íear! ' 
When suddenly a voice I  hear—

‘ Foeoet- ííb -not ! ’

‘ I t  isn’t half as rice,' I  thought,
‘ As when they oniy grow,’

But suddenly a voice declared—
‘ I'd like to have you koow,

That I ’m, by Jove, the grandest here,
We'd better have i/iat matter clear,'

’Twas Dasby  L ion !

Glose by his side, hís plensant face 
All beams, and nods, and smiles,

There stood the favourite of them all,
The pleasantest for miles,

With ' pisases,’ ‘  thanli you’s,’ ‘  do you mind’s ?’ 
W ith graceful bows, one always finds—  

S weet W ie e ia m  !

But catch the neit you never can,
Though toil for hiilf a dav,

For whea the flowers are alive,
This one has $li]>ped away.

So ‘ sprint’ until you pufi and blow,
Xou'll never get him, don’t you know—

The Scablbt B unker '

A  flush of rose ín glinting sun,
I ran to see it near ;

‘ You luscious things— I never knew 
That you could be so dear.’

They used to be all snowy white,
But now they’d got their colour right—

T h e  P i s e s !

The Dragón growled, Sweet William smiled, 
The Bunner ran away.

I  rubbed my eyes, and tried to think 
I f  it were night or daj.

A las! 1 knew, the gtass was damp!
Behoid the agony of cramp !

I'n IlUEAUEB IT!
E . M, W bitakee.

A  Y E A B i f í A  G A R D E N .
IX .-S E P T E M B E R ,

Th e  natural history of the garden was becoming 
more interesting every month. Under the lid of 

the coal-shed one day the children discovered a shiny 
brown-red chrysalis; it moved its tail slightly when 
tiiey gently iifted it on to some moss in a matchbox. 
Tliey intended to make a iittle home for it till it should 
come out as a raoth; but there were so many other 
things to do, and it looked so quiet and so fast asleep, 
That the making of the box was delayed. But this 
chrysalis belonged to the cabbage-moths, which sorae- 
times have two broods in a sumraer, and then a second 
appearance of moths occurs in September. And so there 
carne a niglit when the moth inside the brown case 
awoke, broke open the thin walis of his prison, and 
escaped. The disappointment was great, but it taught a 
lesson to the children, who never again left pupm in un- 
covered boxes.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



No. XLI. CHATTERBOX. 827

Tliere were a ruimber of plain-lookiiBg green cater- 
])illare feedijig on the broacoli-leaves in the kitcben 
gardtn, and ther.? were some very small cues on tlie 
cabbage-leave» tijat were green and yellow and black. 
.Some of botb kinda were placed in two boxea witb glaaa 
lid?, and provided witb pleiity of tresb cabbage-leaves. 
They all eomcoenced eating vigoroualy, and geemed 
quite bappy. Tlien, a tveek later, carne a dreadful sur- 
[ti-se. Tbe iarge«t green and yellow oiie bad been so 
quiet tbat tbe cbildren boi>ed il waa going to turn into 
a cbrysalis, and as tbey bad nerer seeii tbis process 
beforé lliey looked at it every day. Bat one midday, 
wben Billy carne borne from sehool, liabe ran to meet 
liim witb tears in her eyes. She could not speak ; sbe 
<ould on!v drag him to tbe shed wbere the oaterpillara 
lived. S’he pmnted to tbe box wbere tbe biggest one 
was quietlv stretdied on a cabboge-leaf. Billy looked 
inside ; Ba"be’s eyes were 80 full o f tears abe could not 
«ven look, and sbebid berface in ber banda. Billy made 
tbe borrifying discovery tbat from the poor Caterpillar 
were cotning numerous tiny wriggling yellow grubs.

• Wbat ü  the matter?' they asked each otber in 
dismay. It was sucb a dreadful thing tbat they aeiied 
tbe box and ran with it to tHeir next-door neigbbour, 
who bad otten come to tbeir assistance witb adrice, She 
>hook her bead as she looked ii»to the box, but sbe also 
laughed a little.

‘ It is a pity for the caterpillai,’  she said, ‘ because, of 
oourse, it can never tum into a butterfly now ; these 
green and yellow and black caterpillars all become 
cabbage butterflies, tbe laige kind. But you must not 
mind too much, These little tbings are the grubs of an 
icbneumon fly wbicb laid its eggs in the body of the 
Caterpillar before yon found it in tbe garden. See, «orne 
of tbem haré alreadv spnn yellow silk cocoons round 
tbemselvea.’  Sbe tóld tbem tbat gardeners consider 
icbneumon fiies as tbeir very good friends in getting 
rid of so maiiy caterpillars t6at eat up tbeir cabbage- 
plants.

