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Down 
� on the ladder. 

------

CHAPTER I. 

THE STORY OF A SPONGE. 

TANGLE of golden r.urls fell 
over the rosy face and down 
on to the -dimpled shoulders 
of Willie Gordon, as, fresh 
and bright after his morning 

c) bath, the six-year old boy
stood near the nursery table.

All the time he was being dressed, one 
chubby hand had grasped a large sponge, 
out of which his fingers ha:d squeezed all 
the water, while one look at the face of 
her little nephew told Aunt Flora that 
he was fairly in a puzzle. 

Over and over the small fingers turned 
the sponge, sometimes almost hiding 

B 
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them-from sight in its. soft body, then he 
seemed trying to count the holes that 
ran like tiny passages through it. When 
called by his aunt to have his hair 
brushed, he went to her, still holding the 
object that had interested him so greatly. 
But a bright thought had darted into 
Willie's n1ind. Aunt Flora vvas sure to 
know just what he wanted so very much 
to find out. So, 1,a ying one hand on her 
arm, he pleaded, '' Tell me a story ; 
please do, Auntie dear ; a story all about 
my sponge. I have been looking at it 
quite a long time, and I cannot find out 
h 

. 
d " ow 1t was ma e. 

" I expect not, Willie dear," his aunt 
said in a low, quiet. yoice, that alway5 
made the boys and gi•rls who called her 
A untie, feel they wanted to listen to 
every word she was saying-'' Do you 
know, Willie, that the sponge has such a 
,vonderful story to tell, that, though it is 
rather more than a hundred years since 
learned men first began to listen to it, 
many of the wisest an1ong them feel 
sure that it has not been fully told yet ; 
for all the secrets earth, air, and water 
have to tell to those who do not mind 
the patient, steady work needed to find 
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them ou,t, are just so many little bits 
learnt about the wisdom, goodness, and 
po\\ter of God. 

" But I must begin my story at the 
beginning by telling you what sponges 
really are. You know, when you call 
Carlo, the dear old dog runs to meet 
you, wagging his tail, and jumping up 
to lick your face. Your canary hops 
from perch to perch in his cage, and the 
sparrows fly down from their snug nests 
in the eaves to pick up crumbs on the 
garden path. But now I am going to 
ask you a question. 

"How is it that some plants I saw last 
week in the greenhouse are now growing 
in the garden ? '' 

"Why, what a strange thing to ask, 
Auntie. Father planted them all out 
the other evening. He said the frosts 
,vere all over now, and the young plan ts 
would grow stronger in the open air." 

" Thank you, \i\Tillie ; now, as I think 
you understand that one of the great 
differences between animals and plants 
is , that w bile both live and grow, the 
farmer are able to move from plr1.ce · to 
place, while the latter cannot. I an1 
going to tell you about some animals 
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that are so much like plants that for a 
great number of years, learned men who 
studied what we now call the lower 
forms of life, were not quite sure to 
which class they ought to belong. 

" Indeed, the number of curious and 
wonderful things they found was so 
great, that the only way in which it ,vas 
possible to remember them all was by 
dividing them into groups and classes, 
and then thinking and speaking of then1 
as if they were on the rounds of a ladder 
or the steps of a gallery class in an 
inf ant school. And it is on the very 
lowest round of all that we find the large 
family of the sponges. Shall I tell you 
their family name? It is Porifera ; it 
sounds rather a hard name, I know, but 
as it means porous, or full of holes, it is 
quite easy to understand. 

" The sponge you are looking at was 
once a very tiny egg or seed, so sn1all 
that without the help of a glass even 
your eyes, quick as they are, could not 
have seen it. The little seed had fallen 
from a full-grown sponge. It fell into 
deep water and, as it could not swin1, 
the waves washed over it, moving it 
about from one place to another till � ... t 



TllE STORY OF A SPONGE. 13 

last it found a home on some p�ece of 
rock or any hard substance ; there it 
fixed itself down and began to grow very 
quickly. 

"The sponge is not a sea plant, though 
in many ways it is very much like ·one, 
but a living animal. It h1s no head, 
eyes, heart or stomach, and yet almost 
its whole life is spent in taking food. 
You see it is full of holes, some not 
larger than the head of a pin, others 
much larger. What we call sponge is 
only the framework on which a soft, 
jelly-like mass that was really the living 
sponge rested. . Sea water, sucked into 
the body of the sponge by means of the 
smaller holes, was always passing out 
through the large openings. The jelly
like mass I told you about is made up of 
a great number of tiny creatures, who 
are al ways on the look out for something 
good to eat, and feed upon every scrap 
of fish, seaweed, or other food that 
flows into their openings ,vith the water. 

"There are a great 1nany different 
sorts of sponges. I believe about three 
hundred kinds have been counted. They 
are found in all the seas and along every 
rocky coast you read about in geography 
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books. Several kinds, though very 
small, and not soft enough to be of any 
use, are found in pools among rocks on 
our English coasts. 

'' Perhaps to-morrow we may have 
another talk about sponges, as I am sure 
you will 'like to hear about some of the 
most curious kinds, and also about the way_ 
in which they are torn from their homes 
under the water, and got ready for the 
sponge market. But now I am going to 
tell you a true story I should like you 
always to remember when you look at or 
use a sponge. 

"A little boy was reading the forty
fourth chapter of Isaiah to his mother. 
When he got to the end of the twenty
second verse, ' I have blotted out, as a 
thick cloud, thy transgressions, and, as a 
cloud, thy sins : return unto me, for I 
have redeemed thee,' he stopped read
ing, and said, with quite a troubled look, 
'Please, mother dear, do tell me where 
our sins are after God has blotted then1 
out. '

" Looking to the Lord to give her the 
right word, his mother, who herself 
knew and loved the precious Saviour, 
tried to explain very simply to her son 
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how God, who is holy, can forgive sins 
because of what the Lord Jesus did and 
suffered when upon the cross. Reading 
him part of a verse in the first E pis tie of 
Peter, where it says, speaking of Christ, 
' Who his own self bare our sins in his 
own body on the tree.' ( Chap ii. 24.) 

'' But though Willie listened very atten
tively ,vhile his mother was speaking, the 
troubled look did not pass away from 
his face, and she felt sure he had not 
·really understood her words. At last
she asked him to fetch his slate and
she\\" it to her. \\'hen he had done so,
she said, after looking at it for a moment
or two, 'Why, Willie, how can this be
your slate? I saw it only last evening
covered with figures, and now I cannot

. 'see one on 1t.
"� .. illie replied, ' Yes, mamma, it is the

very same slate you saw last evE:ning ;
you know I have only this one now; but
after I had finished my sums I took my
sponge and cleaned the slate, so of
course you can't see any figures, for they
are all rubbed out.'

" 'Yes, Willie, I quite understand what
you say. But I should like to know
'\\·here the figures are no\v.'
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"'Oh, mamma, what a strange question. 
They are all gone, all wiped out by my 
sponge. ,

'"Just so, Willie, and if you really 
believe in the Lord Jesus Christ as your 
own precious Saviour your sins are gone 
from before God. 1

"'

he Lord Jesus, 
,vhen on the cross, not only took their 
punishment, but put them away for ever. 
" The blood of Jesus Christ his Son 
cleanse th us from all sin." ( r John i. 7.) 
I think king David must have known 
something about this when he wrote, 
"As far as the east is from the west. so 
far has he removed our transgressions 
f " (P ... )" rom us. s. Clll. I 2. 



CHAPTER II. 

FISHING FOR SPONGES. 

'' .... ,_ ... _, < HAT do you think Donald 
says, "-t\untie? Last even-
ing, when we were on the 
common, I asked him if 
he knew anything about 
sponges. But instead of 
answering, he picked up 

a flint stone and said it was a very near 
relation to my sponge. I can't think he 
really meant it. Do you, Aunt Flora ? 
I am sure a soft sponge is not at all like 
a hard stone." 

" Donald was right, \i'Villie ; your soft 
brown sponge and the flint are formed of 
the same kind o• earth. It is called 
silex, and is in the sponge, and mixed 
with lime. glue, and animal n1atter, 
something like the white of an egg." 

'' Do all spong�s grow from seeds?'' 
" No, Willie ; I believe there are 

several ways in which sponges n1ultiply, 
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or become more. Those who have 
tried, tell lJS that, if a sponge is pulled, 
torn, or even cut in to µieces, it does not 
seem to feel any pain, and that if. the 
pi,eces are thrown into the sea almost 
every one will fasten itself down on to 
some'' hard substance, and, in time, 
become a full-grown' sponge. 

"Sometimes a tiny bud will fall from 
the side of an old sponge ; no shell pro
tects or skin covers the tiny, helpless 
thing. But sm�ll and we�ak as it is, 
God, who at first formed the sponge, 
takes care of it. It. looks just like a 
drop of \\t·ater. But it is alive, and so 
keeps floating about in deep water for 
three days, then it seems to get tired of 
wandering and settles qui�tly do\;vn on 
some rock. .But how does the live drop 
of jelly become a sponge? 

"Ah, no\\· we are coming to a very 
interesting part of its strange story. A 
very sn1all fringe, called cilia, is all 
round the soft body, and for some hours 
this fringe keeps moving about very 
fast ; indeed the earth or silex, Ii me and 
horn or glue needed for the frame-work 
of the sponge, must be drawn in from 
the salt -waves that wash over it, After 
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son1e hours the cilia become q tiiet, and 
dark spots are seen in the clear jelly. 
These spots · seem to get closer to each 
other, and as soon as they touch, the 
frame-work of the sponge begins to 
grow. The jelly grows too, and covers 
the sponge. Learned men have w•ished 
very much to learn n1ore about this jelly 
than is yet known, but up to the present 
time have been quite unable to do so. 

"You know it says in the Bible, 
'The heavens declare the glory of God.' 
(Ps. xix. I.) And I love to think that 
even the sponge, in its rocky hon1e 
under the waves, is as truly telling of 
the power and goodness of God as 
the stars that shine out so brightly at 
night, or even t_he glorious sun itself. 

