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HAT P. 8. was what caused all

the trouble.
Now, what mother could be ex-
gected to decide which child she loved
est? Especially if, like Polly, she had
a large and flourishing family of twenty.
3 nI:. was really too much to ask of any-

All afternoon Poll thought and
thought, 4 -

‘Whom should she take?

There -was Arabella. Chlorinda, just
fresh from Paris, with a whole trunk
full of beautiful dresses and hats, and
& wonderful pink silk ball gown, all
ready to put on. Of course, she was
the one to go, without a doubt, and
Polly dr her ‘at once.

Then came the awful thought, was
Arabella Chlorinda her favorite child?
She was the handsomest, certainly, and
would do her little mother the most
gtredﬂ:? but did Polly love her bestest

al

‘Was she dearer than slant-eyed Ah
8oo Ban, with her jet black hair and
gag flowered kimono? Or than faithful
old black Chloe, with her brilliant ban-
danna? Or than Nicholas, her only son,
who had come all the way from Russia

© with ?Uncle Bert, and was named for the

zar

Then there was Hiawatha, the funny
little  wooden-faced daughter from
Alaska, who wore a scant dress of tur-
key-red calico; and blue-eyed, flaxen-
haired bisque Violet,just & year old,who
looked so lovely in her blue velvet coat
and hat, with a dainty white 8 un-
derneath, that Polly had squealed with
delight and jumped for joy when she
first saw her sitting at the foot of the

early last Christmas morning.

Besides, there was rmag "Betsy, who
could stand so much hard treatment
without getting hurt or cross.

And the five tiny China sisters, Janet,
Florabella, Mary Jane, Prudy Parlin
and Flaxy Frizzle. They were very
dear to their mother, because she could
make such lovely dresses for them, by
Just cutting three holes in a pretty patch
of silk, tie it with a bright sash,and
not have to bother with any nasty
sewing, which, I'm afraid, Polly was
not very fond of.

The China sisters also just loved to
be bathed, which delighted their mother,
who liked nothing better than to scrub
her children—and was much distressed
that water seemed injurious to the
health of so many of her family.

Then, too, there was wax Lady Clari-
bel, who had belonged to Polly’s own
dear mother when" she was a little girl,
?nc} was very precious to Polly accord-
ngly.
hW?hom should she take? Whom should
she

Polly really grew quite distracted try-
ing to make a choice.

First she dressed one child in its best
party clothes, then another.

‘When bedtime came she -still had not
made up her mind. .

In the morning it was no easier.

Finally Polly got her whole family
{;e:dy and put them side by side on the

e

“I'll get dressed myself,” said Polly.
“Then I'll just shut my eyes and take
the first one I touch; that can’t make
any of my precious children think I
don’t love them bestest.”

LOVES ROSE BEST

The little mother was l-eallgl pleased
when ghe touched Arabella Chlorinda.

‘‘She’s my most stylish child, and now
the others can’t feel bad.”

Polly started for the party with her
handsome daughter, but she got no fur-
ther than the front step, when she
turned, ran quickly upstairs, put down

a Chlorinda and mtﬁil;mtched
ug the most disreputable looking child
o

m"g l(!on'!: care, youlms.yd.. n?ltn bonery
c& looking, my precious darling Rose—
but I do love you best, and I can’t Jeave
you at home just because you are ugly.
You shall go to the party even if the
other girls do laugh!”

Now which child do you think Polly
chose? Why,just a home-made rag dolly,
that had lost both an arm and a leg,
and who had not so much as a nose to
her face? But she had slept with Polly
eyory night since she was a wee tiny

girl.

After all, the girls did not laugh.

They could not. g

For at Peggy's there was not one
whole, fine, well-dressed dolly to be
seen. Evegy one wuhbntt?red. bruis-
ed, crippled and very homely.

But, then, each was the child her
little mother loved best, so, of course,
she had to go to the party.

The f)olls Around the Dinner Table

A JOCKEY RACE

in

a house where you have a big

play room, or, better yet, for out-

of-doors any winter day when the

pavements are not icy, is a jockey race
on canes, :

Put each player astride a long cane
tied with a gay ribbon bridle to match a
g&per Jockey cap. The bridle must be

eld in the left hand, while a whip is
used in the right.

The starter, with a flag, stands to the
side of a given linme, while the riders
are lined up back of it.

“One, twp three, off!” cries the start-
er, and away go all the jockeys at a
full gallop around the course which has
been decided on beforehand.

The rider crossing the line first is the

A FINE romp for a ﬁ.iny day

winner, After finishing the race, the
winner takes his place at one side, and
all 'the rest ride their canes slowly past,
bowing profoundly as they come directly
opposite him.

