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A LITTLE FROG. 

HIS BIRTHPLACE. 

T was on a warm day in June. 
that Rana, the little frog, first 

stepped out of the small brook 
which had been his birthplace, 
cradle, and infant school. Ef 

He stood on the brink and felt 
half sorry to leave the water, half 
glad to be on the land. | 

The father and mother of Rana 
were not what we should call lov- 
ing parents, yet they had done all 
they could for the good of their 
child. |
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They had chosen as his cradle 
the softest of water weeds, which 

grew in a lonely spot under the 
shade of a willow tree. 

They knew that there he would 
be able to get for himself all that 
he wanted. | 

So they left him, wrapped up 
safely in a mass of jelly along with 
his brothers and sisters, while they 
went away in search of fun. 

A few warm days in April caused 
a great stir among the weeds, for 
many gay young creatures woke 
up to life there. 

Even the old willow tree thought 
it high time to dress herself in 
silver and yellow tufts to welcome 
Spring.
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The first thing that Rana knew 
was that he was trying to free him- 
self from the eggs which lay among 
the rushes. He wanted to try to 
swim. 

He was but a 
very little chap, 
and could not do it 
fast at first. He 
had bright eyes —' fA 
and a long tail like === 
all the others. SS 

The young frogs ee 
had not long been = 4 V=RY LirTLE cHap. 

alive before they found that other 
folks lived in the water. 

A pair of eyes as bright as their 
own soon glared upon them, a wide 
mouth gave a snap, and one of them 
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was eaten up by a bold little fish, 
Captain Stickleback. 

HE BEGINS TO CHANGE. 

Ane the tadpole had gone 
downhis throat, Captain Stickle- 

back called a whole troop of soldier 
fish, armed like himself, to rush 

among the rest of the tadpoles. 
Our hero, Rana, panting with 

fear, hid at the bottom among some 
watercress stems. He began to 
think what he should do next. 

“T know!” he said. ‘To be 
sure! Why,ofcoursel am hungry!” 
Then, looking round, he saw that 

he need feel no fear of starving.
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There were plenty of old dead 
leaves, which, lying in the water, 

would soon have made it smell 
very nasty. Rana now felt that he 
had something use- 
ful to do. 

With the bold 
heart of a tadpole 
he made up his mind 
that, so long as a 
dead leaf was left, ~~ _ 
he would go on eat- — 
ing day and night 

  

pe as 

a 

and take no rest till 2 
they were all GONE. THE SECOND sTAGe. 

While he was hard at work in 

this way, of course Rana had help 

from plenty of his friends. 

And now it will be well to show
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you his likeness, and tell you how 
his looks began to change. 

He had no legs, arms, or fins, 
and he swam by wag- 
ging his strong tail. 

He breathed 

side of his head. He 
— was very like a fish, 

yet he was not one. 
His eyes and gills 

both grew so large 
mastun tavporr, Od handsome that 

he felt quite proud ; 
but soon the pretty gills grew 
smaller and smaller. Then they 
went quite away. 
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In a few days Rana was changed 
again, so much that his oldest 
friends hardly knew him. A small 
pair of neat legs grew out under his 
tail, and this is what he looked like 
now. 

Also he began to turn his nose 
up at weeds and dead leaves. One 
of his comrades died in the night, 
and—I am sorry to tell it of him 
—Rana ate up the body! 

HE BECOMES A FROG. 

Ro was so pleased with the 
taste of the dead tadpole that 

he said, “I must go to and fro get- 
ting rid of all dead things I find. 
It is my duty, and I will.”
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But when all the dead things 
were gone, he and two young 
fellows like him went to war with 
all of their friends who were small 
enough to swallow. 

Any water creature who had 
more legs than themselves they 
ate. They made dead bodies of 
them. At last a new change took 
place in Rana. 

At least, it was a number of 
changes took place all at once. 
They made him feel that the brook 
was too damp and narrow a world 
for him. 

His liking for weeds had quite 
left him, he felt hungry for worms 
and insects, and felt that he must 
wander far to find them.
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He felt in himself that he would 
soon have power to travel on land. 
A pair of eyes so bright as his were 
quite wasted in 
the dim water. 

The gills for 
breathing wa- 
ter were gone, 
and he was now 
fit to breathe 
air. A second 
pair of legs 
came. The tail 

  

of a tadpol e LITTLE FROGGIE. 

was fast going. 
Rana stepped, or rather crawled, 

forth that mild June day, and looked 
back at the brook over his shoulder. 