" But I promised to tell you about 
fishing for sponges. If we want to visit 
a sponge fishery we must go to countries 
much w�rmer than our own. A great 
many sponges are found on the rocks 
and in the shallow parts of the Medi
terranean. But as one of the oldest and 
largest of the sponge fisheries is on the 
coast of Syria, we will suppose ourselves 
there during the hot months of July and 
August. The fishing begins early in 
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June, and goes on, if the season 
be a good one., till the end of 
October. \;\That a busy scene it is! 
There are quite a number of boats, 
and the dark-skinned men and boys 
that form their crews wear very little 
clothing, and are talking in what sounds 
to our ears a very strange language. 

'' Some kinds of sponge are hard and 
coarse, and will not sell for nearly as 
much money as those which are fine 
and soft. 1"'he first kind are found on 
rocks often covered by only a few feet 
oT water, and are collected by the use of 
harpoons with long handles and three 
prongs, something like very large forks. 
With the help of these forks the work 
goes on quickly, but as the sponges are 
almost always torn or broken either by 
the teeth of the harpoon or by part 
remaining on the rock, a boat's load 
of these sponges will of ten prove of 
little value. The sponges most wanted 
by the fishermen are only to be found in 
deep water, and are not to be had without 
a good deal of trouble and risk. 

d When a suitable fishing ground is 
reached, the boat is made fast, and 
several divers, each armed with a kntfe, 
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\vhich he holds between his teeth, lower 
themselves into the sea by n1eans of a 
rope fastened round their bodies, and 
are soon busy cutting sponges from the 
rocks. This work must be done very 
quickly, as the divers cannot remain 
long under the water. 

'· The sponges on being taken out 
of the boats, are washed, dried, and 
sorted; the better kinds find a ready 
sale in the French and English markets." 

"Do you think we shall find any 
sponges among the seaweed when we 
are at the seaside ? " 

'' If our summer holiday be spent 
on the east coast of England, where 
the sea is often very rough, perhaps 
we may pi.ek up some small sponges. I 
believe quite a number are often found 
on the beach at Cromer, but the live 
sponge is so firmly fixed to the rock on 
which it grows, that the roughest seas 
that dash over it are seldom able to 
unloose it from its home. All the 
sponges found in British seas, though 
there are several different, are too small 
to be of n1uch use, but a very curious 
sponge, found in the great Pacific Ocean, 
is called Neptune's Cup. It often gro\\·s 
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quite as high as the table, and is such a 
strange-looking object that very few 
persons, on seeing it for the f irst time, 
have been able to tell what it was; 
some have supposed it to be an old 
Roman wine jar, others. a long-buried 
piece of armour, 

" Perhaps the very prettiest members 
of the great sponge fainily are the glass 
sponges, or Venus' flower baskets, as 
they are sometimes called. Their h6rn y 
frame-work is of a pure white, and so 
fine that it looks almost like a delicate 
lace. It is little more than forty years 
since the first of these sponges was 
brought to England, as they are only 
found in very deep water in some parts 
of the Chinese Seas. They are much 
too easily broken to be of any real use 
as sponges, but are often seen in the 
glass cases that adorn the walls of a 
museum, or placed under a shade on 
some drawing-room table. 

" I should like one short verse from 
God's own word to bring our talks about 
the sponge to a close. You will find it 
in Psalm cxlv. 10, 'All thy works shall 
praise thee, 0 Lord ; and thy saints 
shall bless thee.' " 



CHAPTER III. 

UNDER THE MICROSCOPE. 

T was only a pocket microscope, 
� small, cheap, and of no great

�lt.',-,IZ�' 

power, but the face of Miss 
James grew bright with plea
sure as she looked at the new 
possession and thought of the 
many easy but interesting ob

ject lessons it would enable her to give 
Violet and Eva Dean, the· two little 
girls who were her daily pupils . 

. It was quite a new pleasure to the 
children, neither of w horn had ever seen 
a microscope, and were much interested 
when told by their kind teacher that it is 
only during the last hundred and fifty 
years that the value of these curious, 
glasses to those who study what are 
called '' lower forms of life '' has become 
really known, as by their help they were 
enabled to learn much about the forms, 
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habits, ways of taking food, &c., of 
living creatures too sn1all to be even 
seen by the unaided eye. 

Taking a very fine needle from her 
case, Miss J an1es placed i� in a good 
position under the glass, and asked 
Violet to tell her what she saw. After 
looking for a few moments, she ex
claimed: 

'' Oh, governess, I really don't think it 
can be the very small needle we saw 
you put in. It looks so large, and it 
is rough and has spots of rust all 

. 
"over 1t. 

Another object which the girls were 
told was the sting of a bee was then 
looked at, and to their delight was found. 
unlike the needle, to be smooth and 
highly polished. 

Miss James then told the girls that 
while the needle, if placed under a glass 
of greater power than hers, would look 
like a bar of rusty steel, the bee's sting 
would only be proved to be more perfect 
and beautiful than they had thought it. 
Eva, who was a thoughtful little girl, 
looked up brightly and said : 

" When papa was in the country last 
year he went over a large factory and 
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saw a nun1ber of men and boys at wock 
making· needles. But God made the 
bees, and I think He took care that 
even the tiny sting of each one. should 
be smooth as well as sharp." 

"You are. right, dear Eva," l\,1iss 
James replied ; " the smallest flower or 
insect shews us the goodness and power 
of God as truly as the great sea or lofty 
mountain. But now I am going to tell 
you a �tory which, when I heard it fo.r 
the first time, no,v many years ago.,

seemed to me so wonderful that I cou]d 
hardly believe it true. 

" A single drop of water, if pla�ed 
under a microscope of great power, will 
appear as large as a cart wheel. But 
this is only the beginning of wonders. 
Under the glass great number� of tiny 
creatures are to be seen darting about. 
What are they called? Violet, who is.,

I know, not at all fond of _long words, 
will perhaps look grave when told that 
they are animalcules. 

" But what is Eva saying? That 
such very small creatures cannot be of 
any use. Yes, they are of use to man. 
God, who in His wisdom created them, 
saw fit that even mites too tiny for the 

C 
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eye to see or the finger to feel should 
have some very useful work to do. A 
"Very precious verse f ro1n one of the 
Psalms tells us that ' The works of 
tlhe Lord are great, sought out of all 
them that have pleasure therein.,. (Ps. 
cxi. 2 .) So we may turn with new in
t€rest to the animalcules, quite sure that
a.ny little trouble we n1ay take in learning
all we can about them will be 1nore than
r€paid.

'' One great use of these merry little 
�reatures, who are never still, but dart 
about in the water just as if they were 
going to have a game of play, is to help 
in keeping it sweet and fresh by eating 
lllP very small scraps of dead fish, weeds, 
and many other things, which, if allowed 
1!o remain in the water, would not only 
€ause an unpleasant smell, but make it 
l!ln\\tholesome. Some of the smaller kinds 
of fish and birds find in the countless 
mumbers of these little creatures just the 
kind of food they most enjoy. But it is 
after they are dead that the important 
part of their work really begins. 

'' While they lived the soft body of 
each animalcule was covered with a 
horny jacket or case. Have you ever 
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seen what is called a hone ? Violet 
says, 'Yes, I have, and I know its 
use. Knives are often sharpened upcn 
a hone.' 

" Quite right, Violet. But I think 
you will be surprised to hear that what 
looks so much like a hard stone is 'really 
only great numbers of these horny 
jackets glued together by a kind of 
earth called silex. 

" A great qeal of hone is found in 
some high mountains in Hungary and 
Turkey. Long, long ago, it is thought 
these curious stones formed part of the 
bottom of a lake, but that by the shock 
of an earthquake or the action of hidden 
fires they became raised to the position 
in which they are now found. 

" When we speak of animalcul�s, you 
must not think they are all of one kind. 
Some are so very small that hundreds 
find plenty of room to play and swim 
about in a single drop of water, w bile 
some are almost large enough to be 
seen without the aid of ·a glass. They 
differ in shape, too, as well as in size ; 
some are like a ball, others look like 
eels, and others are shaped like a pear. 
In one respect· I believe they are much 
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alike. They are very hungry little crea
tures, and seem to be always on the 
look-out for something to eat. 

"' Many years ag<? a French youth 
was spending his holidays in a quaint 
little fishing village on the coast of 
Normandy in France. He had few 
companions and a very small stock of 
books. The time might have seemed 
long had he not found amusement and 
occupation in collecting and arranging 
shells, of which there were great num
bers on the beach. He in this way 
acquired a fondness for natural history 
and made up his mind to devote his 
life to its study. In after years he 
became the author of many valuable 
works. He was among the first to 
study -the habits of animalcules, and 
many interesting discoveries he made 
about then1 are recorded in the works 
of the naturalist Cuvier. 

" Why do you think I have talked so 
long about these very small creatures ? 
It is because I want to help you to form 
some idea of how great as well as how 
good the Creator of all things must 
be. A verse in · the first chapter of 
the Gospel by John, speaking of the 
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Lord Jesus, tells us that ' All things 
were made by him, and without him 
was not anything made that was made.' 
And in the letter written to the Hebrews 
by the apostle Paul, we are told that it 
was by Him that God made the worlds. 
And those who know the Son of God as 
their own precious Saviour love to re
member that the very same J esu_s who 
bore all their sins upon the cross is the 
One who not only formed so many crea
tures, both small and great, but watches 
over them and provides for all their 
wants. If we turn to Psalm cxlv. and 
react some of its verses, I think we shall 
enjoy and understand them after our 
talk about the microscope better than 
we have been used to do." 



CHAPTER IV. 

A CORAL NECKLACE. 

'>\-:.-l'i.......:� 1' was always a great treat to 
Susie West· to be allowed to 
turn over the contents of her 
mother's workbox. Sometimes 
buttons, beads, skeins of red 
and blue silk, and many other 
things would be placed in small 

heaps on the parlour table, and Susie, 
who was .an only child, would play at 
keeping shop with her dolls, or, better 
still, sometimes dear mother herself for 
her customer. But ori the evening of 
which I am going to write the little girl 
stood quite still looking at a string of 
small red beads she had jus� taken out 
of its· wrappings of s_ilver paper. 

