


 Ruth, T'd like to give you a dose of
Pollyanna. I don’t know anyone who
ireeds it'more % .5 o -. @0
© Mrs. Carew stiffened a little.
. “Well, what pollyanna may be I don’t |
know, but whatever it is, I dor nt
- jit,” she {;tortgd s'harpl%'; In'et!:zietisa er |
“ turn. “This isn’t your beloved Sanato- 9 1 N
- {rium, and I'm not your patient to be| é\;&{ &3
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s B o Mark: ¢ ic. Pollyanna is a little girl.” |
e : “A’  child! Well, how should T}
B El H P ‘know?” retorted the other, still ag- |
y Lleanor I1. Forter grievedly. “You have your ‘belladon- -
: ¢ ) na, so I'm sure I don’t see why not/ L
ik L 3 ’ Vi : ‘pollyanna.’  Besides, you're always| Z45 [ 4
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“Y-yes, ma'am; but—that is, she said
~". Miss Wetherby, however, was al-
ready halfway up the broad stairway,
and, ‘with a despairing backward
glance, the maid turned away.

In the hall above Declla Wetherby
unhesitatingly walked toward a half-
open door, and knocked.

“Well, Mary,” answered a “dear-me-
what-now” voice. “Haven’t I—oh, Del-
la!” The voice grew suddenly warm
with love and surprise. “You dear girl,
where did you come from?”

“Yes, it's Della,” smiled that young

woman blithely, already halfway across
the; room. “I've come'from an over-
Sunday at the beach with two of the|
other nurses and I'm on my way back '
to thessanatorium  naw.; T%at 1s, I'm |
here now, but'I shan’t be long. 1|
stepped in for—this,” she finished, giv- !
ing the owner of the “dear-me-what- |
now” voice a hearty kiss.

Mrs. Carew frowned and drew back
a little coldly. The slight touch of joy
and animation that had come into her
face fled, leaving only a dispirited fret-
fulness that was plainly very much. at
home there. AGHA. <

“Oh, of  course! I “might have.
kngwn,” she said. “You never stay—-
here.”. & ‘

“Here!” Della Wetherby laughed
merrily, and threw up her hands; then,
‘abruptly, her voice and manner
changed. ‘She regarded her sister with
grave, tender eyes. “Ruth, dear, I
couldn’t—I just couldn't—Ilive in this
house. You know 1 couldn’t,? she’ fin-
ished’ gently. )

Mrs. Carew stitred irritably.

“T'm sure T don’t see why not,” she
fenced. .

Della Wetherby shook ‘her head.

“Yes you 'do, dear. You know I’'m
entirely out of sympathy with it all:
the gloom, the lack of aim, the insist-|
“ence on miserv and bitterness.” b

¥

'iht\ao‘ something very like anger. Then
suddenly she laughed. - “ b, Ruth.'J

“You mean—Jamie, I suppose. T/
don’t forget that, dear. I couldn’t, of!
course. But moping won’t help us—|
find him.” ) g ‘

“As if T haven't tried to find him,
for eight long years—and by sothe-
thing besides moping,” flashed Mrs.
Carew, indignantly, with a sob in her
voice.

“Of course you have, dear,” soothed
the other quickly, “and we shall keep
on hunting, both of us, till we do find
him—or die. But this sort of thing
doesn’t help.”

“But I don’t want to do—anything
else,” murmured Ruth Carew, drear-
ily.

For a moment there was silence. The
younger woman sat regarding her sis-
ter with troubled, disapproving eyes.

“Ruth,” she said at last, with a touch
of exasperation, “forgive me, but—are
ou always going to be like this?

ou're widowed, I'll admit: but your
married life lasted only a year, and
your husband was much older ‘than
yourself. You were little more than a
child at the time, and that one short
year can’t seem much more than a
dream now, Surely that ought not to
embitter your whole life !”

“No, oh, no,” murmured Mrs. Ca-
te_)v’,i‘_lstill drearily. P

‘Then_are you going to be always
like this?” g o

“Well, of course, if I could fnd
Jamie—" :
_MYes, yes, I know; but, Ruth, dear,
isn't there anything in the world but
Jague*to‘ make you any happy ?”

Thgre doesn’t seem to ge, that 1
can think of,” sighed Mrs, Carew in-
differently. : ;

“Ruth ", ejaculated her sister, stung

|| part the more fun it was, only when it
was too awful hard, like she had found |

so, till I happened to think ’twas just
like Nancy’s wash-days, and I could be
gladdest of all on Tuesdays, ’cause
there wouldn’t be
whole week." ” j :

“Why, how extraordinary !” frowned
Mrs. Carew, not quite comprehending.
“But I'm sure I don’t see any game
to ‘that.” : i 8

12

told me. It seemed she was the moth-
the West, and was brought up by the
barrels.

pected it in the next barrel, but there |
turned out to

“The child cried, of course, and it
was then that her father taught her
the game of hunting for something to
be glad about in everything that hap-
pened; and he said she could begin
right then by being glad she didn’t need |
the crutches. That was the beginning. |
' Pollyanna said it was a lovely game, and |
she’d been playing it ever since; and
that the harder it was to find the glad

it sometimes.” § S
“Why, how extraordinary!” mur-
mured Mrs. Carew, still not entirely

5

comprehending. )

thears she’s revolutionized the whole ||
town she came from, just the same|
‘way. He knows Dr. Chilton very well |
—the man that married Pollyanna’s|
launt. And, by the way, I beli

feel that way, too, and I did dread it|

‘another one for aj

“No, I didn’t, fill later. Then she!
erless daughter of a poor minister in|
Ladies’ Aid Society and missionary |
When .she was “a tiny girl{]
she wanted a doll, and confidently ex-{:

‘be nothing but a pair of ||
!Hlittle crutches: . i

/w7 04

242 67

VAL 5AB0

osrs

“You'd think so—if you could see the
results of that game in the Sanatorium,” |
'inodded Della; “and Dr. Ames says he |

~marriage was one of her ministrations. |

‘She patched up an old lovers’
!between them. G NG




“You see, two years ago or more,
Pollyanna’s father died and the littlc
girl was sent East to this aunt. In Oc-
tober she was hurt by an automobnlcw.
and was told that she could never walk
again. In April Dr. Chilton sent her
to the Sanatorium and she was there|
till last March—almost a year. She
went home practically cured. You
should have seen the child! There was
just one cloud to mar her happiness,
that she couldn’t walk all the way
there. As near as-I can gather, the
whole town turned out to meet her
with brass bands and banners.

“But you can’t tell about Pollyanna.

One has to see her. And that's why Ti|
sav I wish vou could have a dose of |
Pollyanna. It would do you a world of

riow soon—do you th]ink—they’ll
expect her?” she asked at last.

In spite of himself Dr. Chilton
(gave a slight start. :
“You mean—that you will let her

6g0?" he cried. His wife turned in-
dignantly.

“Why, Thomas Chilton, what a
question! Do you suppose, after a

letter like that, I could do anything
but let her go? - Besides, didn’t Dr.
Ames himself ask us to? Do you
think, after what that man has done
dor Pollyanna that I'd refuse hx’}'n any-§
thing—no matter what it was?

>

| “Dear, dear! I hope. now, that the

sk for—for you, my love,” murmured,
he husband-of-a-year with a whimsi-

good.” o —
. CHAPTER Il (Continued)

“

am very glad 'to do.
|the Wetherby girls from babyhood.
They come from a fine old family.
and are thoroughbred gentlewomen.
You need not fear on that score.

“There 'were three sisters, Doris,
Ruth and' Della. Doris married a
man named John Kent, much against
the family’s wishes, Kent came from
good stock, but was,not much himself,
I guess, and was certainly a very ec-
centric, disagreeable man to deal with.
‘He was bitterly angry at the Wether-
bys’ attitude toward him, and there
was_little communication between the
families until. the baby came. The
 Wetherbys worshipped the little boy,
James—‘Jamie, as they called him.
Doris, the mother, died when the boy
was 4 years old, and the Wetherbys
were making every effort to get the
father to give the child entirely up to
them, when suddenly .Kent disap-
peared, taking the boy with him. He
has never been heard from since,
though a world-wide search has been
made.
“The loss practically killed old Mr.
and Mrs. Wetherby. ' They both died
soon after. Ruth was already mar-
ried and widowed. Her husband was
;a' man named Carew, very wealthy,
and much older than herself. He lived
but a year or so after marriage, and
{left her with a young son, who also
died within a year.

“From the time little Jamie  disap-
peared Ruth and Della seemed to
‘have but one object in life. and that
(was to ﬁnd him. They have spent
money like water, and have all but
moved heaven and earth; but without
avail, /In time Della took up nursing.
She is doing splendid work and has
become the cheerful, efficient, sane
woman that she was meant to be—
though still never forgetting her lost
nephew, and never leaving unfollowed
any possible clew that might lead to
his discovery. :

“But with Mrs. Carew it is quite
different. After losing her own boy,
she seemed to concentrate all her
 thwarted mother-love on her sister’s

“Dear Tom,” he began. “Miss Della | said:
Wetherby has asked me to give her! i 11
and her sister a ‘character,” which I[send Pollyanna; and ask him to te
I have known | Miss Wetherby to give us full instruc-

\\\

Foctor won’t take it into his head to

But his wife only gave him

al smile. i
i scornful glance, and

a deservedly

“You may write Dr. Ames that we’ll

| tions. It must be sometime before
the 10th of next month, of course,
for you sail then; and I'want to see
the child properly estab’hshed myself
before I leave, naturally.” s

“When will you tell Pollyanna?

“Pomorrow, probably.”

<What will you tell her?”

“I don’t know—exactly, but not any
more than I can't help, certalnl-_\;r.
Whatever happens, Thomas, we don’t
want to spoil Pollyanna, and no child
could help being spoiled if she once

)

;

sort of—of—

full instructions for taking?” inter-
polated the doctor with a smile.
“Yes,” sighed Mrs. Chilton. “It’s
her unconsciousness that saves t!}e
wwhole thing. You know that, dear.
“Yes, I know,” nodded the man.
“She knows, of course, that you and
1" and half the town are playing the
game with her, and that we—we are
wonderfully happier because we are
playing it.”  Mrs. Chilton’s voice
<hook a little, then went on more
steadily. “But if, consciously, she

B
LR

should begin to be anything but her
own mnatural, sunny, happy little self,
playing the game ' that her father
taught her, she would be—just what
that nyrse said she sounded like—'im-
possible” So, whatever I tell her, I
sha'n’t tell her that she's going down
to Mrs. Carew’s to cheer 'her up,”
concluded ‘Mrs. Chilton, rising to her
feet with decision and putting away
her work. : ;

“Which is where I ‘think you're
wise,” approved the doctor.

Pollyanna was told the next day,
and this was the manner of it.

“My dear,” began her aunt when
the two were alone together  that
morning, “how would you like to
spend next winter in Boston?”

“With you?”

“No; I have /decided to go with
your uncle to Germany.. But Mrs.
Carew, a .dear friend of Dr. Ames,
has asked you to come and stay with

son. As you can imagine, she was
frantic when he disappeared. That |
was eight years ago—for her, ecight
long years of misery, gloom and bit-
terness. Everything that money can|
buy, of course, is at her comamnd ;|
but nothing pleases her, nothing in-|
terests her. Della feels that the time:
has come when she must be gotten
out of herself, at all hazards; and
Della believes that your wife’s sunny
little niece, Pollyanna, possesses the
magic key that will unlock the door
to a new existence for her. Such be-
ing the case, I hope you will see your
way clear to granting her request.
| And may I add that I, too, personally,
'would appreciate the favor; for Ruth
Carew and her sister are very old,
dear friends of my wife and myself;
and what touches them, touches us.
- “As ever yours, CHARLIE.”
. The letter fin%hed, there was ‘a
long silence, so long a silence that
the doctor uttered -a quiet, '“Well,
Polly ?” '

Still there was silence. The doc-
tor, watching his wife's face closely,
saw that the usually firm lips and chin
- were trembling. He waited then quiet-
ly ‘gxltil his wife spoke,
- > -~

t %/ that means that down to Boston there

her for the winter, and T think I
shall let you go.”

Pollyanna’s face fell.

“But in Boston I won’t have Jim-
my or Mr. Pendleton or Mrs. Snow
or anybody that I know, Aunt Polly.”
© “No, dear; but you didn’t have
them when you came here—till you
found them.”

Pollyanna gave a sudden smile.

“Why, Aunt Polly, so I didn’t! And

are some Jimmys and Mr. Pendletons
and Mrs. Snows waiting for me that
I don’t know, doesn’t it?”

Ces; dedr iy

“Then I can be glad of that. I be-
lieve now, Aunt Polly. you know how
to play the game better than I do. T
never thought of the folks down there
waiting for me to know them. And
ithere’s such a lot of ’em, tog! I saw
some of them when I was there two
years ago with Mrs. Gray. We were
there two whole hours, you know, on
! my way here from out West.

“There was a man in the station—a
perfectly ‘lovely man, who told me
where to get a drink of water. Do
you suppose he’s there now? I'd like
to know him. And there was a nice

got it into her head that she was aj-
»

“Of medicine bottle with a label of |.

Boston. They said they did. The lit-
tle girl's name was Susie Smith. Per-
haps I could get to know them. Do
vou suppose I could? | v
a boy and another lady with a baby—
4 only they lived in Honolulu, soi prob-
ably I couldn’t find them there now.
But there'd be Mrs. Carew, anyway.
Who is Mrs. Carew, Aunt Polly?
she a relation?”

Mrs. Chilton,

anybody to keep up with your tongue,
much less your: thoughts, when thgy

|

AN

CAa

Hadv with a littla oirl.  Thev live in

And there was

Is

Pollyanna !”
half-laughingly,

“How do you

exclaimed
half-|
expect

“Dear me,

despairingly.

skip to Honolulu and back again in
two seconds! No, Mrs. Carew isn't}
any relation to us. She’s Miss Della
Wetherby’s sister. Do you remeber
Miss Wetherby at the sanatorium?”
Pollyanna clapped her hands.' b
“Her sister? Miss Wetherby's sis-
ter? Oh, then she’ll be lovely, I
know. Miss Wetherby was. I loved
Miss Wetherby. She had little smile-
wrinkles all around her eyes and
mouth, and she knew the nicest
stories. 1 only had her two months,
though, becatise she only got there a

little while before I came away. At
first I was sorry that I hadn’t had her
all the time, but afterwards I was
glad; for you see if I had had her
all the time it would have been harder
to say good-by than ’twas when I'd
only had her a little while. And now
it’'ll seem as if T had her again, ’cause
I'm going to have her sister.”

Mrs. Chilton drew in her breath and
bit her lip.

“But, Pollyanna, dear, you must not
expect that they’ll be quite alike,” she
ventured. X

“Why, they’re sisters, Aunt Polly,”
argued the' little girl, her eyes widen-
ing; “and I thought sisters were al-
ways alike. We had two sets of 'em
in the Ladies’ Aiders. One, ‘et was
twins, and they were so alike you
couldn’t tell which was Mrs. Peck
and which was Mrs. Jones, until.a
wart grew on Mrs. Jones’' noze, then
of course we could, because we looked
for the. warts the first thing. And
[that's what I told her one day when

she was. complaining that people

called her® Mrs. “Peck, ‘and I said if

they’d only look ‘for the wart as I

did, they’d know right off. But she
~acted real cross—I mean displeased, |
and I'm afraid she didn't like it—
though I don't see why; for I should
have thought she'd been glad there
was something they could be told
apart by, ’‘specially as she was the
president, and didn’t like it when folks
didn’t act as if she was the president
—best seats and introductions and
special attentions at church suppers,
you know. But she didn’t, and after-
wards I heard Mrs. White tell Mrs.
Rawson that Mrs. Jones had done ev-
erything' she could think of to get rid
of that wart, even to trying to put
salt on a bird’s tail. But I don’t see
how that could do any good. Aunt
Polly, does putting salt on a bird’s
tail help the warts on people’s roses ?”

“Of course not, child! How you do
run on, Pollyanna, especially if . you
get started on those Ladies’ Aiders!”

“Do I, Aunt Polly?” asked the little
girl, ruefully. “And does it plague
you? I don't mean to plague you,
honestly, Aunt Polly. And, anyway,
if I do plague you about those Ladies’
Aiders, you can be kind o’ glad, for |
if I'm thinking of the Aiders, I'm
sure to be thinking how glad I am
that I don’t belong to them any long-
er, but have got an aunt all my own.
You can be glad of that, can’t you,
Aunt Polly?”

“Yes, yes, dear, of course I can, of
course I can,” laughed Mrs. Chilton,
rising to leave the room, and feeling
suddenly very guilty that she was
conscious sometimes of a little of
her old irritation against Pollyanna’s
perpetual gladness.

During the next few days, while let-
ters concerning Pollyanna’s winter
stay in Boston were flying back and}|
forth, Pollyanna herself was prepar-
ing for that stay by a series of fare-
well visits to her Beldingsville friends.
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; Everybody in the. little Vermont vil- |,
lage knew Pollyanna now, and almost

Everybody was playing the game with
HET,
refraining because o6f ignorance of
what the glad game was. So to one
house after another ‘Pollyanna carried

the news now that she was going
e

7

t knuw: And - you

down to Boston to spend the winter;

and loudly rose the clamor of regret

and remonstrance, all the way from

Nancy in Aunt Polly’s own kitchen

to the great house on the hill where

lived John Pendleton.

Nancy did not hesitate to say—to
every one except her mistress—that
she considered this Boston trip all
foolishness, and that for her part she
would have been glad to take Miss
Pollyanna home with her to the Cor-
ners, she would, she would; and then
Mrs. Polly could have gone to Ger-
many all she wanted to.

Oun the hill John Pendleton said
practically ‘the same thing, only he did
not hesitate to say it to Mrs. Chilton
herself. As for Jimmy, the 12-year:
old boy whom John Pendleton had
taken into his home because Polly-
anna wanted him to. and whom he
had now -adopted—because he wanted
to himself—as for Jimmy, Jimmy was
indignant, and he was not slow to
show it.

“But you’ve just come,” he re-
proached Pollyanna, in the tone of
voice a small boy is apt to tise when
he wants to hide the fact that he has
a heart. ~

“Why, I’'ve been here ever since the
last of March. Besides, it isn't as if
I was going to stay. It's only for this
winter.”
Il&winhf—%w_ﬂmnnnu,\ —g

“I ‘don’t .care. You've just been!
away for a whole year, 'most, and if
I’d s’posed you was going away again.
right off, the first thing, T wouldn’t
have helped one mite to meet you with
flags and bands and things, that day
you come. from the sanatorium.
“Why, Jimmy Bean!” ejaculated
Pollyanna, in amazed disapproval.
Then, with a touch of superiority born
of hurt pride, she observed:. “I'm
sure I:didn’t ask you to meet me)
with bands and. things—and you made
two mistakes in that sentence. You
shouldnt say ‘vou was’; and T think
‘vou come’ is wrong, It doesn’t sound
right, anyway.” \

“Well, who cares if I did?” |
Pollyanna's eyes grew still more -
‘disapproving. :
“You said you did—when you asked
me this summer to tell you when you
said things wrong, because Mr. Pen-
dleton was trying to make you talk
dright.”

“Well, if" you'd been brought up
in a ’sylum without any folks that
cared, instead of by a whole lot of
old women who didn't have anything
to. do but tell you how to talk right,
maybe you'd say ‘you was, and a
whole lot more worse things, Polly-
anna Whittier !”

“Why, Jimmy Bean!” flared Polly-

anna.  “My Ladies’ Aiders weren't
old women—that is, not. many of
them, so very old” she corrected

hastily, her usual proclivity for truth
and literalness supersg¢ding her anger;
“ 3 . i

~ “Well, 'm not Jimmy
mf{erfrueted the boy, uptilting his chin,

You're—not: Why, Jimmy Be—;
—What do you mean?” demanded the'
little girl,

“T've been adopted,
been intending to do it, all along, he
says,  only he didn’t get to it. Now?
he's done it. I'm to be called ‘]immy<
Pendleton,” and I'm to call him Uncle
John, only T aint—are not—i mean,
I am ot used to it yet. so I hain’t
haven’t ‘begun’ to cal] him that, much.”

The boy still spoke crossly, ag-
grievedly, but every trace of dfsp]eas-
utre’ had fled fro{n the little girl’s face
?Oyffllljl;frords. She clapped her hands
: “Oh, how  splendid !
really got folks—folks  th

S b
Bean, either,”;

legally. He's

Now  you've
; at care, you
wont ever have ¢4

The few who were not, were not

so glad, glad, GLAD !

all—this
him; and he knew it.
Pollyanna that he. had
saying—--

He kicked a smalj stone

then another, and another. He
those. hot tears in his eyes ‘'wer
to spill over'and roll ' down his

just now been

fiercely,
thought
€ going
in spite ' of himself. He kickefihegﬁf
qther stone, then another; ‘then 'he
picked up a third stone and threw it

with all ‘his might. A’ minute Tater he

strolled back to Pollyanna still sitting

on the stone wall.

“I bet you I can hit that pine tree|

down there before you can,’ he chal-
lenged airily.

“Bet you can’t,” cried- Pollyanna,
scrambling down from her perch.

The race was not run after all, .for
Pollyanna remembered just in time
that running fast was yet one of
the forbidden luxuries for her. But

so far as Jimmy was concerned, it did |

not matter. = His ¢heeks were no'long-
er hot, his eyes were not threatening
to overflow with tears. Jimmy was
himself -again.

CHAPTER I1I.
A Dose of Pollyanna
As the eighth of September ap-
proached—the day Pollyanna was  to
arrive—Mrs. Ruath Carew became more
and more nervously exasperated” with
herself. She declared that she had re-

| gretted just once her promise to take

the child—and that was ever since ‘she
had given it. Before tWenty—fouy hours
‘had passed she had, indeed, written to
her sister demanding that she be re-
leased from the agreement; but Della
had answered that it was quite too late,
as already both she and Dr. Ames had
written the Chiltons. HE R

Soon after that had come Della’s let-
ter saying that 'Mrs. Chilton had given
her consent and would in a few days'
come to' Boston to make arrangements:
as to school and the like. So there
was fothing to be done, naturally, but
to let matters take their course. Mrs,
Carew realized that, and submitted to
the inevitable, but with poor  grace,
True, she tried to be decently civil
when Della and Mrs. Chilton made
their expected appearance, but she was
very glad that limited time made Mrs.
Chilton’s stay of very short duration,
and full to the brim of business. ;

It was well, perhaps, that Pollyanna's
arrival was to be at a date no later
than the eighth; for time, instead of
reconciling Mrs. Carew to the prospec-
tive new member of her household,
was filling her with angry impatience
at what she was pleased to call her
“absurd yielding to Della’s
scheme.”

