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THlE LITTLE FOLK.
"Whmaever y ou hear the robin &log,
Or the :rIcket chirping (rom l.êf an' etem,

They are chanting, mii chld'! a pualn of inalée
To the God who watchea over theui."

THE OLD WILD WELL.
The day was warm; and sultry, the iandscape showed

thraugh a haze af heat. but down in the aId weti ai the
ruined courtyard it was cool enough. It itad been a
long, long lime since te weli had been disturbed, sua
long that the creatures who inhabited it betieved ta an
insect il betomiged ta them, and that na amie hiadt any
right there but theniselves. The tape that used ta hold
the bucket was away, but the bucket iteti was there,
rattîng quiety umider a mass of ivy that, trailimig across
the caurtyard. hâai taken root round the broken stumps,
witich were ait that remained ai the aid windiass that
had once let down the bucket ta the waier. A icaf f rom
a beech tIres int the garden bad been btown by a suduien
gust of wind int the courtyard, and bail fatien ini the
weil. It made quite a ripple on the surface of the clear,
dark witter, and the ripple disturbed a lttIle green insect
that was drowsing peacefully ont a patcit of starny mass
of the saine colaur as itseif that cavered a prejecting
stane close to thte water.

Il1 cati this an intrusion," saîd the tittît green insect,
gazing angrily at a lady-bird that was standing in a
dazed manner on lte floating leaf.

The lady-birdi hâad littie red spots &it airer its body,
and its mind seemed ta be troublcd, for it did nat
repî>'.

..Ant intrusion," repeated the tittie imsect, as if it
enjayed ttcword "4Why do you camehiere?"

Il'utr sure 1 didn't want to came," began lte lady-
bird.

IlVery polite," sai the littie green imisect. "1Then
why did you do it l"

1I don't mean ta be rude," began the lady-bird again.
"But you are," interrupted tht litIle green insect,

with asperit>'.
A bronze boette rami out ai a chink beside te patch

of mass, and looked round questioningiy.
"lThis creature arrivedi suddenly in her carrdage,"*

explained tht littlt green insect. IlShe won't say wity
site came; iter manners are very bad."

Tht bronze beetît tooked imquiringly at the lady-bird.
"lI live in the world," site began, hastily, as if afraid

site would bc interrupted.
"This is lte warld," said the littie green insect.
"It isn't," replied the lady-bird, with some excite-

ment IlIt's nothimig like the world. [t is fuit of iigit
and sunsitine, witit biue skies, waving trees, and lnvely
flowers, and grass. Oh, the grass so green and frest
Then the cousins; l'm sure l'ire a million cousins."

IlStuif ! "'said thte litie green insect, but the bronze
belette, cleairing bis titroat, for ho felt te damp in thc
marning, asked wity site bil left sucit a beautiful place
and so many relations.

I couldn't help it," andi the lady-bird glanced
apologetically aI te littie green insect, wito, settling
itself comfortably on the soit green mats, began staring
at a pull, grey matit that was moaning to itsehi at the
ailer side ai tht well.

I was enjoying tht sunsitine," continued lte lady-
bird, "1,on a leaf in the beecit trae, wbon a gust of wind
brake aif the leaf, and carrnei i imta the courtyardL 1
was so frigblencd tat 1 did nat know witat had happened
tilt 1 found mystîf floating in te well."

IlAwal yau regret coming here ? ' asked te bronze
beetle, wistfutly.

"lIf you knew itow loveiy tst warld kq," replied the
lady-bird, Ilyou would not ask sucit a question."

A chrysali.N, titat was lyang ini a crack in the mte
just above the bronze beetie, listeming sicepil>' to what
had been going on, now moved itself mn its c,%se.

IlDear me," it thaugitt, " wiat couid anyone want
boiter titan ta lie down litre and dream ; ta sleep is
delicious."

I 's mean ai you Io corne bore witit stories of your
wortd,- cried the little green insect, bitterly, Iltrying ti
make us discontent wilh ours; atant."

"But it's truc," murmurcd the lady-bird.
1 don't believe it," said the little green insect.

"Aho, there's sorrow in the worid," moancd the grey
moth. IlLook at me.$-

IIWhat's wromig with you, stupid ?" asked the iittlc
greeni insect, severely.

