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nodded his beak towards the eggs. “ What do you “ That is what you call faith, is it?" asked th . 
think it is to be?” doubtful Caterpillar.ipppiii

“I can get at nothing quite easily but cabbage Butterfly s eggs. Shame and amazementfilled ( 
leaves," murmured the Caterpillar, in distress. green friend «heart, but joy soon followed; for as

“Excellent, my good friend!" cried the Lark, the first wonder was possible, the second might be 
You have found 1? out. You are to feed them

“Jveeer.f cried the Caterpillar, indignantly, fly. None of them belie«d her, tot d.e had

,aat req,,est that 1

-ho X8tfjzrz * =2x^iT''r^ffie/r“d— "~,h,sneon,sis!'eve wh,t 1 “y ? “ 7e °77 di md w- soi"K to
Av “1 don’t know how long it will he before they ’’Oh, I believe everything I am told . said the i ,?fha4e known many wonders; I have faith; I 

who'w'm ‘‘^utyoudonot ^lledthelvuk; ’.youwimt can trust even now for what shall come neat."

flips? Will you, kind green Caterpillar? But you believe even about the food, and yet that is butthebe- .
nm!i mind what you give them to eat! They ginning of what I have to tell you. Why, what do “ The Horse Fair,
cannot, of course, live on your rough food. I can’t you thmk those Mtie eggs will turn out to be. ,fc wiu remembered that in our issue of June
^•Sfr Oh?LTte^^>t«pilh, 1 ÏÏX wouWte wise 2nd K3F Sa^Theu^the ï^tT^nch 2tiS,j?todKd °

»lTved & Caterpillar. -Cmt 1 hn.V that he i,

wings and died, and the green Caterpillar who had fwlish and saucy r^tead. Perhaps hewen up too b/'P celebrated animal painters-Sir
not hod the opportunity of even saying Yes or No high this time I wonder whom he sees and what Ansdell, Harrison Weir. and
to the request, was left standing alone by the side he ^ yonder beiieve me," others too numerous to mention-but perhaps

l wouiq ceil you h yu artist has been more discussed than this
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•• TUK HOKSK FAIR."

almost always in action. This can be observed in 
all her numerous works. Examine this picture. 
Every horse has its individuality. Look at that 
magnificent pair of grays, straining on the line 
held by the rider of one of them. Note that 
restive creature in the middle of the picture, evi
dently giving his rider all he can manage. That 
beauty on the left looks ready for anything, with 
bristling mane and proud carriage. Y ou can almost 
hear the hurrying footfalls of the little horse 
speeding ahead, on the right-hand side. The figures 
of the men are no less lifelike. This truly great 
painting is a combination of separate pictures, for 
each little group, or even each animal, is a picture 
in itself. One may truly say that the two artists 
of modern times who have been more talked about 
than perhaps any others, are women. Miss Elizabeth 
Thompson (now Lady Butler), whose great military 
picture, “ The Roll Call,” caused a veritable sen
sation several years ago, and Rosa Bonheur, whose 
fame is deathless. A small, uncolored picture can 
give but a faint idea of “ The Horse Fair ” seen at 

ss its full size and with all its vivid coloring. One can, 
however, readily observe all its wonderful grouping, 
its action, its conception,- all the more wonderful 
when we think of the difficulties a woman must 
have had to overcome in making studies for such a 
subject. It is well known that for her necessary 
studies at slaughter-houses and other places 
generally unknown to women, Mlle. Bonheur was 
obliged to assume male attire. As a strong proof 
that art has no nationality, and of how much she was 
loved and respected, during the Franco Prussian war, 
the German Emperor gave orders that when the 
troops marched on to Paris, Rosa Bonheur’s prop
erty at Fontainebleau was to be left untouched.

“Then I’ll tell you something else, cried the 
Lark, “ for the best of my news remains behind. 
You will one day be a butterfly yourself ■

“Wretched bird!” exclaimed the Caterpillar. 
“You jest with my inferiority. Now you are 
cruel, as well as foolish. Go away! I will ask
y0“ri^oMeyo°u7ou"would not believe me," cried

the 1>a believe everything that I am told, per
sisted the Caterpillar; “that is —and she hesi
tated—“ everything that it is reasonable to believe. 
But to tell me that butterflies eggs are cater
pillars, and that caterpillars leave off crawling and 
kfi’t wings ! Lark, you are too wise to believe such 
nonsense yourself, for you know in'rssl^e;k

“I know no/ such thing, said the Lai k- 
« whether I hover over the cornfields of earth or 
go up into the depths of the sky, I see so many 
wonderful things I know no reason why there 
should not lie more. It is because you crawl be
cause you never get beyond your cabbage leaf, that
y0"7ns"™!"gshT5'the=G,tCT,,i!l«,. "1 know
what’s possible and what’s not possible, according 
to mv capacity and experience, as well as you do. 
Look at my long green body and these endless legs, 
imd then telkte me about having wings and a
Pai“ï2d7o37ouC°you wnuld'-be-wise Caterpillar!” 

cried the indignant Lark. “ Fool ! to attempt to 
reason about what you cannot understand o 
vou not hear how my song swells with ie- 
• • as j soar upwards to the mysteiions
wonder-world above ? <>h, <
to you from thence, receive as I do, upon tiust.

never would have asked a poor crawling creature 
like me to bring up her dainty little ones. Much 
they’ll mind me when they feel the gay wings 
their backs and can fly away out of my sight when
ever they choose !”

However, the Caterpillar had a kind heart, so 
she resolved to do her best for the poor orphans. 
But she got no sleep that night, she was so anxious. 
She made her back ache with walking all night 
round her young charges, and in the morning she 
said to herself : _

“Two heads are 1 letter than one. I will consult 
some wise creature upon the matter and get advice. 
How should a crawling creature like me know 
what to do without consulting my betters ? ”

Now, in the corn field there lived a Lark, and 
the Caterpillar sent a message to him to beg him to 
come and tal k to her ; and when he came she told 
him all her difficulties, and asked him how she 
to fetal and bring up the little creatures, so differ
ent from herself.

“ Perhaps you will be able to inquire and hear 
something about it next time you go up high, 
observed the Caterpillar timidly.

The Lark promised to help her if possible, And 
soon went singing up into the blue sky. Ihe 
Caterpillar almost jumped for joy, and it was not 
long before she saw her friend descend again to the 
cabbage bed.

“ News, news, glorious now.!, 
pillar ! sang the Lark ; “ but the worst of it is, you 
won’t believe me !"

“ 1 believe everything I am told," observed the 
Caterpillar, hastily. , .

“Well, then, first of all, I will tell you what 
these little creatures are to eat,” and the Lark
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