Nor was- Della herself in the least|in it?” broke off
unaware of her sister’s state of mind. If| Came fo a pause
outwardly she maintained a bold front,} limousine, the door
inwardly she ‘was very fearful as tof chauffeur,was holding open.

results ; but on Pollyanna she was pin

ning' her faith, and because she did pin| —and  failed.
her faith on Pollyanna she determined @nswered with the weariness of one
on the hold stroke\of leaving the littld to whom “rides”

cause your name’s the same now. I'm

Tt was to Pollyanna that he owed' it
‘great good that had come to
And it was to

crazy|her. Oh, my! what a perfectly lovely

“Oh, yes, you've

_ ¢ got you,” returned the lady, not vers
stc’)Ir;l;:v abﬁ)y wgl;)etr :pt hsudd]:nlly i,l‘om the : géac(iious'-ly.' “Come, -we go-y’this w‘;;t'x
! ~they ha een sit-| | she directed, with a i el
ltlmg, and walked off. " His cheeks felt | | right. i G
of, and his eyes smarted with tears, Obediently Pollyanna turned and |

trotted at
‘the huge station

lady’s unsmiling
hegitatjngly: . ;
I expect-maybe you thought—1I’d be
| | oretty,” she hazarded, in a ‘troubled
voice,
“P-pretty?”
“Yes—with
“hat.
dow I did look, just as T.did you. Only
[ knew you'd be pretty and mice, on
account of . your sister, ;
2o by, and you didn’t have anybody.,
And of course I'm not pretty, on ac-
count of the freckles, and it isn’t nice
when you've been -expecting a pretty
| httcllc ’g’fn‘l to have one come like me;
and— /
‘fNonsense_, child!” interrupted Mrs.
Carew, a trifle sharply. “Come, welll
see to your trunk now, then we'll go
home. I had hoped that my sister

repeated Mrs. Cafew.
“curls, you know, and all

didn’t see fit—even for this one night.”
Pollyanna smiled and nodded.
“T know; but she couldn’t, probably.
Somebody wanted her, I expect. ‘Some-
body was always wanting her at the
Sanatorium. It's a bother, of course
when folks do want you all the time.
isn’t it?—'cause you can’t have your—,
self when. you want yourself, lots of
times.  Still, you can be kind of glad
for that, for it is nice to be wanted
isn’t it?” . ;
There was no reply—perhaps be- |
jcause for the first time in her ‘life|
Mrs. Carew was wondering if any-
where in the world there was anyone
' who really wanted her—not that she
wished to be wanted, of course, she
told herself angrily, pulling herself up

got me—and I've|

Mrs. Carew’s side - through |
S i but she looked up
once or twice rather anxiously into the

face. At last she spoke

And of course you did wonder |,

I had her to J

would come with us, but it seems she |!
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“with a jerk, and
child by her side.
Pollyanna did
Pollyanna’s eyes
throngs about them.
“My! Wha
saying happily.
-«'E?:?i than ];herIe was the other time I
as here; but en’ .
Wi i haven't seen anybody
for them evervwhere.
ady and the little baby lived in Hono-
¢(lulu, so probabl they wouldn’t  be
her_e; but thqre_ s a little girl, Susie!
Smith—she lived right.hete in Boston,

not see the frown.

fré\;rhiﬁg c'iqwn'at the |
were on the hurrying|

a lot of people,” she was |
There’s even more of |

then, though I've looked |
Of course the |

y(ju'

| Y/
SN,

Maybe you know her. e Xl
kng?\\;jv Sy}lsie Smith ?”?.though. D_o yo:d‘

“No, T don’t know Susie Sthith” re-
pll‘?d Mrs. Carew, drily. il e o
Pon t you? She's awfully nice, and
shes.pretty~black curls, you know:
the kind I’'m going to have when I go
to heaven. But never mind ; maybe I
can find her for you so you will know

automobile! And are we going to ride
Pollyanna, as. they |
before a handsome

£ 70, 4z

of which a liveried

he chauffeur tried

to hide i
Mon { a smile

Carew, however, |~

G50 | Iz

are never anything

girl to begin her fight entirely unaided Put @ means of Iocomotion from ‘one

and alone.
that Mrs. Carew should meet them at
the station upon their arival; then, as
soon 'as greetings and introductions
were over, she hurriedly pleaded a pre-
vious engagement .and took herself off.
Mrs. Carew, therefore, had scarcely
time to look at her new charge before
she found herself alone with the child.

“Oh, but Della, Della, you mustn’t—
I can’t—" 'she called agitatedly after
the retreating figure of the nurse.

But Della, if she heard, did not heed ;
and, plainly annoyed and vexed, Mrs.
erew turned back to the child at her
side.

“What a shame! She didn’t hear, did
she?” Pollyanna was saying, her eyes,
also, wistfully following the nurse,

“And I didn’t want her t¢ go now a
bit. But then, I've got voi!| haven’t I?
I 'can be glad for that” ..

She contrived,  therefore, tiresoine place - to

smobile.  Have you got all those?”

; another probahl
quite as tiresome. % R

oYes, we're going to tide in. it
hen Home, Perkins,” 'she added to
the deferential chauffenr. ot

“Oh, my, is it youts?” asked Polly-
anna, ‘detecting the unmistakable air ot
ownership in  her hostess’ manner.
“How perfectly lovely ! Then you must
be rich—awfully—I mean exceedingly
rich, mone than the kind that just has
carpets in every room and ice cream
Sundays, like the Whites—ome of my
Ladies’ Aiders, vou know. (That is,

/67 e85

shfe was a Ladies’ Aider. T used to
think they were rich, but I know now

/6564

that being really rich means you've got
diamond rings and hired ‘girls  and
sealskin coats, and dresses made of silk |
and velvet for every day, and an auto- |




“‘Why, Mrs. Carew!!” she' breathed.

3 : the rooms with light, to the great suenti " .
- 2 ‘ . ; t bet | T sat, hu ith = : 4 G i T d “pic= Well?” said Mrs. Carew  now
VW HY, Yo uppose I have,” ad-i  “Oh, how glad, glad you mus » ung with pearls and diamonds ballroom hung ‘with mirrors and pic : : « : : e b 2
Iﬁit:;dmﬁizsye&rle; 1:5ﬁ11 a faint smile. to live in such a  perfectly lovely | | and emeralds, and feeling like a I'tures. ‘Theregwere so many. delightful te‘:‘sel"' Bihl T3 & ' ¢h YlVell. d“’l;xat 1Sm t::er?or f:tltinmeéfll‘
| “"Phan vou are tich, of course,” nod- place!” exulted the little girl, spring-!| heathen goddess in a Hindyu temple, {people to know, too, for besides Mrs. Yes. Only think what T'd do if I cba enge tl e womar, h% b g
A s . ing to the sidewalk and looking eagerly | | especially when that preposterous child ' Carew herself there were Mary, who | | had to live yesterday and today and to-| about for the moment that she was|

never going to allow

29

about her. “Aren’t you glad?”"
Mrs, Carew didn’t regly. With un-
smiling lips and frowning brow she
was stepping from the limousine.
For the second time in five minutes,
Pollyanna hastened to make am;nds.
“Of course I don’t mean the kind of
glad that's sinfully proud‘.” she ex-
plained, searching Mrs. Carew’s face
with anxious eyes. “Maybe you thought
I did, same as Aunt Polly used to,
sometimes. I don’t mean the kind that's

‘ ded Pollyanna, wisely. “My Aunt Polly
has them, too, only her automobile is
a horse. My! but don't T just love to

"ride in these things.” exulted Pollyan-
‘na, with a happy little bounce. “You see
T never did before, except the onethat

. Tan over me. They put me in that onc

(/. after they'd got me out from under it;
but of course I didn't know;about it,
o I couldn’t enjoy it. Since then [T
haven't been in one at all. Aunt Polly
doesn’t like them. Uncle Tom does,

morrow all at once,” sighed Pollyanna. Pollyanl'{a to

“Such a lot of perfectly lovely things,
you know. But T've had yesterday,
and now ['m living today, and I've got
tomorrow still coming, and next Sun-
day, too. Honestly, Mrs. Carew if it
wasn’t Sunday now, and on this nice
quiet street, I should just dance and
shout and yell. * T couldn’t wait till
I get home and then take a hymn—
the most rejoicing hymn I can think of.
What is the most rejoicing hymn ? Do{ |

| dusted the drawing rooms, answeredi

(the bell, and accompanied Pollyanna

{to and from school each day; Bridget,

\who lived in thekitchen and cooked;

{ Jennie, who waited “at the table, and

| Perkins, who drove the ~automobile.
%And they were all so delightful—yet},
sondifferent! o . . : ;
Pollyanna had.arrived on a Monday,
so it was almost ‘a week before the
first Sunday. She came downstairs
that morning with a beaming codn-

i llegalll to dance round and round me,
clapping her hands and chanting: ‘Oh,
ow perfectly lovely, how perfectly
lovely! Ho-\_v I would love to hang

you on a string in the window—you'd

mkae such a beautiful prism !’

‘T was just going to ask her what
on earth she meant by that when down
she dropped in the middle of the floor
and began to cry.. And what do you
suppose she was crying for? Because
she was so glad she'd got eyes that

“preach.” & : i
“Why, there's—there's everything,”
murmured Pollyanna, still -with: that:
dazed unbelief. “There—there’s 'this
beautiful house.” :
“It’'s just a place to eat and sleep—
Cand I don’t want to cat and sleep.” i
“But there are all these perfectly
lovely things,”\ faltered Pollyanna.
“I'm tired of them.”
“And your automobile that will take

Lo
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: ne, He says ; ) R

hfhé?:g}gt igdh;‘we‘e “(l)iréfsir? }fis business. { glad because you've got somethingicould see! Now what do you think i v? tenance. e Krow, Mrs. Cdrew?” [ Hyp}‘t any\yhere'.” A S0

He's ga doctor, you know, and all the {somebody else can’t have; but the kind of“that? T love Sundays,” she sighed hap- No,.I can’t say that I do,” answered H I don’t wart to go anywhere.” /9 g7
sther doctors in town have got them.|that just—just makes you want to| “Of course this isn't all. Tt's only 4 /7 /7P ilv i A Mrs. Carew, faintly, looking very much | | ?011yanpa quite gasped aloud.

ALy ¢ "| shout and yell and bang doors, you the beginning. iy 2 as if' she were searching for something | ! ‘But think of the people and things |

“Do you?” Mrs. Carew’s voice had

Pollyanna  has been
the weariness of one who loves no/

know, even if it isn’t proper,” she fin- her four days, and she's filled every

s

¥ 'tk how it will come
now. I don’t know ‘ 1 ol 3

out. Aunt Polly is all Stirred tip you could see, Mrs.

“They would not interest me, Polly-

she had ‘lost. For'a woman who ex-

157 ot

& Wipace ste wahls A T ished, dancing up and down on her one of them full. She. already nam. ’ L | |pects, because things are so bad, to be| | h E
gavz%vi')at he .wants, only &he “wants |toes. ; b]ers among her friends the ash-man, “ dd"‘Yes, on dccount of church, you |told that she need stand only one day| anna. in Poll o 20 v
him to want what she wants him to| The chauffeur -turned his back pre-the policeman on the beat, and the { know, and Sunday school. Which do {at a time, it is’' disarming, to say the Once- again Pol yanudy stared in —
Gant. See?” “ o |cipitately and busied himself with the paper bqy, to say nothing of every T i ot like best, church —or Sunday |least, to be told that, because things| amazement. The troubled frown on
R O | SR NS I D _lear. Mrs. Carew, still with unsmiling servant In my -employ. hey seefh )/Q” ”(7 ¥ hool2” are so good,; it is lucky she does not her face deepened. ! !
My ! what a lot of houses!” broke off lips and_frowning brow, led the way actually bewitched with her. an- e L UG Sc“(\){; i aallvoad began Mrs. | have to stand ‘but one day at a time! “But, Mrs. Carew, I don't see,” she,

with Tof them. But please do not think I Sl Lok & On Monday, the next morning, Pol-| urged. “Always, before, there have,

E——

Pollyanna, looking about her up the broad stone steps. _
}rou:‘litggss chnwt?;?:% ha]\)': nt’; é};ei{ag.,“‘cdme, Pollyanna,” was all she said, gg;idfg;clz r‘t‘o “;;"1 a{: :)\;loc‘.éldifs;ngi ;rl:"t:
eve ? : ¥ | _
o T e S g 2 et il oy gromise b
CEICOULSE Blal i SAW 3] days later that Della keep her : ;
‘besides all these here on the.streets. || WIettthtl)Sy fe‘éiive?iyihe letter from her making me forget Jamie and my great

Carew, who seldom went to church
2nd never went:to:Sunday. school. |
“*Pis hard to tell, isn't"it?” inter-
posed Pollyanna, with _luminous t_)ut
serious eyes.. “But you see I like
church best, on account of father.

been bad things for folks to play the,
game on, and the badder they are the
more fun ’tis to get them out—find the |
things to be glad for, I. mean. But
where there aren’t any bad things I
shouldn’t know how to play the game

lyanna went to school for the first time
alone. She knew the way perfectly
now, and it was only a short walk.
Pollyanna enjoyed her school very
much. It was a small private school
She only

.~ “Don’t you? Oh, T do,” sighed Pol-
Iyanna. ‘“They’re all so nice and so
| different, you know. And down here
there must be such a lot'of them to be
nite and different. Oh, you don’t know

so—even
|weren't twins like Mrs. Jones and
1 Mrs. Peck—and they weren’t quite

alike, anyway, on account of the wart.y { times [ have thought she was going to big. kel : : Iv°to AR “ : ) .| cne-who had no. gladness, wa ; : " quick
But I reckon you don”t know what Ir (preach, I me:m),g but so far she has‘ M ?(‘0(‘:" :@e‘; ts}l:éc "S’;gl ?ﬁfg{ﬁfgnﬁryap 4 I'd Bllla.f{’thg?”):;ltlﬁ_} d%’/}rt:thétar el\Sv’ provoking. TR fooﬂy}’é‘? é‘y aﬁi‘;‘e %;}g@{‘ glye.ase die 1%
tean, s Ll epll. you” always ended;up- with-somg nidiculous), & 59 W] want to see and know it all, L | T cleared her throat and tried again tol njh was during the second week of say that! Let’s imagine he’s alive. We Zo
And thus it happened that Mrs. Ca-| |story about those Ladies’ Aiders of | riv bR L tikee Ausit Polly's S1y? tHat SRS Wy fb bt ) A ollyanna's. stay that Mrs! ‘Carew’s can do that, and that'll help; and when
rew, who had been steeling herself for fhers; so the sermon gets sidetracked— | and I Cdlld.'llﬁex:s' tHere’s so mitch to Pt I at B har she: alet Eev Lareh) annoyance overflowed into itritible we get him imagined alive we can just
a preachment on social ethics, found _|luckily for her, if she wants to stay. | comp fﬂy aln to see—that you don't| X 57 But with Pollyarina's Cr)nﬁd:r:f ‘T'etlt]lt': trle creot ance. The “immediate catise s el imagine we're going to find e
herself, much to her surprise and a {l' “But, really, Della, she is impossi- ea_t—I - ialh see—anything, because! face and happy \eyes before her. she joreof was Pollyanna's glojing con- | him. ‘And that'll help a whole lot] . /83 25
little to her discomfiture, listening to | ble. Listen. In the first place she is)cat= 1111'eal, trying to decide what to | / 27 could -not do it S e CIUS!O“, to a story about one of her |more” : Il loehixs
the story of a wart on the nose of | wild with delight over the house. The | you r? 2 waysto zee 1 “Why, - T suppose—about 7 Ladies’ Aiders, , “But I'm afraid he's—dead, olly- |
‘one Mrs. Peck, Ladies’ Aider. Yeryen: dhvise £l Agreshic Bepued) ea‘t‘_f meaxf]s'e ‘ou can be glad there is| past 10—if we walk” she sai(({luatl] o e She was playing the game, Mrs. |anna,” choked Mrs. Carew. 3
| By the time the story was finished .| me to open every room, and she was O, c{)u » rzmmed Pollyanna, aftest almost * crossly #Ti0s < onll ]~]elﬂ Carew. But maybe you don’t know “You don't know it for sure, do
the limousine had turned into Com- |mot satisfied until every shade in the |such “bOtj & Wcanse g Whel et of | » S V. s only a little| what the game is. Il tell you. T's||you?” besought the little girl, anx-
'monwealth avenue, and Pollyanna im- {house was up so that she might ‘see || taking brea {ce—that is, good things; e Thus it happened that Mrs vt & rely e iously. fralne L ¢
O b fo cxclaim gt ghe fAll the perfectly. lovely things, which, 13;1(;{2]11121% tllii:gs as medicine and funer- on that bright September thor;x.ﬁngargr- ?}t}i\l{\g:s.nﬁizewfllilld & hyer ll]amL [ Nemor . ‘
> B » o tollyanna,” she de-y| “Well, then, you're just imagining

beauty of a street which had such a
“loyely big long yard all the way up
and down through the middle of it,”
and which was all the nicer, she said,
“after all those little narrow streets,”

“Only T should think everyone would
want to live on it,” she commented, en-
thusiastically. :

}
|
%uplifted eyebrows.
¢

sorrow—that is impossible.

live with me while her Aunt Polly ha

gone to Germany. Now how, pray, ir
the face of that, can T turn around and,
say, ‘Well, won't you please go home;
I don’t want you'? And the absurd|

| vou, to begin with, that I wouldn’t per-
mit that, And I won'’t. . Two or three

she declared, were even nicer than Mr.
John Pendleton’s—whoever he may be,
somebody in Beldingsville, I believe.
Anyhow he isn’t a Ladies’ Aider. I've
found out that much.

“Then, as if it wasn't enough to
{ keep me running from room to room
(as if T were the guide on a ‘person-

yet.
she hasn’t preached!” ;

that she did wish: it- was not.quite so

But she hasn’t preached—oh, no,

CHAPTER 1V.

Pollyanna said she liked Boston, but

als, of course!—but at thq same tlm{:‘
I couldn’t used to help wishing Aunt |
Polly’'s company dinners could be|
spreéd out a little over the days when|
there wasn't any cake and pie; and I}
feel the, same way about Boston. I
wish T could take part of it home with

“And of course my real ones are ever
so much nicer' than they used to Dhe.
But all that time T was hurt, when
iy legs didn't go, T just had to 'Keep

o2t

“To church, 1 mean."

cupie‘d for the first time in months
the Carew pew in the very fashionable
and elegant church to which she had
gone. as a girl, and which she still
supp{orted liberally—so far as money
went.

speak, but Pollyanna was hurrying on.|

for girls; and -was quite a new experi-

tween. .

| be “Because’ Pollyanna. is so glad”—

and Vevet.{ 71\1-1;:
hke‘ to give an answer like that.
To Della, however, Mrs. Carew did

invariab]_\,- to

T take Mrs. Carew’s “glad-|
ness |

as a matter of course, which, toi

nurred. " “T know all about the o

My sister told me, and—and e.(gl?lrlxllsct 1

say that I-—I should not care. for ifsl
Why,_of course not, Mrs. Carew I}

i exclaimed Pollyanna :

To Pollyanna that Sunday morning
service was a

[ ey. “I didn’t mean the
[ £ i § game for you.
»You couldn’t play it, of course” >

Carew would l;;strd]?

in quick apolo-g

s Why, Mrs. Carew, yout can play the

" “And you've never seen him since—
anywhere?” faltered Pollyanna, with
tear-wet eyes, when the story was
done.

where, even in foreign lands.”
“But he must be somewhere.”
‘“He may be—dead, Pollyanna.” -

it,” maintained Pollyanna, in triumph.
“And if you can imagine him dead,
you can just as well imagine him alive,
and it'll be a whole lot nicer while
you're doing it. Don’t you see? And
some day I'm just sure you'll find him.

N

And of course where there are more|i| V) it L s RO R e L f
folks there are more to know. I love, Je15ter, Iand Veile ?rg;etrlt{laihgaéoggme makes me feel my loss all the more You kiow h(::,\\“?lstﬁ)l?:.ln.lls]tgy‘—eim\]vi(t)11 ence, in its way; but Pollyanna liked| myself.” ;
folks. Don't you?” o tlwas,_, arrival in Boston. | keenly—because I have her instead of course he’s 1lea L £ us but I try | new experiences. e There was no answer for a time. 77 {77
“Love folks!” since Pollyannd's ary Mrs. Carew ‘had him. But, as I said, I shall keep her— mother and the rest of us, I lots of || Mrs.. Carew, however, did ot like| Mrs. Carew sat with her eyes out the
“Yes, just folks, T mean. Anybody— || My Dear Sister,” Mrs, Dau hy until she begins to preach. Then back to imagine him'" down -herg; lo Sh new experiences, and she was having | window. Gradually the angry rebel- A
everybady.” : : Tl o e S sakee, soerta;gfwa?‘ she goes to you.  But 'she hasn’t times, and it's easiest;n '91}“51‘-111 ' nin; a good many of them these days. For| lion on her face changed to alook of Lo
EWelL, 1o, Pollyanna, /T can’t, say {4100t you give me, somy he child you preached yet. Lovingly, but distracted- | the minister is talking. A l1 . one who is tired of everything to be in| hopeless sadness. Very slowly, then
that T do.” replied Mrs. Carew, coldly, |idea what :Ode‘\g e(c)tr:l(rr;)? 't:’aleciggl? }I"ﬁ ly yours, i TH? s ves and imagine “Sw. so intimate a companioﬁsh‘ipgwith one| she turned and said: o il / 7
her brows contracted. E have] ‘mSl-?de ang I simply can’t send ‘‘Hasn’t preached yet’ indeed!” {g 4 and it helps lots. I'm so glad we can'|to -whom everything is a fresh and “Pollyanna, T had thought I wouldn’t |
Mrs. Carew's eyes had lost their || 7¢arY Wi —I":ve tried to. three times|chuckled Della Wetherby to herself, imagine things, aren’t you?” | fascinating joy must needs result in| tell you this; but I’'ve decided that I /c‘ﬁ/ &
twinkle. They were turned rather mis- HEy a'way‘.t. ¢, before I get the wordy folding: up the closely-written sheets of // 40 “I'm not so sure of that, Pollyanna.” | annoyance, to say the least.. And Mrs. | Will. I'm going to tell you why noth-
trustfully, indeed, on Pollyanna, To| butlewfery, i suth, she stops them by her sister’s letter. “Oh, Ruth, Ruth! ; “Oh, but just think how much nicer | Carew was ‘more than annoved. She| ing that I have can make me—glad.”
herself Mrs. Carew was saying: “Now. OLﬁ- 208 (% v’ggt a perfectly lovely-timd and yet you admit that you've opened > our imagined things are than our real- | was exasperated. Yet to herself she| And she began the story of Jamie, the
for preachment number one, I sup-| ti 1r:§ }Tas/?nd ;mdphow’g}ad she is td every room, raised every shade, decked €4 62 A ly truly ones—that is, of course, yours | was forced to admit that if anyone| little four-year-old boy who, eight years |/
pose, on my duty to mix with my fel-| -}S)eehere and hew good T am to let hefyourself in satin and jewels—and arent, hecause your real ones are so |asked her why she was exasperated,| before, had stepped as into another |!
low-men, a la Sister Della!” ’ Pollyanna hasn’t been there a week nice.”  Mrs, Carew angrily started to |the only reason she could give would| world, leaving the door fast shut be-

how glad I am so soon that I came! part of it is, I don’t believe it has ever The Game and Mrs. Carew imagining all the time, just as hard write that the word “glad” had got on “Never.” ' e 29
[ knew I would be, anyway, just as{ |entered her head that I don’t want her Pollyanna, was a new ex- as 1 could. And of course now there i _SF, nerves, and that sometimes siic “But we’ll find hir, Mrs. Carew-—] é‘

soon as I found out you were you—| | here; and I can’t seem to make it| Boston, tod £ yta & Pollyanna, to are lots of times when I do ] wished ‘she might never hear it again. | I'm sure we'll find him.” S

that is, Miss Wetherby’s sister, I mean| | enter her head, either. 4 perience, a“h certaéf )it i ae p’ri\"- N about father, and all that. Ang so to? She still admitted that Pollyanna hadf . i Sl s
1 love Miss Wetherby, so I knew I “Of course if she begins to preach, .BOSton——Sukc parher—vv'xs very much i day, I'm just. going to imagine irs|| o Preached—that she had not even  Mire i Carew BHook her head sadly. |

should you, too; for of course you'd| |and to tell me to count my blessings, 1 ileged to ‘}Ow_- e ¢ father up there in the pu]‘pit¢ What O]}CC tried to make her play the game. .“Bu{t I can’t. T’ve looked e\?::.r i)

be alike—sisters, if  you| |shall send her away. You know I told|of a new experience. time do we go?” : | What the child did do, however, was' ; ¥ 2 70
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‘ i -ldingsville so I'd have o : 3 i : 1t of
). “Very likely; but that would hardly ally condqcted') wha@ did sl]e dg: bt 543 u?\i (. \tsch\lv(hnl;g;\ftl esummcr. But /4 24 The marvellousgrfr?ssi‘(}Og(fle‘t.h:nges)to)d. e ! COUI(.Jnt play it!” ejaculated Mrs.[” game now! Vou can play it on Jamie.
dbe possible,” retorted Mrs. Carew. with discover a- white satin evening gown || something SRR T DA SO G hoir: e ool ot € arew, \\lgo, though she would not| You can be glad every day, for every
: s ) that T hadn’t worn for years, and be- || 0f co%rse’k ﬁ:::ul bl oved thE P 3 joweliad wirlx)doi:svzen threa"s‘ from the [ play this silly game, was in no mood { day brings you just one éay nearer /32 22
+ Pollyanna, mistaking the expression| seech me to put it on. And [ did put f'rost%_dcfi lieep e ell "1 tried it, % ; voice of the prea;her 4 J:jﬂpz;ssmne'd to_‘b/eltold that she could not. to the time when you're going to find
"on her face for one of dissatisfaction| it on—why, T can’t imagine, only that || cake 1dr} d up,Yspecially the frosting. erent hush of the -worst o tle] e Pol anna 2domt you sce?” laughed| |him, See?” {
that her own home was not on the| [ found myself utterly helpless in her ||and ‘li ntChe t?r‘ne to tale frilting and 6 24 EIEH T it e‘cst‘; “ptll)mtgl tf‘r?"g ) Orlydnna, gleefully. “The game is But Mrs. Carew did not “see.”” She!
ibeautiful avenue, hastened to make|  hands. (I i is while they are going; for a time almost IS}II 18Egoit nedito. and something in ceverything to be| |rose drearily to her feet and said: |
gcnds, . (Bl et wis. B, the SESIIAING | gOOId \\tr:::testc:&’sec all T can now while /b biyan til they were 11e31‘1?rr)?xec»cr1:eescffd i\iOt fu“-‘ A5 tab%ut, A vosteouldn's even fied Nog no, child|. You 'dont yndeg
~ “Why, no, of course not,” she agreed.| |She begged, then, to see everything||so /5 vently breathe: - SC T8I 'f{)’(‘)uto unt, for there isn’t anything |stand—you don't understand. Now,

have to go so far when you wanted to
run across the way to borrow eggs or
soda, and oh, but do vou live here?”
 she interrupted herself, as the car came
to a stop before the imposing Carew

most cried. too, to think of the wretch-
ed things that poor child had to wear.
Of course gowns led 'to jewels, and