PEET AND FINGERS GLOW

MAGNIFICENT

Women Weaving silk,

EAR.Boys and Girls:

Autumn is over with you now,
and probably you have already
had the first snow of winter. But

Japan is still enjoying the glories of
autumn.

If only you might have accompanied
Polly Evans and Jacky on their visit to
the most beautiful autumnal region in
Japan—Nik-ko!

e of the Japanese proverbs says:

“Nik-ko wo mina} uchi wa,
‘Kek-ko' to in nal”

“Do not use the word magnificent til
you have seen Nik-ko.”

Bta.rth}lgo one morning from Neno Sta-
tion in Tokio, we traveled first
low-lying rice fields, then more slow]
u? through thickly wooded foothills, full
0; rrwa.y;‘ise shrines and tempiles, till 'we
reached a junction. Here we had to
chang

to bargain with some jinrikisha
take us on a brief excursion through
the silk manufacturt village nearby.
The conferring, or ‘“‘Bo-down’’-ing, as
the Japanese call it, over the price to
be paid was tedious, for these 'ricksha
men did as many of their Tokio breth-
ren do—uted an t:’xm'l:m.l.n[tt ce ::
first, expecting us argue own
a n:'bderate figure. We succeeded at last
in settling on a ga.t!lg:ctory charge, and

the street to-
ward our destination,

In this particular region most of the
silk is woven on handlooms in the vari-
ous homes, just as in Germany toys are
made by the Feaunts in. their homes,
instead of in factories. .. =

Here and there we halted and watched
the women and girls at work, just in-
side their open doors or latticed en-
trance gates. of them were so
curious that they stopped their work
to gaze at us, but most of them kept
right on with it, contenting themselves
with an occasional look at us.

THE JAP MOTHER-IN-LAW

To gét their sleeves out -of the vglqu.
they tied them up with a cord. e
mother-in-law, being older and more
experienced, sat at the loom and did the
weaving, while the elder son’s young
wife sat meekly on the floor doing the
simpler task of winding the shuttles for
her mother-in-law.

After awhile, by the time the mother-
in-law dies, perhaps the son’s eldest son
will bring a_ wife home, and then the

resent daughter-in-law will rise to t
g.lrnity of mother-in-law and real mis-
tress of _the house. For, in Japan, tho
m&ther-ln-law takes precedence over the
wife.

Very soon we found it was time to
return to the station. All the way back
we rode between green flelds of tall
mulberry plants, which showed how
carefully they are tended by the men.
For, indeed, if anything went wrong
with the mulberry plants there would
be no silk for the women to weave, and
that would mean starvation for all.

m the junction on we toiled up a
steep grade for twenty-five miles or so,
till we came to_ the beginning of the
Nik-ko region. Here we saw the first
of that world-famed avenue of nobla
old cryptomeria trees, along which the
Japanese Emperors used to travel on
1thelx-l way to worship at the Nik-ko
emples.

Tall and stately they stood, and al-
most unbroken, the entire distance of
seven or eight miles to our stopping

S Frn

A Riddle. >

!';e tjust one eye that gannot see;

' Yet my cne eye can do

More wgrk when closed than many can
‘With open eyes—and two.

Queer Arithmetic.

How can you subtract 100 from 907
Write 1000 in one re,
Take 1 from 19 and leave 20.

Who Can Guess ItP

What town in Pennsylvania has a pro-
verbial value? Can you guess the town and
its value from this picture?

A Picked Proverb.

Pick out the right word from each of
these sentences and you will have a proverb
that each boy and girl should remember.

The rose is a lovely flower.

It is too bad, though, it has thorns.
thl:x' they are be ing to work for &
ess rose.

Burbank, a man out West, makes many
mew flowers,
r-‘lltnl he may find such a rofe.

'f it ‘ll ba’toobahd. % a

ng our hopes, rose that

will prick.

not

| P

An Arithmetic Problem.

Little is told by his teacher to
write o‘l:g:inuE’dred on the board, using no
ut nines.
A can see. Sammy is stumped.
C:nyguny of you boys and girls help him

N \‘ ‘_.i"’ ,/’lb
(WOEANATR V)
uf?‘,c;‘.

el

"%noe a l;tterhﬁ've brought .
ur daughter, Sue,’””
Said {he !plum pudd
With z!ﬁ’r“c‘}n’??a,. g
‘“‘For your sonm, young Marl,
There is now in my care
A letter that makes him
A jewel rare.

“For Miss Clare is also
A letter fine

That will change her at once
To a ruddy wine.