"Oh, mother, do look at these pretty 
beads. You told me one day ho'w" glass 
is made; but_ I don't think these beads 
look quite like glass, though, perhaps, 
they were made in much the sa111e way." 
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" Those beads you are so pleased 
with, Susie dear, were part of a coral 
necklace mother used to wear when she 
was quite a baby girl. I think I was 
only a year or two older than you now 
are ,,vhen I first began to take an interest 
in the wonderful little creatures who work 
silently and steadily on in their homes, 
under the waves, building coral rocks." 

"Please tell me all you can remember; 
I will be very attentive and try to under
stand all you say." 

'' You have not forgotten the pleasant 
time we spent at Ryde last year, have 
you, Susie ?'' 

"Oh, no, mother dear, I enjoyed it so 
much, I think l shall always remember 
it. 'J\T e never seemed to get tired of 
looking at the restless, beautiful sea, or 
listening to the murmur of the waves 
along the shore. I often think, too, of a 
Bible verse I learnt when I was there, 
' The sea is his, and he made it : and his 
hands formed the dry land.' (Ps. xcv. 5.) 
Rut now, please, tell me about coral." 

"The coral builders, or polype, for it 
will be a help to us if in the beginning of 
my story we learn to call them by their 
right names, belpng to a large and very 
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hard-working family. They have some 
near relations called hydras. Some of 
these hydras choose to live and work 
alone. Fresh water. hydras are to be 
found, by those who will take the trouble 
to look for thecn, on the leaves and stems 
of water plants. The ponds and ditches 
where weeds and rushes grow closely to
gether are the homes the hydras like best. 

" But how may you know a hydra 
\vhen you find one, did you say, Susie? 

"Perhaps I can best answer your 
question by telling you of the way in 
\\i·hich the attention of a gentleman, who 
Ii ved at Geneva, was first attracted to 
these little creatures. I think it was 
about the year I 7 30, when returning 
from a walk, he began to look carefully 
at some water plan ts he had placed· in a 
large basin near his study window the 
day before. On the stems of some of 
them he noticed tiny green threads, 
something like very fine silk. As these 
threads kept moving about as if in quest 
of something, he thought they could not 
be parts of the plants on which he 
observed them. 

" .. A. way he went to get his glass, and 
placing some u.nder it, soon found that 
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what he had thought to be only a few 
silken threads was really a very fine 
hydra polype, its soft jelly-like body 
looking, under the microscope, like a 
very small tube-,vorm, while the threads 
were the arms or rays by which it caught 
and drew in its food. 

'' lVI�. Trembly took great interest in 
watching his hydras, and was often much 
amused by then1. He found that though 
they had no eyes they seen1ed to have 
some sense of light, and always got 
round to the side of the basin nearest 

, 

the window. Sometimes he would dip 
his finger into the water, and try to 
touch a hydra. If he was able to· do so 
the little creature would seem uncon1-
fortable, and try to hide itself. Yet he 
found that as the soft body of the hydra 
is without any nerves of feeling it cannot 
suffer what we call pain. I am sure we 
can't help ovvning the wisdom and good
ness of its all-wise Creator even in this. 
I could te11 you many interesting stories 
about the hydra, but if we talk any 
longer about f resh-watcr polype I shall 
not have time to tell you about the coral 
builders and their ,vork. 

·" '[hough the coral building polype
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belongs to the great hydra family, it 
differs from its f resh-vvater relations in 
its habits. 

"Each hydra polype is in itself very 
small and weak, yet by living together 
in numbers far too great to· count, they 
are able to carry on the great work that 
God has given them to do. Part of this 
work is to assist in keeping the sea from 
becon1ing impure. This they do by 
eating up all the dead or decaying 
morsels that. come within the reach of 
their long arms, for in one way they are 
all alike they have good appetites, and 
seem always on the look-out for food. 

" Another part of their work is to 
build great walls. Very quietly the 
work goes on, but we are told by those 
who have sailed in the South Pacific 
ocean that not far from the coast of New 
Holland is a ridge of coral wall one 
thousand miles long.'' 

" But how could such tiny creatures as 
the polyp�s build great walls ?" 

" I will try to explain it to you. Each 
one remained in the place appointed for 
it, and did the work given it to do by 
God. This work was to build a hard, 
horny case for itself to live in, and 
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thousands upon thousands of coral 
worms joining their cases together side 
by side in time f orn1 masses of wall, 
many miles in length. 

"But the way in which these horny 
cases are formed is so interesting that I 
must try to tell you a little about the 
early life of the coral worn1. At first it 
is only a tiny bud, like a flower seed. 
This bud, when it is ripe, falls from the 
side of the parent coral, and drops into 
the water. Off it _swims, one end 
becomes flat, while. from the narrow end 
it pushes out several cilia or arms, not · 
so thick as the finest hair on a baby's 
head. These arms spin and turn aboll't 
very quickly, always on the look-out for 
food. Sometimes the little wor1n swims 
about for three or four days, at others 
only· for a few hours. But when it once 
fixes itself down on some hard substance, 
the rest of its life is spent in the place it 
has first chosen. For about three days 
it lies quite still, though now and then it 
draws a little water into its body. All 
tihe time it is fixing its;elf tightly down. 
When it lifts up one end of its body and 
seems to stand upright, if we could look 
closely at the worm we should see a tiny 
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white or red rim round the lower part of 
its body. This rim is the beginning of 
the house in which it is going to live, 
and very quickly indeed the horny case 
rises up. At first it is quite soft, but 
soon becomes hard. All the time the 
worm looks only like a small lump of 
jelly, but at last a dark spot, often no 
larger than the point of a needle, is seen. 
From this spot a fresh set of eight or 
ten rays, something like a daisy, is 
pushed out. These rays. are round the 
mouth of the polype, and are soon at 
work catching the food its great Creator 
has provided for it. 

'' There are several kinds of coral 
building polype They are not all alike 
in shape, and they differ greatly in the 
kind of houses they build. Some corals 
are white, others black, while the red 
and oink kinds are most valued for beads 

... 

and ornaments. But I think my little 
girl will understand now a Ii ttle more 
.about the wonderful works of God. 
But don't forget, Susie dear; that it is 
-0nly in the Bible we are told about His
love to sinners or His willingness to
save and bless all who really trust in the
-finished work of His Son, the Lord
.Jesus Christ."



CHi\PTER V. 

A CHAT ABOUT BARNACLES. 

< HE RE are, I think, few plea
�� sures young people enjoy 

more than a seaside holiday; 
building castles or digging 
trenches in the soft, yellow 

---v- sand, or strolling, basket in 
hand, over the shingles on the 

beach, looking for shells or sea weeds, 
are occupations dearly loved by most of 
the boys and girls I know. And shall I 
tell my dear young read�rs a secret ? 
Many of them seem just like dear old 
friends to me, so I don't at all mind 
owning that a summer or autumn day 
spent by the side of the blue waters of 
the great deep is always a great treat to 
n1e, and many a never-to-be-forgotten 
lesson have I learnt "·hile bending over 
some rocky pool. Lessons of the power 
and goodness of that One of whom we 
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read in the book of the Revelation, 
before whom the- redeemed cast their 
crowns saying, '' Thou art worthy, 0 
Lord, to receive glory and honour and 
power: for thou hast created all things, 
and for thy pleasure they are and were 
created." (Rev. iv. 11.) 

Now I am going to tell you quite a 
long story of a very enjoyable ramble I 
took once when staying at Herne Bay, 
and how what I saw during that ramble 
sent me to learn all I could from books 
about the strange-looking creatures I -
expect you have often heard called 
barnacles. 

We had been kept indoors all the 
morning by a storm of wind and rain. 
High tide was about noon that ·day, and 
soon after the rain ceased, though the 
wind ble,v in gusts, and heavy masses of 
cloud drifted over the sky; we put on 
our waterproofs and went out. Quite a 
number of persons were down by the 
sea front, when, after a short walk. we got 
there most of them seemed quite interes· 
ted in looking at some dark object washed 
up by the tide, and left high and dry on 
the beach. What could it be? A sea
man's chest, that .had n1ost probably 
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gone down in the wreck of some ship, 
and must have been a long time in the 
water, as its lid and sides were almost 
covered with str�nge-looking marine 
creatures that I afterwards learnt were 
called stalked barnacles. As I looked 
closely at them I saw tiny doors of shell 
kept opening and shutting, and very 
small feather-like plumes kept twisting 
and working about, backwards and for
wards, in and out, as if they were playing 

I never knew what the chest con
tained, or to whom it had belonged ; but 
I have seen numbers of both stalk. and 
acorn barnacles since then; and the 
more I learn about what are called the 
lower forms of life, the n1ore interested 
in reading or hearing about then1 I 
become. I am going to tell you some 
things about barnacles that will, I think, 
set you, too, to look at them with real 
pleasure ·the next time you are taken to 
the seaside. 

Jeanie spends a month every summer 
among her Scotch friends in a pretty 
fishing village, often going out for a sail 
in their boat over the blue waters of the 
loch or bay ; while Nellie goes for her 
holidays to Brighton and Hastings, on 

D 
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the south coast of England. Yet I 
know both girls are sure of finding acorn 
barnacles, if they do not rhind taking a 
little trouble in looking for them. Stalk 
barnacles are not so often seen, as they 
prefer living in deep waters, where they 
grow, fixed head downwards, to some 
rock or piece of timber. 

Barnacles, differing greatly in size and 
shape, are to be found in all the seas of 
the world ; yet they are· much alike in 
their ways of getting a living. At first 
sigh�, pehaps, we thought them a very 
stupid, stay-at-home set of creatures. 
'fhey do not glide through the water 
like fish, or even move from place to 
place at a slow, awkward pace in the 
same manner as -our old friends the star 
fishes. And yet each member of the 
great barnacle family has a remarkable 
history of adventures and escapes. 