In1 here.”

ploration of her immediate surround-
ings — the beautiful Commonwealth

she made such a fuss over my two or|

avenue residence which was now her

three rings that I foolishly opened the
safe, just to sec her eyes pop out. And,

home. = This; with her school ‘work,

down sharply. Mrs. Carew was in no
mood for preaching. She had ust
been. obliged to endure it from the
pulpit, she told herself angrily, and she
would not listen to it from this chit

\v]@tever to be—glad for.

you but what you could be glad

annoyance she said
she “:/neant to ‘say. ;
“Well, no Pollyanna, T can’

s o, ) ] ant say,
that J do,” she differed éovldly. “As i)t,
happens, you see, I can find nothing

more than perhaps

v, “ 78 £ 1 5
3231;’;}’33’- Do you live here, Mrs. Ca- Della, I thought that child would go| fully occupied her time and attention gf ad Chlld ;\Tof’,eover, this “living}  For a ' moment Pollyanna  stared
“Why, yes, of course I live here,”| |crazy. She put on to me every ring,| for some days, tigﬁbﬁ; ‘ll)titddtc:::]:,le" the?‘% was a par-'blankly, Then she fell back'in amaze.!
returned the lady, with just a touch of broI:)ecg, at:xr;ciﬂ:itstigd ncfck]tace_nthg.g ﬂlé Phidre ‘Wils ‘so. smich *to: §ee; and. se R g msiﬁnghenf };ut ng ment. L ;
1»!‘1'1&&_13!1: ¥ gi‘:,mor’ld i m)?nh'a?f ?xhgn she | Much to learn; and everything was so only have to live one minute at 5 tiiﬂe,
pr 4ound out what they were), until there | marvellous and so beautiful, from the |‘ Ruth, and anyone can endure anything
4 tiny buttons in the wall that flooded | for one minute at a time !”

ber face, slowly left the room.
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4, idn’ that T had, and she was so perfectly 3 | .4 N : ; : 5 ; |
ségg‘tslvs;g&etnj}g:? :ila;igs?’ r;:;‘rerohvrlit funny in her stories of the mipssionary \ _Pollygnna, unhl\f tht l;()jeo(&lg n\)\uls(i thi (12}1 ?lrs. Carew, I’ve- just been abqut.' There wouldn’t be any gam IIL;& aw%y‘; ll)illigse’l\'?ndhre?&d,az;edso aIn’ﬂ]

ried on; “and even better 'maybe be-| | barrels, which she used to ‘dress out| ]t)hmk t}:a:hto Segt’td‘ait;firpoim began |~ §E m‘“;i‘{ggblllgw\;lgltad 1 zu(}] we don't have to\x{t for you. Don’t you see?” 2 goingg )to lie d'ownx / /g Vi 7&*
7 ’ » ¥ O s by i egin a € 'mos ’ 2 1st one day at a ti {2 oy O g Y ; ; it § :
cause you could be glad you didn't| [of’ that T had to laugh—though I al 1,e§ “seeing Boston” by a thorough ex- Mrsi. Carew frowned 3 favt lolc?lfed Mrs. Carew flushed angrily. Inher' |« And Pollyanna, with a troubled, so-




CHAPTER Y. 1t was even more beautitul close at
] ot ; Walk hand than it had been at a distance.
Pollyanna Takes a Wa Birds twittered over her head, and a

It was on the second Saturday after- ; squirrel leaped across the path ahead
noon that Pollyanna took her mem- fof her. On benches here and there sat
orable walk, Heretofore Pollyanna had {men, women and children. Through
not walked out alone, except to go to |the trees came the sparkle of the sun

Today, on her walk, however l e 4l A S o 4 ; " r another
Pollyanna had started out with high| Of course you arc“,tl%"“ for me!'que{‘_ilgcllkz{ chl::‘edr, \'w:]) 3‘1\1;‘1‘ Vg'eepsgn g tfhel b?zn(;:l);nt(rll‘rfl:rti% off into
hopes, yet thus far she secemed des- here are’all these others. I know Witk o relibsrd ‘l’lfﬁ pat”s..“p' d‘Sda‘I“.‘]’\_ S the crowd. A moment
tined to be disappointed. Here all i you ates, Woure' o polieemar iy 0 By di'etitront a. small iode ot P N Beiivanna heard his _strident
about her were people who were| We've got one of you out where | tying.a bundle of 3 IR0 Chi | e Bo aper! Herald, Globe,
doubtless most delightful—if she only live at Mrs. Carew’s, only he’s the m S ¢ ot newspapers under | call of papciere 2
knew them. = But she did not know Kind that just walks on the sidewalk, | 1S &rm. : rREabehy Sl

T

N\
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attempt to explore Boston streets by
herself never occurred to Mrs. Carew,
] hence she naturally had never forbid-
den it. In Beldingsville, however, Pol-

first—her chief diversion in strolling
about the rambling old village streets |
in search of new friends and new ad-
ventures. .

On this particular Saturday after-
noon Mrs. Carew had said, as she
often did say: “There, there, child, run
away; please do. Go where ‘you like
and do what you like, only don't,
please, ask me any more questions to-
day!” : 1

I}}ntil now, left to herself, Pollyanna
had always found plenty to interest
her within the four walls of the house;
for, if inanimate things failed, there
were yet Mary, Jennie, Bridget and
Perkins. Today, however, Mary had a
headache, Jennie was trimming a new
hat, Bridget was making apple pies and
Perkins was nowhere to be found.
Moreover, it was a particularly beau-
tiful September day, and nothing with-
in the house was ‘so alluring as the
bright sunlight and balmy air outside.
So outside Pollyanna went and dropped
herself down on the steps.

For some time she watched in silence
the well-dressed men, women and chil- |
dren who walked briskly by the house, |
or else sauntered more leisurely
through the parkway that extended up
and ‘down the middle of the avenue.
Then she got to her feet, skipped down
the steps. and stood looking, first to
the right, then to the' left.

Pollyanna had decided that she, too,
would take a walk. It was a beautiful
day for a walk, and not once, yet, had
she taken one at all—not a real walk.
Just going to and from school did not
count. So she would take one today.
Mrs. Carew would not mind. ‘Had she
not told. her to do just -what she
pleased, so long as she asked no more
questions? And there was the, whole
long afternoon before her. Only think
what a lot one might see in a whole
long afternoon! And it really was such
a beautiful day. She would go—this
way! And with a little whirl and skip
of pure joy, Pollyanna turned and
walked blithely down the avenue.

Into the eyes of those she met Polly-|
anna smiled joyously. She ‘was disap-
pointed—but not surprised—that she
received no answering smile in.return.
She ‘was used to that now—in Boston.
She still smiled, however, hopefully ;
there might be someone, sometime, who
would smile back.

Mrs. Carew’s home was very near
the beginning of Commonwealth ave-
nue, so'it was hot long before Polly-
anna found herself at the edge of a!
street crossing her way at right angles.
Across the street, in all its autumn
‘glory, lay what to Pollyanna was the

10st beautiful “yard” she had ever
seen—the Boston Public Garden.
. For a moment Pollyanna hesitated,
her eyes longingly fixed on the wealth:
of beauty before her. That it was the
private grounds of some rich man. ot
woman she did not for a moment
doubt. Once, with Dr. Ames at the
| ;anatorium,.‘she had been taken to call
‘on a lady who lived in a beautiful
‘house surrounded by just such walks
and trees and flower beds as there.

‘Poliyanna wanted now very much to
cross the street and walk in thosc

rounds, but she doubted if she had
ﬁ-n_e-right. To be sure, others were
'there, moving about, she could see; but

hey might be invited guests, of course
| After she had seen two women, on¢
man and a little girl unhesitatingly en-
‘ter the gate and walk briskly dowr
the path, however, Pollyanna conclude¢
that shk,:go_; might go. Watching hei
chance, she skipped nimbly across the
street and entered the garden.

a'r)d from school. That she would ever {on water; and from somewhere came || pa; 0 Worse vet, there scemed to be

the shouts of children and the sound

of music. :
Once again Pollyanna hesitated; i
then, a little timidly, she accosted a

no prospect that she would know
them, for they did not, apparently,
wish to know her: Pollyanna was
still smarting unider the nurse’s sharp

lyanna had found—especially at the |handsomely-dressed

young woman
coming toward her.
“Plegase, is this—a party?” she asked.
The voung woman stared.
“A party!” she repeated, dazedly.
“Yes’'m. I mean, is it all right for
me—to be here?” ; : ;
“For you to be heré? Why, of]
course, - It's for—for everybody!” ex-i
claimed the young woman. ’
“Oh, that’s all right, then. I'm glad

. T came,” beamed Pollyanna.

The young woman said nothing; but
she turned back and looked at Polly-
anna still dazedly ‘as she hurried away.

Pollyanna, not at all surprised that Zupon the little pond that she had seen
‘the owner of this beautiful place “sparkling in the sunlight through the
should be so generous as to give a itrees,
party to everybody, continued on her /on it were several pretty little boats

way. | 'At the turn of the path she
came upon a small girl and a doll car-

cry, but she had not said a dozen
words before from somewhere canie
a voung woman with hurrying steps
and a disapproving voice; 2 young
wori,an who held out her hand to the

small girl, and said sharply:

“Here, Gladys, Gladys, comz aw:iy
with me. Hasn’t mama told you not
to talic to strange children?”

“But I'm not strange children,” ex-

plained Pollyanna in eager defence. Covertly she looked at the man now.

“T live right here in Boston, now,
and—" But the young woman and
the little girl dragging the doll car-
riage were already far down the path; |
and with a half-stifled sigh Pollyanna
fell back. For a moment she stood 7
gilent, plainly disappointed; then reso- |
lutely she lifted her chin and went
forward. |

“Well, anyhow, I can be glad for|
that,” she nodded to herself, ‘for now
maybe I'll find somebody even nicer
—Susia Smith, perhaps, or even Mrs.
Carew’s' Jamie. ‘Anyhow, I can im-
agine I'm going to find them; and if
I don’t find them T can find some-
body!” she finished, her wistful eyea

\

| next person she met'and said blithely :

: : 3 car-  watched them, Pollyanna felt more and
riage. She stopped with a glad little “'more dissatisfied to remain by herself.

“la corner where two streets crossed.

warning concerning “strange children,”
“Well, T reckon I'll just have tr,
show ‘em that I’'m not strange chil-
dren,” she said at last to herself, mov-
ing confidently forward again.
Pursuant of this idea Pollyanna
smiled sweetly into the eyes of the

“It's a ‘nice day, isn’t it?”

“Er—what? Oh, y-yes, it is,” mur- |}

mured the lady addressed, as she hast-
ened on a little faster.

Twice again Pollyanna . tried the
same experiment, but with like dis-
appointing results. Soon she came

It was a beautiful pond, and

full of laughing children. As she

It was then that, spying a man sit-
ting alone not far away, she advanced
slowly toward him and sat down on
the other end of the bench. Omnce
Pollyanna would have danced unhesi-
tatingly to the man’s side and sug-
gested acquaintanceship with a cheerv
confidence that had no doubt of a
welcome; but recent rebuffs had filled
her with unaccustomed diffidence,

R TP ]
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- CHAPTER VI.
Jerry to the Rescue

It was not long before Pollyanna
reached the edge of the Garden at

It was a wonderfully interesting cotr-

ner, with its hurrying cars, automo-

biles,  carriages and pedestrians, .A
'huge red bottle in a drug store win-
dow caught her eye, and from down
the street came the sound of a hurdy-
gurdy. Hesitating only a moment
Pollyanna  darted across the corner
and skipped lightly down the street

on the self-absorbed people all about [7toward the entrancing music.

her. 3

Undeniably Pollyanna was lonesome.
Brought up by her father and the
Ladies” Aid Society in a small West-
ern town, she had counted every house
in the -village her home, and every
man, woman and child her friend.
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eleven years of age she had promptly
assumed that conditions would differ
only in that the homes and the friends
would be new, and therefore even
more delightful, possibly, for they
would be “different”—and Pollyanna
did so love “different” things and peo-
ple! Her first and always her su-
preme delight in Beldingsville, there-
fore, had been her long rambles about
the town and the charming visits with
the new friends she had made. Quite
naturally, in consequence, Boston, as
she first saw it, seemed to Pollyanna
even more delightfully promising in its
possibilities. A

Thus far, however, Pollyanna had
to admit that in one respect, at least,
it had been disappointing: she had
been here nearly two weeks and she
did not yet know the people who lived
across the street, or even next door.
More inexplicable still, Mrs. Carew
herself did not know many of them,
and not any of them well. She seemed,
indeed, utterly indifferent to her
neighbors, which was most amazing
from Pollyanna’s point of view; but
nothing she could say appeared to
change Mrs. Carew’s attitude in the
matter at all. 4

“They do not -interest me, Polly-
anna,” was all she would say; and
with this, Pollyanna—whom they did-
interest very much—was forced to he

content. 2

Pollyanna ' found much to .interest!

her now. In the store windows were |

|

she found a dozen dancing children.‘[
So alto-!
) igether delightful, indeed, did this pas- |
~— .2 Ztime  prove to be that Pollyanna fgl-i'/&;
Coming to her aunt in Vermont at”lowed the hurdy-gurdy for some dis- !

\marvellous objects, and around tl_le
hurdy-gurdy, when she had reached it,

most fascinating to watch.

tance, just to see those children dance.
Presently’ she found herselfiat a cor-
ner so busy that a very big man in
a Dbelted blue coat helped the people
across the  street.
minute shie watched him in silence;
then, a little timidly, she herself
started to cross.

It was a wonderful experience. The
big, blue-coated man saw her at once
and promptly beckoned to her.
even walked to meet .her. I
through a wide lane with puffing
motors and impatient horses on eithei
hand, she walked unscathed to the
| further curb. It gave her a delight:
I ful sensation, so delightful that, after
2 minute, she walked back. Twice
again, after short intervals, she trod
the fascinating way so magically
opened at the lifting of thesbig man’s

| hand. But the last time her con-
" ductor left her at the curb, he gave a
. puzzled frown. .

“See Here, little girl, ain't you the
same one what crossed a minute
-:ago?”’ he demanded. “And again be-
h fore that?”

- "Yes, sir,” heamed Pollyanna. “I’ve
| been ‘across four times!”

L “Well!” the officer began to bluster;
but Pollyanna was still talking.

- “And 1t's been nicer every time!”

. “Oh-h, it has—has it?” mumbled
|the big. man, lamely. Then, with a
little more spirit he sputtered: “What
do _you think 1'm here for—just to
tote you back and forth?”

- e

For an absorbed !

Hel /

Then——"—

you know. I used to think you were
soldiers, on account of your gold but-

tons and blue hats; but I know bette;
now. Only I think you are a kind o
a soldier, ’cause you're so brave-
standing here like this, right in the
middle of all these teams and auto-
mobiles, helping folks across.”

“Ho—ho! Brrrr!” spluttered the bi

throwing back his head with a hearty
laugh.' *Ho—ho! Just as if—" He
broke off with a quick lifting of his
hand. The next moment he was es-
corting a plainly very much fright-
| ened little old lady from curb to

pompous, and his chest a bit more
full, it must have been only an un-
conscious tribute to the watching eyes
of the little girl back at the starting -
point. A moment later, with a haught-
ily . permissive wave of his hand
toward the chafing drivers and chauf.
feurs, he strolled back to Pollyanna,

“Oh, that was splendid !’ she greet-
ed him, with shining eyes. “I love to
see you 'do it—and it’s just like the
Chil(].ren of Israel crossing the Red
Sea, isn’t it?>—with you holding back
the waves- for the people to cross.
And how glad you must be all the
time, that you can do it!. I used to
think being a doctor was the very
gladdest business there was, but I
reckon, after all, being a policeman is
gladder yet—to help frightened peo-
ple like this, you know. And—” But
with another “Brrrr!” and an embar-
rassed laugh, the big blue-coated mah
was back in the middle of the street

)

curbstone,
For only a minute longer did Polly-
anna  watch ‘her {ascinating “Red
Sea,” then, with a regretful backward
glance, she turhed away.
_ “T reckon maybe T'd better be go-
ing home now,” she meditated. “It
must be ‘most dinner’ time.” - And
briskly she started to walk back by
the way she had come.
Not until she had hesitated at sev-
eral - corners, and unwittingly made
two false turns, did Pollyanna grasp
the fact that “going back home” was
not to be so easy as ‘she had thought
it to be. And not until she came to &
building which she knew ' she had
never seen before, did she fully realizel
that she had lost her way.
She was on a narrow street, dirty

: : s g
man, coloring like a schoolboy an(i;

{curb. If his ‘step weré a bit more

and Pollyanna. was all alone on tlie

and ill-paved. Dingy tenement blocks
and a few unattractive stores were on
either side. All about were jabbering
men and chattering women—though
not one word of what ‘they said could

could not help seeing that the people
looked at her very curiously, as if
they knew she did not belong there.
Several times, already, she hhd
asked her way, but in vait. No one
seemed to know where Mrs. Carew
lived; and, the last two times, those
addressed had answered with a ges-
ture and a jumble of %vords which
Pp]lyanna, after some thought, de-
cided must be “Dutck,” the kind the
Haggermans—the only foreign family
in Beldingsville—used.

another, Pollyanna trudged. She was
thoroughly frightened now. She was
hupgry, too, and very tired. Her feet
ached, and her eyes smarted with the
tears she was trying so hard to hold
back. Worse yet, it was unmistakably
beginning to grow dark. ;
“_W'el]‘, anyhow,” she choked to her-
self, 4T m gomg to be glad I'm lost,
‘cause T'll ‘he so nice vhen I get
found. T can be glad for that!”

It was at a noisy corner.where two
broader streets crossed that Pollyanna
finally came to a dismayed stop. This
time the tears quite overflowed, so
that, lacking a hdndkerchief, she had
to- use the backs of both hands to

a puzzled frown.

Pollyanna understand. Moreover, she -

| they’d allow—"

On and on, down one street and up j

i

wipe them away.

“Oh, I'm so glad to sece you!” she
“T've so wanted to sce

exclaimed.
some one who didn't talk Dutch!”
The small boy grinned,
“Dutch nothin'?' he scoffed. “You
mean Dago, I bet ye.”
Pollyanna gave a slight frown,
“Well, anyway, it—it wasn't Eng-
lish,” she said doubtfully; “and they
couldn’t answer my questions. - But

maybe you can.© Do you know where
Mrs. Carew lives?”

“Nix ! Y?u can search me.” /

“Wha-at?” queried Pollyanna, still
more doubtfully.

The boy grinned again.

“I say not inymine. 1 guess T aint
acquainted with' the lady.”

“But isn't there saniybody anywhere
that is?” implored Pollyanna, “You
see, I just went out for a wallk and T
got lost. I've been ever and ever so
f‘ar._ but I can’t find the house at Bl
and it's supper—I mean dinner time
and getting dark. I want to get back.
I must get back.”

“Gee! Well, T should worry ! sym-
pathized the boy. |

“Yes, and I'm afraid Mrs. Carew’ll
| worty, too,” sighed Pollyanna..
| “Gorry! if you ain’t the limit,”
chuckled the youth, unexpectedly.
“But, say listen! Don't ye know. the
name of the street ye want?”

“No—oply that it’s some kind of an

avenue,” responded Pollyanna.
' “A avénoo, is it? Sure, now, some
class to that! We're doin’ fine. What's
the number of the house? Can ye tell
:me that? Just scratch your head !’

“Scratch —my —head?’ Pollyanna
frowned questioningly, and raised a L
tentative hand to her hair.

The boy eyed her with disdain.

“Aw, come off yer perch! Ye ain't}
so dippy as all that. I say, don’t ye
know. the npmber of the house yel
want 2’ \l % :

“N-no, except there’s a seven in it,”
returned Pollyanna, with a' faintly
hopeful air. 0 2

“Won't ye listen ter that?” ‘gibed
the scornful youth, “There's a seven |
in it—an’ she expects me ter know
it when T see it!”

“Oh, T should know the. house, if
I could only see it,” declared Polly-
anna, eagerly; “and I think I’d know
the street, too, on account of the
lovely long yard running right up
and down through the middle of it.”
This time it was the boy who gave

“Yard?” he queried; “in the middle
of a street?” .

“Yes—trees and grass, you know,
with a walk in the middle of it, and
seats, and—" But the boy interrupted
her with a whoop of delight. \

“Gee whiz! Commonwealth Avenue,
sure as yer livin’! Wouldn't that get
er goat, now?”’

3 “Ogh, do you know—do you really?”
besought Pollyanna. “That sounded
like it—only I don’t know what you
meant about the goat. part. There|
aren’t any goats there. I don’t think f

“Goats nothin’!” scoffed the boy. |
“You bet yer sweet life I know where
’tis! Don’t T tote Sir James up thert;
to the Garden ’most ev’ry day? An
I'll take you, too. : ! t
here till T get on ter my job again, an
sell out my stock. Then we'll make
tracks for that ’ere Avenue ’fore ye
can say Jack Robinson.” 4

“You mean yoft'll take me—‘home?
appealed Pollyanna, still plainly not
quite understanding. : e T

“Qure!—It's a cinch—if you know
he house.” P
- t:‘Oh, yes, I know the house™ r?phed
the literal Pollyanna, anxiously, “but T
don’t know whether it's a—a cinch,
or not. If it isn’t, can’t you—"

With a sigh of relief Pollyanna
stepped back into a doorway and
waited. She was tired, but she was

happy. In spite of sundry puzzling as-
peg& of the case, she yet trusted the

' boy, and she had perfect confidence

that he could take her home. ;
“He’s nice, and I like h_im,”ihc'sald}

to herself, following with h?‘r, eyes

the boy's alert, darting figure. ‘“But he

“'does falk funny. His words sound

English, but some of them .don’t seem
to make any sense w’rth"ythé,\‘rest oft
what he says. But then, T‘,an glad ‘he't
found. me, anyway,” she finished with
a contented little sigh.