He meant now to travel. But
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before going many steps he met 
one of his own race, who was much 

larger than himself. 
The stranger said he would bring 

him among his own friends, and he 
seemed to speak kindly. As he 
went along by his new friend, Rana 
cast a look at him. 

The skin of the other frog was 
marked with larger darker spots on 
the back and legs, and behind his 
eye he had a round white bladder 
where Rana had only a brown 
mark. 

He was thrice as big as Rana, 
and it was plain that he was not -. 
the same sort of frog. 

Soon he led Rana to where some 
hundreds of the same sort were at
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play in the marsh. Most of them 
had bladders too. 

THEY TURN HIM OUT. 

he was soon asked by a crowd 
of the frogs in the marsh where 

he had come from, and if he was a 
girl frog ? 

If not, why had he not got his 
bladders with him? So quick were 
the questions that he did not know 
what to say at first. 

His guide spoke for him. “He 
is young,” said he, “and if you give 
him time I dare say his bladders 
will grow.” But the rest said this 
was only an excuse. 

B
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“All manly frogs have bladders,” . 
they said, and they had always worn 
them. 

They looked at him as a cheat be- 
cause he had none. But soon they 
left him and went to bury their 
bodies in the mud. 

This was their plan when they 
wished to catch gnats. And while 
they were waiting to pounce on the 
little flies they cheered themselves 
by using the bladders. 

These were filled with air, and by 
squeezing them the frogs made a 
fine loud croaking. Rana wanted 
to try whether he could not croak 
too. | 

But it was only a little note he 
was able to make without any
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bladder, and it did not please his 
new friends. 

‘““ What is that noise ?” said one, 
popping up his head. ‘ Who dares 
to spoil our hunt for gnats by mak- 
ing the wrong kind of croak ?” 

It was in vain for Rana to hide, 
he was seized and driven out as a 
spy. His voice was vile, they really 

~ could not stand it. 
Short work was made of him ; he 

was pushed out from among the 
frogs which were so lucky as to 
have bladders. | 

Where was he to go now? As 
he went hopping away they cried, 
“Get out of this! Get out of that!” 
So he was glad to go. 

At last, with one great jump,
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Rana got over a bank at the end of 
the marsh, and found himself on a 
dry walk, safe from them. 

It was long before he plucked up 
his spirits after the fright. Then 
he crept off the path and went to 
rest under a cool cabbage leaf. 

£ 

IN THE GARDEN. 

NDER the broad cabbage leaf, 
Rana had a long nap till the 

cool of the next sunset, when he 
thought he could enjoy a walk. 
Among the cabbages there were 

a number of small white slugs, 
which were just the thing for him. 
As Rana jumped at them, he
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never missed his aim, but always 
caught the slug at once. But he 
was not long to be left in peace 
under his fresh green tent. 

That very cabbage was the one 
which the master of the garden 
wished to have for his dinner next 
day, and a man came to cut it. 

Rana was wakened from a nice 
. doze, after the slugs, by the falling 

‘ of the roof over his head. He 
sprang nimbly away, but not before 
a boy spied him. 

This lad flung stones at poor 
Rana, and chased him. He vowed 
that he would kill Master Froggiie 
if he ever found him in the cab- 
bage bed again. 

What a shame, when Rana had
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just been heiping him at his work 
by eating slugs, without wages and 

_ without thanks ! 
Driven from his hiding-place, 

Rana thought he might as well 
have a good look round the place, 
and see if there was water near. 

“For unless there is water I 
cannot live here,’ said he to himself, 
“no matter how good the food is. 

“My skin would soon dry up, 
and I should die.” But there was 
a pond, near which ferns grew; it 
would do nicely for a bath. 

Now and then, as he went, Rana 
caught a fly, an earwig, a small 
beetle, or a slug to refresh himself 
with. | 

At the other side of the kitchen
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garden was a yard, and in this yard 
were cocks, hens, and ducks walking 
about. | 

The sight of the ducks made 
Rana shake with fear, for ducks 
eat frogs up. So after seeing them, 
he went back to the other part. 

SNAIL FRIENDS. 

KK now went to live in a garden 
bed where bright red fruits 

grew in long rows close to the 
ground. Between the rows of 
plants straw was laid down. 

