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that there seemed nothing in it to be improved 
upon. Yet was Choy discontented and envied 
her sister, Chung, the cup of the blue of the 
sky after rain. Not that she vented her 
feelings in any unseemly noise or word. That 
was not Choy’s way. But for one long night 
and one long day after the pretty cups had been 
brought home, did Choy remain mute and 
still, refusing to eat her meals, or to move 
from the couch upon which she had thrown 
herself at sight of her sister’s cup. Choy was 
sulking.

On the evening of the long day, little Chung, 
seated on her stool by her mother’s side, 
asked her parent to tell her the story of the 
picture on the vase which her father had 
brought from the city for her mother. It was 
a charming little piece of china of a deep 
violet velvet color, fluted on top with gold 
like the pipes of an organ, and in the centre 
was a pagoda enamelled thereon in gold and 
silver. Chung knew that there must be a 
story about that pagoda, for she had over­
heard her father tell her mother that it was 
the famous Crocodile Pagoda.

“There are no crocodiles in the picture. 
Why is it called a crocodile pagoda?” asked 
Chung.

“Listen, my Jes’mine Flower,” replied the