It was not long before the boy re-

tned, his hands empty.

ot A, e Al aboard,” he
called cheerily. “Now we’ll hit the
'trail for the Avenue. If I was tl:xe
real thing, now, I'd tote ve hor_n? in
style in a buzz-wagon; but se;em as
how I hain’t got the dough, we'll have
ter hoof it.” :

‘Tt was, for the most part, a sﬂ_ent
walk. Pollyanna, for once in her life,
was too tired to talk, even of »t.he
Iadies’ Aiders; and the boy was in-/
tent on picking out the shortest way to |
his goal. When the Public Garden was
reached, Pollyanna did exclaim joy-
fally: ,

“Oh, now I’'m ’'most there! I re-
member this place. I had a perfectly.

- iy

lovely time here this afternoon. It',s,
only a little bit of a ways home now.

there,” crowed the boy. “What'd I tell|
ye? We'll just cut'through here to the
Aventie, an’ then it'll be up ter you ter
find the house.”

“Oh, I can find the house,” exulted
Pollyanna, with all the confidence of
one who has reached familiar ground.

It was quite dark when Pollyanna
led the way up the broad Carew steps.
The boy's ring at the bell was very

uickly answered, and Pollyanna
found herself confronted by not only
Mary, but by Mrs. Carew, Bridget,
and Jennie as well. All four of the
women were white-faced and anx-
ious-eyed.

| “Child, _child. _where have voy
4 been?” demanded Mrs. Carew, hurry-| 272 y/,‘

J| Pollyanna’s escort, who was, at the

Jest ye hang out!

ing forward.

“Why, I—I just went to walk,” be-
gan Pollyanna, “and I got lost, and
this boy—"’ :

“Where did you find her?” cut in
Mrs. Carew, turning imperiously to

moment, gazing in frank admiration
at the wonders about him in the bril-
liantly-lighted hall. “Where did you

“That’s the stuff! Now we're gettin’ ™

find her, boy?” she repeated sharply.
_For a brief moment the boy met
Her gaze unflinchingly; then some-

L0 .

thing very like a twinkle came into his

eyes, though his voice, when he spoke,

was gravity itself. :
“Well, I found her ’round Bowdoin -

Square, but I reckon she’d been doin’

the North End, only she couldn’t

catch on ter the lingo of the Dagos,

so I don’t think she give ‘em the glad
hand, ma'am.” : {

“T'he North End—that child—alone!
Pollyanna!” shuddered Mrs. Carew.

“Oh, T wasn’'t alone, Mrs. Carew,”
fended Pollyanna. “There were: ever
and ever so many people there,
weren’t there, boy?” i’

But the boy, with an impish grin,
was disappearing through the door.
Pollyanna learned many things dur-
ing the next half-hour. She learned
that nice little girls do not take long !
walks alone in unfamiliar cities, nor
sit on park benches and talk to
strangers. She learned, also, that it
was only by a “perfectly marvelous
miracle” that she had reached home
at all that night, and that she had
escaped many, many very disagree-
able consequences of her foolishness: |
She learned that Boston was not |
Beldingsville, and that she must not |

think it was.



“But, . Mrs.  Carew,” she finally
argued despairingly, “I am here, and
1 didn't get lost for keeps. Seems
as if I ought to be glad for that in-
stead of thinking all the time of the|
sorry things that might have hap-|
Fpened.’” : :

" “Yes, yes, child, I suppose so, I
suppose so,” sighed Mrs. Carew; but
you have given me such a fright, and
I want you to be sure, sure, sure
never to do: it again. S\Iow come,
idear, you must be hungty. :

| Tt was just as she was dropping off |
‘to sleep that night that Pollyanna
murmured drowsily to herself:

“The thing I'm the very sorriest for
of anything is that I didn’t ask that
boy his name nor where he lived.
Now I can't ever say thank you to!
“him!”

' CHAPTER VIL
* A New Acquaintance

Pollyanna’s movements were most
carefully watched over after her ad-
venturous walk;,and, except to go to
school, she was nat allowed out of the
house unless Mary or Mrs. Carew her-
self accompanied her. This, to Polly-
anna, however, was no cross, for she
loved both Mrs. Carew and Mary, and

Il Carew had the one, she had not the

delighted to be with them. They were,
too, for a while, very generous wit

A their time. Even Mrs. Carew, in her
terror of what might have happened,
and her relief that it had not hap-

child. y )
Thus it came about that, with Mrs.
Carew, Pollyanna attended concerts
and matinees, and visited the Public
Library and the Art Museum; and
with Mary she took the quderful
“seeing Boston” trips, and visited the
State House and the Old South
Church. ¥
| 'Greatly as Pollyanna enjoyed the
automobile, she enjoyed the trolley
cars more, as Mrs. Carew, much to
her surprise, found out one day. y
“Do we go in the trolley car?” Pol-
lyanna asked eagerly. i
“No. Perkins will take us,” an-
swered Mrs. Carew. Then, at the un-
inistakable - disappointment in  Polly-
lanna’s face, she added in surprise:
“Why, I thought you liked the auto,
child !’ 5
1 “Oh, I do,” acceded Pollyanna, hur-
riedly; “and T wouldn't say anythlp);z,
anyway, because of course I know lt,s"
| cheaper than the-trolley car, and;——
| “Cheaper than the trolley ca}'! ex-
| claimed Mrs. Carew, amazed into an
interruption. ¥
ms'e'Whg, ves,” explained Pollyanna,
with widening eyes; “the trolley car
costs five cents a personm, you knpw,
and the auto doesn't cost anything,
'cause it's yours. / And of course I
ove the auto, anyway,” she hurned“ox],
%}éfo}e'MrQ. Carew could speak. ‘It's
only that there are so many more peo-
ple in the trolley car, and.it's stich flm
to watch them ! Don’t you think s0?
““Well, no, Pollyanna, I can’t  say
that 1 do, responded Mrs. Carew,
dryly, as she turned away. :
. As it’chanced, not two days later,
Mrs. Carew heard something more of
Pollyanna and trolley cars—this time
from Mary. B
“I mean, it's queer, maam, tex-
nlained Mary earnestly, in answer to a
;écstion herry mistress had asked. It's
queer how Miss Pollyanna just gets
’round everybody—and - without half

T

pened, exerted herself to entertain the’

the way she smiles at a baby or a dog. |
All dogs everywhere wag their tails
at her, anyway, and all babies, big
and little, smile and reach out to her.
If we get held up it's a joke, and if
we take the wrong car, it’s the funni-
est thing that ever happened. And
that's the way ’tis about everythin’. |;
One just can’t stay grumpy with Miss
a trolley car full of folks that don’t |

kiow her.” : c

“Hmem;  very likely,” murmured | she finished, W)

Mrs. Carew, turning away.

October proved to be that year a
particularly warm, delightful month,
and as the golden days came and
went it was soon very evident that to
keep up with Pollyanna’s eager little
feet was a ta'sk which would consume
altogether too much of somebody’s
time and patience; and, while Mrs.

%

other, neither had she the willingness
to allow Mary to spend quite so much
of her time (whatever her patience
might be) in- dancing attendance tol
Pollyanna’s ‘'whims and fancies.

To6 keep the child indoors all throtugh ||{turned a  glowing face.

those glorious October afternoons
was, of course, out of the question.
Thus it came about that before long
Pollyanna found herself once more in
the “lovely big yard’—the Boston
Public Garden—and alone. Apparent-
ly she was as free as before, but_in
reality she was surrounded by a high
stone wall of regulations.
- She must not talk to strange men
or women; she must not play with
strange children; and under no cir-
cumstances must she step foot out-
side the Garden except to come home.
Furthermore, Mary, who had taken |
her to the Garden and left her, made
very sure that she knew the way|
home—that she knew just where Com-
monwealth avenue came down to Ar-
lington street across from the|Gar-|
den. And always she must go /home |
when the clock in the church tower
said it was half-past four. |
Pollyanna went often to the Garden |
after this. Occasionally she went with
some of the girls from school. More |
often she went alone. In spite of the |
somewhat irksome restrictions, she en- |
joyed herself very much. She could
watch the people, even if she could not |-
talk to them; and she could talk to the
squirrels and pigeons and sparrows that
so eagerly came for the nuts and grain
which she soon learned to carry to
them every time she went.

~

trying. Tt isn’t that she does anything.
:;Sﬁz ‘doesi’t. She. just—just looks glad,

I guess, that's all. But I've seen her
get into a trolley car that was full of
cross-looking men and women, and
‘whimpering children, and in five min-
utes you wouldn’t know the place. The
men and women have stopped scowl-
ing, and the children have forgot what
they’re cryin’ for. Y
“Sometimes it's just somethin’ thac
Miss Pollyanna has said to me, and
| they've heard it. Sometimes it's just
the “Thank you’ she gives when some-
| body insists on givin’ us their seat—
and they're always doin’ thati—givin
us seats, I mean. And sometimes it’s

Pollyanna often looked for her: old
| friends of that first day—the man who
was so glad he had his eyes and legs
and arms, and the pretty young lady
who would go with the handsome man;
but she never saw them. She did fre- |
quently see the boy in the wheel chair, §
and she wished she could talk to him. ¢
The boy fed the birds and squirrels, |
too, and they were so tame that the
doves would perch on- his head and
shoulders, and the squirrels would bur-
row in his pockets for nuts. But Polly-
anna, watching from a distance, always
noticed one strange circumstance: 11
| spite of the boy’s very evident delight I
in serving his banquet, his supply of |
food always ran short almost at once;
and though he invariably looked fully
as disappointed as did the squirrel after

a nutless burrowing, yet he never reme- |} Sir

died the matter by bringing more food
the next day—which seemed most
shortsighted to Pollyanna. 1 ]

When the boy was not playing with
the birds and squirrels he was reading
—always reading. In his chair were

no!
dancing up and

lat the lame bgy and a ho

! the Lady Rowena—but wasn’t. she

|ing her dinner right away
| like that?” . ..

| that were +gathering from all direc-

Ihis way. He'd cut off his right. hand

“Gee, if it ain't the swell little lost

{kid of the avenoo,” grinned the boy.
“Well, what do you know about that!
Lost

again?™, e
% exclaimed Pollyannz,
down on her toes 1n
“1 can’t get lost

Oh,

rrepressible joy.

: ; lany more—l have' to stay right here.
Pollyanna, even if you're only one of | Anq T musti’t talk, you know.

But
can to you, for I know you; and }
an to him-—afiter you introduce me,
hith "a beaming glance
eful pause.

The sandy-haired youth chuckled

softly and tappied the shoulder of the
boy in the chair.

+“Listen ter that, will ye? Ain’t

that the real thing, now? Just you

wait while I introdooce ye!” “And
he struck a pompous attitude. “Ma-
dam, this is me friend, Sir James,:
Lord of. Murphy’s alley, and—
But the boy in the chair interrupted
hioi el | b
“Jerry, quit your mnonsensel he
cried vexedly. Then to Pollyannaihe
“I've seen
you -here lots of times 'before.;. Uve
watched you feed the birds am_i squir-
rels—you always have such a lot of
them! And I think you like Sir

Lance-

mgle

rude to Gujnevere yesterday——snatch-
from: her

blinked ' and frowned,
looking from one ‘to the other of th(ei
boys in plain doubt. Jerry chuckle

again, Then with ‘a final push he
wheeled the chair into its usual posi-
tion and turned to go. Over his shoul-
der he called to Pollyanna: ’

. “Say, kid, jest let me put ye wise
ter somethin’. This chap ain’t drunk
nor crazy. See?. Them’s jest names
he’s give his young friends here,’—
with a flourish of his arms toward
the furred and feathered  creatures

Pollyanna

tions. “An’ they ain’t even names of
folks. They're just guys out of books.
Are ye on? Yet he ruther feed them
than feed hisself. Ain’t he the limit?
Ta-ta, Sir James,” he added, with a
grimace, to the boy in the chair.
“Buck up, now—nix on the 1no grub
racket for you! See you later\.’ And
he was gone. § |
Pollyanna was still blinking and
frowning when the lame boy turned
with a smile. :
“You mustn’t mind Jerry. That’s just

for me—Jerry would; but he loves to
tease. Where'd you see him? Does he
know you? He didn’t tell me' your
name.” o

“I'm Pollyanna Whittier. T was los.’t
and he found me and took me home,”
answered Pollyanna, still a little dazed-

i| day ?”

A quick sympathy came to Pollyan-
na's eyes. s A1
“Can’t you walk—at all—er—Sir

J-James?”

The boy laughed gleefully.
681 _{ames,’ indeed! 'I‘hat's. only!
more of Jerry's nonsense. I ‘ain’t a

Qi 2D

P.ollyanna looked clearly disappoint-

ed. :
“Vou aren’t? Nor a—a lord, like he

said?” ¢ i
“1 sure ain’t.” 5 /
“Oh, I hoped you were—like Little

usually two or three worn books, and
| sometimes a' magazine or two. He was
' nearly always to be found in one espe- |
cial place,

forgettable day, she found out. Tt was/
a sghool holiday, and she had come to
the Garden in the forenoon; and it was
soon after she.reached the place that
she saw him being wheeled along one
of the paths by a snub-nosed, sandy-
haired boy. She gave a 'keen glance
into the sandy-haired boy’s face, then
ran toward him with a glad little ery.

“Oh, you—you! I know you—even
if I don’t know your name. You found
lme! Don’t you remember? Oh, T am
lso glad to see you! T've so wanted to

and Pollyanna used to won-|
der how he got there. Then, one un-|

Lord Fauntleroy, you know,” rejoined
Pollyanna. “And—-" :

But the boy interrupted her with an
cager: ;

“Do you know Little Lord Fauntle-
roy? And do you know about Sir
| Lancelot, and the Holy Grail, and King
Arthur and his Round Table, and the
Lady Rowena, and Ivanhoe, and all
those? Do you?”

Pollyanna gave
shake.
“Well, b
| know all of ’em,” she admitted.
they all—in books?”’

her head a dubious

I'm afraid maybe I don’t

e |

ly. ;
y“I see. Just like him,” nodded the {.
"| boy.. “Don’t he tote me up here every

BI00 0
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“Are ‘v

say thank you!”

s

‘and began to nose in his - pockets,
7/& Gorry, guess we'd better give them

* The boy nodded.
~ “I've got ’em here—some of ’em,”

he said. ~“I like to read 'em over and

over.  There's always something new
in ’em. Besides, I hain’t
others, anyway. These were father’s,
ere, you little rascal—quit that!” he
roke off in laughing reproof as a
bushy-tailed squirrel leaped to his lap

their ‘dinner or  they'll be tryin’ to
eat us,” chuckled the boy.  “That’s
Sir Lancelot. He's always first, you
know.”

From somewhere the boy produced |”

A small pasteboard box which he

7

| berless bright little eyes that were

watching every move. All about him
now sounded the whir and flutter of
wings, the cooing of doves, the saucy
twitter of the sparrows. Sir Lancelot,
alert and eager, occupied one arm of
the wheel chair. Another bushy-tailed
little  fellow, ‘less venturesonie, sat

a neighboring tree branch.

{'But we had something. Why don’t you

9 R e i 1
opened guardedly, mindful of the num- giher orle coming. Nobiody T iknow s

) and grew suddenly red. -
back on his haunches five feet awa G it! S50 4
A third squirrel chattered noisily o’;;'ut Forget it! I didnt think, for a min-

Follyanna jooked still more shocked.l

“But what do you do when you don'
ha\‘/e anything to eat?” % 5

“Go hungry, of course.”

“But I
got no/ g; never heard of aHYbOdgasV;lgg !

dn’t have anything to eat,”
Pollyanna. “Of course father and I
were poor, and we had to eat beans
and fish balls when we wanted turkey.

tell folks—all these folks
“that live in these houses?”
“What's the use>”

“th; they’d give you something, of
course !

The boy laughed once more, this time
2 little queerly.

“Guess again, kid. You've got an-

everywhere,

dishin’ out roast beef and frosted cakes
for the askin’. Besides, if you didn't
g0 hungry once in a while you wouldn’t
know how good ’taters and milk can
taste; and you woudn’t have so much
to put in your Jolly Book.”

“Your what?” L

The boy gave an embarrassed laugh

e, but you was mumsey or Jerry.

in the book. Then I'd
 many ‘joys’ I had.”

edly, as the boy paused for breath.
Well, T didn’t expect to get many,

'that I liked a littl

in a pot, and

fun to hunt’em out—TI'd fi
such queer places, sometimes. Then
one day Jerry got hold of the little
notebook and found out what ’'twas.
Then he give it its name—the
Bq‘ok, And—and that’s all.”*’
All—all!” cried Pollyanna, delight

that’s the game! You're playing the
glaq game, and don’t know it—only
you're playing it ever and ever so much
better than ‘T ever could! Why, I—I
couldn’t play it at all, I'm afraid, if T—

but—do you know ?—I b
5 ?—1I got a lot. There

was somethin’ about ’most everythin’

e, so in it had to go.

he very first one was the book itself |
4 ) self /4
that I'd; got it, you know, to write | ﬁy %

in. Then somebody give me a flower

Jerry found a dandy b
in the subway. After that it wasyreg?l‘;,

nd ’em in

Jolly |

From the box the

At the latter he Jooked |
tatingly.

“Did you—bring anything?”
asked then. ' o ek

tapping the paper bag she carried,

CHAPTER VIII.
Jamie

next day, too. Even on the third day
she did not see him, for, though the
sun came out bright and warm, an
though she went very early in the after-
-noon to the Garden, and waited long,
he did not some at all. But on the

| fourth day he was .there in his ald

place, and Pollyanna hastened forward
wt‘t‘h a joyous greeting,

Oh, I'm so glad, glad to see you!
But where’'ve you been? You weren't
he‘re yesterday at all.” :

‘T couldn’t. (The pain wouldn’t let
me come yesterday,” explained the lad,
wl‘l'o was looking very white.

The pain! Oh, does it—ache?”
stammered Pollyanna, all sympathy at
once.

SOR, " yes, always,” nodded the boy,
vylth a cheerfully matter-of-fact air.
“Most generally I can stand it and|
come here just the same, except whcn[
it gets too bad, same as ’twas yester-
day. Then I can’t.”
; “But how can you stand it—to have
it ‘?.che——a]ways ?” gasped Pollyanna,

Why, I-have to,” answered the boy,
opening his eyes a little wider. “T'hings
that are so are so, and they can’t be
any other way. So . what's the use
thinking how they might be? Besides
the harder it aches one day, the nicer
’tis to have it let up the next.”

“T know! That's like the ga—-
began Pollyanna, but the boy inter-
rupted her. =t ¢

“Did you bring a lot this time?” he
asked anxiously. “Oh, I hope you did !
You see I couldn’t bring them any to-
day. Jerry couldn't spare even a penny

- srrr 2y - z

wasn't reallyq;:n'oull:l ‘stuf’f in
for me this noon.”g ke

Pollyanna looked shocked.

“You mean—that you didn’t have

cnough to eat—yourself?—
luncheon ?” . T

OoX

boy took
few nuts, a small roll and aydouogohnuggeaded R ok

helost their laughter and grew
. “Lots—in here,” nodded Pollyanna,

Pollya’r}na did not see the boy “to-
morrow.” It rained, and she could not
go to the Garden at all. It ‘rained the

“But what is your Jolly Book?”

I didn’t have enough to eat, and

“Please tell 5
re there knights and lords and ]ac?i::esi

ongingly, hesi-in that?”

The boy shook his head. His eyes |

d '
fathomless. e !

“No; I wish’t there was,” he sighedg
wistfully. “But when you—you can’t
‘even walk, you can't fight battles and
{win trophies, and have fair ladies
thand you your sword, and bestow
upon you the golden guerdon.” A

His chin lifted itself as if in response |
to a bugle call. Then, as suddenly,
the fire died, and the boy fell back
‘into his. old listléssness.. . .- 4
“You just can’t do nothin’,” he re-
sumed wearily, after a moment’s ¥
silence.  “You just have to sit and

993
’

was feeling ’specially bad that day.

grumped it out, just thinkin’; and then
I picked up one of father’s books and
tried to read. And the first thing I see
was this: T learned it afterwards, so
I can say it now:

for peanuts this morning and there |

There’s not a leaf that falls upon the

But holds some joy, of silence or of

think; and times like that your think
gets to. be something awful. Mine
did, anyhow. I wanted to go to

school and learn things—more things
than just mumsey can teach me; and

I thought of that. I wanted to run!
and play ball with the other boys; -
and I thought of that. I wanted to go
out and sgll papers with Jerry; and I
thought of that. I didn’t want to be
taken care of .all my life; ‘and I
thought of that.”

“T know, oh, I know,” breathed
Pollyanna, with shining eyes. “Didn’t
I lose my legs for a while?”

“Did you? Then you do know, some.
But you’ve got yours again. I hain’t,
you know,” sighed the boy, the shad-
ow in his eyes deepening,

“But_you haven’t told, me yet about
—the Jolly Book,” prompted Polly-
anna, after a minute.

The boy stirred and laughed shame-
facedly. 3

“Well, you see, it ain’t much, after
all, except to me. You wouldn’t sce
much in it. I started it a year ago. I

|

Nothin’ was right. For a while I/

‘ ‘Pleasures lie thickest where no pleas-
ures seem; §

ground |
sound.’a !

aBlanchard. Lyric Offerings. Hidden t

sudden fire came to the boy’s eyes.'r

you can ever walk again? And where
was it you said vou got it?—this wheel
yichair, T mean.” : :

couldn’t ever walk, or anything,” she
choked. y g
“The game? What game? I don’t
know anything about any game,”
frowned the boy. ¢
Pollyanna clapped her hands.

“I know you don’t—I know you
don’t, and that’s why it's so perfectly
lovely, and so—so wonderful! But lis-
ten. I'll tell you what the game is.”

And she told him. ,
_“Gee!” breathed the boy, apprecia-
tively, when she had finished. “Now
WI?‘?AE %ohyou think of tflat!”

nd here you are, playing my game
better than anybody Ipever gaw,y agnd' I
don’t even know your name yet, nor
anything!” exclaimed Pollyanna, in al*
most awestruck tones. “But I wantto;
—I want to know everything.”
“Pooh! there's nothing to know,”
rejoined the boy, with a shrug. “Be-
sides, see, here’s poor Sir Lancelot and
all the rest, waiting for their dinner,”
{he finished.
I “Dear me, so they are,” sighed Polly-
anna, glancing impatiently at the flut- |
tering and chattering creatures all|
about them. Recklessly she turned her
ibag upside down and scattered her sup-
plies to the four winds. “There, now,
that's done, and we can talk again,”
she rejoiced. “And there's such a lot I
want to know. First, please, what is
vour name. I only know it isn’t ‘Sir
James. ” ‘ L

The boy smiled.

“No, it isn't; but that’s
‘most always calls me.
the rest call me ‘Jamie.””

“ ‘J’amie !) »
breath and held it suspended. A wild
hope had come to her eyes. Tt was fol-
lowed almost instantly, however, by
fearful doubt. Sl
“Does ‘mumsey’ mean—mother?”’
“Sure!”

7

what A Jerry
Mumsey and

thin’ about it that T liked T'd put down
just show how

‘Yes, yes!” cried Pollyanna absorb-
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and amazement struggling for the mas- |
tery on her glowing little face. “Why,
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Pollyanna c‘aught her ;5{/ 5/2/'4 5} 7

Pollyanna relaxed visibly. Her face,
fell. If this Jamie had a mother, he
could not, of course, be Mrs. Carew's
Jamie, whose mother had died long
ago. Still, even as he was, he was
wonderfully interesting. 3

“But where do you live?” she cate-
chised eagerly. “Is there anybody else
in your family but your mother and—
and Jerry? Do you always come here
every day? Where is your Jolly Book?
Mayn'’t I see it? Don’t the doctors say.

The boy chuckled. ;
“Say, how many of them questions

& 5z
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“Sure!” smiled the boy. “But don’
worry. “Tisn’t the first time——a‘:u%
twon't be the last. I'm used to it. Hi
there! Here comes Sir Lancelot”
; Pollyanng, however, was not think-
ing of squirrels.

honﬁl}(’j’ wasn't there any more at
“Oh, no, there’s nevet any le
home,” laughed the boy. “}&"'ol'.xftse:;t
mumsey works out—stairs and wash.
ings—so she gets some of her feed in
them places, and Jerry picks his up
where he can, except nights and morn-
ings; he gets it with us then—if we've

RO A0y, :

Joys.