Rana did not touch the sweet, 
juicy berries, for he liked other 
things better.
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He did good work by eating up 
a lot of creatures who, if left to 
themselves, would soon have been 
enough to destroy all the nice fruit. 

Some weeks passed in a quiet 
way, and Rana began to find that 
his coat of skin was getting too 
tight, it would not do any longer. 

It began to peel off in little bits, 
and after a time he was dressed in 
a smart new one which was ready 
under the old. 

He was not alone in the garden 
bed. There were two snails, whom 
he found pleasant comrades, though 
they were not lively. 

They had one taste in common 
with him. They dearly loved the 
rain, When the weather was dry,
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and the sun very hot, they were 
nowhere to be found. 

But as soon as the rain began to 

  

WILL THEY TOSS MEP 

fall, out popped the snails, and be- 
gan looking about with their eyes 
stuck out at the end of two long 
feelers,
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At first Rana thought these were 
horns, and was half afraid of them. 

But he soon found out that the 
snails carried their eyes at the end 
of a long tube, so that, when danger 
was near, they could be pulled in- 
side their heads. on 

Then, Rana liked to see the 
clever way in which the snails made 
their houses bigger as fast as they 
grew themselves. 

They carry with them all the 
bricks and mortar they ever want, 
and paint-pots and brushes too. 

They are their own masons and 
painters, and very pretty houses 
they make, too, and all out of 
nothing but slime !
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OTHER FRIENDS. 

HEN there were the bees, who . 
would buzz a little talk asthey — 

passed. But they had not much 
time for idle chat in the daytime. 

At night, when Rana felt most 
ready for fun, the bees all wanted 
to go to sleep in their hives, so 
he did not see much of them. 

To the wasps Rana felt a dislike. 
That is, he ate them, but did not 
care for them in any other way. 

With the moths and butterflies 
he was friendly. He liked to hear 
the story of all the changes they had 
passed through. 

This made him think of his own
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childhood. There was one other 
creature which lived in a snug 
corner of the bed. | 

At first Rana thought he must be 
one of his own brothers, or perhaps 
an uncle, grown very big and stout. 

But he soon found out that this 
- wasamistake. The stranger was a 

toad, and would have little to say 
but rude things to Rana. 

The toad said that he liked dry 
places himself, and could carry little 
bags of wet stuff in his skin. This 
he thought was a clever trick. 

And low people only, he said, 
were forced to go to the water side. 
Then his manner of changing his 
clothes was queer. 
How could he and Rana agree ?
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They both thought that as they 
could not, it was better to keep 
apart. . 

The toad spent his time in 

  

A STICKY TONGUE. 

flipping out a long sticky tongue 
at the flies. They stuck at the tip 
of it, and then he pulled it in to eat 
them.
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“T am going to take off my jacket 
now,” he said to Rana, after their 

short talk. “You had better go 
away. Do not stand staring like 
that while I change my things.” 

So Rana crept off, but he peeped 
out from under a leaf all the same, 

to see how the toad did it. 

THE TOAD’S NEW THINGS. 

HIS was how the toad began to 
fit himself with new clothes. 

First, to get rid of the old ones he 
made a crack down the middle of his 
back. 

Then he began to strip off the - 
old coat and trowsers, first pulling
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out his hind legs, and pushing it 
along towards his fore legs. 

Bit by bit he drew the old 
coat off his body with care. Now 
it had reached his head. His fore 
lees were next free. 

With great care he drew his eyes 
through two small holes. Then, 
rolling up the whole, with one gulp 
he sent it down his throat! 

He was able to swallow his cast- 
off things, instead of selling them to 
the old-clothes man. 

Thus, without any tailor, Mister 
Toad stood forth dressed in a new 
dress. It was fresh and neat, and 
fitted him without a crease. 

Rana looked on in wonder at the 
way in which it was done. But he
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liked his own way best. He did not 

go near the big toad any more. 

In a few weeks a chill seemed to 

steal through the air, which made 

Rana shiver. “I can smell winter 

coming,” said he. | 

“T must go and find a nice nook 

near the pond, where I can bury 

myself in the soft mud, and go to 

sleep till spring comes again.” 

So he set out for the pond by the 
lawn. But before he was half-way 

there, he saw coming to meet him 

one of the large ducks who had just 
been taking a swim. 