Acorn barnacles are often found firmly 
fixed upon large shells. They are so 
called from their shells being in shape 
something like an acorn with the top 
cut off. Each tiny acorn has passed 
through such wonderful changes that I 
am sure you will be interested if I tell 
you a little about its life history. 



A CHAT ABOUT BARNACLES. · 43

l\ baby barnacle is what is called a 
free swimmer, able to move about from 
place to place, and a very lively little 
fellow it is, not at all unlike a large 
water flea, but provided ,vith two pair of 
feelers, six legs, a forked tail, and one 
eye. I ts soft back is covered with a 
thin shell. But you know all healthy 
babies grow, and in a few days the 
young sailor becomes too large for the 
shell, so casts it off just lik� an old suit 
of clothes. Another shell, larger than 
the old one, begins to grow, but on being 
found too s·mall is thrown off in the same 
way. A third shell is quickly outgrown, 
then the barnacle is ready to settle down 
for the rest of its days. 

But how is this done ? The barna
cle fixes itself firmly to some shell or 
piece of rock ; a kind of glue, which soon 
becomes very hard, comes from its 
mouth, and begins to form its acorn-like 
shell. Away goes the one eye, and the 
legs are turned into what look like the 
fingers of a hand, and are of the greatest 
possible use in catching food. 

Try to take an acorn off without 
breaking it. Ah! you cannot, it is so 
firmly fixed down in the shell on which 
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it grows. But if you are staying near 
the sea, and have found two or three 
of these acorn covered shells, take them 
home in a sand pail or jar of sea water, 
and put the whole carefully into a thin 
drinking glass. You will soon see the tiny 
door on the top of each acorn begin to 
open, and what looks something like a 
plume of very small feathers, each one 
finer and softer than the hair on a baby's 
head, push out, and move quickly about 
as if in search of something. Look 
closely, and you will see them close like 
the fingers of a hand. 

There they are, all out of sight, and 
the doors shut. The barnacle was really 
on the look out for food, and what we 
called a plume of feathers was the 
animal's legs, by rpeans of which food is 
kicked into its stomach. The eye or 
eyes are gone. But what about the 
acorn-like shell ? It is really not the 
barnacle at all, only the house the little 
little creature has built up around its 
soft body, by mixing the particles of 
lime from the sea water and the food it 
eats with a kind of strong gum or glue 
that comes from its body. 

\Vere it not for the strong walls of its 
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house, the young barnacle would fall an 
easy prey to some hupgry crab or fish 
that passed its way. 

And now, as we say good-bye for the 
present to the barnacles, I '"'·ould remind 
my dear young friends that '' These are 
the w·orks . of the Lord in the deep." 
Psalm cvii. 24 is true for all who look 
with interest and attention at the many 
objects to be found on almost any beac� 
at low water. 



Cl-IAPTER VI. 

SEA NETTLES. 

EAR young friends, we have 
looked together at some of 
the lowest forms of life, and 
learnt that some living crea
tures are so much like plants 
that we are not at all surprised 
at finding they are called zoo

phytes, or plant animals. Now I want 
to tell you of some that have the power 
of moving from place to place. You 
may or n1ay not have seen a live sea 
nettle or jelly fish, as I believe they are 
called in some parts. But if I were to 
say to even a small boy or girl, Do you 
know a stinging nettle when you see 
one? I think every country child, and 
many who live in towns, would answer, 
"Yes, we know them quite well and are 
careful pot to go too near them." 

Not very long ago I heard of some 
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poor children who attended a ragged 
school in the East of London. - The 
_teachers, knowing that a whole day in 
the country. would be a great treat to 
many of these neglected little ones, 
kindly arranged for taking them to some 
\\7oods at a distance of about twelve 
miles. I think they were told to assem -
-ble in their school-room - soon after nine 
o'clock in the morning, and I need 
hardly tell yQu, were all there in good 
time. After prayer and a few earnest 
words from one of the teachers, who told 
them in a simple, loving way of the great 
love of God in the gift of His Son, all 
w�re ready to start. 

Soon after their arrival at the woods, 
a teacher saw one of the boys sitting on 
a bank crying, as if in great pain. Going 
up to him, she found he had been badly 
stung by some nettles he had wished to 
gather. Knowing that in a place where 
nettles were plentiful she would not 
have to search far for the broad, flat 
leaves of the common dock, she quickly 
found some, and after bruising them 
between stones, laid them gently on the 
wounded hand, so relieving the pain. 

1'hose of my readers who have spent 
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a summer holiday at Yarmouth. l.;owes
toft, or any of our watering places on the 
east coast, are sure to have SP.en num
bers of jelly fish dotted here and there 
on the sand at low water, and pave 
perhaps been told by some watchful 
friend or kindly fisherman not to touch 
them, as a live jelly fish can give sharp 
pa�n not unlike that caused by the sting 
of a nettle to the hand outstretched to 
grasp it. 

But Bertie says he has_ not seen a 
jelly fish, so wants to know what one is 
like. 

Try to picture to yourself a live um
brella with what look very much like 
some pieces of ribbon seawe�d swim
ming about in deep water, and you will 
have son1e idea of what a sea nettle 
really is. Sometimes these living um
brellas are very bright and beautiful in 
colour. Some, writes one who has, often 
watched them, are as white as snow, and 
others of a lovely pink, while so1ne seem 
to change their colours jike those of a 
soap bubble. 

'l Are sea nettles really alive?'' Elsie 
asks, adding that when she was at 
Ventnor, in the Isle of Wight, she often 
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found such lovely seaweed, pink, green, 
and dark red. 

I am quite glad· of Elsie's question, 
because I think it will not be difficult for 
her to understand that sea nettles are 
anim�ls and not plant:; -w�hen I tell her 
that they eat, breathe, and move from 
place to place. 

Sea nettles are not all of the same 
kind, and their Wdys of getting food 
differ greatly. One naturalist has, I 
believe, counted as many as three hun
dred kinds. 

One of the most co11:.1mon species, the 
"l\iedusa, often found on· our shores, is 
shaped something like a ball, and has no 
head or arms ; another sta nettle is more 
like a mushroom or umbrella-if we look 
closely at one we shall see that what at 
first we thought only to be seaweeds are 
really its arms, by which food is carrJed 
to the mouth, which we shall find on the 
underside of its soft body. And now we 
are coming to what, I think, we shall all 
agree is the most wnnderful part of the 
story. The jelly fish hunts for its prey, 
and is fully armed. 

The jelly fish feeds on shrimps, barna
cles, and small fish of all kinds, and the 
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way in which it catches its prey is by 
throwing not one but .a great number of 
lassos round ·its victim ; for the long 
ribbon-like arms are covered with threads 
and poison cells, so terrible in their grasp 
that a fish once caught must die, for even 
if it is large and strong enough to get 
away, the poison does its work and the 
fish soon floats dead. 

Sometimes, if very closely watched, a 
sea-:nettle may be seen to shake out what 
looks like a shower of dust from under 
its umbrella. The dust shower is really 
one of young nettles which have been 
hatched from the umbrella; they are very 
small and quite unlike the parent nettle. 
Want of room will not allow us to follow 
them through several very interesting 
changes. But very lovingly and earn
estly would I say to the dear young 
friends who take so much interest in our 
simple talks about some of the lower 
forms of life, the story of creation is 
indeed a wonderful one-we cannot 
"consider the heavens," or study the 
form of even the lowest insect, without 
learning lessons-of the wisdom and good
ness of God. But the Bible tells us of 
His love-of His love to sinners, of His 
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love to you. Not very long ago I 
received a letter fr0m a young girl who 
used to attend my Bible class. Her 
name is Lily, and she wrote: 

" I think. dear teacher, I was about 
ten years old when I first believed with 
all my heart that the Lord Jesus had 
loved me and died upon the cross to 
save me, and then I began to thank 
Him, and now He makes me very 
happy. I always ask Him to help. me 
to learn my lessons well, and I am sure 
He does, for they do not seem half so 
hard to me as they used to do." 

Do you, dear young friends, know 
each one for his or her self the joy and 
comfort of knowing the Lord Jesus not 
only as your Saviour, but as a Friend to 
whom you can always go and of whom 
you can truly say : 

"He helpeth me in ev�ry need, 
He loveth me, my Saviour"? 

Perhc1.ps you are wondering just a 
little what becomes of all the jelly fish. 
Large numbers of them are eaten by 
whales, walruses, and other fish. 



CHAPTER VII. 

HOW A STAR FISH TAKES A \VALK. 

< HE ch-ildren are having a 
•n;�� real good time, it being , as 

"-"'\,-

you will rerr1e1nbP.r, the first 
holiday we have spent by 
the sea since our return to 
England nearly two years 
�go. They are much de

lighted with the new objects they find 
on the beacli, and run intQ my room 
several times every day to ask questions 
about some marine plant or animal." 

Mrs. Morton was making the most of 
a little quiet time for writing letters, but 
before the ink with which the words I

have just copied wer� written had time 
to dry on the paper, the sound of merry 
voices made her look up, and in another 
moment "the children," Harold, v\Talter, 
and Agnes, were at their mother's side. 

"What do you think we have seen to-
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day, mother - dear ?" Harold exclaimed, 
almost out of breath with excitement. 
"Oh, it was such a funny sight, a star-fish 
taking a vvalk. I don'_t mean a sideway 
run like the crabs Walter is so fond of fish
ing out of pools a1nong the rocks, but- a 
walk up the side of a rock almost as steep 
as the wall of a house. I was surprised, 
for only yesterday I was looking at one 
I found on the shore, and I am sure 
it had no feet, at least none that I could 
see. But we have brought one home in 
Agnes's pail, and you will tell us all you 
have read about star fi�hes, won't you ?" 

'' Agnes is so fond of babies," Mrs. 
Morton replied, " that I know she will 
be quite disappointed if I do not begin 
my story at the beginning by telling you 
about the time when the starfish was 
very young and small-so small that we 
could hardly haveseen it, and so unlike its 
present shape that I am sure we should 
never have thought that in two or three 
years' time it might become a full grown 
starfish." 