“Well, T was mad. T wished I cauld
put the guy that wrote that in my
place, and see what kind of joy he'd
find it my ‘leaves.” T was so mad I
made up my mind I'd prove he didn’t

begun to hunt for ’em—the joys in my|
‘leaves,” you know. [ took a little old'
empty notebook that Jerry had given
me, and I said to myself that I'd write
'em down. Everythin’ that had any-

know what he was talkin’ about, so I,

[ |do you' expect me to answer all at
once? T'll begin at the last one, any-
s how, and work backwards, maybe, if
2|1 don’t forget what they be. T got this
dlchair a vear ago. Jerry knew one of
+ them fellers what writes for papers,

- LEe4
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you know, and he put it in about me:
n'—how T couldn’t ever walk, and all

. that, and—and the Jolly Book, you see.. .
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| That they’d read all about me, and

‘| been !”

{couldn’t.”

|go on.

The first thing T knew, a whole lot of
men and women come one day toting
this chair, and said ‘twas for me.

they wanted me to have. it to remem-
ber them by.”
“My! How glad you must have

“I was. It took a whole page of my
Jolly Book to tell about that chair.”

“But can’t you ever walk again?”
Pollyanna’s eyes were blurred with
tears. ; ;

“It don’t look like it. They said I

“Oh, but that’s what they said about
'me, and then they sent' me to Dr.
Ames, and I stayed ’most a year, and |
he r!gade me walk. Maybe he could
you !” : :

The boy shook his head.

“He couldn’t—you see; I couldn’t go

to him, anyway. ’Twould cost too
much. We'll just have to call it that
I can't ever—walk again. . But never
mind.” The boy threw back his head
impatiently. “I'm trying not to think |
of that. You know what it is when—
when your think gets to going.”
- “Yes, ves, of course—and here T am |
talking about it!” cried Pollyanna pen- |
itently. ‘I said you knew how to play
the game better than I did, now. But
You haven't told me half, yet.
Where do you live? And is Jerry all
the brothers and sisters you've got?”

A swift change came to the boy’s
face. His eyes glowed. :

“Yes—and he ain’t mine, really. He
ain't any relation, nor mumsey ain’t,
neither. And only think how good
they’ve been to me!” R
“What's that?” questioned Pollyan-
na, instantly on the alert, “Tsn’t that
—that ‘mumsey’ your mother at all?”

“No, and that’s what makes—"

“And haven’t you got any mother?”
interrupted Pollyanna, in growing ex-
citement. . 3

“No; I never remember any mother,
and father died six years ago.”

| éd Jimmy Bean had been when she had

| “How old were you?”

“T don’t kitow. "T was'little. Mum-
sey says she® guesses maybe I was
labout-six. 'THat's when they took me,
Wou See S ey _ i
“And. your name is: Jamie?” Polly-
anna was holding her breath. -
' “Why, 'yes, I told you that.”
“And what's ‘the other name?”
Longingly “but fearfully, Pollyanna
asked ‘this question. a
- “T don’t know.” LGt N

“You don't know?” = / Ao
“T don’t remember. I was too little
I suppose. - Even the Murphys don’t
know. They never knew me as any-
thing but Jamie.” i
A great disappoingment came to Pol-
lyanna’s face, but almost immediately

‘| queerer, so that they had me down-
/| stairs with them a good deal. T could

| took on so and Jerry took on so that

floor of the house in Lowell wnere i
they ‘used to live. 'They were poor
then, but they wasn’t near so poor as
they are now. Jerry’s father was:alive |
them days, and had a job.” ...« Y
“Yes, yes, goton, . prompted Polly-
anna. i

“Well, mumsey says my father was
sick a lot, and he got queerer and

walk then, a little, but my legs wasn’t
right. I played with Jerry and the
little girl that died. Well, wien father
died there wasn’t anybody to take me,
and some men were goin’ to put me in
an 'orphan asylum, but mumsey says 1

they said they'd keep me. ‘And 'they
did, The little girl had:just died and
they said I might take her place. And
they've had me ever since. »And I fell
and got worse, and they're.awful poor
now, too, besides Jerry's father dyin’.
But they've kept me. Now ain't’ that
what you call bein’ pretty good to a g

feller 2

“Yes, oh, 'ves,” cried Pollyafina.
“But they’ll get their reward—] know
they’ll get their reward!” - Pollyanna
was quivering with delight now. The
last doubt had fled. She had found
the lost Jamie. 'She was sure of it.
But not yet must she. speak. = First
Mrs. Carew must see him. Then—then
—! Even Pollyanna’s imagindtion
failed when it came to picturing the
bliss in store for Mrs. Carew'and Ja-
mie at that glad: reunion.’. ‘
She sprang lightly to‘her feet in
utter disregard of Sir Lancelot, who
had come back and was nosing in her
lap for more nuts.
“I’'ve got to go now, but I'll come]
again tomorrow. Maybe T'll have a!
lady with ‘me that you'll like to know. |
You'll be here tomorrow, won't you?” |
she finished anxiously. ’

“Sure, if it's pleasant. Jerry totes
me up here ‘most every mornin’. They
fixed it so he could, you know, and I,
bring my dinner and stay till: 4 olclock.
Jerry’s good to me—he is!”

: “T know, I know,” nodded Polly-
anna. ‘“And maybe you’ll find some-
body else to be good to you, too,” she
carolled. With which cryptic statement
and a-beaming smile she was gorie.

CHAPTER IX.
Plans and Plottings

" On the way home Pollyanna made
joyous plans.- Tontorrow, in some way
or - other, Mrs. Carew must be per-
stiaded to go with her for a walk in
‘the Public Garden. Just how this was
to be brought about Pollyanna did not
know ; but brought about it must be.
‘To tell Mrs. Carew plainly that she
had found Jamie, and wanted her to

a flash of thought-drove the shadow

go to see him, was otit of the question.

thing about it |

‘another flood. But, you see, I did so

“For pity’s sake, child, what is thel
trouble?” she cried. . “I never knew

{vou to fret so about the weather.

Where's that wonderful glad game of
reddened  and  looked

|| yours today?”’

Pollyanna

| abashed. :

“Dear me, I reckon may be T did

| forget the game this time,” she admit-

“And of course there is some-
can be glad'for, if Tl
only hunt for it. I can be glad that—
that it will have to stop raining some
time ’cause God said he wouldn’t send |

ted.

want it to be pleasant today.”
“Why, especially?”’

“Oh, I—I just wanted to go to walk|

in the Public Garden.” Pollvanna was

trying hard to speak unconcernedly. “I
—I thought may: be you'd like to go
with me, too.” = Outwardly Pollyanna
was = nonchalance itself. Im_;vardly,
however, she was a-quiver with ex-
citement and suspense. : =

“T go to walk in the Public Garden?
queried  Mrs.  Carew, with bro:vs
slightly uplifted. “Thank you, tio, I'm
afraid not,” she smiled.

“Oh, but you—you,wouldn't refuse
faltered Pollyanna, in ‘quick panic.
“T have refused.” ;
Pollyanna swallowed convulsively.

She had grown really pale

“But, Mrs. Carew, please, please
don’t say you won’t go, when it gets
pleasant,” she begged. “You see, for
a—special reason I wanted you to go—
with me—ijust this once.”

Mrs. Carew. frowned. She opened
her lips to make the “no” more de-
cisive; but something in Pollyanna’s |
‘pleading eyes must have changed the |
words, for when they came they were
a. reluctant acquiescence. ¢
“Well, well, child, have your ow
way. But if T promise to go, you must
promise not to go near the:window for
an hour; ‘and not to ask again today if
1 think it's going to clear up.”

“Yes'm, I will—I mean, T won'’t,”
palpitated Pollyanna. Then, as a pale
shaft of light that was almost a sun-
beam, came aslant through the window,
she cried joyously: “But you do think
it is .going to—Oh!” she broke off in
dismay, and ran from the room.

" Unmistakably, it “cleared up” the
next morning. But, though the sun
shone brightly, there was a sharp chill
in ‘the air, and by afternoon, when
Pollyanna came home from school,
there was a brisk wind. In spite of
protests, however, she insisted that is
was ‘a beautiful day out, and that she
should be perfectly miserable if Mrs.
Carew would not come for a walk in
the Public Garden.' And Mrs. Carew
went, though still protesting. 3
+ As might have been expected, it was
a fruitless journey. Together the im-
\patierit woman and the anxious-eyed

"

= 42 : %alld it's warm enough forsgx"mg R i

i 74

gzl

N

away. 4 T
“Well, anyhow, if you don’t know
what your name is you can’t know it
isn’t ‘Kent’!” she exclaimed.
“‘Kent'?” puzzled the boy.

“You see, there was a little boy”
named Jamie Kent ,that—" = She
stopped abruptly and bit her lip. It
had occurred to Pollyanna that it
‘would be kinder not to let this boy

know yet of her hope that he.might be
the lost Jamie. It would be better that
she make sure of it before raising any
expectdtions, otherwise she might be
bringing him sorrow rather than joy.
| She had not forgotten how disappoint-

ment.

been obliged. to tell him that the La-
dies’ Aid did not.want him, and again
xhgn at first Mr. Pendleton had not
anted him; either. She was deter-
mined that she would not make the
same mistake ‘a third time, so very
romptly now she assumed an air of

{gerous subject, as she said:

. f:ﬁut'never mind about Jamie Kent:
Tell me about yourself. I'm so inter-
garedi o T
Jﬁ “There isn’t anything to tell. T don’t

{ktiow anything nice,” hesitated the boy.
“They said father was—was queer and
Inever talked. They didn’t even know
his name. Everybody _calle;é him ‘the
professor” Mumsey says he. and T

“Yes,” began Pollyanna all excite- -

elaborate indifference on this most dan- |

LThe're was, of course, a bare chance

¥ ! ¢ 3
that this might not be her Jamie; and
if it were not, and ‘if she had thus
raised in. Mrs. Carew false hopes, the
result might be disastrous. Pollyanna

knew, from what Mary had told her, {7

that twice already Mrs. Carew had
been made very ill by the’ great dis-
appointment of following alluring
clues that had led to some, boy very
| different from her dead sister’s son.
'So Pollyanna knew that she! could not
tell’ Mrs. Carew why she wanted her
to go to walk tomorrow in the Public
Garden. ~But there would be a way,
declared Pollyanna. to herself as_she
happily hurried homeward. |
Fate, however, as it happened, once
more intervened in the shape of a
heavy rainstorm; and Pollyanna did
not have to more than look out o
doors the next morning to realize that
_ there would be no Public Garden stroll
that day. Worse yet, ;
day nor the next saw the clouds dis-
peiled; and Pollyanna spent all three

1
1

anxiously demanding

”

clearing up?

tience.

lived in a little back room on the top|

neither the next

afternoons wandering from window to
window, peering up into the sky, and
of ieveryone:
“Don’'t you think it looks a little like

So unustal was this’ behavior on the
art of the cheery little girl, and so¢
irritating was the constant questioning,
that at last Mrs. Carew lost her pa-

little girl hurried shiveringly up one

path and down another. (Pollyanna,
not-finding’ the boy in his accustomed
place, was making frantic search in
every nook and corner of the Garden.
To Pollyanna it seemed that she could
“not have it so. Here she was in the
¢ Garden, and here with her was Mrs.
Carew; but not anywhere to be found
was Jamie—and yet not one word
could she say to Mrs. Carew.) At
last, thoroughly chilled and exasper-

ated, Mrs. Carew insisted on going
home; and despairingly Pollyanna
went,

Sorry days came to Pollyanna then.
What to her was perilously near a sec-
ond deluge—but according to Mrs.
Carew was merely #the usual fall
rains”’—brought a series of damp, fog-
gy, cold, cheerless days, filled: with
either a dreary drizzle of rain, or,
worse yet, a steady downpour. If per-
‘chance occasionally there came a day
. |of sunshine, Pollyanna always flew to
the Garden; but in vain.
never there. It was the middle of
November now, and even the Garden
itself was full of dreariness. 'The
trees were bare, the benches almost
|empty, and not one boat was on the
little pond. True, the squirrels and
pigeons were there, and the sparrows
were as pert as ever, but to feed them
was almost more of a sorrow than a

Jamie was’

\ON,
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joy, for every saucy switch of &j
- b :
ancelot’s feathery tail hut- brougllxlt-
g;iter hrpcn;‘qnes of the lad who had
en him his name—;
e name—and who was rot
“And to think I didn’t find
A out wl
he lived !’ mourned Pollyanna to l:?:'
self over“and over again, as the days‘
lr:asscd. And he was Jamie—J just
now he was Jaraie.  And now I
have to wait and wait till §

1m to come*

Here again. may be, T
’

And  then,

shan’t be coming here b i

v that time.
dear, O dear—and he was jameie OI
know he was Jamie!” iy

. Then, one dreary

aft
expected happened. e Eae in-

Pollyanna, pass-

v %mg through the upper hallway, heard |

' Pollyanna.

_stern disapproval.

angry voices in the hall below, one of ¢

a shocked, restrained hand.

“Miss Pollyanta, Miss: Pollyanna, do
you mean to say you know this—this
beggar hov ol BV 2P iy S :

* The boy flushed angrily ; but before
he could spedk Pollyarina interposed
valiant championship. S ,
. “He.isn’t a beggar boy, He belongs
. to one.of my very best friends.. Be-,
" sides; he’s the one that found-me and
brought me home that time I was lost.”
Then' to the boy she turned with im-
petuous questioning. “What.is it? Did

Jamie send you?” J oo

“Sure he did. THe hit the hay a
month ago, and he ‘hain’t been up
- since.” . . e ;

“He hit—what?” puzzled. Pollyanna.

“Hit the hay—went tér bed..
sick, I mean, and he wants ter see ye./
Will ye come?” ;
$ #Sick? Oh, I'm 'so sorry!”
“Of course Tl come.” T'll
go get my hat and coat right awdy.”
~ “Miss Pqllyanna!” gasped Mary in
“As . if Mrs. Carew
would: let you go—anywhere: with: a

.strange boyrlike this?”’ =+ «i -
“But hé isn't a strange:boy:” "object~é

ed Pollyanna. “T've known him ever
so long; and T must go. ‘I-—=-"

“What in the world is the-meaning

“of this?”" demanded Mrs. Carew icily

frofi' the drawing-room ‘“doorway.

- “Pollyanna, who is this boy, and what
* is.he doing here?”

Pollyanna turned with a quick cry.

. J“Oh, Mrs. Carew, you'll let -me go,
. won't you?”’ f SR o

;. %Go whete?”

-« “To see my brother, tha’am,” ct’ in

the boy hurriedly, and with at_obyious

. effott to he very polife. fHes. sort of

»
! Pollyanna.
*+of her.”

e

goarsn

fnqt. Pollyanna!
+ wild enough to think of ‘it for a mo-~~

off_his.feed, ye know, and_he wonldn’t
give m€ 1o peace till 1 come tip—after
her,? Hyith" an-awkward-gesture ‘téward’ i
“He thinks a sight -an’ all;

“I may go, mayn’t 17" pleaded Polly-
anna. :

Mrs. Carew frowned. AU e

“Go_with this boy—you?. Certainly
I wonder ‘you are,

* ment.” {

“Oh, but T want you to come, too,”

2 began Pollyanna.

ok

C“T7 Absurd, child! That is impos-
sible.” Yot .may" give_ this boy heré a

+little money, if you. like, but——" . .-

]
‘

» come for money,” resented the boy,
'.

-

e

“Thank you, ma'am, but T didn't

his eyes flashing. “T come for—her.”
“Yes, and Mrs. Carew, it'si:Jerty—
Jerry Murphy; the boy that found mg

twhen I was lost and.brought'- mé

#home,” appealed Pollyanna.
wwon't you let me go?”, o Sy
‘3 ‘Mrs. Carew shook her”head." < ¢! .!

“Now

g > $
ﬁ “Tt is out of the question, Polly-
gannans s o< e

7 “him, ever and ever so many days. Hon-

He's 7,

griéved <l

& “But He says Ja— ““tli» other
;:.)SIC‘I‘(, and wants,me!” LS
2 “I can’t help that.”
i “And' T know him real well,
¥

boy s

AL 4

Calre\’v].“g dlo, tr;ﬂy. ‘H
-—lovely books, all full of ‘knights .and.
t lords and ladies, andul"lle feeds 515513#21‘:
+and squirrels and gives ’em . names

2and everything, And he can’t walk.
“and he doesn’t have enough to-eat, 1ots
{of days,_”_-pante@ “Pollyanna ; :“:‘:a*
| been playing my glad game. for a year
wand didn't know if. “And he plays it
.ever and ever so much better than:I
;_rlg. And T've hunted and hanted for

~est and truly, Mrs. Carew, I've just
v got to see him,”

Panna. “T can’t lose him again!”

well, Mrs, -
He reads books,”

o~

he’s ?/
4%

almost sobbed Polly- |,

: : > ‘ f"C An ,anghry kcolor flamed into” M#s:
Wwhich she recognized as being Mary's,  “amver oo S i o
] i i / V'S, = ot b B Y gL %
WI'}I‘lle’th% other—the other— © - o U am surprise?lli T am anﬁzla";?ﬂczli ,
“’\lTe other voice was saying : for insisting upon doin somethin you J
X Not on your life! It’s nix on the| (khow I disapprove ot. I caﬂnogtyl :
eggin’ business. Do yer get me? I| [low .yvou to g0 with -this boy.: Ngv;
:&n;snfggs asge: fga:hlgxd,f Polly?nna. S_I* ple;;lse let me hear no more agéut it:” /(
her from—from Sir new expression! i
.gzinf;.e kl;f;wfbeatdlt, ,\:111 ,_y:l-,p’a}nd trot. |anna’s face. pWith "a Clzrc])]lf Itglfrzgll-lr};-'
: , if ye don’t mind?”? - fied, half-exalted, she lifted her chin
anYlV’ftgir?yg}?d cgy Pollgtanna turned 'E‘_l[pd squarely i’age]g hIf\tIig heéaggxl&?
d f ew down the stairway. - remulous it determine fie
i 0'!’]’, {1’111 herc,d I'm hte)rc, I'm right |spoke. ge o dete::mlxledly, she/ /
erel” she panted, stumbling forward. |  “Tlen Il ‘ol te idn’t
h she : T rd. 1 I'll have: to' tell you. - 4
V}’ha.;1 1s it? Did Jamie send you? mean- to—till T-was sure. Jgowan{eg]’d'g;
o n le}:r exc;tement she had almost |to see him first. But now I've ot)t
ung herself with outstretched arms |tell. ' T can’t lose him again Igtl' ]0
upon the boy when Mary intercepted’ [ Mrs.. Carew, “he’s—Jantie.” . -y
L “]angie!' Not;hl}{f—]axljie_!” ‘Mrs.
I -‘%F{r‘gs's‘ face had,: grown. very white,

b5 kmposeibleily de B Ty SV
“I know; but, please, his name=+is
Jamie; and he doesn’t know the other
one. His father:died when he was 6
vears' old,. and he “can’t ‘réfnember his
mother. He's 127vears old, he thinfs,
These folks took him when his father
died, ‘and his father ‘was queer,.and
didn’t tell folks his name, and——"
But Mrs. Carew had stopped her
with a gesture. Mrs, Carew was even
whiter than before, but  her eyes
burned with a sudden fire, - °
CC'We'll'go at once,” she said. “Mary,
tell * Perkins to have tHe car™here as
soon as possible. . Pollyanna, get your
hat and coat. wait here
We'll be ready to-go with you immedi-
ately:” The next minuté she-had: hur-
ried upstairs. A0 U A S e
- In-the hall the:boy -drew--a-Jlone
breath. Vit pRadbel e S
i*""“GEe whiz!” he muttered softly. “Ie!
we ain't goin’ ter go i a buzz-wagon !
Some class ter that! Gorry! what'li
Sir James say?”? A

-v«(‘
In Murphy’s Alley

With the' opulent purr that seems'/
to be peculiar to/luxurious limousines,|
Mrs. Carew’s car rolled down Com-
monwealth avenue and out upon Ar-
M iﬂ stteet - harles. Inside sat a
sfinMe-eyed ;‘&D o girl and’ a white-
aced tense woman. ~Outside, to give
directions to the plainly disapproving
chauffeur, sat Jerry Murphy, inordi-
nately,  proud..and insufferably im- |
.portant. ; .

| When the limousine came to a stop
before a shabby doorway in a narrow,
| dirty alley, .the boy leaped to the:
growhd, and, with a ridiculous imita-[
tion of the liveried pomposities he had |
so.often watched, threw open: the door
‘of the car and stood waiting for the
rladies to alights V& .l -

ollyanna sprang out at once, her
eyes. widening with, amazement and
distress as she looked about her. Be-
hind her came »Mrs.. Carew, visibly
shuddering as her gaze swept the filth,"
the sordidness, and the tagged children
that swarmed shrieking and éhattering
out, of the dismal® tenéiments; and sur-
rounded the car in a second.
Jerty waved higiarms angrily, ¢

L. ¢Here, you,. beat “it?< he yelled  to
the motley throng. “This ain’t ne free
movies! Can that racket and get a
move on ye. Lively, now! We gotta |
get by. Jamie’s got comp’ny.”

Mrs:\ Carew shuddered again, and
laid#«a trembling <hand “on Jerry's|
shoulder. s K|
: “Not—here!” she recoiled.

2 fearsomely under her shrinking feet;
and she found one “kid”’—a two-year- |

.Boy, wait here, please. -

7 On one of “the.beds lay a.lad with
#1flushed checks and fever-bright-eyes. |

CHAPTER X. &

and elbows, he was making a path
for his charges; and before Mrs. Ca-
rew knew quite how it was done, she
found herself with the boy and Polly-
anna at the foot of a rickety flight of

Once mmore she put' out a shaking
hand. dint: = A

. “Wait,” she - commanded huskily.
Remember! Don’t either of you say a

the boy I'm looking for. I must sec
for myself first, and—question him.”
“Of course!” agreed Pollyanna.
“Sure! I'm on,” nodded the boy. “1
gotta go right off anyhow, so I won't
bother yé none;, Now toddle easy up
A these ’ere stairs. There’s always holes,
and most ‘generally there’s a kid or two
asleep somewheres.  An’ ;the elevator
“lain’t runnin’ ter-day,” he gibed cheer-
fully. “We gotta go ter the top, too!”
Mrs. Carew found the “holes’—
broken boards that creaked and beng

old baby playing with an empty tin
~)can on a string which he was banging
up and down ‘the second flight of
stairs.. On all sides.doors were opened,
now boldly, now stealthily, but .always
disclosing ‘women with tousled heads
or peering children with dirty faces.
Somewhere a baby was wailing piteous-
ly. Somewhere ‘else a man was cursing.
Hverywhere was the smell of bad whis-

[N

manity. ‘ R

fore a closed door.

“I'm : just  a-thinkin’ - what
James’ll say when hels wise ter the
prize'.package - I'm -bringin’ him,” he

what mumsey’ll- do—she turn on- the
weeps it no ‘time ter sée’Jamie so
tickled.” The next moment he threw
wide the door with a gay: “Here
we be—an’ we come in a buzz-wagon !
Ain’t that goin’ some, Sir James?”

It was a tiny. room, cold and cheer-

ZIneat.
ctof whiskey, cabbage 'and unclean|
humanity. There were two beds, three

| that - told of a fire not nearly brisk
‘enough to: heat even that tiny room.