She was now looking about in a 

hungry way for something to eat 

after it. Rana hoped to escape by 

creeping gently into the bushes. »



  
GOOD-BYE. I AM OFF.
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But the moment he moved upon 
the grass, the duck caught sight of 
him, and began to run towards him 
as fast as her short legs would carry. 
her. 

A HUNT. 

ee now began a hunt much 
+4 more dreadful than the one in 
the marsh when Rana was running — 
away from the large frogs. 

The great duck was worse than . 
fifty frogs. Poor duck! She wanted — 
her supper, and she did not know 
that Rana minded so much. 

She came after him with her 
yellow beak wide open, crying
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“Quack, quack!” as loud as ever 

she could. 
At the sound of her voice one of 

the duck’s friends came running 

from the yard to see what was going 

on. 
She thought there must be some- 

thing nice to eat, and wished to go 

halves. Between the pair, Rana 

had a poor chance. 
He dodged here and there, he 

skipped—oh! you never would have 

thought that any little frog could 

have such long legs! 
Once, when the beaks of the two 

ducks were almost close upon him, 

he really leaped over their heads. 

They were amazed at this. 

“Well!” said one duck to the
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other, “I never did see such a frog 
as this before. I believe it is a 
lark!” | 

Cut off from the water, for the 
ducks stood between him and it, 
Rana could not get away by diving. 

Not seeing well in his fright where 
he was going, he dashed right into 
the yard, and then the noise became 
horrid indeed. 

There were old ducks and young 
ducks, all eager to take their share 
in the chase, and ready to see which 
would get the prize. 

Rana nowgavehimself up for lost. 
But spying a little hole in the house 
wall, he aimed at it, and sprang up 
high. . 

He just reached the hole, and sat
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down to calm his mind, leaving all 

the ducks behind quacking loudly 

and saying it was a shame. 
When he had rested, and the noise 

behind him had stopped, Ranalooked 

out to see if the coast was clear. 
But there sat the ducks still, on 

the watch for their meal, for they 

had had no dinner that day. It was 

plain that Rana could not go back 

that way to the pond. 

IN THE KITCHEN. 

S he could not get that way to 

the pond, Rana began to see 

whether he could not go out in 

some other way.



38 A Little Frog. 

The hole was narrow; there was 
noroom fora jump. But by crawl- 
ing some way he saw a light, and 
knew that the hole was a sort of 
passage. | 

After a minute or two, and a little 
more crawling, and then a spring, 
Rana found himself—where ?—on 
the floor of a neat little kitchen ! 

A large tabby cat lay dozing 
before the fire, but the footsteps of 
Rana were so quiet that she never 
heard or heeded him. 

Not so Betsy, the cook, though. 
She ran with screams into the hall, 
and when her master, Mr. Evans, 
ran to know what was the matter, 
she burst into tears. | 

“Oh!” she sobbed, ‘there is a
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nasty big toad in the kitchen come 
to poison me, and unless master 
will kill it this moment, I cannot 
go back there !” 

Mr. Evans and the children went 
to the kitchen, and Betsy came 
along behind them, in hopes of see- 
ing the dreadful creature killed 
out of her way. 

But her master, gently picking 
up the little frog, said, ‘You call 
this pretty little thing a big toad, 
and think that it means to poison 
you, Betsy? You silly girl! 

‘“Hven if it had been a toad it 

could not have hurt you, for toads 
have no poison about them. They 
cannot bite, and can do no harm. 

“ But this is nothing but a poor
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little frog, in a great fright at the 
ducks outside, whom I have heard 
making a great noise. 

“Oh, father,” said little Willie, 
‘“T do believe this is the same frog 
we saw in the garden, which you 
said had come to help to keep it in 
order by eating slugs.” 

RANA IS OF SOME USE. 

Dee Rana did not like the warm 
hand of Mr. Evans, and had 

jumped on to the table, and then 
to the window, hoping to get out 
that way. 

‘“T dare say you are right, and 
that this is the same frog we saw
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in the garden, Willie,” said Mr. 
Evans. . 

“T looked closely at him, and I 

  

A YOUNG CROAKER. 

saw that though this is what is 
called ‘the common frog,’ he is not 
so common about here as elsewhere.
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“Most of the frogs here are of 
a larger kind, and have bladders, 
which make them sing so loudly 
at night in the marsh.” 

“Sing, father! Croak, I think 
you mean. It is not a bit like 
music.” 

“No,” said Mr. Evans, “ most 
people would not call the noise: 
music. 