“For Mr. Rush
I have letters two

That will tugn him to a bird
Of a soft-brown hue.

‘“To the coachman, D
o

That 1 e him subjec!
15 Denmarts st

‘“While for little Bd
Are two letters small
That will make him of use
When the snow .does fall.””

Last Week’s Answers

Beheadings.
Scamp-camp; Drum-rum; 3, Secold-
co‘l'd; 4, Scat-cat; 5, {';o;u-«.u: 6, Shoe-hoe.

Where is She?
Tokyo, Japan., (Toque-key-O, Jap-pan.)

Fractions.
January—Ja (James): N (Nero); U (Ulys-
l::;: A (A.:drc).'; Ry (Mary).
An Hour Glass,
New Year—Neither, Eliza, Woe, Y, Wee,
Erica, Nicator or Nicanor?
The Christmas Tree.

Baint Nicholas—Stocking,
needle case, net,

copia, hat, opera-glass, locket,
Saata Claus.

Indian,

 Baplo iy

Tl T2z 4 imigys:

place, the village of the famous Nik-
ko Buddhist temples, We have nothing
at home to compare with this avenue of
cryptomerias. It is one of the many
‘“magnificent’”’ things in Nik-ko.

Brrl How we shivéred with the un-
looked-for cold of this altitude (2000
feet), as in our two-man jinrikishas we
sped from the station through the early
darkness of evening to our hotel. And
how l‘:lm we both were to sit down in
the charmi a -
hot, th, hwldlnnqr. served Ilpl m‘a
.ott-too‘m. lovely maid’ ot Nippon!

GRANTS VISIT TO JATAN

“My!"” sighed Jacky at last, “isn’t this ._

lovely!”
‘“Yes,” assented his aunti
the cold. For I

“all save

) a
c{xt.hj between us. as a substitute for a
stove
Next morning we walked down the
steep hill and across a deep-gullied
mountain torrent by a bridge which is
open to common le. de by side
with it is the red b sacred to the
Emperor's use. Over this bridge, when
General Grant visited Japan, the
peror, &8s a 8 honor to his disti
guished American guest, ordered that he
should be conducted. But when General
Grant it was a sacred bridge,
forbidden to common people, he de-
cBned the honor and erossed by the
common bri instead. This was one
that have made the Japa-
plehlove and admire our great

cryptomeria avenue up & winding course
to the entrance to the temples. Here
‘vze pu{chamleg ticke Jof admission t%r

cents apiece, ourfJapanese boy at-
tendant, who ed our books and
wraps, going in free of o

THE GREAT TEMPLES

It would take a small-sized book to
describe all of the numerous and mag-
nificent temples that we saw.

“Who éver would dream that there

0 many of them nidden:among
the pines!” exclaimed Jacky as, T
having gone through the one hundredth
(so it seemed to us) we suddenly came
ux;on another temple!

n Ja

pan temples are of either the

Shinto or the Buddhist
mer are always very s
but the latter ( ci
ko) are richt ecorated over every
nq!:'au inch of their s inside and
out!
The Nik-ko temples were built many
centuries h}tan era J’ en w:gg;
8 gettec on, so
found to be the
prominent thing throughout all of the
ful lons,
elephants,
images of every possible de-

th

ntewaﬁ the first known as -garu,
with his hands clasped tightly on his
eyes; the second, as Kika-zaru, with his
hands held tightly over his ears; the
third, as Iwa~zaru, with his hands over
his mouth.

“And_ what do they mean, auntie?”
asked Jacky.

NO CAMERAS ALLOWED

“That Mi-razu will' not see
Kika-zaru will not hear any an
Iwa-zaru will not speak any L. And
every Japanese reveres the g of
thess monkeys—never see, nover hear,
never speak any evil.”

At the next turning we came upon a
beautiful pony, occupying a beautiful
and scrupulously clean temple apartment

, all to himself.

*“Ah, the saered pony for the use of
the gods,” lained Polly Evans, re-
lr)noex]‘x{xberlng what she had read in her

oks.

‘When he saw us, the pony immediately
began to pavlmtho floor in the most en-
ticing way aginable, and finally it
dawned upon our minds that he wanted
to be fed with some he sweet bean
cakes which were to be seen in a glass
case, presided over by his keeepr,
for a fee of half a cent Jacky got a
couple of the cakes and fed them to the
sacred pony, while Polly Evans patted
m!;O'hac‘;eﬂ neo,ll:.t h of him t a

“Oh, for a photo o m to sen
to the boys and tfrll:pa.t home,” sighed

But we could not take for
the very good reason that cameras were
forbidden within the temple grounds,

ARTISTS’ GREAT WORK

Through one noble gateway after an-
other we slowly e our way, linger-
ing to admire such of their wonderful
carvings as es, ly struck our notioce,
On either hand of one of them were two
Korean Ho uesr, grinning fellows,
but splendidly done.