"vVhat was it like, mother? Do 
please tell us," pleaded Agnes, already 
much interested. 

'' Only a tiny lump of live jelly, just 
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hatched from an egg that had fallen into 
deep water Sometimes the soft body 
was round, at others flat; it swam about 
very quickly, never keeping sti11 for long 
together. It could take food too, and 
this it did much in the same way as 
a sponge does, by passing sea water 
through its body. After a short time 
the lime contained in the water began to 
form a very fine network made up of 
very fine threads, and this network 
formed a covering for, what do you 
think? Not for the lump ·of jelly, but 
for a very tiny creature in the middle of 
it. After a time it seemed to· get tired, 
and fell into some quiet place deep down 
under the waves, and I am sure you will 
all be amused when I tell you what a 
strange thing next took place. The 
young starfish swallowed the jelly in 
which it · had lived� and · now in shape
something like the tiny bud of a flower, 
with five knobs sticking on to it, some 
soft tubes on· the underside of its body 
helped it to glide over the rocks ; but it 
did not grow quickly, and needed a long 
time. Miss Buckley, who has written a 
great deal about starfishes, thinks from 
two to three years for the knobs to 
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lengthen out into the five rays of the 
common ·starfish. 

'' All the time the starfish was growing 
very small knobs of lime were building 
up a kind of f r�me·work on which its 
body rested. 

'' But though• Walter is looking very 
closely at the starfish in his sister's pail, 
I don't think he quite understands yet 
how it is that they are able to walk. D.o 
you, Walter?" 

"No, mamma, I can't see anything 
like feet, and yet I feel sure we saw one 
walk this afternoon ; though when Harold 
said so, I thought at first it was only 
some of his nonsense.'' 

" Agnes will, I think, be able to shew 
us where to look for the mouth of the 
starfish," Mrs. Morton continued. 

" 0 h, yes, mamma ; look, here it is on 
the underside of its body, and the five 
arms or rays, as I think you called them, 
are all· round the mouth, and always 
make me think of the petals of a 
flower." 

'' Look now at one of the rays, and 
tell me what you observe round its edge, 
Harold.'' 

"A row of very small holes, hardly 
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larger than the pricks of a pin. Ah, 
I see ·now there are two rows. But, 
surely, n1other, you can't mean that these 
holes in any way serve instead of feet?'' 

"Not exactly, but when a starfish 
wishes to talt'e a walk it has the power 
of pushing a small foot-like sucker 
through all or as many of these holes as 
it pleases, and as you see there are great 
numbers of holes, the number of feet is 
also large." 

'' What do you mean by saying 
' the sucker-like feet,' mother ? " Harold 
asked. 

'' Even if our fish were inclined to 
put out some of its feet, I think we 
should hardly be able to see without 
the help of a glass that each foot ends 
with a very small hollow somel.hing like 
a cup. These hollows are called suckers, 
and enable the starfish not only to drag 
itself along the ground, but even to climb 
the side of a steep cliff without danger of 
a slip or fall. Indeed, I believe it is 
only when climbing that the whole of 
its I, 5 20 feet are all in use at the same 
time. 

" But these feet- serve not only for 
walking but fishing. Sometimes we 
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may get a peep at a starfish seemingly 
doing nothing, but really keeping a 
sh_arp look out for food, a few of its 
feet . h_anging - down in the water like 
fish h0oks. The moment a morsel of 
fish, crab, or anything good to. eat 
touches one of these feet it ·is grasped, 
and passed on from sucker to sucker 
till it comes to the mouth, and is quickly 
swallowed." 

" Has a starfish any eyes?" Agnes 
asked. 

" Perhaps if you had asked me the 
same question a year ago, Agnes, I 
should have said, I believe -not. But 
I have been reading a good deal lately 
about starfishes, and though I cannot 
tell you a starfish has eyes as· perfect 
as those· of larger fish, it is able to 
see well enough to know when danger 
is near, or when it is venturing too 
far into the bright sunlight. Where 
are we to look for these organs of 
sight ? We shall need the help of a 
glass to see a tiny red spot at the end 
of each of its five rays. If the glass 
be a powerful one, we may see this 
red spot is made up of from one to 
two hundred lenses as clear as cr:ystal. 

E 
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So you will hardly be surprised to hear 
that the· clumsy, slowly-moving starfish 
is by no means as stupid as it looks, 
but is really a very wide awake little 
fellow. 

" And now I should like our talk 
about starfishes and their ways to close 
with a verse or two from one of the 
Psalms. V-.J e will ask Walter to read 
them for us." 

And at his mother's bidding, Walter 
opened her Bible and reacl. '' 0 Lord, 
how manifold are thy works ! in wisdom 
hast thou made them all : the earth is 
full of thy riches. 

" So is this great and wide sea. where
in are things creeping innumerable, both 
small and great beasts." (Ps . civ. 
24, 2 5 .) 



CH4L\PTER VIII. 

SEA SHELLS. 

1,.-\ .. � NL Y a box of shells, most of 
them small and very common, 
such as children. are sure to 
collect during a visit to the 
seaside, and yet I think few 
things had given greater plea
sure to Florrie Hales, a· little 

girl whose pale face told its o\\·ri story of 
pain bravely and patiently borne. She 
would lie for hours on her back (for the 
doctor had said that Florrie, who had 
been ilJ for a long time, must not even 
try to sit up till he gave her leave) play
ing with her shells. She could not have 
told their names� yet she seemed to know 
every one of them, and wou�d have felt 
quite sorry if one had been lost or 
broken. 

Her mother, a widow, had to work 
hard for a Ii vi ng, and was of ten obliged 
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to be out nearly all day, and Florrie, 
who had no brothers or sisters, got quite 
used to being left alone. She was fond 
of reading, and the lonely child never 
seemed to get tired of reading over and 
over again in the little Testament how 
the Lord Jesus '' went about doing 
good." She loved to read, too, of His 
de.ath upon the cross, and though her 
tears would of ten fall fast as she re
membered it was because of sin the 
Lord of glory had to suffer so much, 
her face would grow almost beautiful 
with the light of joy and peace, as she 
remembered how He was raised by the 
power of God from among the dead. 
The Saviour had gone back to heaven, 
where He now is. 

Florrie had been reading one day till 
her eyes quite ached, so she closed her 
book, and began playi�g with her shells, 
when a knock at the door made her look 
up, and in answer to her "Come in," 
the door opened and a young· lady with 
such a bright, kind face, it seemed to do 
the sick child good to look at it� drew a 
chair uo to Florrie's side. 

J. 

It did not take Florrie long to find 
out who her visitor was. Dr. Davis, 
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who had been very kind to his .little 
patient, had several times talked to her 
about his sister, and even said she had 
promised to come and see Florrie. So 
Florrie found courage to say, " Please, 
are you Miss Davis ? ,,

'' Yes," said the stranger, with a smile 
that won Florrie's heart at once. '· And 
you are Florrie 1-I ales. Now, as we 
know each other's names, I think we 
had better be friends and begin talking. 
May I look at your shells ? " 

Florrie put the box into her visitor's 
hand, saying as �he did so, " I think 
they are very pretty, Miss. My mother
does sewing fo"" a lady at Carlton. She 
has two little girls. The eldest, Miss 
Ada� is just my age; she sent me all 
the shells they picked up on the sands 
when they were at S- last summer." 

" I like shells, too, Florrie," Miss 
Davis sg,id, "they always seem to n1e 
among the most beautiful of the works 
of Go<l. I look at them· and remember 
that er1ch one was the home or house 
of a living creature. I think you will 
enjoy playing with your shells all the 
morf' if I tell. you a little about their 
old tenants, and the way in which they 
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µsed to live. It will help us a good 
deal if we begin by dividing them into 
two small heaps. On one side we will 
lay all the shells tpat are made of two 
pieces. We shall find their pame of 
bivalves quite an easy one to remember. 
How many have we? This large flat 
shell is an oyster, or we ought to say 
on.e of the two strong walls inside which 
an oyster once Ii ved. Here are two 
cockl(· shells. I think we have a pair 
of rather pretty mussels. This tinted 
shell is a scallop. This long thin shell, 
a little broken round its edges, is called 
a razor. 

"All these bivalves are headless and 
have very soft bodies, but each one 
received from an all-wise Creator a 
power by which it was enabled to turn 
the lime and other substances it drew 
from the sea water into strong :vvalls. 
Without their shelly covering hardly 
one in a thousand would escape being 
eaten by some hungry bird or fish, yet 
protected as they are they live and mul
tiply in such numbers that they are 
found in every part of the world, though 
larger in size and more beautiful in 
colour iri the seas that are near hot 
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countries than in the colder parts of our 
globe. 

" If we could dive down to the bottom 
of the sea, we should find great num
bers of oysters fixed firmly on the rocks 
or on each other. Bow did they come 
there ? When the oyster was very 
young it was a very tiny creature, 
something like a drop of jelly covered 
by a very thin shell. It. was able to 
swim about, · and had two . very small 
red eyes, which were of very great use, 
as it was able to see danger and keep 
out of its way. But it seems to get 
tired of wandering before long, and 
settles · down to a very stay-at-home 
sort of life on some rock or bank. The 
shell, at first as clear as glass, begins to 
grow thick and hard. The oyster 
breathes by means of what are called 
gills, something like fringes. These 
gills keep movin•g about in the water 
and drive some of it into the mouth. 
But the oyster is not out · of clanger : 
sometimes a hungry starfish will spread 
its long rays over an oyster. They 
are too soft to open the shell, but as 
the star is not in any hurry, it waits 
patiently till the poor oyster opens its 
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1nouth to take food, then in a way it 
would take too long to explain it pre
vents the shell from being closed again, 
and the oyster is dragged out and swal
lowed in less time than it takes me to 
tell you about it. The oyster has other 
enemies. Sea worms often bore through 
its hard shell, and· even the whelk is 
able, by the use of its strong, rasp like 
tongue, to work its way in and dine off 
the oyster. 

