ning away from the spider, had fall-
% en asleep while she sat on the tuffet
. eating curds and whey a hundred years
: " and had slumbered until recent years,
:gl is wo doubt that on waking the dainty |
" Jittle. lady would be surprised at modern
. pictures of herself.
She wounld gasp with surprise at the
] chugc of dresses. From the plain home-
_garment of the day w Mother
W se sang her ditties there has been a de-
"cided d In the picture of Ethel
" Franklin Betts she would see a handsome little girl, re-
splendent in a white linen dress of a wonderful fit and pat-
tern, wearing lace gloves, a lovely peart necklace and red
slippers, and cating her ooo’ with fastidious grace.
¢ dnd her friend ack and Jill, Little Jack Horner,
Little Boy Blue and the rest—she would see have all ado pted
a strange dress. In the fashionable, up-to-date costumes the
little ones mow wear, with jewelry and ribbons, she would
find them more attractive than when she fell asleep. Besides,
she would notice c happier, more joyful expression on the
faces f her playmates of former jcy

1# listle Miss Muffet, insiead of run- |

3 E&nNY g.ttl!ehllnl Muffet tadsy does ot
ow how her prototype dressed 1
let Mhr ask her grandmamma. m
still, let her ses the children’s books eof
werses published during the last century.
Let her get, for example, a copy of the origi
nal Mother Goose Melodies, published in Bos- :
ton in 1838, and she will not only find how. |
children dressed in those days, but also learn 1+
that artists didn’t enthuse over ahildish froha .
a8 they do now,
There's littls Tommy Tucker—

L';"lle 'Eomr:v Tucher,
Ny for your eu
What shall 1 sing - g

White bread lnd
How shall | eut ,;Mu'
Without any kmifo?
H&w shall | marey

any wile?

Tommy Tucker, you will see in the ol
ds & littls boy in a ntrulght jacket, with
.ntio:_t—hu waist. He doesn’t prepossess

supposedly me
dull s bhocanbe. . o et y o e
compare this with a picture of the =
Tuuw in white mailor's suit, with a big */  Now look &t that oll wood-cut in the
% Jeather belt with & big buckle sbout ncum Mother Goose book—do those children
bmm-o -olu.nhr or beribboned “seem to be 'hm apd calling? Not at all
M to. be danecing in a circle,
hthu t seem 1o be having much fun. -
reenawny made a picture to illus-
mp poem She worked in the spirit
of her work was epirited.
u. thint, styles were chang-
“ones, .iml u for their eldem.
m in the red dn-
llm' But wlth

There’s an old poem which we all used to
when we were children—little tots yet love
t for its merry, playful spirit.

Boys and girls come out to
-The moon does shine as bLr .'m as day.
l.‘ll‘i your supper and leave. your sleep
And maonat ymu' playfellows ln t hntrwt"
A Ca

P ahd co
a gnod wm or not at all.

Little /s
af.mrz/ 072!
7. Slokes, Co

?;'Mclo inihlﬁoﬂ.b
M P ER R

"4 \“"‘:—. oL |ddra- ;

How the Artists
of Dif ferent

Times
Porfrd ed Tiem

ﬁ-! Zthe,
es ', ﬁ;"-’oabw .mwm d
Cbpmrmr 1506

waist and the short puffed sloeves, it's
pretty. And that bonnst—isn't it x
old-fashioned? .

But the little ones look as though they
feared their mamma would hear ar they
ran out into the moo didn't
have as much freedom. then' as now.

Behold the lit An-m of tuhrl
As he sits before /I:Flh
key, Greenland md a little !xuhln abert
Louis Stcm him uy A

dcftmtboutmh

out the

o R !
wi, e ety e
g g i) PN T

M

.

ey S
Fies =3 B
“or mis gy
o Apattac i d |
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W}M. 905, By Chs Serders Joty moe

There is no doubt that modern artists en-
déw children with gentler traits than those of
Besides that the modern child, if
the artist ia right in his ¢onception, is brave.
Take Jemmy Jed, of Mother Goose:

Jemtoy Jed went into a shed

And made of a ¢t of strow Nis hed;
An owl ¢came out i1 flew about
And Jommy Jed up stakes and fled,

Wasn't Jommy J N? : staring fool,
Born in the woods to be seared by an owi?

He ocortainly was if " that is Jemmy run-
ning from the shed in the picture. The wood-
eut shows & voungster rushing from a barn, his

bair bristling with fright and  his eyes starmg wildly at the

owls.

“f woke uf in the dark an’' saw thlma- numain ln a row,
A.-lookin at me cross-eyed an’' piintin' me—80

Oh, my!

wus go akeared that time I navrr slep’ . mite—

It's almost allds when I'm bad I ses things at night.

cv’&rmt

ting on_the floor regardless of
every ono. Certainly he ia satiafied
for he tells the quartette:

You have eurious u-nlnu to eat;

I am- fed on proper mea
You must dual yond fomm,
.:’3 u“hmnt.

Bat'l am
There's Mary, who  wad unfaili
contrary. Perhaps yod recall old.m
with woodeuts' and smudged colored pictures of
Mary—frowning, cross, gquarrelsc ous
Mary. Bat.does the modern artist make con-

the litt.h girl we knew
twenty or

agof
If Ethel Pmklm Bcth in not niluhm. she
uihmt,mmtliﬁladn one might

g and
th himself,

wish to meet. mong “§o and narossi
Mary js plotured bcmng Iurnimr béd. Bheis
immaculately dressed—not

o tter of dirt oo
hudﬂhlihm s

and
.m. mkm.wm‘ impressis

e

When Maxfield Parrish took up his brush to
{Nlustrate this poem of Eugene Field, he didn’t
picture the boy as running from the room or
saTe wildly for his mamma.

See hm sitting in bed, his tiny hand elasped
over his breast. But ss he looks st thods big,
ghastly goblins, as he #ees them grimacing and
pointing at him, as they grow bigger and bigger,
with flaming eyes like the genti of the “Arabian
Nights"~boo! one almost shivers—the modern
lad sits and locks on boldly. He begins to say

* his prayers, but run—never !

There often was something tragie in thc‘
child life of the old artists. Kate Greenaway pio-
tures Jack and Jill in's most harrowing situs-
tion as go_head-over-heels down the hill, .
Ethal Fr in Betts, in an
shows & roguish-faced
little girl leisurely br
water {rom
posed to be after their fall.

Among modem  artistsa: yon

of swoll-bred ohild, mu:el?
b nsed.. leather-belted, sandal 3

at play; their faces are b-p
" uurmh within recent years Hu

duld ife is Faony Y. Cou Her pie-
sures are mostly of mischieyous, mnpiu ben
and little elfin girls in underclo
=" M, Florence Scovel Shinn's children are
delicidusly comical youngsters,.

one as-about td