“Oh, Jacky,” ecried his auntle, “Xk
nﬁgﬁ;ﬁ; up Over your aud at al~
m vliblo places een carvings
and see how even there the artists have

side—the walls covered with astonish-
ingly perfect carvings and paintings of
eagles and lons, the rooms furnished
with bronse figures upholding
gold, silver and bronze urns for incense,
and with equally priceless lacquered
tables and cabinets.

‘Wandering through the grounds from
temple to temxlo. we siopped beside a
stone basin filled with holy water,
descending ever from the moun-
tain and for a rin (1-20 of a
cent) ugoce we got a wooden dipperful
to drin

Again we paused before a Shinto
temple, where service was going ' on.
Priests in rich purple-colored robes
came up the stone steps, acknowledged
our respeoctful bow, :gp d their gata

ached the altar, and

e turn t:ﬁciatﬁ tgr,

say, five minutes, then n, s de-
parture and being succeed by ~an-
other priest. The service consisted in
bowing low before the altar, cluptgitnt
the hands, repeating this operation co
times, then chanting & long prayer; all
g;otho worshipers in  the meantime
uclgﬁ on the floor behind the priest
and bowing their foreheads to the floor
at regular intervals. Then a Japanese
ward clad all in white—robe, high
tobl—danced

sacred dance to the tune sol-

amnly beat by a priest on a deep-toned

Presently we found our way to a
Buddhist temple were /also a service
was in progress. For a small fee we
persuaded the porter to permit us to
enter and listen. But we had to remove
our shoes and sit just within the door,
as well as maintain a rigid silence.

SOME QUEER SINGING

The service here consisted of a chant
sung by a chorus of fifteen men sitting
Japanese fashion on the floor and led by
& white-robed priest, who sat high on a
bench before a beautiful lacquered table.
The singing was slow, monotonous and
&eculh.r, but not unmusical. Jacky no-

ced the thing which marred the effect
of the chant for us, and remarked on it

rwards when the porter almost
hrg;gtﬂxoly bade us depart.

b Y sang so queerly, auntie. a
couple of rather pretty measures, then
this man and that man snuffed up his
nose horﬂbslg and the ones who didn’t do
that suck their breath up through

very loudly; and then an-

easure or two; after tl:mlz.1 son‘:o

uffing up noses and sucking in

‘Why, it spoiled the chant for

“For me, t00,” agreed his auntie, “but,
Jacky, the Japanese can sing as beau-
tifully as any other people, if tl:|e¥1 are
{;o erly trained. You remember what I

1 Jou about ‘the concert at the Im-
perial Academy of Music. The chorus
was fine!”
is not nearly all that we saw,
boys and girls, but our space is more
than full. So good-bye till next week.

POLLY HVANS.

GIRLE

NCE upon a time there
lived in a Northern
\-u’l:nge an old and
unhappy woman,
who was called Old
Mother Misery.

possession

Her onl
was a little thatched cabin iike a wood-

man’s hut, and a ma;fnmcent apple tree
which grew at one side of it. ’fﬂ door
of the hut.was so little that she could
enter it,
Happily the apple tree gave much
frult, and, gathering it in an old basket,
she would sell it to the neighbors, for

she wub]ao old that any other work was
8.

scamps of the e would
her tree and steal the tr‘iﬁt. Bach

h were specially delicious.
¢ame the more because thay knew
Mother Misery had no one to protect
her, so they were not afraid of making
hglx"h trouble,

e T woman was very kind, and
notwithstanding her poverty still found
means to give to charity. Every beggar

at came to her hut was sure in ad-
vance to share her scanty meals,

One day, just as night was falling,
a pooxl-) old man, w‘hoal::.d been driven
away by every one in village, decid-
ed to knock at her door, e

The good woman had only some black
bread and apples for supper, but she
shared them willingly with her visi-
tor and offered him shelter for the
night.

In the morning, when he was about
to de{sart, he said: ‘“‘Have you no wish
that I can grant, for I have the power
to give yoy anything you ask?”

Mother Misery did not believe him,
and, not dreaming what she wag losing,
replied at once:

“Good man, you see that tree. It is
my only fortune, but, alas! I am not

mistress of it; each day I am robbed of
my apples. If you can find a way to
stop that stealing I will bless you for-
ever.”