‘“ But to me it sounds very nice. 
I have some happy thoughts which 
always come into my head when I 
hear the croak of a frog. 

“And it happens that when I 
was in India I have often been 
kept awake at night by the croak- 
ing of a frog in my bath-room. 

“Yet I would not allow my
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servants to hurt him or drive him 
out. I knew that he was doing me 
a service which no man could do.” | 

“A service, father!” cried the 
children. ‘‘What service could the 
frog do you?” 

“Look at that little fellow at 
the window,” said Mr. Evans, point- 
ing to Rana, who by this time was 
all right after his fright. 

“The froggie is doing Betsy a 
service now, and will return her 
good for evil.” 

“What is he doing, sir?” asked 
Betsy, “I am sure I see nothing.” 
‘Watch him fora minute. I saw 
him just now—there, again!” 

At that moment Rana was in 
the act of pouncing on a wasp,
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who had gorged himself with 
sugar. 

He was crawling in a sleepy way 
over the pudding which she had 
been making. The frog snapped 
it up in an instant. 

FROGS IN INDIA. 

R. EVANS went on to say: “In 
India, and other hot lands, I 

cannot think what people would do 
without frogs. 

“The stinging flies torment one 
so. ‘They are a great plague, and 
would be ten times worse without © 
frogs. 

‘ All marshy places would send
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forth swarms of insects, were it not 
for these frogs, who live in such 
places, and make insects their 
food. 

“You see,” added he, laughing, 
“the frog is not very dainty. He 
needs no sauce to help down these 
wasps, which must taste like 
pepper, I should think. 

“He gulps them down one after 
the other, without burning his 
mouth. And you need not fear 
lest he should rob your larder. He 
is safer there than your pet cat.” 

“Well, I am sure,” said Betsy, 
looking a little ashamed, “ That is 
agood thing. Those wasps do tease 
one in the autumn, when they get 
sleepy.
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‘I do not want the creature killed, 
if you think it is not hurtful, only 
I do wish it would get out of my 
place, for I do not like it.” 

“That is very easy to manage,” 
said Mr. Evans. “ Willie, take the 
frog and carry him down near the 
pond, or else put him in the garden 
near the water.” 

Willie made haste to obey his 
father, but Rana was too quick for 
him. He made off in great haste 
towards the hole by which he came 
in. : 

And the little boy, who did not 
notice the cat lying in his way, 
tripped over her and fell on the 
ground. : 

By this time Rana had tucked
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himself safely into his hole, and 
was peeping out at them all with 
his bright eyes. 

BETSY AND RANA. 

¢ i eer Betsy,” said Mr. Evans, 

turning to leave the kitchen, 
“vou will not see any more of the 
frog for the present. 

“ But if he should ever come back 
again, you had better make him your 
friend. 

“ T should not feel very much sur- 
prise at seeing you, some day, with 
the little frog on your knee, ready 
to stroke and pet him as Mrs. Smith 
does her toad.”
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Betsy tossed her head. “ Mrs. 
Smith can make pets of frogs and 
toads if she likes,” Betsy began to 
say; “as for me, I do not like those 
things.” 
Williestayedafew minutes watch- 

ing the hole, but as no frog came out 
he ran off, and Betsy was soon left 
alone. 

She went back to her pudding, 
and having cut up the apples, was 
going to put them with the sugar 
into the basin. 

In the sugar she found a wasp, 
half stupid, and two or three flies, 
who had gone there to feast, and 
had eaten too much. 

They could not walk very well, 
and she put them aside on a bit of
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paper, while she got the pudding 
ready... 

But when it was put on to boil, 
and she was about to sit down and 
make up a clean cap for herself, 
She could not help looking at the 
hole. | 

She began to wonder whether 
Rana had gone quite away, and 
how far off he was. She thought 
she would just try a little plan of 
her own to find out. 3 

Taking up one of the sleepy 
wasps gently with the sugar-tongs, 
she laid it near the hole, and waited 
for a few minutes, watching for the 
frog. 

But no frog showed his nose, and 
she sat down to her work again 

D
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beside the fire. Hardly was she 
seated, than she saw the bright eyes 

- appear. 
Without quitting his place of 

safety, Rana snapped up the wasp. 
“Well, that is funny!” thought 
Betsy. “I wonder whether he 
would like the flies ?” 

RANA GROWS SLEEPY. 

ETSY soon popped a fly down 
a little further from the hole. 