"Are you tired now, Florrie, or shall 
I go on talking a little longer?" 

'' Tired ! No, miss. I think we are 
having a nice time. I should like to 
hear about the mussels next." 

" Well, mussels are found on sand 
banks or r9cks that are left almost dry 
at low water. The mussel is like the. 
oyster, a stay-at-home, though not quite 
in the same way as the oyster. By 
means of what is called in some books 
I have read on the subject, a foot, it is 
able to fasten itself dovvn by a number 
of threads almost as fine as silk, and so 
strong that when once fixed the mussel 
is anchored like a ship, -and large waves 
may wash over it without being able to 
move it. When the tide goes down the 
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mussel closes its shell, shutting in water 
enough to last till it is again covered by 
the sea. At low water men and boys 
who collect . mussels for market, often 
gather large quantities ; and sea-birds, 
always on the look-out for something 
good to eat, tear them from the rocks. 

" The cockle has a very different sort 
of life. It can leap quite a long way. 
and often does so when frightened or 
disturbed, but is most at home when 
hiding in the soft sand, where it finds 
plenty of food and water. 

"Now just a word or two about the 
razor fish. Once, when I was staying 
at a place called Bembridge, in the Isle 
of \\Tight, I often found razor shells on 
the sands at lo\\· water, but they were 
always empty. I was quite puzzled and 
asked a fisherman how it was. He told 
me the .only way to get a razor fish 
was to dig them out of the sand, and 
that this is often done by those who 
wish to use them as bait in catching 
larger fish. 

'' We must leave the bivalves now, as 
I want to' tell you something about the 
periwinkle. Look at this shell ; you 
see it is all in one piece, so we n1ay as 
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well call it by its name. It is a uni
valve. The perivvinkle is a distant re
lation of the common snail we so often 
see in gardens. Did you ever notice 
how a sheep eats grass? You say you 
have. . Then you will not find it very 
difficult to understand that the little 
periwinkle in its hon1e among the rocks 
is r�ally a vegetable feeder eating sea
weed in much the same way as a cow 
or sheep eats grass·. v\1hen the peri
\\i·inkle \.\1as first hatched it was hardly 
as large as a pin's head, ,vith a shell 
just large enough to live. in. But as 
the periwinkle grew it needed a larger 
house. It did not throw away or creep 
out of the old one, but began to enlarge 
it, always by adding to it from the 
edges. I could tell you a still more 
wonderful story about son1e of th� other 
shells ; but as I am afraid you would not 
remember· any more this tin1e I am 
going to ask you to shew me your books 
now. "

f
""

lorrie and her new friend WP.re soon 
talking of things dear to both, and when 
at last Miss Davis said "good-bye," 
Florrie thought a morning had never 
passed so quickly. 



" 

CHAPTER IX. 

ONLY A SN AIL. 

r11,��,r'� 0 W long it will take us to get
through Mill Lane and 
across the common I don't 
know, if Bella keeps stop
ping to look at all sorts of 
stupid things in the way she 
has been doing ever since 

we came out. Just now she stood still 
so long that I thought she had found 
something worth taking notice of, so 
I ran back, and what do you think it 
was ?-only a snail ! " 

And as she spoke, Gladys Moore 
turned to her sister Ivy with an ex
pression on her face that shewed she · 
had not quite made up her mind whether 
to be vexed or amused by what she 
could not understand in her cousin, who 
was spending a few weeks with her 
relations at Elm Tree Farm. 
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Ivy answered, "Well, Gladys dear, I 
don't think the time Bella spends look
ing at what you call 'stupid things ' is 
wasted. Just think how much she has 
told us about the wild flowers we are so 
fond of gathering. And I am sure the 
talks we have had about birds and 
insects have shewn me, in a way· I 
never saw before, how God takes notice 
of all the creatures He has made, and 
lets them live just where each is able to 
find the kind of food best suited to its 
wants. But here con1es Bella, let us 
ask her to explain what she found so 
. . 

' ' 1nterest1ng. 
Bella . joined her cousins, saying, 

·' Please, girls, forgive me for having
kept you waiting, but some time ago
I was so interested by • a chapter all
about snails I read in a book on natural
history, that I could hardly help stop
ping to watch the slow movements of
one I saw creeping along that mossy
bank."

" Oh do tell us all about it," Ivy 
exclaimed, and even Glady's drew closer 
to her cousin. 

'' When we speak of snails we must 
not forget thac the common snail has 
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quite a number of relations: some of 
these, like the periwinkle, live in the 
sea ; some are to be found in ponds and 
rivers feeding on water plants and de
cayed leaves. These water snails are 
able to float shell down wards on the 
surface of the water, and so of ten re
move from one place to another. Some 
of the larger kinds close their shells 
by a horny door, a few breathe by means 
of gills, but by far the larger number are 
air breathers, and may often be seen 
clinging by threads of slime to the reeds 
anci rushes that grow near the water. 

"Now we must say good-bye to·water 
snails, or we shall not have time for a 
chat about their land relations. Very 
few land snails have doors to their 
homes, but many kinds pass the cold 
months of winter. sleeping in old walls or 
hollow trees, and these close the open
ings of their shells with a covering, 
which, though soft when first formed, 
soon becomes hard when exposed to 
the air. 

" Many kinds of birds keep a sharp 
look-out for snails, and often pounce 
upon them from a great height. The 
hedgehog, too, hunts for them, so they 

F 
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have several kinds of danger to fear. 
Their sharp eyes are placed at the end 
of hollow stalk-like tubes." 

'' Oh, I knovv what you mean, Bella ; 
I have often seen a snail when frighteneg 
or disturbed, draw in its horns, but never 
thought they were of any use to it.'' 

"God, who knew just what kind of 
life the poor creeping snail would lead, 
has shewn His wisdom and goodness 
even in His care for it, dear Ivy. When 
it wants to be safe within the walls of its 
snug house, its eyes are drawn down the 
tubes by means of strong nerves, just as 
you would draw in the finger of a glove 
from the inside. But I have not told 
you yet how this house was built. 
Gladys told me the other day that the 
number of slugs in the flower garden 
had- given great trouble this year." 

�, Oh, yes, Bella, I can't like slugs at 
all. They not only eat my pretty 
flowers, but leave long tracks of slime 
wherever they go." 

" It may surprise you to be told that 
the common slug is really a naked snail, 
so called because its soft fleshy body is 
not covered by a shell. But this. sticky 
fluid when mixed with liquid lime is the 
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material of which shells are made or 
built. Some kinds of slugs have a very 
small shell under their thick skin, and if 
you touch one of these it is quite amus
i_ng to see how quickly it will draw its 
head under this shell, as if to keep it 
out of harm's way. One kind, which 
feeds on worms, has the middle of its 
body covered by a shell ; but as it often 
follows the worms into their holes it 
would not be able to breathe were its 
tail covered by a ·shell. If you look 
closely at a snail when its head is out 
you may see a tiny slit on. the upper 
side of the neck open and shut very 
·quickly. 'fhrough this slit air is con
stantly passing into the body of the
snail.

" We can hardly wonder at the mis
chief done by slugs in the flower garden
when we remember that the common
grey slug has a supply of twenty-eight
thousand teeth, and so can afford to use
them very freely ; snails have also an
almost equal number.

"l\1any kinds of insects eat the eggs
of snails, and few would escape if the
mother snail did not take great care to
hide numbers of them in walls or at the
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roots of trees, where they lie snug and 
warm all through the storms of winter 
till the young snails are ready to creep 
out. 

"Snails are only once mentioned in 
the Bible. If we turn to Leviticus xi. 
30, we shall see that the snail was un
clean, so the Jews were not allowed its 
use as an article of food. But our talk 
about snatls has .lasted · longer than I 
expected. We are out of the lane and 
more than half way across the common." 

Gladys gave her cousin a grateful look 
as she said, "Thanks, Bella, I think we 
are learning that we never need waste 
our time in wishing for new and expen
sive toys when we have so much to 
interest us even in the common .objects 
we find in fields or by the road-side. I 
was thinking just now of a verse in one 
of the Psalms, ' All thy works praise 
thee, 0 God.' '' 



CHAPTER X. 

ANTS AND THEIR WAYS. 

0 to the ant, thou sluggard ; 
consider her ways, and be 
wise : which haviug no 
guide, overseer, or ruler, 
provideth her meat in the 
summer, and gathereth her 
food in the harvest." 

(Prov. vi. 6-8.) 
Nellie West had learned the verses I 

have quoted ; she c0uld repeat them, 
she felt sure, without .m�ssing a single 
word. Yet she did not appear in any 
hurry to close the Bible. The reward 
cards she had received at school slipped 
from between its pages and lay un· 
heeded on the rug. Indeed so busy her 
mind had been that she did not notice 
her elder sister, Kate, had entered the 
room, till a gentle touch aroused her. 
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"Oh, Kate," she exclairned joyfully, 
" I am so glad you are horrie early 
to-day, for I aµ1 going to ask you to tell 
me something I very much want to 
kno_w. The verse I have been learning 
says, 'c;o. to the ant, thou sluggard ; 
consider her ways, and be wise.' Now 
I know that to consider anything means 
to think about it : but I can't think 
about a thing· till I know what it is, and 
I never knew arits had any ways, at 
least not any worth thinking· about. 
But I suppose King Solomon knew a 
great deal more about them than l do.'' 

Kate West smiled as she ans\vered, 
" I am glad, Nellie dear, that you really 
wish to understand your Bible lesson. 
I think I can promise you an interesting 
story, for the ants are a wonderful little 
people. When. you have heard how 
they build, not only houses, but cities 
for themselves, clear roads, nurse and 
feed their young, keep and milk cows, 
some kinds of ants, common in hot 
countries, go to battle �nd take prisoners, 
I think you will see how many lessons 
of industry and patience we may learn 
from a study of -the ant and her ways." 

"Oh, .Kate, I am sure you would not 
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say what was untrue, yet I can hardly 
believe what you are telling me." 