Near him’sat a thin, white faced wo-
T ke b o ;

--Mrs. Carew stepped. into the room
‘and, as- if to steady herself, paused
a minute with her back to the wall.
Pollyanna hurried forward -with a low
cry just,as Jerry, with an apologetic

~

through the door.” * °

“Oh, Jamie, I'm so. glad I've found
you,”. .cried Pollyanna. “You don’t
you- every day.
you're sICK I Seeid i gl Wi i
= Jamite ‘sntited ‘radiantly cand held out,
a thin-white hand:- N
o “I-ain’t sorry—I'm glad,” he em:
phasized  meaningly; = “’cause it's
brought you to see me. Besides, I'm
better now, anyway. Mumsey, this is

“But I'm.so sorry|

the little girl, you know, that told me
the glad game—and mumsey’s playing
1it,” too,” he ‘triumphed, turning back
to Pollyannd. ‘“‘First she cried ’cause
her back hurts too bad to let her work;
then_ when T was took worse she was
{glad she couldn’t work, “’cause she|
‘catild- be here to take care of me, you |
k“hd’ﬁ"?\ "4

{ +At that moment Mrs. Carew hurrigd

forward, sher eyes half-fearfully, hali-
longingly on the face of the lame boy.

iri .the bed. S ook o
I've brought her:

“Tt’s Mrs. Carew.
to see_you, Jamie” introduced Polly-
bed

anna, in a tremulous voice.
The little twisted woman by the

had ‘struggled to her feet by this time,

and wa$ nervouslytoffering her chair.,

Mrs, Carew accepted it “without. so

- But the. boy. did .not.-hear. . With |
shoves and pushes from sturdy fists |

.stairs in a_dim, evil-smelling hallway. |

word about—about his being possibly |

key, stale cabbage, and unwashed hu-} "

At the top  of the third and last|
stairway the boy came to a pause be-1

Sir |,

whispered: in a throaty voice: “I know

less and pitifully bare, but scrupulously |
There were * here no tousled |
heads, no peering children, no odors |

broken chairs, a dry-goods-box table, |
and a stove with a faint glow of light |

man, bent and twisted with rheuma-|

“I gotta go mnow; goodby!” dashedj

know how . I've looked and looked. for |

!
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much as a glance. . Her eyes were still’
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1v “your fame is——Jamie?’ she asked,
with visible difficulty: - = .

‘Yes, maam.” T
eyes looked straight into hers. o

. “What is' your-other namer .
“ -“I:"doh’t know.’{:”. 5
i~ “He is not your son ¢
time: Mrs. Carew ‘turned to the twisted
Hittle woman who was still ' standing
by the bed. °

£

‘5

/member anything of -your :name|
but—Jamie?” -

/2

_try

=%

. *¢.she fought what she thought was the

,:‘And yot:1
? am. }
' \NI/:Il?ﬁ m: —-despairing gesture Mrs.
Carew turned’ back to-the ‘boy. |

The boy's  hyight]

? For the first

madam.” ¢ R i
don’t khow his name?”
1 never, knew it

z

“«Byut think,- think—don’t ‘you  re- 73

. ! ) g

“Very likely,” returned Mrs. L:_arew,
‘with some weariness and a little ex-
{asperation. ‘“But it is just possible
Ithat it wotild not be so well for Jamie
as—as if that"book were given by a
body of people who knew what sort
of one to select.”

This led her to say much, also (none
of which Pollyanna in the least under'-’
stood), about ‘“‘pauperizing the poor,”
the “evils of indiscriminate giving,
and the ‘‘pernicious effect of unorgan-
ized charity.” - ; .

“Besides,” she added, in answer to
the still perplexed expression on Polly-
anna’s worried little face. “very likely:
if 1 offered help to these people they

A
[2/6;

tenement, it did not take Mrs. Carew

| there was a long silence before Jamie

" saw then that his face was very white,

would not take it. You remember Mrs.
Murphy declined, at the first, to letI
"me send food and  clothing—though |

they accepted it readily enough from!'s.owled Jerry, hurriedly coming for-
their neighbors on the first floor, ito g “Don't ve know a good thing

scems.” 5
“Yes, I know,” sighed Pollyanna,
turning away. ‘“‘There’s something
there somehow I don't understand.
But it doesn’t seem right that we
‘should have such a lot of nice things
land that they shouldn’t have anything,
 hardly.” S ; ;

As the days passed, this feeling on
the part of Pollyanna increased rather
than diminished; and the questions she
asked and the comments she made
lweére anything but a relief to the state
of mind in which Mrs. Carew herself

in this case, Pollyanna was finding |
to be very near a failure; for, as she
expressed it: ;

“T don't see how you can find any-
thing about this poor-people busmess‘
to be glad for. Of course we can be |
glad for ourselves that we aren’t poor
like them; but whenever I'm thinking

longer. Of course we could be glad
there were poor folks, because we,
could help them. But if we don’t help
them, where's the glad part of that
coming in?”’ And to this Pollyanna
could find no one who could give her
a ‘satisfactory answer. ; ;

_ Especially she asked this question
of Mrs. Carew; and Mrs, Carew, still
haunted by the visions of Jamie that
was, and the Jamie that might be, grew
'only more restless, more wretcbed, and
more utterly ‘despairing. Nor was
she helped any by the approach of
Christmas. Nowhere was there glow
of holly or flash of h|tmse} thalt did
ot carry its pang to her; for always
&a't a;‘s{y Curé)w it but symbolized a
child's empty stocking—a stocking that
night he—Jamie's. L )

" Tinmally. a week before Christmas,

last’ battle with herself. Resolutely,
but with no real joy in ‘her face, she
.Ega'vg'*terse orders to Mary and sum-
Hoh

: yanna,”’ “begﬁn, _almost
arshly, “I have decided to—to take

‘harshly !

Jamie. The car will be here at once,
gﬁbi,ug after him now, and_ bring
him ‘%ome.' You may come with me
if you like.” ; _
A great light transfigured Polly-/

\anna’s face. . ¥ ; !

/

was. FEven the test of the glad game, 7~

how glad I am for that, I get so sorry !
for them that I can’t be glad any’

“Oh, oh, oh, how glad 1 am 1’2 she
breathed. “Why, I'm so glad I-—I want
to cry! Mrs. Carew, why is it, when
you're the very gladdest"of anything,
you always want to.cry? i

“T don’t know, I'm sure, Pollyanna, i{
rejoined Mrs. Carew, abstractedly. On |
Mrs, Carew's face there was still no
look of joy. :

Once in the Murphys’ little one-room

/i

long to tell her errand. In a few short
sentences she told the story of the 10§t
Jamie, and of her first hopes that this
Jamie might be he. She made no secret
of her doubts that he was the one; at
the same time, she said she had decid-
ed to take him home with her and give
him every possible advantage. Then, a
little wearily, she told what were the
plans she had made for him.

At the foot of the bed Mr$. Murphy
listened, crying softly. Across the room
Jerry Murphy, his eyes dilating, emit-
ted an occasional low. “Gee! Can ye
beat that, now?” As to Jamie—Jamie,
on the bed, had listened at first with
the air of one to whom suddenly a
door has opened into a longed-for
paradise; but gradually, as Mrs: Carew
talked, a new look came to his eyes.
Very slowly he closed them, and turned
away his face. '

When Mrs. Carew ceased speaking

turned his head and answered. They

and that his eyes were full of tears.

“Thank you, Mrs. Carew, but—I
can’t go,” he said simply.

“You can’t—what?”’ cried Mrs. Ca-
rew, as if she doubted the evidence of
her own ears.’

“Jamie!” gasped Pollyanna. i

“Oh, come, kid, what's eatin’ ye?” |/

when ye see it?”

“Yes; but I can’t—go,” said the crip- |'
pled boy, again.

“But, Jamie, Jamie, think, think what
it would mean to you!” ‘quavered Mrs.
Murphy, at the foot of the bed.

“l am a-thinkin’,” choked Jamie.
“Don’t you suppose I know what I'm -,
doin'—what I'm givin’ up??: Then

to Mrs. Carew he turned tear-wet eyes.
“L can’t,” he faltered. “I can’t let you
do all that for me. If you—cared, it

—not really. You don't want me——not
me. You want the real Jamie, and 1
ain’t' the real Jamie. You don't think 1
:am. I can see, it in your face,” G
“I know. But—but—" began® Mrs.
Carew helplessly.
“And it isn’t as if—as if I was like

L7 other boys, and could walk, either,” in-

t{errul’;ted the cripple, feverishly.
Yotu’i get tired of me in no time.
And I'd see it comin’. T couldn’t stand

it—to be a burden like that, Of course, J

if you cared—like mumsey here—" He
threw out his hand, choked back a sob,
(then turned his head away again. “I'm
'not the Jamie you want. I—can't—go,”
he said. With the words his thin, boy-
ish hand fell clenched till the knuckles
showed white against the tattered old
shawl that covered the bed.

There was a moment’s breathless
hush, then, very quietly, Mrs. Carew
got to her feet.. Her face was color-
less; but there was that in it that si-
1 }w_:nced the sob that rose to Pollyanna’s
ips.

“Come,_Po]lyaxma,” was all she said.

“Well, if you ain't the fool limit!”
babbled Jerry Murphy to the boy on
the bed, as the door closed a moment
later. ’

But the boy on the bed was crying
very much as if the closing door had
been the one that had led to paradise—
and that had closed now forever.

4\/’7/ 19},.
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A ship thrust themselves upon her in the

7/ fore her.

would be different. But you don’t cares

CHAPTER XII
From Behind a Counter

Mrs, Carew was very an‘gr‘}}v.j;ﬂq:_l‘o
have brought < hérself# to' the point
where she: was w;illing»tq take  this
lame boy into her home, and-then: to
have the fad calmly refuse to come,
was unbearable,  Mrs. Carew was not
in the habit of having her invitations
ignored, or her wishes scorned. Fur-
thermdre, now that she could not have
the boy, she was conscious of an ai-
most frantic terror lest he were, after
all, the real Jamie. She knew then
that lier true reason for wanting him
had been—not because she cared for
him, not even because she wished to
help him and inake him happy—but be-
cause she hoped, by taking him, that,
she would ease her mind, and forever
silence that awful eternal questioning
on her part: ‘“What if he were her
own Jamiq?“

It certainly had not helped matters
any that the boy had divined her state
of mind, and had given as the' rea-
son for his refusal that she “did not
care.” To be sure, Mrs. Carew now
very proudly told herself that she did
not indeed “care,” that he was not
her sister’s boy, and that she would
“forget all about it.” 3
| But she did not forget all about it.
jHowever insistently she might dgsclaxm
responsibility and relationship, just as
insistently responsibility and relation-

|shape of panicky doubts; and however
I resolutely she turned her thoughts to
other: matters, just so resolutely
visions of a wistful-eyed boy in a pov-
erty-stricken room loomed always be-

Then, - too, there was Pollyanna.
Clearly Pollyanna was not herself at
all. In a most unPollyannalike sgirit
she moped azbout the house, finding
apparently no interest anywhere.

“Oh, no, I'm not sick,” she would
answer, when remonstrated with, and
questioned.

“But what is the trouble?”

“Why, nothing. It—it's only that I
was thinking of Jamie, vou know—
how he hasn’t got all these beautiful
things—carpets and pictures and cur-
tains.”

It was the same with her food.
Pollyanna was actually losing her ap-
} petite; but here ‘again she disclaimed
sickness. -~ “Oh, no,” she would sigh
'mournfully.  “It's just that T don’t
seem hungry. Some way, just 45 soot
as [ begin to eat, I think of Jamie,
and how he doesn’t have only old
doughnuts and dry rolls; and then |
—1I don’t want anything.”

Mrs. Carew,.spurred by a feeling
that she herself only dimly understood,
and recklessly determined * to bring
about some change in Pollyanna at
all ‘costs, ordered a huge tree, two
dozen wreaths and quantities of holly
and Christmas baubles. Ior the ffirst
time in many years the house way/
aflame and a-glitter with scarlet and
tinsel. There was even to be a Christ-
mas party, for Mrs. Carew had told
Pollyapna to invite half a dozen of
her schoolgirl friends for the tree on
Christmas Eve.

But even here Mrs. Carew met with
disappointment; for, though Polly-
anna was always grateful, and at times
interested and even excited, she still
carried frequently a sober little facc.
And in the end the Christmas party
was more of a sorrow than a joy;
for the first glimpse of the glittering.
tree sent her into a storm of sobs.

“Why, Pollyanna!” cjaculated Mrs.
“Carew. - “What in the world is the
matter now?” ‘
/ “N-n-nothing,” wept Pollyanna. “Tt's

that glad game ot yours: 1 think it
would be an excellent idea if you
would play it on this.” 4

“T am playing ‘it,” quavered Polly-
anna. “And that’s what T don’t un-
derstand, T never knew it to act so
funny. Why, before, when T've been
glad about things I've been happy. But
now, about Jamie—I'm so glad I've

g}?t carpets and pictures and nice
1.5 < things to eat, and that I can walk and
57 % ,,////f/zrun, and go to school, and all that;
vl but the harder I'm glad for myself
RS 4ﬂ the sorrier I am for him. I never

knew the game to act so funny, and
I don’t know' what ails it. * Do you?”
But Mrs. Cdrew, with a despairing
gesture, merely turned away without a
word. '
It was the day after Christmas that

255 4)

Pollyanna, for a time, almost forgot
Jamie. Mrs. Carew had taken her

| shopping, and it was while Mrs. Carew
was -trying. to decide hetween
duchesse-lace and a point-lace collar,
that Pollyanna chanced to spy farther
down ‘the counter a face that looked
vaguely familiar. * For a-moment she
regarded /it frowningly: then, with a
little cry, she ran down the aisle.

“Oh, it’s you—it is you!” she ex-
claimed joyously to a girl who was
putting into the show case a tray of
pink bows. “I'm so glad to see you!”

The girl ‘behind the counter raised
her head and stared at Pollyanna in
amazement. But almost immediately
her dark, sombre face lighted with a
smile of glad recognition.

? “Well, well, if it isn’t my- little Puh-
lic Qarden kiddie!” she ejaculated.

“Yes. I'm so glad you remembered.”

912262 4,

came again. f

times.” :

“I couldn’t. T had to work. That was
our last"ha]f-holida_\', and—fifty cents,
madam,” she broke off, in answer to

I looked for you lots o

7§ 24

x 59 &/
fj//é] ;//5 '/ 17
¢ ///// the price of a black-and-white bow on
the counter. ;

“Fifty ‘cents? = Hm-m!” The old
lady fingered the bow, hesitated, then
laid it down with 4 sigh. “Hm, yes:
well, it's very pretty, 'm sure’ my
3 dear,” she said, as she passed on.

_Imme_dmtely behind her came two
bright-faced girls who, with much gig
gling and bantering, picked ‘out a jew:
elled creation of scarlet velvet. and
fairy-like structure of tulle and pink

2458 574

away, Pollyanna drew an ecstatic sigh.

“Is that what you do all day? My,
how glad you must be you chose this 1"
- “Glad !” 8

“Yes. It must be such fun—such
lots of folks, you know, and all dif-
ferent. - And you can talk to 'em. You
have to talk to ’em—it's your*business.
I should love that. 1T think I'll do this
when T grow up. It must be.such fun
to see what they all buy!” = .

“Fun! Glad!” bristled the girl be-
hind the counter. “Well, child, I gliess
if you knew half— That's a dollar,
madam,” she interzupted herself hast-:
ily, -in answer toa  young woman's
sharp. question as to the price of a
flaring yellow bow of beaded velvet in
the show case.

“Well, I should-think
told me,” snapped the young woman.
“I had to ask you twice”

: The girl behind the counter bit her
ip
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‘twas time you

‘1 didn't hear you, madam.”

“I can’t help that. It's your business
to hear. You are waid for it, aren’t
you? How much is that black ose?”

“Fifty cents.”

“And that blue one?”

“One dollar.”

“No impudence, miss!

505 54

You needn't

only that it's so perfectly, perfectly
beautiful ‘that I just had to cry, 1

was ‘thinking how Jamie would love
to see it.”

It was then that Mrs.
tience snapped. ‘
A ‘Tamie, Jamie, Jamie'!” she ex-
claimed. “Pollyanna, can't you stop
talking ‘about that boy? You know
perfectly well that it is not my fault
that he is not here. I asked him to

Carew's pa-

come here to live. Besides, where fs

be so short about it, or I
yor.
ones."”
The = salesgirl's lips opened, then
glosed in a thin, straight line. Obed-
iently she reached into the show case
and took out the tray of pink. bows ;
but her eves flashed, and her hands
shook visibly as she set the tray down
on ‘the counter. The young woman
whom she was serving pi-l~d up tive
bows, asked the price of 7.:* of them
then turned awaj; Wil 4 B s :

: shall report
Let me see ‘that tray of gink

Va4

4

something so wonderful happened that’

P

beamed Pollyanna. “But you ‘never”

a sweet-faced old lady’s question a3 to ~

buds. As the girls turned chattering !

“I see nothing I care tor.

“Well,” said the girl, behind the
counter, in a shaking 'voice, to the
wide-eyed Pollyanna, {‘what do you
think of my business now? Anything 7
to be glad about there?” =

Pollyanna giggled a little hysteri-
cally. } :
' “My, wasn’t she cross? But she was
kind of funny. too—don't ‘you think?
Anyhow, you can be glad that—that
they aren’t all like her, can't you?"

“I suppose 'so,” said the girl, with
a faint smile. “But 1 can tell you
right now, kiddie, that glad game of
yours you was tellin’ me about  that
day in the Garden ay: be all very,
well for you; but—" Once more she
stopped with a tired: “Fifty cents,
imadam,” in answer to a question from
the other side of the counter.

“Are you as lonesome as e\'eq?”
asked .Pollyanna wistfully, when the
salesgirl was at liberty again. =

“Well, T can’t say I've given more'n
five parties, nor been to more'n seve:
since T saw you,” replied the girl so,
bitterly  that = Pollyanna = detectéd the
sarcasm. 3 p

“Oh, but vou did something nice
Christmas, didn't you?”

“Oh, yes. 1 stayed in bed all day
with my feet’done up in rags and
read four newspapers and ove maga-
zine. Then at night T hobbled out to

(

a restaurant, where I had to blow it
thirty-five cents for chicken pie instead
of a quarter.” :

“But what ailed your feet?”

mas rush.”

“Oh!” shuddered Pollyanna, sym- hadn’t anything' for - Christmas only
V/ pathetically. “And you didn’t have any blistered feet and chicken pie?” :

tree, or party, or anything?” she cried,
distressed and shocked.
“Well, hardly!”

“O dear! How I wish you could?
have seen mine!” sighed the little girl.
“It was just lovely, and—— But, oh,

say!” she exclaimed joyously. “You
can see it, after all.
Now, can't you come out tonight, or
tomorrow night, and P
“Pollyanna!” interrupted Mrs! Ca-
rew in her chilliest accents. “What
in the world does this mean? Where
have you been? T have looked every-
where for you. [ even went 'way
back to the suit department.” ¢
Pollyanna turned with a happy little
cry

I

P et v

‘'and we can get more of those.
> . wor’t be very long till- just New Year’s|
“Blistered. Standin’ on ’em—Christ- Eve; and only think how glad she'll

child you are!” frowned Mrs. Carew. |

HE

Eivenayerrit-doesn’t -seem to-oceur 4@ 1

It isn’t gone yet. -

| “Oh, Mrs. Carew, I';n‘glaci yot've.

come,” she rejoiced. . “I'his is—well,
I.don’t know her name yet, but I know
her, so it’s all right.- I met het in the
- Public Garden ever so. Iong ago. And

she’s lonesome and doesn’t-know any- |

éb_ody. And her’ father’ was a minister
like miine, only he’s alive.
/didn’t have any . Christmas' tree only
blistered feet and chicken pie; and T
want her to. see mine, you know—the
tree, I mean,”. plunged on Pollyanna,
breathlessly. = “I've asked her fo come
out tohight or tomorrow night.
you’ll let ‘me have it all lighted up
again, won't you?” .

“Well, really, Pollyanna,” began Mrs.
Carew,. in cold disapproval. But thc
girl behind the counter interrupted
with a voice quite as- cold, and even
more disapproving.

“Don’t worry, madam. . - I’ve no no-
tion of goin’’ :

“Oh, but please,” begged Pollyanna.
*You don’t know how I want you,
and—" y

‘I notice the lady ain’t doin’ 'any
askin’,”. interrupted the. salesgirl, a
dittle maliciously.

Mrs. Carew flushed ‘an .angry red,
and turned as if to go; but Polly-.
anna caught her arm and held it, talk-
ing meanwhile almost frenziedly to
the girl behind the counter, who hap-
pened, at the moment, to be free from
customers.

“Oh, but she will, she will,” Polly-
anna was saying. ‘‘She wants you to
come—] know she does. Why, you
don’t know how good she is, and how
much money  she gives to—to chari-
table ’sociations and everything.”
_“Pollyanna!”’ shouted Mrs. Carewy
sharply. Once more she would have|
ne, but this time she was held spell-
ggund by the ringing scorn in the
low. tense voice of the "s‘z'xlesg‘irl'. '

-~

S

And she |

And -

“Oh, yes, 1 know! LDETES 10u5-01
‘'em that'll .give the rescue work.
there’s always ;lenty of helpin’ hands
stretched out'to'them that has gone
wrong. And that’s all right. T ain’t
findin’ no fault with that. Only some-
times I wonder there .don’t some
’em think of helpin' the girls before
they go wrong. Why. don't, they give
good girls. pretty homes with books
and pictures and soft carpets and mu-

'sic, and somebody ’round ‘em'to-care?

Maybe then there wouldn’t be so
many—.’ Good heavens, what am I
sayin’?”’ she broke off, under her
breath. Then, with the old weariness,
she turned to a young woman who
had stopped before her and picked
up a blue bow. ; :

“That’s 50 cents, madam,” Mrs.
Carew ‘heard, as she hurried Pollyan-
na away. .

" CHAPTER XIII.
A Waiting and a Winning

4
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It wasia delightful plan. Pollyanna=

had it entirely formulated in about five
minutes; ,then she told Mrs. Carew.
Mrs. Carew did not think it was a de-
lightful plan, and she said so very dis-
tinctly. - Sl

" “Oh, but:I'm sure they’ll think it is,”
argued  Pollyanna, in reply to Mrs.
Carew’s objections.  “And just think
how easy we can do it! The tree is
just as it.-was—except for the presents,
It

be to/come !

Wouldn’t you be, if you

“Dear, 'dear, what an impossible

yvou that we don’t know this young
person’s name.”
So we don’t! And ism’t it funny,
when T feel that I know her so well?”
“smiled’ Pollyanna. “You see, we had
such a good talk in the Garden that
day, and she’ told me all about how
lonesome she was, and that she
thought the lonesomest place in the
world was in a crowd in a big city, be-
cause v folks: didn't think nor Mmotice.
| Oh, there was one that noticed; but he
[noticed téo much, she said, and he
l.ladllj.t_ ought to notice her any—which
is kind of funny, isn’t it, when you
come:to think o% it
came for her there in the Garden to go
somewhere with him, and ‘she wculdn't
go, and he was a real handseme gentle-
man, too—until he' began to look so
cross, just at the last.
so pretty when they’re cross, are they?|
Now there was a lady today looking
at bows, and she said—well; lots of
things that weren’t nice, you know.

ter—after she began to talk. ' But you
will' let me have the tree New "Year’s

yinvite this “girl who' sells bows, and
Jamie? He's better, you know, now,
and he could come. Of course, Jerry
would have to wheel him—but then,
we'd want Jerry, anyway.”

“Oh, of course, Jerry!’ exclaimed
Mrs. Carew in ironic scorn. “But why
stop with Jerry? I'm sure Jerry has
hosts of friends who would love to
come. -And—"

“Oh, Mrs. Carew, may I?” broke in

[“Oh, how good, good, good you are!

Pollyanna, in uncontrollable delight.

I've so wanted—" ' But Mrs. .Carew
fairly gasped aloud in surprise and
dismay. sy

“No, no, Pollyanna, .- she began
protestingly. * But Pollyanna, entirely
mistaking the meaning of her interrup-

Fion, plunged in again in stout cham-
pionship. |

“Indeed you are good—just the best-
est ever; and I sha’n’t let you say you
aren't. Now I reckon I'll have a party
all right! There’s Tommy Dolan and
his sister Jennie, and the two Macdon-
ald children, and three girls whose
names I don’t know that live under the
Murphys, and a whole lot more, if we
have room for ‘em! Why, Mrs.
Carew, seems to me as if I never knew

. But anyhow, he !y

Folks aren’t |

And she didn’t look pretty, either; af-|'

Eve, -won’t you, Mrs. «Carew P—and |
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anything so_perfectly lovely in all my
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life—and it’s all” your doings! Now
mayn’t I begin right away to 1nvite
:em——so they’ll know what’s coming to
em? A

And Mrs. Carew, who would “not
have believed such a thin‘g_po‘ss1b1<§;
heard herself murmuring a faint “yes,
which, she knew, bound her to the giv-
ing of a Christmas tree party on New
Year’s Eve to a dozen children from
Murphy’s alley and a young salesgirl
whose name she did not k?ow.