“Your wish ghall be granted,” he re-
plied. “Every one who touches one of
your apples will Ymmediately be lifted
into the tree and cannot come down
without your permission.”

Then he disappeared, leaving the old
woman stupefled.

The next morning, when she lookeq
at her tree, there was a small boy

. fastened to the limbs, Notwi

desperate struggles, he ocould not @ee
scend.

Mother Misery gave the boy a pevers
lecture, and then set him free. It was
& good lesson to the boys of the Vi~
lage. Hver after the apple tres
safe, and Mother Misery was h&pww
cause she could give so much mors to
charity. Each evening she prayed for
her kind benefactor, 4

Mother Misery was very old, and one
day Death knocked at her door. But the
Poor woman clung to life, and she asked
Doumththto ‘lr?“l::” h‘ little lo;{u-‘timo.

ath re; or u sayingt
T Geie e vanp o
en, pointin, er a
old womx;n said to her visft%r.ﬁ -
“Taste some of my nice fruit.”
“Thank you,” said Death, “T wilL™ *

But just as soon as he touched the tree
he was caught up into it and could not
get down.

Mother Misery continued to live, but
80 did every one else. Animals were
stabbed without falling. Men were siok
or shot, but died not. After ia ®
there were so many people in the wor)
that there was no food for them, and
there was a great famine, Then every
one began to cry for Death, but he was
prisoner on the apple tree and ecould
not come.

People begged Mother Mise to let
Death free, but, as she wanted to live
forever, she sed.

At last, one evening, Death called her
under the tree, and said; :

“Let me down, and I will let you live
always. I will P-°t knock at your door
again untik you' 'call me!” .

This bargain -concluded, Death began
his work once more. .

Mother Misery has not yet ecalled,
which is the reason sorrow and trouble
are always to be found on earth.

The Holey Stockings.

Little Katie started to dress herself:
one morning in a great hurry,

“Katle,” called her mother, ‘“why ara
Yyou putting your stocking on wrong
side out?’

‘*Oh, mother, it takes too long to hunt
a new pair, and there is a hole on 'the
other side.”

“0, ha! Ho, ho!"
Cried a thirsty crow.
“From this bottle of ink
I shall take a drink.” i
So in went his bill;

Not one drop did he spill
But, alas! as you see,
That ink, black as he,
Disagreed with the crow—
Very thin did he grow.
“Caw, caw! Caw, caw!
This black fluid raw,” |
Growled the thirsty crogv.
“I'll in future forego.”

But ’twas really too late
To change Jim Crow's fate;
E'er of ink he’d his fill,
He'd become a crow-quill

—

P. 8.—Children, dear,

You may quite like to hear
That a crow-quill's a pen,
Used by women and men,
With a point extra fine,

To draw a neat line;

'Tis of crow feathers made,
Or of steel of high grade,

of
unicorns, ‘men,

Miss Hilephant's coming-out ball,

In her palm-tree-bedecked dancing hall
Was as curious a sight,

; On & midsummer night,

As e’er on your vision might fall.

Her friends of all animal land,

She had asked to be.surely on hand;
But so early they came,
To their very great shame,

They got there ahead of the band.

But striving politely to please,
Miss Elephant set them at ease,
It some one can play,
We will waltz right away,
Though our hand organ has a bad
wheeze,”

Then did Mr Orang-outang cry,
“Now, really, you all are too shy;
I can grind but one tune,

For I'm but a baboon,
But I'll play, since no others will try.”

“Let’s begin! There is no time to lose!"”
Then a relative each one did choose,
'T'was really most strange
How they did it arrange,
But no lady to dance did refuse.

The Hippopotamus’ tread was not light,
The Rhinoceros’ stop was a sight;
‘While the Hlephant's time
‘Was almost a crime;
But in dancing they all took delight.

As the Ostriches hopped left and right,
‘““What a blessing we have a fine night,
For damp, rainy weather
‘Would uncurl each feather,”
Cried Misa Ostrich, ‘‘and make me a
fright.”

G A bt RTINS AW Sl

The Giraffes held their heads very highe
As they glided majestically by;
While Sir Antelope flew.
‘With his kin, Miss Koodoo,
Round and round, till their horns went
awry.

“Such a beautiful ball we ne’er knew!”
Cried the guests as they made their

adieu.
“With musio so:grand,
‘We did not miss the band;
Now, . Miss KElephant, really,
true!”

that's

The Orang-outang sntffed, “Well you

may
Think this ball was delightfully gay;
But please understand
That I've lamed my hand,
And h'a.ve learned that good nature den’t
pay!”