It moved slowly. This time Rana 
was forced to come a little way 
out. : | 

By the time that Betsy had 
given him all her flies, she had
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tempted him quite out into the 
kitchen. 

She felt that she was a clever 
woman, and she was not willing to 
quarrel with the little creature who 
seemed so friendly. 

But the dinner hour was near, 
and she had no more time just then 
to play with him. 

Rana, pleased to find himself 
welcome, began to make himself at 
home in the kitchen. Days and 
weeks passed, and he and the cat 
became close friends. 

The winter was very cold. So 
Rana, who spent most of his time 
in the hole, once or twice peeped 
out into the yard, to see if he 
should dare to go out.
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But seeing snow all about, and 
feeling a bitter wind blowing, he 
was glad to shrink back into the 
hole. 

Sometimes he would nestle under 
the warm fur of the cat, who was 
so fond of him that she was quite 
vexed if anyone tried to take him 
away. | 

As insect food failed in the winter 
_inonths, Rana too grew sleepy, and 
did not want so much food to keep 
him alive. 

But there were always a few 
creeping things to be found on the 
kitchen floor, and he would hunt 
in the cupboard for crickets or 
beetles. | 

Betsy was his best friend now,
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as Mr. Evans had said she would 

  
A COSY CORNER. 

At length the spring came round 
again, warm winds blew, and this
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made Rana think that now all his 

kinsfolk would be leaving their 
winter homes in the mud. 

HOW RANA DIED. 

‘'T was the right time of year for 
frogs to marry, and Rana began 

to think of looking out for a wife. 
The weather was now fine and 

pleasant. With this view he set out 
to the pond one fine morning. 

He got to the brink just in time | 
to see a large party of frogs coming 
up from their snug winter quarters. 

But, alas for poor Rana! They 
were all the sort that have bladders! 

Not one of them would have a



  
A SAD END,
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word to say to him, and no other 
frogs could he find far or near. 
When night fell he had quite 

made up his mind that he must lead 
a single life for ever. 

He felt in very low spirits, and 
settled to go and tell his dear friend 
the cat all about it. 

But as he walked sadly along, with 
eyes turned down to the ground, he 
heard a loud “Quack!” close by. 

A duck, who had just said to her- 
self that the water was too cold for 
ladies to swim in yet, spied him, 
and— 

Oh dear! Oh dear! howshall I tell 
the mournful tale !—she made one 
great snap at him, and all was over! 

Little Willie, who was digging in
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the garden, without thinking what 
he was doing, threw his spade at the 
poor duck, to make her let go. 

He did not think that he would 
murder Lily. That was her name, 
and she was a great pet. But it was 
in vain for him to run up to her and 
Cry. 

The duck fell dead, rolling over 
on her snow-white side, and with 
the frog sticking in her throat. She 
never quacked again ! 

At the outcry and the shouts of 
Willie, who was in a great state of 
mind, Mr. Evans and Betsy came 
running from the house. 

Even Sammy, the cat, trotted 
along behind. But none of them 
could do the least good.
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THE END. 

“ M* lovely old duck, my dear 
Lily!” cried Mr. Evans. “ Why, 

Willie, my boy, is this your doing?” 
“Oh, father,” sobbed the child, 

“she has killed Rana—Rana, Betsy’s 
little pet frog, who was so tame and 
good!” 

“Oh dear, sir,” said Betsy, half 
laughing and half crying, “So he 
was, for sure !” 

‘Well, I am afraid you cannot 
bring back my poor dear duck to 
life again,” added Mr. Evans, “and 
I fear they had better be put into 
one grave.” 

And so Willie dug a grave under
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the ferns by the pond, and buried 
Rana and the duck in the same 
tomb. 

“JT am sorry I killed the poor 
duck, for she was only eating her 
proper food,” said Willie. ‘“ But I 
wish Rana was alive still for all 
that.” 

He put up a tombstone over the 
pair, with this verse written on it, 
which he and his little sister made 
up. 

To the memory of 
 Lity tHE Dvck, 

Who died of eating ; 
and 

RANA THE FROG, 
who died of being eaten.
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ACTING PLAYS FOR CHILDREN. 
Designed to inculcate kindness to Animals. 

PRICE SIXPENCE EACH. 

The Tables Turned. A Midsummer Comedietta in Two 
Acts. By MAUD V. VERNON. 2 M. and 3 F. 