Perhaps in Mrs. Carew’'s memory
was still lingering a young  girl's
“Sometimes I wonder there don’t some
of ’em think of helpin’ the girls before
they go wrong.” Perhaps in her ears
was still ringing Pollyanna’s story of |
that same girl who had found a crowd
in a big city the loneliest place in the
world yet who had refused to go with
the handsome man that had “noticed
her too much” Perhaps in Mrs.
Carew’s heart was the undefinied hope
that somewhere in it all lay the peace|
she had so longed for. Perhaps it was
a little of all three combined with utter
helplessness in the face of Pollyanna’s
amazing twisting of her irritated Sal:*u
casm into the wide-sweeping hospi-
tality of a willing hostess. Whatever
it was, the thing was done; and at once
Mrs. Carew found herself caught into
a veritable whirl of plans and plot-
tings, the centre of which was always
Pollyanna and- the party.

gave a little gasp of exasperation:

ness of heart, and unhesitating ’peljef
| in her desire to “help everybody” was
I most

| with Pollyanna’s happy, confident eyes
[ full on her face.

| lyanna quickly.

To her sister, Mrs. Carew wtote (}is-
tractedly of the whole affair, closing
with « 73

“What I'm going to do I don’tf
know; but I suppost I shall have to
keep . right .on doing as I am doing.
There is no other way. Of course,
if Pollyanna once begins to prez}ch—-—
but she hasn’t yet; so I can’t, with a
clear conscience, send her back to

ou. {
2 Della, reading this letter at the San-
atorium, laughed aloud at the conclu-
sion. s

"“‘Hasn’t preached yet, indeed!” she
chuckled to herself. “Bless her dear
heart! And yet you, Ruth Carew, own
up to giving two Christmas-tree par-
ties within a week, and as I happen to
know, your home, which used to be
| shrouded in death-like gloom is aflame
with scarlet and green from top to
toe. But she hasn’t preached yet—oh,
no, she hasn't preached yet!”

The party was a great success. Even
Mrs. Carew admitted that. Jamie, in
his, wheel chair, Jerry with his start-
ling, but expressive vocabulary, and
the girl (whose name proved to be
Sadie Dean), vied with each other in
amusing the more diffident guests.
Sadie Dean, much to the others’ sur-
prise—and perhaps to her own—dis-
closed an intimate knowledge of the
most fascinating. games; and these
games, with Jamie’s stories and Jerry’s
good-natured banter, kept everyone in
gales of laughter until supper, and the
generous distribution of presents from
the laden tree sent the happy guests
home with tired sighs of content.

. If Jamie '(who with Jerry was the
last to leave) looked -about him a biti
wistfully, no one apparently noticed it.
Yet Mrs. Carew, when, she bade him |
good night, said low in his ear, half
impatiently, half embarrassedly : ‘

“Well, ' Jamie, have you changed
your mind—about coming?”

The boy hesitated. = A faint ‘color
stole into his cheeks. He turned and
looked into her eyes wistfully, search-
lingly. Then very slowly he shook his
head. . - . : :

“Tf it could always be—like tonight,
T—could,” he sighed. “But it wouldn’t.
There’d be tomorrow, and next
week, and next month, and next year
comin’; and I’d know before next
week that T hadn’t oughter come.”

1f Mrs. Carew had thought that the
New Year's Fve party was to end the
'matter of Pollyanna’s efforts in behalf
of Sadie Déan, she was soon unde-
Iceived; for the very next morning
Pollyanna ‘began to talk of her.

“And I'm so glad 1 found her
again,” she prattled, contentedly.
“Eyen if I haven’t been able to find
the real Jamie for you, I've found
somebody else for you to love—and

—
~ms —

.

of course you'll love to love her, ‘cause’
lit's just another way of loving Jamie..

Mrs. Carew drew in her breath and |

This unfailing faith in her goad-

disconcerting, and sometines
most annoying. At the same gmu;.xt
was a most difficult thing to disclaim
__under the circumstances, especially

“But, Pollyanna,” she objected im-
potently, at last, feeling very much as
of she were struggling against invisi-
ble silken cords, ‘‘I—you—this g”n'l
really isn't Jamie, at all, you know:.

“I know she isn't,” sympathized Pol-
“And oJf course, I'm
iust as sorry she isn’t Jamie as can
{)e. But sheys somebody’s Jamie—that
is, T mean she hasn’t got anybody
down here to love her and—and no-
tice, you know, and sog, whene_ver you
remember Jamie I should think you
couldn’t be glad enough there was
somebody you could help, just as you'‘d
want folks to help Jamie, wherever
he is.” :

Mrs. Carew shivered and gave a lit-
tle moan. e ;

“But I want my Jamie,’ she grieved.

Pollyanna nodded with understand-
iilg eyes. :

5;"1 )llmow—the ‘child’s preserice. Mr.
Pendleton told me about 1t,—,—’— only
you've got the ‘woman’s hand.

“‘Woman’s hand?’” :

“Yes—to make a home, you know.

““ "Twas because I knew a girl once,
and [ was thinkin' of her. She canie,
from my town, and she was pretty and |
good, but :she wa'n't over strong. For
a year we pulled together, sharm’ the
'same room, boiling our eggs over \the
same gasjet, and eatin’ our hash and
fishballs for supper at the same cheap
restaurant. There was never anything
to do evenin’s but to walk in the Com-
mon, or go to the movies, if we had
the dime to blow in, or just stay in
“our room. Well, our room wasn't
very pleasant. . It was hot in summer,
and cold in winter, and the gasjet was
so measly and so flickery that we
couldn’t sew or read, even if we hadn’t
beer too fagged out to do either—
which we "most generally was. Be-
sides, over our heads was a squeaky
board that someone was always rock=
in’ on, and under us was a feller; that
was learnin’ to play the cornet. Did
you ever hear any one learn to play
the cornet?”

“N-no, I don't think so,” murmured |
Mrs, Carew.

“Well, you've missed a lot,” said the
girl, dryly. Then, after a moment, she
resumed her story.

“Sometimes, ’specially. at: Christmas
| and holidays, we used to walk up here
on the avenue, and other streets, hunt-
in’ for windows where the curtains
were up, and we could look in. You
see, we were pretty lonesonié, them
days ’specially, and we said it did us
good. to see homes with folks, and
lamps on the centretables, and chil-}
dren playin’ games; but we both of us
knew: that really it only made us feel
worse than ever, because we were so

He said that it took a woman’s hand
o1 a child’s presence to make a homie.
That was when he wanted me, and I
tound him Jimmy, and he adopted him
instead.” 34

3 “Jimmy?” Mrs. Carew looked up
with the startled something in her
eyes that always came nto them at
the mention of any variant of” that
| name. i

~ $Sadie Dean during the days that fol-

“Yes; Jimm ’Bgan.” ko

“Oh—=Bean;[/said Mrs, Carew, re-
Taxing, e Ay 0

“Ves. He was from an orphan’s

home, and He ran away. T found him.
He said he wanted another kind of a
licme with a mother in. it instead of a
matron. I couldn’t find him the moth-
er part, but I found him Mr. Pendle-
ton, and he adopted him. His name is
Jimmy Pendleton now.”

“But it was—Bean?”

“Yes, it was Bean.”

“Oh!” said Mrs. Carew, this time
with a long sigh. . ;

Mrs. Carew saw a: good deal of
lowed the New Year’s Eve party. She
saw a good deal of Jamie, too. In one
way and another Pollyanna contrived

to have them frequently at the house, ||

ard this, Mrs, Carew, much to her
surprise and vexation, could not seem
te prevent. Her consent and even her
delight were taken by Pollyanna as so
much a matter of course that she
found herself helpless to convince the
child that neither approval nor satis-
faction entered into the matter at all,
as far: as she was concerned.

But Mrs. Carew, whether she her-
self realized it or not, was learning
many things—things she never: could
Lave learned in the old days, shut up
in_her rooms, with orders to Mary to
admit, no.one.  She 'was learning

something of what it means to be a
lonely young girl in a big city, with
onc’s living to earn, and with no one [
to care—except one who cares too

much, and too little.
“But what did you ‘mean?”

in the store—what -
helping the girls?”
Sadie Dean colored. distressfully.

“I'm afraid I was rude,” she apolo-

gized.

. “Never mind that,

| times since.” :
For a.moment the girl was silent

she
nervously asked /Sadie Dean one even-
ing; “what did you mean that first day
you said—about

i Tell me what|
! you meant. I've thought of it so many

3| side of one of them.

hopelessly out of it all. ’Twas even
harder to see the automobiles, and the
gay young folks in them, laughing and
chatting. = You see, we were young,
and I suspect we wanted to laugh and
chatter. We wanted a good time, too,
arnd, by and by—my chum began to
have it—this good time. :
“Well, to make a long story short,

|| we broke partnership one day, and she

went her way, and I mine. I didn't
like the company she was keepin’, and
T said so. She .wouldn’t give 'em up,
so we quit. I didn’t see her again for
‘most two years, then 1/ got a note

from her, and T went: “This was just
last month.  She was in one of them
rescue homes. It was a lovely place;
soft rugs, fine pictures, plants, flowers
and books, a piano, a beautiful room,
and everything possible done for her.
Rich women came in their automo-
biles and ‘carriages to take her driv-
iug, and she was taken to concerts and
| watinees.  She was learnin’ - stenog-
raphy, and they were going to help
her to a position just as soon as she
could take it. Everybody was wonder-
fully good to her, she said, atid
' showed they wanted to help her in
every way. - But she said something
| else, too. She said: = -
) “*Sadie, if they'd taken one-half the
pains to show me they cared and
| wanted to help me long ago when 1
was honest, self-respectin’, hard-work-
in’, homesick girl—I- wouldn’t have
been here for them to help now.” And
l:—well, I never forgot it. That’s all.
| It ain’t that I'm objectin’ to the res-
cue work—it’s a fine thing, and they
' cught to do it. ;
there wouldn't be quite so much of it
for them to do—if they'd just show a
little of their interest earlier in the
game.” 3

“But I thought—there were working-
girls’ homes, and—and settlement
houses that—that did that sort of
thing,” faltered Mrs. Carew i a
voice that few of her friends would
have recognized. R

“There are. Did yoil ever see the
inside of one of them?” _

“Why, n-no; though I—I have giv-
en money to’ them.” This time Mrs.
Carew’s voice was almost apologeti-
caliy pleading in tone.

Sadie Dean smiled curiously.

“Yes, I know. Thnere are lots of
good women that have given money
to them—and have never seen the in-
Please don’t

| then, a little- bitterly, she said:

understand that I'm_sayin’ anythin’
| against the homes. I'm not. They're
" good things. They're almost the only

Only I'm thinkin’ [’
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thing that's doing anything to help;|
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but they're only a drop in the bucket
to what is really needed. T tried one
once; but there was an air about it—
somehow T felt—But - there, what's
the use? Probably they aren’t all like
that one, and maybe the. fault was
Wita me. If [ should try to tell you,
you wouldn’t understand. You'd have
to live in it—and you haven't even
sten the inside of one. Buf I can’t
help wonderin’  sometimes why so
many of those good women never
seem to put the real heart and inter-
est into the preventin’ ‘that they do
into the rescuin’. But there! T didn’t
mean to talk such a lot. - But—you,
asked me.”

“Yes, I asked you,” said Mrs. Ca-
rew’in a half-stifled voice, as she
turned away.

Not only from -Sadie Dean, how-
cver, was Mrs, Carew learning things
never learned before, but from Jamie,
also.

Jamie was there a great deal. Pol-
lyanna liked to have him there, and
he liked to be there. At first, to be
sure, he had hesitated; but very soon
he had quieted his doubts and.yielded
to”his longings by telling himself (and
Pollyanna) that, after all, visiting was
rot “staying for keeps.”

Mrs. Carew often found the ‘boy

+and Pollyanna contentedly settled on
the library window-seat, with the
c¢mpty wheel chair close by. Some-
times they were poring over a book.
(She heard Jamie tell Pollyanna one
day that he didn’t think he’d mind so
very much being lame if he had so!
many books as Mrs, Carew, and' that
he guessed he’d be so.happy he'd fly
clean away if he had both books and
lAtgs:‘) Sometimes the boy was telling
stories, and Pollyvanna was listening,
wide-eyed and absorbed.

Mrs. Carew wondered at Pollyan-
na's interest—until one day she her-
seli stopped and listened. After that
she wondered no longer—but she lis-
tened a good deal longer. ' Crude and
incorrect as was much of the boy’s
language, it was always wonderfully
vivid and picturesque, so that Mrs. Ca-
rew found herself, hand in hand with
Pollyanna, trailing .down the Golden
l.;\ges at the beck of a glowing-eyed

oV. . .

Dimly Mrs. Carew was beginning to
realize| too, something of what it must
mean, to be in spirit and ambition the
centre of brave deeds and wonderful
adventures, while in reality one was
only a“ crippled boy in a wheel chair.
TLut what Mrs. Carew did not realize
was the part this crippled boy was be-
gimning to play in her own life. She

| did not realize how much a matter of

| course his presence was becoming, nor .

| how interested she now was in find-

!ing something new “for Jamie to see.” -
Neither did she realize how day by

| day he was coming to seem to her

Isciousness, all those dear memories ot
that losc little lad”—just as if anything
could blot out those other aching mem-

| ories of the new Jamie (who yet might
be the old Jamie), with his pitiful,

| pleading eyes !

- “Full well now Mrs., Carew knew that

| without Pollyanna the house would be

like her—that live in perfectly beautiful
houses, and have more things to eat
and wear than they know what to do
with. Now if those folks only knew
the other folks—” But Mr. Pendleton
interrupted with a laugh. o

“My dear child, did it ever occur to

| empty ; but that without the lad',TIa_mie‘»_
it ‘wotild be worse than that. To her
ride this knowledge was Aot pleasing.
o her heart it was torture—since tha
‘boy had twice said that he would not
come. For a time, during those last
few days of Pollyanna’s stay, the strug-
gle was a bitter 'one, though pride al-
ways kept the ascendancy. 'Fhen, on
what Mrs. Carew knew, ‘would be
Jamie’s last visit, her heart triumphed,
and once more she asked Jamie to
1come and be to her the Jamié that was
ost.

What she said ‘she never. could re-
member afterwards; but what the boy
said she never forgot. After all, it was
compassed in six short words. ;

For what seemed a'long, long minute
his eyes had searched her facé; then
to his own had come a transfiguring
light as he breathed: X 4

“Oh, yes! Why, you—care, now!” "

. CHAPTER XIV.
Jimmy and the Green-Eyed Mon-=
ster s
This time Beldingsville did not liter-
ally welcome Pollyanna home with

brass bands and bunting—perhaps be-
cause the hour of her expected arrival
was known to but few of the towns-
people. But there certainly was no lack
of joyful greetings on the part of ev-
erybody from the moment she stepped
from the railway train with her Aunt
Polly and Dr. Chilton. Nor did Polly-
anna lose any time in starting on a
round of fly-away minute calls on all
her old friends. Indeed, for the next
few days, according to Nancy, “There
wasn’t no putting of your finger on her
anywheres, for by the time you'd got
your finger down she wasn’t there.”

And always; ‘everywhere she went,
Pollyanna met the question: “Well,
how did you like Boston?” Perhaps to
no one did she answer this more fully
than she did to Mr. Pendleton. As was
usually the case when this-question was
put to her, she began her reply with a
troubled frown. :

* | dubiously.

“Oh, T liked it—TI just loved it—some
of it |

“But not all of it?” smiled Mr. Pen- |
dleton. |

“No. . There’s' parts 'of it—. Oh, I
was glad to be there,” she explained
hastily. “I had a perfectly lovely time,

more and more .the lost Jamie, her
dead sister’s child.

As February, March and April passed, § |
however, and May came, bringing with
it the near approach of the date setf |
for Pollyanna’s home-going, Mrs. Ca-
rew did suddenly awake to the knowl-
edge -of what that home-going was to
mean to her. :

She was amazed and appalled. Up to
now she had, in belief, looked ?or-
ward with pleasure to the departure of
Pollyanna. She had said that then oncef
again the house would be quiet, with
the glaring sun shut out. Once again
jshe would be at peace and able to hide
herself away from the anhoying, tire-
some world. Orce again she would be
free to summon to her aching con-§|
sciousness all those dear memories of § |
the lost little Jad who had so long ago |
stepped into that vast unknown and§'
closed the door behind him. All this
she had believed would be the casef
when Pollyanna should go Home. i

But now that Pollyanna was really |
'going home, the picture was far differ- |
ent. The “quiet house with the ‘sun j|

shut out” had become one that prom-{|
ised to be “gloomy and unbearable.” |
The Jlonged-for “peace” . would be !
“wretched loneliness,” and as for her
being able to “hide herself away from
the annoying, . tiresome world,” and
“free to summon to her aching con- |

5diffe1;ent, you know—like eating dinner
lat night instead of noons, when you

{good to me, and 1 saw such a lot of

“the Public Garden, and the Seeing Bos-

i didn't, down ‘there.”

| nicer if they.did! Why, just think, Mr.

and lots of things were so queer and

ought to eat it. But everybody was so
wonderful things—Bunker Hill, and

ton: autos, ‘and miles of ‘pictures and
statues and store-windows and streets
that didn’t have any end. And folks. T
never saw such a lot of folks.” (T

“Well, I'm sure—I thought vou fiked
folks,” commented the man. :

“T do.” Pollyanna frowned again and
pondered. “But what's the use of such
a lot of them if you don’t know ’em?
And Mrs. Carew wouldn’t let me. She
didn’t know ‘em herself. She said folks

There was a slight pause, then, with
a sigh, Pollyanna resumed.

“I reckon maybe that’s the part I
don’t like the most—that folks don’t
know each other. It would be such a lot

Pendleton, there are lots of folks that
live on dirty, narrow streets, and don’t
even have beans and fish balls to eat,
nor things even as good as missionary
barrels to wear, Then there are other
folks—Mrs. Carew and ‘a whole lot

| you that. these people don’t care to
g knc‘>w each other ?” he asked quizzically.
— “Oh, but some of them do,” ;main-
tained Pollyanna, in- eager defence.
“Now there's Sadie Dean—she sells
bows, lovely bows, in a big store—she

wants to know people; and I intro-

duced her to Mrs. Carew, and we had
her up to the house, and we had Jamie
and lots of others there, too; and she
was so glad to know them! And that’s
what made me think that if only a lot
of Mrs. Carew’s kind could khow the
other kind—but of course I couldn’t'do
the introducing. .I didn’t know many
of them myself, anyway. But if they
could know each other, so that the rich

people could give the poor people part.

jof their money—"
" But again Mr. Pendleton interrupted
iwith a laugh.
' “Oh,  Pollyanna,  Pollyanna,”’: he
chuckled; “I'm afraid you're getting
into pretty deep water. You’'ll be a
rabid little Socialist. before you know
e
“A—what?” questioned the little girl,
“T—I don’t think I know
what a Socialist is. But T know what
being sociable is—and I like folks that

are that. If it's anything like that, T|

don’t mind being one, a mite. I'd like
to be one.”

“I dot’t doubt it, Pollyanna,” smiled
the man. “But when it comes to this
scheme of yours for the wholesale dis-
tribution of wealth—you’'ve got a prob-
lem on your hands that you might have
difficulty with.” ; ey

“Pollyanna drew a lohg Sigh. ™ *

“I know,” she nodded. “That’s the
way Mrs. Carew. talked. She .says T
don’t understand; that ’twould—er—
pauperize her and be indiscriminate and
pernicious, and—well,-it was something
like that, anyway,” bridled the little
girl, aggrievedly, as the man began to
laugh. “And, anyway, I don’'t under-
stand why some folks have such a lot,
and other folks shouldn’t have any-

thing; and I don’t like it. And if T

ever have a lot T shall just give some/

of it to folks who don’t have any, even
if it does make me pauperized and per-:
nicious, and—" But Mr. Pendleton was
laughing so hard now that Pollyanna,
after a moment’s struggle, surrendered
and laughed with him.

“Well, anyway,” she reiterated, when
she had caught her breath, “I don’t un-
derstand it, all the same.” ‘

“No, dear, I'm afraid you -don’t,”
agreed the man, growing suddenly very
grave and tender-eyed; “nor any of the
rest of us, for that matter. But tell
me,” he added, after a minute, “who
is this Jamie ‘you've been talking so
much about since you came?” |

And Pollyanna told him.

In talking of Jamie, Pollyanna lost
her worried, baffled look. Pollyanna
loved to talk of Jamie. Here was some-
thing she understood. Here was no
problem that had to deal with big, fear-
some-sounding words. Besides, in this
particular instance—would not Mt.
Pendleton be especially interested in
Mrs. Carew’s taking the boy into her
home, for who better than himself
could understand the need of a child’s
presence ?

For that matter, Pollyanna talked t¢
everybody about Jamie.” She assumed
that everybody would be as intereste:l
as she herself was. On most occasions
she was not disappointed in the interes*
shown; but one day she met with 3
surprise. It came through Jimmy Pen-
dleton.

“Say, look a-here,”. he demanded one
afternoon, irritably. “Wasn’t there any-
body €lse down to Boston but just that
everlasting ‘Jamie'?" : e >

“Why, Jimmy Bean, what do you
mean ®’ cried Pollyanna. ; & vl




The boy lifted his chin a little.
“I'm not Jimmy Bean. I'm Jimmy
Pendleton. And T mean that 1 shoul,d
think, from your talk, that there wasn't
anybody down to Boston but just that
 loony boy who. calls them  birds and
Isquirrels ‘Lady ILancelot, and all that
tommyrot.” :
“Why,  Jimmy r
) gasped Pollyanna.. .Then, with some
~ 7/ spirit: “Jamie isn't loony! He is a very
mice boy. And he knows a lot—books and
stories ! . Why, he can make stories
rig’ht.-opt,of. his own head! Besides, it
isn’t ‘Lady Lancelot'—it’s ‘Sir Lancelot.
If you knew half as much as he does
you'd know: that, too!” she finished,
with flashing eyes. §
Jimmy Pendleton flushed miserably
and looked utterly wretched. Growing
more and more jealous moment by mo-
ment, still doggedly he held his grounq.
“Well, anyhow;’ he scoffed, “I dqu.;
think much of his name. ‘Jamie {
umph |—sounds sissy! And ]_}mow
somebody else that said so, too.™
“Who was it?”
There was no answer.
“Who was it?” demanded Pollyanna
more peremptorily. | :
“Dad.” The boy’s voice was sullen.
“«Your—dad?” repeated Pollyanna; in
amazement. “Why, how could he know
Jamie?” ¢ :
“He didn’t. "T'wasn’t about that Jamie.

sullenly, with his eyes turned away. Yet
\there was a curious ‘softness in his
voice that was always noticeable when-
ever he spoke of his father.

“Noul?

/) 1 “Yes' "T'was just a little while beforc .
¢ /he died. We stopped 'most a week with

a farmer. Dad helped about the hayin’
—and I did, too, some. The farmer’s
wife was awful good to me, and pretty
‘quick she was callin® me ‘Jamie.! I
‘don’t know why, but she just did. And
one day father heard her. He got aw-

always—what he said. He said ‘Jamie’
wasn't no sort of a name for a boy,
‘and that no son of his should ever be

and he hated it. ’Seems so I never'saw
him so mad as he was that night. He
wouldn’t even stay to finish the work,
but him and me took to the road again
that night. I was kind of sorry, ’cause
I liked her—the fammer’s wife, I mean.
She was good to me.”

" Pollyanna nodded, all sympathy and
interest. It was not often that Jimmy
said much of that mysterious past life
of his, before she had known him.

. “And what happened next?”’ she
prompted. Pollyanna had, for the mo-
ment, forgotten all about-the original
subject of the controversy—the name
“Jamie” that was dubbed “sissy.”