"Patience, little sister. Many learned 
men have found the study of ants so 
interesting that some of.them have spent 
whole months in watching the coming 
and going of the busy little workers.,

writing down all they saw and observed; 
and you and I, who have not time or 
opportunity to examine their under
ground dwellings for ourselves, may get 
h�Jp from books. 

"You have often seen the c.ommon 
garden ant, have you not ? It ;is very 
small, yet we know it to be a true 
insect by the rings into which its body 
is divided. It has six legs and is able to 
run very quickly. Six holes, much too

small to be seen without the help of a 
glass, admit air. How the process of 
breathing goes on is too difficult a sub
ject for me to explain j'ust now, but yoUI 
will be amused by hearing that though 
ants do not at all mind doing dirty wor� 
they take great pains to keep themselves 
clean and tidy by the frequent use of 
what we would call a comb and brush. 
Would you know where to look for 
them? Even with the naked eye yoLI 
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may see a very tiny spur on the third 
joint of each leg, larger on the front pair 
of legs than the others. lf we could 
place the ant under a very powerful 
glass, we should see that each of the 
large spurs was made up of more than 
fifty very fine teeth, each one as elastic 
as a piece of indiarubber. This comb 
and brush, I must not forget to tell you, 
can be folded up when not in use, and 
are always nicely cleaned before being 
put away. 

" The head of the ant is rather large 
for the size of its body, three-cornered 
and nearly flat in shape. The eyes are 
very small. ·But I want to tell you a 
little about its feelers, or antenn� as 
they are called. We do not know all 
their uses, though I do not think we 
should be wrong if we number hearing, 
smelling, and feeling among them. Sir 
J. Lubbock, who has written a very
interesting book about ants, tells us he
feels sure that in some way ants are able
to make each other understand where
food is to be found or work waiting to
be done. He .has seen an ant, after
finding a grain of corn too large and
heavy for her to carry, hurry away as if
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to look for some of her friends. Meeting 
other ants she touched them with her 
feelers ; they seemed to understand that 
help was needed, and returned at once 
with their companion to take part in the 
work." 

"Why, Kate, that is something like 
the way _in which you talk to Carrie. 
When vou first told me she was deaf, 

� 

dumb, and blind, I felt very sorry for 
her, yet I could not really understand 
when you said you were ·able to talk to 
her till one day she came here and I saw 
you take her hand in yours and make all 
the different letters of the alphabet the 
deaf and d,umb use upon it. Perhaps 
the ants talk to each other in almost the 
same way. "

" I cannot tell you anything about the 
way in which the ants n1ake each other 
understand. I think it may always be 
one of the secrets God allows them to 
keep. But there is no room for doubt 
a5 to the truth of their doing so. Not 
very long ago a gentleman who was 
staying in the south of France was much 
amused by seeing a: party of ants enter 
a field of standing corn. 0 ne of the 
largest climbed up a wheat stalk and 
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began to nip off the grains with its 
pincer-like claws. The others then 
took their places in a line. The one at 
the foot of the corn-stalk picked up the 
grains as they fell, passing them on to 
the nearest ant, who in turn passed them 
to the next, and so on till they reached 
the nest." 

" How I should have liked to have 
seen them, Kate. But do ants reallv 

. � 

store up food for winter use?" 
" Most of the ants common in England 

· sleep all through the winter, and there
fore not needing food do not lay up any.
But many kinds of ants, some of them
of very large size, are found in the hot
countries where the Bible was written ;
they are busy all the year round, and
take care to store up food enough during
the sumn1er to last during the cold
season.

" If we want to learn much about ant
life we must go into the \\roods and look
for an ant-hill at the roots of some old
tree. If we visit it very early in the
morning all will be so quiet that we
think we made a mistake in �oming at
all. For ants are very careful to close
their doors at night. They do this by
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covering all the openings with leaves or. 
bits of stick or straw. .But wait till the 
sun has risen, and if the morning we 
have chosen for our visit be fine and 
warm we shall soon see that a great deal 
of work is going on. First come a few 
ants who open the doors by pushing 
aside the covering. Then f ollo\\-· swarms 
of working ants, some building new cells 
or passages, others bringing in food ; 
but all the work is not outdoor, quite a 
number of ants are busy in the nurseries, 
some cleaning or turning over very 
small eggs, sometimes even carrying 
them out of the nest and placing them 
in the sunshine, while others take care 
of the young grubs. _But these must be 
fed as well as nursed, so a few of the 
nursing ants go off to some plant laden 
with a small green fly. The ants do 
not eat these flies, but touch them as if 
asking for something. They are, we 
n1ay say, the cows kept by the ants, and 
give up the sweet juices they collect 
from flowers for the food of the ants 
while in the grub state. The ants are 
said

. 
to be very kind to their useful little 

servants, and keep away ladybirds and 
other insects that would destroy them. 



Each colony of ants seem to know their 
own aphides, as these flies are called, 
and if an ant from another nest atten1pt 
to steal their sweet food get very angry 
and will kill or drive it away. 

'' You must not think, dear Nellie, 
that I have told you all that is known 
about the ants and their ways. Perhaps 
some other time we may have a talk 
about warrior ants and the way in which 
they go to war and take prisoners. 
But my time is gone, so we will end our 
talk as we began it �Nith a verse from 
the book of Proverbs : ' The ants are a 
people not strong, yet they prepare their 
meat in the summer.' ( Chap. xxx. 2 5.) 

" I trust \\·hat we have learned about 
ants will lead us to think more of the 
wisdom and goodness of God. His love 
to a world of sinners vve can only truly 
learn when by faith we see the Son of 
God made sin for us, and bearing our 
sins in His own body on the tree.'' 



" 

CHAPTER XI. 

vVATER SPIDERS AND THEIR hAND 

RELATIONS. 

HE RE do you think all the 
spiders come from, Miss 
Fanny ? This is the· third 
web l have swept away 
this morning, and tho1:1gh 
I must own the little crea
tures !)ave a wonderful 

way of making what I al ways call fly
traps, I wish they would stop in the 
garden and not con1e where they are 
not wanted." 

Sarah had b�en talking so fast that 
she had not noticed her mistress enter 
the room, and when the little girl she 
had addressed as Miss Fanny looked 
up from her play, and answered, " I'm 
sure I can't tell, Sarah ; but I expect my 
mamma knows, for one day not long 
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ago she told me the book she was read
ing was all about spiders. Shall I ask 
her?" It was Mrs. Keen who answered 
by saying: 

" I don't think my little girl or even 
Sarah has any idea into what strange 
out of the way places we should have to 
look if we were to set out on a spider 
hunt. \Ve should have to peep under 
moss-covered stones, and into cracks of 
old walls. We should be sure to find 
some hiding away in curled-up leaves or 
in the cups of flowers,. and holes in trees. 
Many kinds live wholly in the fields 
and gardens ; some cover the dewy 
grass with long silken threads, while 
others weave wonderful nests among 
the tall stalks of standing . or stubble 
corn, while some float in the air high 
above our heads. But .all these are land 
spiders. If we were to pay a visit to 
what we call the Norfolk Broads, or 
fens, we should see a very large spider 
sailing over the water in what looks 
very much like a boat of her own 
making.'� 

"·Oh mamma, how I should like to 
see one. of those spiders taking a sail. 
I wish we. were going to Norfolk when 
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papa takes his holidays," Fanny ex
claimed, looking very much interested. 

Mrs. Keen smiled at her little girl's 
eagerness, as she replied, "Have a little 
patience, dear, and though I do not 
think we are likely to visit Norfolk this 
year, perhaps some day we may look 
do,vn into the clear water of some pond, 
and I may be able to indulge you by 
giving you a peep at a water spider 
sitting snug and dry in the wonderful 
silkep house she has been taught by her 
Maker, not only to spin; weave, and 
fas ten by silken threads to the leaves of 
some water plant, but also to fill with 
. ', 

air. 

". Please, mamma, I can't quite under
stand how the spider can keep dry when 
you tell me it lives in the water." 

"Perhaps not, Fanny. But before I 
explain I should like you to tell me how 
you came home from school yesterday 
through the rain without getting wet." 

"Why, don't you remember, mamma? 
It was because I had my waterproof 
on, cloak and hood too, and it covered 
me over so much that not a drop of 
rain could get through." 

"Quite right, little daughter, when 
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your new waterproof, grandpapa's pre
sent, was sent home, I pointed out to 
you that one side of it being covered 
with a strong black varnish would not 
allow the rain drops to find their way 
through. Now the body of the water 
spider is covered by long hairs, over 
these hairs is spread a kind of oily 
varnish ; as there is always a little air 
between the water and this coat of 
varnish, you will not find it difficult 
now, I think, to understand how the 
spider keeps herself dry. 

" But I have not told you much yet 
about her home under the water, have 
I ? How do you think the spider be
gins her work ? You shake your head 
and say, ' Oh, mamma, I really do not 
know.' First she spins a few long 
threads, letting them float in the water 
until they touch the stalk or leaves of 
.ome plant that grows in the pond or 
ditch close by. These threads are made 
of silk mixed with gum, and are soon 
quite firmly fixed, and serve to keep 
the nest in its place. It looks when 
finished something like your thin1ble, or, 
as some writers have called it, a very small 
diving-bell. I ts walls are made of very 
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fine silk, covered with gum or oily 
varnish, so _that no water can get 
through. But as this thimble-like nest 
floats top upwards, it is filled with water, 
and as its industrious little builder wants 
it for a nursery, it must be emptied, and 
so with the unerring instinct God has 
given her she sets about this part of her 
work. 

'' Rising to the surf ace of the pond she 
collects a bubble of air between her legs 
and round her body. Diving down 
with her. prize she drops it into her 
house. But as it is quite full of water. 
if the air is to stay there, some of the 
water must be turned out to make room 
for it. The air rises to the top of the 
nest, and by so doing forces out a drop 
of water. Off goes the spider again to 
bring back more air. When the air has 
quite filled her house she spins a tiny 
silken bag, in which she encloses a great 
number, sometimes more than a hundred 
eggs. This she fas tens to the walls of 
the nest. The young spiders are very 
small when first hatched, but grow fast, 
and soon begin to spin nests for them
selves. 