Jack and Lucy, who have not been treating their favourite cat as kindly as they ought, 
imprudently express the wish on Midsummer Day to pay a visit to Pussyland. The 
Fairy Titania takes them at their word, and they presently find themselves there under 
the dominion of a big Tom, with the tables completely turned, and they receive a few 
practical lessons from the cat's point of view. 

That Horrible Thing. In One Act. By S. L. MosLeEy, 
F.E.S., Curator, Huddersfield Museum. 2 M. and 3F. 

The “horrible thing ” is a newt, who uninvited makes his appearance in the house, to 
the great consternation of Minnie, Annie, and the farmboy, Billy, who have all the 
superstitious horror of the ‘‘ venomous thing.” Their desperate efforts to dislodge him 
are amusing but ineffectual. The elders appear on the scene and explain the folly of 
their conduct. 

The Weasel’s Escape. In Two Acts. By Mrs. ARTHUR 
BELL (D’ANVERS), Author of “ Dobbie’s Little Master,” “ Trust 
Me,” “ Science Ladders,” &c., &c. 5 M and 3 F. 

A weasel is caught ina steel trap ina woud. Jack and Agnes Bolton, the children of 
a widow lady, release it. Dick, a poor boy, is accused of the offence by the gamekeeper. 
Jack and Agnes confess the truth to Sir John, the owner of the estate. ‘he gamekeeper 
poisons a pet dog belonging to Dick, who in revenge betrays the gamekeeper’s dealings 
with Black Ben, a poacher. The gamekeeper is dismissed, the children are forgiven, 
Dick is taken in as stable-boy by Sir John, and the use of steel traps on his estate is dis- 
continued. 

Peter and Gretchen. InThree Acts. By M. M. CRAWFORD. 
4 M. and 3 F. 

The two children, who are very lazy and are unkind in their treatment of all animals, 
are sent to the town with the donkey laden with faggots. While ill-treating the donkey they 
are accosted by a witch, who takes them captive and threatens to make a feast of them 
for her old cronies, who collect and dance round them. After receiving some salutary 
lessons they are rescued just in time by the old woodcutter and his dame. 

Sing a Song of Sixpence. A Children’s Operetta in Six 
Acts. By EDITH R. ILLENDEN. 5 M. and6F. 

Prince Aziplese and Princess Iphichuse amuse themselves by throwing stones at the 
birds, While getting corn to bait a trap the Prince falls in the bin and is caught. Bird- 
catchers and sportsmen appear on the scene, and seem likely. to exterminate the birds 
when Fairy Frendovall interferes. ‘The King and Queen die from eating quails, and 
Aziplese comes to the throne, but Fairy Frendovall prophesies that Aziote will reign and 
Dreariland will again become Cheeriland. The people, enraged at the desolation of the 
country following on the slaughter of all the birds, rise against the new King. He in the 
meantime orders for his dinner a blackbird pie, which cannot be procured for Jove or 
money. Chuzarite comes into his presence to point out how the land is being ruined by 
his conduct. Through Fairy Frendovall he and Iphichuse are made to resign the throne. 
Chuzarite and Aziote take their place, ‘and the unworthy pair have to confess their sins 
and eat humble pie. Many songs are introduced.



ANIMAL LIFE READERS. 

FOR USE IN SCHOOLS, DESIGNED TO INCULCATE THE 

HUMANE TREATMENT OF ANIMALS. 

With numerous illustrations by Harrison Weir and others. 

SET I. SET II. 

Natural History Continuous 

Readings. Stories. 

STAND, 

I. Our Old Friends. By Rover and his Friends, 
E. CARRINGTON. 8d. and other Tales. 82. 

  

IJ. Tame and Wild. By Dick and his Cat, and 
E. CARRINGTON. 10d. other Tales. tod. 

  

Ill. From Many Lands. History of the Robins. 
By E. CaRRINGTON. IS. IS. 

  

IV. Man’s Helpers. By The Animals on Strike, 
E. CARRINGTON. IS. and other Tales. tvs. 

  

V. Nature’s Wonders. Featherland. By Manvitir 
By E. CarRINGTON. Is. FENN. Is. 

  

VI. The Friendship of Tuppy, the Life of a 
Animals. By E. Donkey. 1s. 
CARRINGTON. IS. 

  

VII. Ages Ago: the An- Poor Blossom, the Story 
cestry of Animals. of a Horse. is. 
By E.CaRRINGTON. 15,
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