78

At last the Lark’s voice began to be heard again. ‘The Caterpillar
almost jumped for joy, and it was not long before she saw her friend:
descend with hushed note to the cabbage bed.

¢ News, news, glorious news, friend Caterpillar!” sang the Lark;
“but the worst of it is, you'won't belicve me |”

¢ I believe everything T am told,” observed the Caterpillar bastily.

«Well, then, first of all, I will tell you what these little creatures
are to eat ;" and the lark nodded his beak toward the eggs. ¢ What
do you thinkit is to be? Guess!”

“Dew, and the honey out of flowers, I am afraid,” sighed the Cat-
erpillar.

¢« No such thing, old lady! Something simpler than that. Some-
thing that you can get at quite easily.”

] can get at nothing quite easily but cabbage-leaves,” murmured
the Caterpillar, in distress.

¢ Excellent! my good friend,” cried the Lark exultingly; ¢ you have
found it out. You are to feed them with cabbage-leaves.”

“Never ! said the caterpillar indignantly. #It was their dying
wlother’s last request that I should do no such thing.”

« Their dying mother knew nothing about the matter,” persisted the
Lark ; “but why do you ask me, and then disbelieve what I say? You
have neither faith nor trust.”

¢ QOh, I believe everything Iam told,” said the Caterpillar.

« Nav, but you do not,” replied the Lark ; ¢ you won’t believe me evén
abont the food, and yet that is but a beginning of what I have to tell
you. Why, Caterpillar, what do you think those little eggs will turn-
out to be?”

¢ Butterflies, to be sure,” said the Caterpillar.

t Caterpillars " sang the Lark; *and you'll find it out in time ;" and’
the Lark flew away, for he did' not want to stay and contest the point
with his friend. "

¢ T thought the Lark had been wise and kind,” observed the mild’
green Caterpillar, once more beginning to walk round the eggs, * but I
find that he is foolish and saucy instead. Perhaps he went up foo high
this time. A, it's a pity when people who soar so high are silly and!
rudeé nevertheless! Dear! I still wonder whom he sees, and what he
does up yonder.”

“1 would tell you, if you would belicve me,” sang the Lark, descending’
once more.

I believe everything I am told,” reiterated the Caterplilar, with as
grave a face asif it were a fact.

¢ Then I'll tell you something else,” cried the Lark; for the best of my
news remains behind.  You will one day be a Builerfly yourself.

‘“ Wretched bird !1” exclaimed the Caterpillar, *“ you jest with my in-
feriority—notw you are cruel as well as foolish, Go away! I will ask
your advice no more.

“X told you you would not belicve me,” cried the Lark, nettled in
his turn.