IlMy hcart is broken," and the grey math gave a
wooliy sigh. "Last nght Isaw a mot beautifui thing;
it was clear, bright, bhining. 1 icît fuit of love, and flew
towards it. 1 saw it nmilinmg ta me. 1 fêlt ils warm
breath on my wîigs, when a puff af wimid came, anid the
bright, the shiming, disappeared."

The chrysalis pricked up its cars ; it pricked them up
sa suddenly that the top of its case came off with a
crack ani fell imita the water. Lt rouscd itsciand tooked
round. 1mow beautifui the weti seemed ta it with its
green and browri litchens anid musses, ils leathers,
grasses, and fernis peeping out frani every crevice, and
the cool, dark watcr sleeping at the bottom.

Il1 neyer want ta sec anythig lovelicr than ttîis,"
said the chrysalis so suddcnîy that a little black clock
that had been watchimig il imtentty wa' so statticd that
it fcIl an ils back, and it was some time before il coulai
regain its fcet.

"lThat's because you know mia better," murmured
the lady-bird, apprehemisivety. 1' ou've neyer scemi the
sun shinmig on a mcadow fuît ai briglit flowers. It*s
dark down here. 1 can hardly sec."

IlIt's what wc cati twittght," snapped the little green
insect ; Ilthe best kind af tiglit, with no mates ini it.**

IlWhat should 1 do in a meadow ?" whispered the
chrysatis. "l'Vve noa lcgs or wings, nothing but a head,
aind 1 don't know what kind ai head it is cubher."

I t's nat much ta look at," remarked the tittie green
insect.

IlCoutd you not try ta wriggle out of your case?'
ventured the lady.bird. Iinthe warld l're scen strange
titings came out of cases, Icaves came out ai theni, and
fIa wcrs, and ch.ckens-oh. and ail sorts of things."

IlThere migitt be a leC or two inside," suggestcd the
bronze beetie, hoarsely.

"lBut I'm quite happy as 1 amn," rcturned the
citrysalis. I woutdn't kmiaw what to do with legs. 1
dan't need themr to sleep with."

IlOh, but you wan't sleep any mare," said the
bronze bettie, "naw that you'vc awakencd ;and if you
were once out of your husk, why you'd be wanting to
go inta the warld with the lady-bird. Pan quite con-
tentcd down here. l'ire ail my comforts round nie, but,
then, l'ire no wings."

I nimust ha'e got a chili with the top of my case
coming off," observed the chrysatis, "lfor l'ara sick and
sitivery."

IlAh, yes, the shining, tic tovely, disappeared,'
burbied the niotit from its dark corner.

An owt flew out from the oid tower, and atighted on
aone of the wooden stumps beside the weil, blinked in
the light for a moment, and then flcw back to sts aaest
among the ivy. It had dreamed that a mouse was
piaying in the courtyard, and haît corne out 10, scC if it
were a fat one. As it flew, a bit of the stump, tooseneil
by its feet, fell init the wcll. The bronze belle dis-
appeared, and thte black clock ran backwards andl
forwards distractediy, but the littie green inscct gazeil
stonily at the lady-bird as site miade iter way over the
flaating waod ta the side af the wcll. andi began ber
journey up ta the world.

Site hâai got J- ii-way tap when something flew past
ber witit a shiver of delight. Up, tal it went int the
balmy air-, soaing towards thte blue sky, a lovely
creature. with wings of crmnrison purpie and galil. It
fluttcred cirer a cluster ai sweî pe-is, rested for a
moment on a pale lily, then ncstled with a quiver ai joy
to the hcart of a rose.

I thought 1 was alii'e when 1 was in the well." it
whiçpered ta the rose, "'but only now 1 lave. This, titis
is lue.-"

And helow in the crack, near the bottom of the wIlf,
lay a sçhining hw.1k, aIl] that was lcft af what had once
been the cittysalis.

IlOh, yes,- tctmartkcd the ltile green imsect. I ttey
bot wemit away withauî as much as sayimig'goadl-byc.'
Truiy îhcy have sitacking nianners," and! she settled
herseif cnmlortably amomig the moas -and went ta rieep.
-Cliristiai Z.czdr.
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