-iis Billy went back to sehool tbat afternoon be felt 
he liad learnt a great deai. He was saddened, but at 
tbe same time intensely interested. Ilowerer, be partly 
fnrgot the Iragic incident wben the next moming he 
received a small parce!. A  friend bad sent by post, in 
a little tin box, a pair of light-coloured woolly cater- 
pillars, with long ligbt-brown baira and white spiracles ; 
on a note inside was vrritten: ‘ Two Buff Ermine moth 
caterpillars ; feed on plantain leares or mint.’

L I T T I iE  F IE R R E .
(Conduded frum paffe 314.)

P IE R R E , wom out, did not wake lintil late on tbe 
following moming. Far away in tbe forest he 

beard the cheerful sound ot a hunting-born. Médor 
pricked bis ears.

‘ Tbe granel folks at the eastle are going out to bunt 
the wild boar,’ Temarked I'ierre to the dog.

The sounds of tbe clase carne gradually nearer. 
Théy grew louder and Inuder until Fierre could see 
Wtween tlie trees the hmitera gallonitig alorg. He saw 
tbe horn hiing orer tbe huntsmaji's abouider, and the 
gnn in bis hand. lie  saw too, greatly to hls astonish- 
ment, tbat tbere were ladies as well as gentleinen in the 
party.

Forgetting bis troubles for the moment, like tbe child 
be was, be tan, accompanied by Médor, to get a nearer 
view of this gay scene.

Just as Fierre carne to a clearing in the wood, he 
henrd a sudden noise, and a cry of ‘  Ilelp 1 belp ! '

A  borse bad taken frigbt, and was tearing madly 
along. On bis back waa a young girl, white with terror. 
She could uot possibly bo íl on much longer, and must 
soon fall andhnrt herself, or perhaps be killed outrigbt.

‘ Stop him, Módor! ’ cried Fierre to the dog, who at 
once responded.

He flew at tbe horse’s iegs, wbile Fierre ran brarely 
to tbe tossing bead. The animal paused for a moment 
in bis mad career, tben dasbed off in a different 
direction. Tbat momentary check, bowefer, was 
just enougb to enable the frightened girl to leap to 
tbe ground unburt, But her rescuer, our gallant little 
Fierre, bad been thrown riolently against a tree. and 
now lay nneonscioua on tbe moss at its foot. Módor 
was whining piteously.

* * * * *
Wben Fierre recovered bis senses, be found 

bimself lying in a deliciously soft bed, in a larM and 
very beaüliful room. Several persons whom be did 
not know were anxiously watebíng him.

‘  He has opened bis eyes, Father,’ said a sweet Toice.
It was the Toice of the young lady whom Fierre bad 

sared from a dangeroua fall.
A  man, smiling at the cbild, carne to tbe bedside.
‘ H ow  do yon feel now, my boy ? ’ asked this 

gentleman.
‘ W ell, I  thank you,’ replied Fierre, faintly. ‘ But

wbere am I .s ir ? ’
• In my house,’ was tbe answer, ‘  and I  am the Oomte 

de Villiers. Yon bave saced mydsughter's life. Never, 
never can I  repay you for sucb a Service, but whatever 
I  can do for YOU shall be done.’

‘ Oh, then,’ 5Ionsieur le Comte,’ said Fierre, clasping 
bis banda in bis great eagerness, ‘ if you wlll let me be 
vour servant, and if—if vou would— care for me just a 
iittlc bit, I  sbould be so bappy 1'

Tlien the boy (at the kind nobleman’s remiest) told bis 
sad story, wbfch brought tears to the girl s eyes. _ Her 
father was very indignaut wben he beard of Fierre's ill- 
treatment.

‘ Poor child! ’  he said, wben Fierre bad ended bis tale.
‘  But never mind now ! Those evil davs bave p n e , 
never to retum. You and your good Mddor shall Uve 
bere always, and we will love you botb. llave you not, 
as I  said ’just now, saved my dear daughter from a 
terrible aceident?’

And 80 Fierre found a borne. Tbe córate, awidower 
witb ouly one child, adopted the boy as bis son. He 
gave him an excelleiit education. and tbe once unhappy 
little farm-lad became a dislinguisbed doctor, who 
devoted himfelf to tbe Service of tbe poor. To those 
who asked him wbv he cbose to work so hard wben, 
tUanks to the generosity of the wealtliy comte, be migbt 
Uve at ease, the doctor alwavs replied, ‘ I  bave suffered, 
I  bave been helped. Therefore it is only right and fair 
tliat I  sbould do wbat I  can to relieve tbe suñeriags of 
otbers.’

As for Mádor, be was as good (in bis doggy way) tis 
bis master. Eike nearlv all tbe good people in feiry 
tales, lie lived long and tappily, loved and respected by  
all who knew him. E. Dvioi.
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