'' Water spiders, like their land rela
G 
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tions. catch flies, "'rater fleas, &c. Why 
do you think I have told you so much 
about water spiders, Fanny? Not only 
because I wanted to amuse and interest 
you, but in the hope that some know
ledge of the goodness of God in His care 
even for a poor spider may help to fill 
iour young heart with thoughts of Him 
and His greater love to sinners for 
whom He spared not His own Son. 
Learn all you can about the works of 
God, but remember we are told in the 
Bible that 'The fear of the Lord is the 
beginning of wisdom.'" .(Prov. ix. 10.) 

'' Thank you, mamma dear, I will try 
to remember, but please will you tell me 
a little more about spiders ? " 

" Though all spiders belong to one 
great family and are P.like in having 
their bodies made up of rings, they 
differ greatly in size, habits, and the way 
in which they catch their prey. To 
know even the names of a few different 
classes may help you to understand and 
remember this. 

" Some are called Sedentary or Stay
at-Home spiders, because they seldom 
move far away ,from the place in which 
they first fix their webs. Then there 
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are the Vagrants or \,Vanderers: these 
spin warm, cosy little nests in dark, out
of-the-wa y corners. From these they 
watch, taking gnod care to keep well out 
of sight, till some heedless fly or moth 
comes within reach, when the spider darts 
out and throws a silken thread round 
the body and wings of its victim, so that 
it is unable to fly and so becomes an 
easy prey. -Then there are some very 
curious spiders called Hunters, these do 
not spin webs but get a living by wan
dering from place to place, al ways on the 
look out for food. These are very 
cautious and quiet in their movements, 
.and will often follow a wasp or fly some 
distance until near en9ugh to· spring 
upon it in almost the same way that a 
tiger would attack and carry off a sheep. 

'' Many writers have told us of the 
cleyer ,vay in which spiders set traps 
and weave nets to catch flies. Not long 
ago I read a very interesting account of 
mason spiders and the nests they build. 
i\ mason spider first looks out some 
suitable place where the ground is dry 
and sloping, and then sets to work to 
bore a deep hole or t1 tbe in the earth, 
taking great care to line the walls so 
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nicely with soft white silk that the young 
spiders have really a very pretty nursery. 
\i\Then the walls are finished the indus
trious mason covers the opening by a 
door or lid of silk mixed with clay in 
such a way that it is not easy to_ find the 
nest. Two long threads of very strong 
silk form a kind of hinge. The door is 
self-closing, but can be easily opened 
fron1 the inside when the spider leaves 
home to look for food. On her return 
she lifts up the lid by raising it gently 
on one side and passes through just as 
we enter a room by going in at an open 
d ,,· oor. 



CHAPTER XII. 

A COAT OF MAIL. 

EXPECT all, or nearly all, of 
my young readers know some
thing about the Towe·r of 
London, and quite a number of 
them have visited it. I shall 
never forget the real interest 
with which I first looked on its 

time-stained walls and thought of how 
many events of which I had read in the 
history of England had taken place 
within them. 

But I s_ee by the look on Harold's 
face that the words " Tower of London" 
have recalled to his mind how, not many 
months ago, the head master of his 
school gave our boy friend and a number 
of his class-mates, as a_ reward for good 
:onduct, a pleasant half-holiday in the 
Tower, and talked in such a bright 
interesting way about nearly everything 
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they saw, that more than one boy to 
whom, up to that time, the learning of 
dates had always seemed dry, stupid 
work, began to think the history class 
'' not so bad after all.'' 

Ha_rold says they were quite a long 
time in the Armoury, and liked it so 
. much ; Mr. Glen first telling his boys to 
look well at some very old and clumsy
looking leather jackets, explaineq how 
just such suits or dresses were worn by 
the soldiers who came to England with 
WiJliam the Norman Conqueror. · They 
were called jerkins and may be seen no\V 
and then in very old pictures. 

1'hey next stopped before a fine col
lection of chain armour, and I-I arold 
thought it must have taken a long time 
and required· much patience to join the 
great number of very small rings needed 
to make a coat into one piece. This 
kind of armour was not worn in England 
till the reign of Henry I I I., 12 _I 6-r 2 7 2.

Henry V. was on the throne when 
chain-armour was laid aside, and a much 
heavier kind ca1ne into general use. It 
was called plate, and was made by 
fastening small plates of metal together 
in such a way that the wearer was 
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able to move with some degree of 
freedom. 

Harold wonders very much if any 
mail-clad knights are living now, a:Hl 
says he should like to see one. 

Well, I think I can indulge hin1 
with a peep at a warrior fully armed, 
but I am not going to ask him to go 
with me to ariy camp or tented battle
field, only to come for a stroll along the 
beach, for it is low water now, and we 
shall find the tide well out. 

As we set out on our walk, one short 
verse seems to be saying itself over and 
over again like a sweetly ·solemn whisper, 
"Thy name is near, 0 Lord. rfhy 
wonqrous works declare," and we are 
going to learn, we hope, a little more of 
His wisdom and goodness. 

Here we are at a pool among the 
rocks. How pretty that bright red sea
weed is. Yes, but ,ve cannot stay to 
talk about it to-day, as we came to look 
for crabs. There is one, and this lively 
little fell ow is real I y one of the mail-clad 
knights we have come to see. His shell 
being made up of a great nun1ber of 
pieces fitted and jointed together by 
God in such a way as to form a perfect 
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suit of armour. Perhaps you would like 
to know the names of a few of his rela
tions. Lobsters, prawns, shrimps, sand
hoppers, and many other creatures, some 
of which are found in the sea, others on 
land, much as they differ in many 
respects,· are alike in having their soft 
bodies covered by hard shells, or in other 
words wearing a framework or skeleton 
outside instead of inside the flesh of 
which their backs are formed. 

But I expect you will be almo�t as 
much· surprised as I once was to learn 
that worms, spiders, and all ring backed 
animals belong to the same clcl,ss, though 
we may perhaps say they are only 
distant relations. 

" Do I think this can be true ?" you 
ask. Yes, I a1n quite sure of it, and if 
you look carefully at a lobster, you will, 
I think, be able to· see for yourself that 
such is really the case. The shell that 
covers the tail is not all in_ one piece, but 
is formed by several rings so placed as 
to overlap each other. The legs, too, 
are covered by rings with joints of skin 
almost as thick as leather. It is not 
quite so easy to find these rings on the 
body. But if we have just a little 
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patience, \\i·e shall see marks of what 
were once rings, and have grown so 
closely together that they form only one 
shell. 

If the soft flesh of crabs and lobsters 
was not protected by a shell, the har<l 
rocks and stones with which i� many 
parts the bottom of the sea is covered 
would hurt them very much, and few if 
any would ever live to be full grown, so 
many hungry fish always on the look
out for food would eat them up. 

When the crab was very young it had 
a long tail, but since then its shape has 
changed several times, and in the last 
of these changes its tail got tucked 
away quite out of sight under the 
shell. Hermit crabs never lose these 
tails, but as their claws only are pro
tected by shells the hermit or soldier 
crab lives in a kind of borrowed house, 
some en1pty shell just large enough to 
be comfortable ; but as it grows fast it 
often is obliged to move to a more 
roomy d\velling. It "'·ill look over 
and seem to try on quite a number 
of shells before fixing upon one. But 
,vhen a choice is made it \\i·orks its bodv 

., 

in backwards, taking such firn1 hold of 



98 LOvV DO\VN ON THE LADDER. 

the shell- with a strong hook at the end 
of its tail that to dislodge it would be no 
easy matter. 

Some vvriters on natural history tell 
us that they have counted ninety-one 
different kinds of crabs and lobsters. 
But as I an1 sure you would get tired of 
hearing about so many, I will only tell 
you of two or three. 

Crabs, like lobsters, carry their eggs 
· some time before laying them in the
sand. The eggs of the crab are hardly
larger than a.grain of sand. The young
crabs swim about merrily, and seen1 to
be having a real good time of it. After
a few days a hard shell grows over their
soft little bodies, and in shape they
become more like real crabs. Crabs
change their shells several times before
getting. their full growth. I believe
about four•times a vear the owner of the

. � 

suit of armour finds it too small for him ;
he then creeps into some dark hole 
among the rocks and begins work by 
swelling out his body till the shell breaks 
away from it. But getting the claws 
out is perhaps the hardest part of all as 
they are much larger than the joints 
through which they have to be pulled, 
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and sometim·es get badly hurt before 
they are quite free. I don't think the 
poor crab would be able to get out at all 
if the flesh did not become quite soft 
and watery before the time arrives for 
getting a new suit. 

" But where will he go for his fresh 
armour?" you say. Why just lie still 
in his hole till a chalky fluid that covers 
the body begins to grow hard. It is 
said that sometimes a good sound crab 
will keep guard over the holes in ""·hich 
a number of its companions are \\t·aiting 
for new armour, and not allow any 
enemy to approach too near. 

Crabs, like all living creatures, breathe 
or mix air with their blood ; this they 
do by gills formed much like those of 
the lobster. Some crabs can run very 
fast, but awkwardly and always side
ways. Some dig holes in the sand, and 
I have read of one, common in India, 
and on some parts of the coast of Africa, 
that lives all day in holes at a distance 
from the sea, only going to the water at 
night. 

And now I must say good-bye. But 
please do not go away thinking I have 
told you all that is really known about 
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these mail-clad knights. I hope, as you 
have listened with real interest, you will 
not mind taking a little trouble to learn 
more for yourself. Read all the good 
and useful books you can. But do not 
forget that only one book, the Bible, is 
able to make you wise unto salvation 
through faith which is in Christ Jesus. 
( 2 Tim. iii. r 5.) 

G. 'l!onIUsu, :w, l'uternostrr �qunre, E.O.
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