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then they heard something like somebody crying. The three ’
friends looked at each other surprised. So they decided
1o approach. Floky pointed and Pick saw that something

~was moving on 2 leaf.
~ “lf's no use, it's no use!” Cried the little butterfly desperately. E \ |

“¥'s o0 late now,” she said, as she tried 1o pull her right leg x \
out of the cocoon. It appeared to be stuck.
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up with them! ’
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“Well let's ca’a

“Why not? What can be done: y Asked Floky. .y 2 S . Flight squadron, are you ready?” Gaid Floky.
“I'm afraid that nothing can be done. They must be . “Ready!” Replied Pick and Grru.
hundreds of kilometers away by now,” sobbed the butterfly. - “Hold on fightly; Gru's feathers are a first class seats’”
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