The boy sighed.

“We just went on till we found an-
other place. And ’twas there dad—
died. Then they put me in the ’sylum.”

“And then you ran away and I found
you that day, down by Mrs. Snow’s,”
exulted Pollyanna, softly. “And TI've
{known you ever since.”
| “Oh, yes—and you've known me
lever since,” repeated Jimmy—but in a
|far different voice. ' Jimmy had sud-
denly come back to the present, and to
‘his grievance. “But then, I ain't
‘Jamie,’ you know,” he finished with
\scornful emphasis, as he turned loftily
away, leaving a distressed, bewildered
| Pollyanna behind him.
| “Welb, anyway, 1 can be glad  he
doesn’t always act like this,” sighed the
{little girl, as she mournfully watched
the sturdy, boyish figure with its disa-
{-g_};eqable, amazing swagger. 3

CHAPTER XV. !
Aunt Polly Takes Alarm

- Pollyanna had been at home about a
‘week when the letter from Della Weth-
erby came to Mrs. Chilton. ;
“T wish I could make you see what
,youg-httle‘megezhas done for my sis-
|ter,” wrote Miss Wetherby; “but I'm
afraid T can’t. You would have to

‘her, ,t‘.;-‘-'?e sure, and perhaps you
w somethi

g of the hush and gloom

Be—Pendleton "]

was about me.” The boy still spoke.

ful mad—so mad that T remembered. it |

called it. He said ’twas a sissy name, |

‘know what she was hefore. You did]

in which she has shrouded herself for
so many years. But you can have no
conception of her bitterness of heart,
her lack of aim and interest, her in
sistence upon eternal. mourning.

“Then\ came. Pollyanna. Probably I
didn’t tell you, but my sister regretted
her promise to take the child, almost
the minute it was given; and she made
the stern stipulation that the moment
Pollyanna began :to: preach,: back she
should come to me. Well, she hasn’t.
preached—at ' least, my ' sister.says’ she
hasn’t; and my sister ought to know.
And yet—well, just let me tell you
what I found when I went to see her
vesterday. Perhaps nothing else could
give you a better idea of what that won-
derful little Pollyanna of yours has ac-
complished.

“To begin with, as I approached the

{Aren’t you glad that—that the medicine

“And. now, dear Mrs. Chilton, how

jcan I thank you? I know I can’t; so

I'm not even going to try. Yet in your
heart I believe you know how grateful

| I am to both you and Pollyanna.

3 “DELLA WETHERBY.”
Well, it seems to have worked a
cure, all right,” smiled Dr. Chilton,
when his wife had finished reading the
letter to him.
To his surprise, she lifted a
remonstrative hand.
+ “Thomas, don't, please!” she begged.
“Why, Polly, what's the matter?

worked ?” 4
Mrs. Chilton dropped despairingly
back in/her chair.

_“There you go again, Thomas,” she
sighed.. “Of course I'm glad that this
misguided woman has forsaken the er-
ror of her ways and found that she

house; T saw that nearly all the shades
were up; they used to be down—'way ‘
down to the sill. The minute I stepped ||
into the hall T heard music—Parsifal’
The drawing-rooms were open, and the
air was sweet with roses. }
““Mrs, ‘Carew' and Master Jamie are
in the music-room,” said the/maid. And
there I found them—my sister and the
youth she has taken into her home, lis-
tening to one of those modern contriv-
ances that can hold an entire opera
company, including the orchestra.
"““T'he boy was in-a wheel chair. He
was pale, but plainly beatifically happy.

ever since I knew her.”

is growing older every day.
want to spoil her? Thus far she has
been utterly unconscious of her ex-
‘traordinary power.
the secret of her success, The minute

can be of use to someone. And of
course I'm glad that Pollyanna did it.
But I am not glad to have the child
continually spoken of as if she were a
—a bottle of medicine, or a ‘cure.” Don’t
you see?” j (4%
“Nonsense! After all, where’s the
harm? T've called Pollyanna a tonic

“Harm! Thomas Chilton, that child
Do you

And therein lies

l

4

My sister looked ten years younger.
Her usually colorless cheeks showed a
faint pink, and her eyes glowed and |
sparkled. A little later, after I hadl
talked a few minutes with the boy, my
sister and I went upstairs to her own
[ rooms, and there she talked to me—of
Jamie. Not of the old Jamie, as she
used to, with tear-wet eyes and hope-
less sighs, but of the new Jamie—and
there were no:sighs nor tears now.
There ‘was, instead, the éagerness of

enthusiastic interest. «
" Lotgmawioht 1915 hy Tha Page Company.)

| ®'Della, he's wonderful,’ she began.
| ‘Bverything that is best in music, art
| «and literature seems to appeal to him
in & perfectly marvellous fashion, only,
of course, he needs development and
training. That’s what I'm going to see
that he gets. A tutor is coming tomor-
row. Of course his language is some-
thing awful; at the same time, he has
read so many good books that his vo-

should hear the stories he can reel off!
Of course, in general education he is!
| very deficient; but he’s eager to learn,
so that will soon be remedied. He loves

music, and T shall give him what train-

ing in that he wishes. I have already

- put in a stock of carefully selected rec-
ords. I wish you could have seen his

face when he first heard that Holy/

Grail 'music. He knows all about King

Arthur and his Rotund Table, and he!

prattles of knights and lords and ladies
as you and I do of the members of our

own family—only sometimes I don't|
know whether his Sir Lancelot mean3
the ancient knight or a squirrel in the
Public Garden. And, Della, I believe
he can be made to walk. I'm going to
have’ Dr. 'Ames see him, anyway, and
““And so on and on she talked, while

1 sat amazed and tongue-tied, but, oh,
so happy! I tell you all this, dear Mrs.
| Chilton, so you can see for yourself
how interested she is, how eagerly she
is going to watch this boy’s growth and
development, and how, in spite of her-
self, it is all going to change her attitude

| doing for 'this boy, Jamie, and not do
for herself at the same time. Never
again, I believe, will she be the soured,
morose woman she was before. And
it’s all because of Pollyanna.

“Pollyanna ! Dear child—and the best
part of it is, she is so -unconsciots of

cabulary is quite amazing—and you!

she coﬁsciously sets herself to reform

that she will be simply impossible. Con-
sequently, heaven forbid that she ever

fets it into her head that she’s anything
ike a cure-all for poor, sick, suffering
humanity.” v

“Nonsense! T
latighed the doctor.

“But I do worry, Thomas.”

“But, Polly, think of what she’s done,”
argued the doctor. “Think of Mrs.
Snow, and John Pendleton, and quanti-
ties of others—why, they’re not the
same people at all that'they used to be,
any more than Mrs. Carew is. And
Pollyanna did do it—bless her heart!”

“I know she did,” nodded Mrs. Polly
Chilton, emphatically. “But . I . don’t
want Pollyanna to know she did it! Oh,
of course she knows it in a way. She
knows she taught them to play the
glad game with her, and that they are

wouldn’t worry,”

lots 'halppier in consequerice. And
that’s all right. It's' a game—her
game, and they're playing it to-
gether. To you I will admit that

Pollyanna has preached to us one of
the most powerful sermons T ever
heard; but the minute she knows it—
well, T don’t want her to. That's all.
And right now let me tell you that
I've decided that I will go to Germany
with you this fall. At first I thought I
wouldn’t. I didn’t want to leave Polly-
anna—and I’'m not going to leave her
now. I'm going to take her with me.”

“Take her with us? Good! Why
not?” )
“TI've got to. 'That's all. Further-

more, I should be glad to plan to stay
a few years, just as you said you’d like
to. I want to get Pollyanna away, quite
away, from Beldingsville for a while.
I'd like to keep her sweet and un-
spoiled, if T can. And she shall not get
silly notions into her head if T can help

little prig?”
“We certainly don’t,” latghed  the
doctor. “But, for that matter, I don’t

toward life. She can’t do what she iselieve anything or anybody could make

her so. However, this Germany idea
suits me to a T. You know I didn't
want to come away when I did—if it
hadn’t been for Pollyanna. So the
sooner we get back there the better I'm
satisfied. And I'd like to stay—for a
little practice, as well as study.”
“Then that’s settled” And Aunt
Polly gave a satisfied sigh.

|the w'hole thing. I don’t believe even
my mgter yet quite realizes what is
taking place within her own heart and
life, and certainly Pollyanna doesn’t—

least of all does she realize the part

she played in the change.

|
|

somebody, you know as well as I do

myself. Why, Thomas Chilton, do we |
want that child made an'insufferable

quick,, 2744 5

/4 Once again Pollyanna was
/{ home—but so different a Pollyanna,

CHAPTER XVI.
When Pollyanna Was Expected

All Beldingsville was fairly aquiver
with excitement. Not since Pollyanna
Whittier came home from the Sana-
torium, walking, had there been such a
chatter of talk over backyard fences
and on every street corner. Today, tdo,
the centre of interest was Pollyanna.
coming

and so different a home-coming!

Pollyanna was 20 now. For six years
she had spent her winters in Germany,
her summers leisurely travelling with
Dr. Chilton and his wife. Only once
during that time had she ‘been in
Beldingsville, and then it was for but
a shdrt four weeks the summer she
was sixteen. Now she was coming
home—to stay, report said; she and
her Aunt Polly. '

The doctor would not be with them.
Six months before, the town had been
shocked and saddened by the news
that the doctor had died suddenly.
Beldingsville had expected then that

Mrs. Chilton and Pollyanna would re-
turn at once to the old home.
they had not come. Instead had come
word that' the widow and her niece
| would: remain abroad for a time. The
report said that, in entirely new sur-
_rotundings, Mrs. Chilton was trying to
seek distraction and relief from her
great sorrow. . | j
, Very soon, however, vague rumors,
and rumors not so vague, began to
float through the town that, financial-
ly, all was not well with Mrs. Polly
Chilton.  Certain railroad stocks, in
which it was known that the Harring-
ton estate had been heavily interested,
wavered, uncertainly, then tumbled in-
to ruin and disaster. Other invest-
nients, according to report, were in a
most precarious condition. From the

: 7 doctor’s estate; little could be expected.

He had not been a rich man, and his
, expenses had been heavy for the past
, six years. Beldingsville was not sur<

prised, therefore, when, not quite six

months after the doctor’s death, word
came that Mrs. Chilton and Pollyanna
were coming home. ; ;

Once more the old . Harrington
liomestead, so long closed and silent,
showed up-flung windows and wide-
open. doors. Once more Nancy—now
Mrs. . Timothy Durgin—swept and
scrubbed and dusted until the old
place shone. in spotless order.

. “No, T hain’t had no instructions
’ ter do it; I hain’t, I hain’t,”’ Nancy ex-

plained to curious friends and neigh-
. bors who halted at the gate, or came

more boldly up to the doorways.

“Mother Durgin’s had the key, 'course,

and has come in regerler to air up and

see that things was all right; and Mis’
. Chilton just wrote and said she and

Miss Pollyanna was comin’ this week
. I'riday, and ter please see that the

rooms and sheets was aired, and ter

leave the key under the side-door mat
on that day. ¥ ;
. “Under the mat, indeed! Just as if

I’d leave them two poor things ter
" come into this house alone, and all

forlorn like that—and me only a mile
“ away, a-sittin’ in mmy own parlor like

as if I was a fine lady an’ hadn’t no
« heart at all, at all! = Just as if the poor
things hadn’t enough ter stand without
that—a-comin’ into this house an’ the
" doctar gone—bless his kind heart!—an’
never comin’ back. An' no money,
too. Did ye hear about that? An’ ain’t
it a shame, a shame! Think of Miss

Polly—I mean, Mis’ Chilton—bein’

poor! My stars and stockings, I can’t

senge it—JI can’t, I can’t!”’

Perhaps to no one did Nancy speak
so interestedly as she did to a tall,
gocd-looking young fellow with pe-
culiarly frank eyes and a particularly
winning smile, who cantered up to the
side door on a mettlesome thorough-
bred at 10 o'clock that Thursday
morning. At the same time, to no one
did she talk with so much'evident em-
barrassntent, so far as the manner of
address was concerned; for her tongue
stumbled and blundered out a “Master

e R

But |

Jimmy—er—Mr. | Bean—I' mean, Mr.
Pendleton, Master Jimmy!” with a
nervous precipitation that sent the
young man himself into a merry peal
of laughter. ; L
“Never mind, Nancy!  Let it go at|
whatever comes handiest,” he chuckled.
“T've found out what I wanted
to know: Mrs. Chilton and her niece
really are expected tomorrow.” i
“Yes, sir, they be, sir,” courtesied
Nancy, - “—more’s the pity! Not but!
that {shall be glad enough ter see ‘em,

<)
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{you ‘understand, but it's the way
| they’re a-comin’.”

“Yes, I know. I understand,” nod-
ded the youth, gravely, his - eyes
svye'e’p‘in%vthe fine old house before
him. ell%I 'suppose that part can’t
be helped. But I'm glad you're doing
—just what you are doing. That will
helg a-'whole 1ot,” he finished with a
bright smile, as he wheeled about and
rode rapidly down the driveway.

Back on, the steps Nancy wagged
her head wisely. s
. “T ain’t surprised, Master Jimmy,”
| she declared aloud, her admiring ‘eyes
tollowing the handsome figtives of
horse and man. “I ain’t’ surprised
| than you ain’t lettin’ no grass grow
{under your feet
. Miss Pollyanna. I said’ long ago
‘twould come some time, an’ it’s bound
_ to—what with your growin’ so hand-
some and tall.
ido, T do.
what with her a-findin’ you an’ gettin’
vou into that grand home with Mr.
Pendleton. My, but who'd ever take
you now for that little Jimmy Bean
‘that used to be! I never did see such
a change in anybody—I didn’t, 1
didn’t!” she answered, with one last
look at the rapidly disappearing fig-
ures far down the road. =

Something of the same thought
aust have %een in the mind of John

morning, for, from the veranda of his
bi%l gray house on Pendleton Hill,
John Pendleton was watching the rap-
id approach of that same horse and
rider; and in his eyes was an expres-
sion very like the one that had been
‘in Mrs. Nancy Durgin’s. On his lips,
too, was an admiring “Jove! what a
handsome pair!” as the two dashed by
on the way to the stable.

Five minutes later the youth came
i around the corner of the house and
i snowly ascended the veranda steps.

“Well, my boy, is it trlie? Are they
| coming?” ‘asked the man, with visible
| pager SS.
:f\' "Ye’;?’ 1
o “When?”
:’ “Tomorrow.” The young
dropped himself into a chair. :
2 At the crisp terseness of the an-
swer John Pendleton frowned: He
t-E’l‘CW a ‘quick look into the young
tan’s face. For a moment he hesitat-
ed; then, a little abruptly, he asked:
# “Why, son, what’s the matter?”
¢ “Matter?” Nothing, sir.”
. “Nonsense! I know better. You
left here an hour ago so eager-to be
off that wild horses could not have
| held you. Now you sit humped up in
that chair and look as if wild horses
¢ouldn’t drag you out of it. If I
didn’t know Dbetter 1'd think you
}(z_éren’t glad that our friends are com-
I‘ 99t % '

fellow

| *He paused, evidently for a reply.
But he did not get it. :
" “Why, Jim, aren’t you glad they’re
coming, =
“ The: young fellow
stirred restlessly.
& “Why, yes, of course.” '
4 “Humph! You act like it.” :
« The youth laughed again, A boyish
ed flamed.into his face.. = = =
E“Well,v it's only .that I was thinking

S0t Pollyanna.”' sl i

i “Pollyanna! Why, man alive, you've
done nothing but prattle of Pollyanna
ever since you came home from Boston
and found she was expected. I

thought you were dying to see Polly-
anna.”

laughed and

" The other leaned forward with curi-

us intentness:

’bout inquirin’ - for |
/" to know ‘Pollyanna—grown up.”
| “tossed this, aside. £
AT hage Belitird |oend tiiamig

It'll be just like a book, |

Pendleton some time later that same!l

‘That's exactly it! See? You said

it a minute ago. It’s just as if yester-
day wild horses couldn’t keep me from
.seeing Pollyanna; and now, today,
when I know she’s coming—they can’t |
drag me to see her.” ; e

“Why, Jim!” :

At the shocked incredulity on John
Pendleton’s face the younger man fell |
back in his chair with an embarrassed |

laugh. =

“Ye_,s’, I know. It sounds nutty, and |
I don’t expect I can make yotr under-|
stand. But, somehow, I don’t think—
I ever, wanted Pollyanna to grow up.|
,She was such a dear, just as she was.
I like to think of her as I saw her
last, her earnest, freckled little face,
her yellow pigtails, her tearful: ‘Oh,
ves ,I'm glad I'm going; but I think I
shall be a little gladder when I come
back.” That’s the last time I saw her.
You know we were in Egypt that time
she was here four years ago.”

“I know. I see exdctly what you
mean, too. T think I. felt the same
way—till T saw her ' last winter in
Rome.” : :

“Sure. enough, you have seen her!
Tell me about her.”" ity

A shrewd twinkle came into John
Pendleton’s eyes. I

“Oh, but I thought you didn’t want

With a grimace the ycung'iéiiow

Vo4
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“Is she pretty?” Rl £ ‘4‘/’/2 /7

. “Oh,ye young men!” shrugged John
. Pendleton, in mock despair. “Always
the first question—°Is she pretty?’”

v “Well, is she?” insisted the youth.

“Ill let you judge for yourself. If

/- you— / On second thoughts, though, I

believe T won't. You might be %

appointed. Pollyanna isn’t pretty, so

dissd/ /

far “as! regular features, ;curls and 2677

dimples go. In fact, to my certain
knowledge - the great cross in Polly-
anna’s life thus far is that she is so
| sure 'she isn’t pretty. Long ago she
told me that black curls were one of
the things she was going to have when
,|she got to heaven; and last year in
Rome she said something else. * It
| wasn’t much, perhaps, so far as words
‘went, but I detected theilonging be-
neath. | She said that she did wish that
/i some  time someone would write a
novel with a heroine who had straight
]halr and a freckle on her nose; but
that she supposed she ought to be glad
girls in books ‘didn't have to have
them.” %
“That sounds like the old Polly-
annaléey d
“Oh, you'll still find her—Polly-
ianna,” smiled the man quizzically. “Be-
|sides, I think she’s pretty. Her eyes
iare lovely. She is the picture of
,Jhealth. She carries herself with all the
‘joyous springiness of youth, and her
whole face lights up so wonderfully
when she talks that you quite forget
whether her features are regular or
not: v i
“Does she still—play the game?”
John Pendleton smiled fondly.
“l imagine she plays it, but she
doesn’t say much about it now, I
fancy. Anyway, she didn’t to me, the
two or three times I saw her.” .
There was a short silence; then, a
little slowly, young Pendleton said:

/]

Ve

/ /( /'y// //~‘

“I think that was one of the things
[that was worrying me. That game has |
'been so much to so many people. It
has meant so much everywhere, all
~ through the town! T couldn’t bear to
think of her giving it up and not play-
ing it. At the same time I couldn't
fancy a grown-up Pollyanna perpetu-
ally admonishing people to be glad for
something. Some way, I—well, as I
said, I—I just didn’t want Pollyanna
to grow up, anyhow.” ¢
“Well, I wouldn’t worry,” shrugged
the elder man, with a peculiar smile.
“Always with Pollyanna, you know, it
was the ‘clearing-up shower,” both lit-
erally and figuratively; and I think
you'll find she lives up to the same
.principle now—though - perhaps  not
_quite in the same way. Poor child, I

fear she’ll need some kind of game to|
make existence endurance, for a while,

lat least.” A

| “Do you mean because Mrs. Chilion} !

has lost her money? Are they so very
poor, then?”
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/7 Mrs. Chilton and Pollyanna in Rome,

/., -Jaughed the young
/7" “Timothy’s going, too, with the family

| “I suspect they are..  In fact, they
are in rather bad shape, so far as
money matters go, as' I happen to
know. Mrs. Chilton’s own fortune has
ishrunk unbelievably, and poor Tom’s
|estate is very . small, and hopelessly
(full of bad debts—professional services
|never paid for, and that never will be
.paid for. Tom could never say no
when his help was needed, and all the
J’dead beats in town knew:it and im-
posed on him accordingly. ~Expenses
'have been heavy with him lately. Be-
sides, he expected great things when
he should have completed this special
work in Germany. ' Naturally he sup-
posed his wife and Pollyanna  were
more than amply provided for through
the Harrington estate; so he had no
worry in that direction.”
| “Mm-m; I see, I see.
‘bad!”

| “But that isn’t all. It was about two
'months after Tom’s death that I saw

Too bad, too

fand Mrs. Chilton then was in a terri-
/ible state. In addition to her sorrow,
jshe had just begun to get an inkling
of ‘the trouble with her finances, and
"' shie was nearly frantic.” She refused
to come home. he declared she never
wanted to see Beldingsville, or anybody
in it, again. You see, she has always
been a peculiarly proud woman, and it
‘was all affecting her in a rather curi-
ous way. Pollyanpa said that.her aunt|
secemed possessed with -the idea that
Beldingsville had not approved of her
marrying Dr. Chilton in the first place,
at her age; and now that he was dead,
she felt that they were utterly out of
sympathy in any grief that she might
show. She resented keenly, 'too, the
fact that they must now know that
she was poor as well as widowed. In
short, she had worked herself into an
utterly morbid, wretched state, as un-
reasonable as it was terrible. Poor
little Pollyanna! It was a marvel to
me how she stood it. All is, if Mrs.
Chilton kept it up, and continues

to keep it up, that child will be al)

wreck. That's why I said Pollyanna
would need some kind of a game if
ever anybody did.”

“The pity of it!—to think of that
happening to Poliyanna!” exclaimed|
the young man, in a voice that was not
% quite steady.

7 “Yes; and you can see all is not
right by the way they are coming to-
day—so quietly, witlh not a word to
anybody, . That was Polly Chilton’s
/. |doings, T'll warrant. She didn’t want
to be met by anybody. I understand
,1|she wrote to no one but her Old

Tom’s wife, Mrs. Durgin, who had
the keys.” S

“Yes, so Nancy told me—good old
‘soul'! She’'d got the whole house open,
jand had contrived somehow to make
t'tt look as it wasn’t a tomb of .dead
hopes and lost pleasures. Of course
the grounds looked fairly well, for Old
fI‘om has kept them up, after a fash-
ion. But it made my heart ache—the
w}’ll?llle thing.”

_ There was a long silence, then, curt-
ly. John Pendleton sugge,stéd: 1

“They ought 'to be met.”

“They will be met.”

“Are you going to the station?”

ul am.” i f

“"I-‘hen‘ you know what train they’re
{coming on.”

‘:Oh,- no. Neither does Nancy.”

“’I,‘hen how will you manage ?”

I'm going to begin in the morning
and go to every train till they come,”
man, a bit grimly,

carriage. After all, there aren’t many
trains, anyway, that they can come on
you know.” e
“Hx‘l}-x_n, I know,” said. John Pendle-
ton. | “Jim, I admire your nerve, but
not your judgment,
going to follow your nerve and not
your judgment, however—and I wish
you %ood luck.” :
“Thank 'you, sir,” smiled the young
man dolefully. “I need ’em— your
good wishes—all right, all right, as

.

;short  months.

come to her with her marriage had

'want that veil.

~her aunt’s hangs with all haste.
- here we are

I'm glad you're |

Nancy says.”

CHAPTER XVIIL i
When Pollyanna Came

As the train neared Beldingsville,
Pollyanna watched her aunt anxiously.
All day Mrs. Chilton had been grow-
ing more and more restless, more and
more - gloomy; and Pollyanna was
fearful of the time when the familiar
home station should be reached.

As Pollyanna looked at her aunt,
her heart ached. She was thinking
that she would not have believed it
possible that any one could have
changed and aged so greatly in six
Mrs. ‘Chilton’s eyes /

were lustreless, her cheeks pallid and |
shrunken, and her forehead crossed |
and recrossed by fretful lines.
mouth drooped at the corners, and
her hair was combed tightly back in
the unbecganing fashion that had been

All the softness
and sweetness that seemed to have|

dropped from her like a cloak, !'e,av-‘/
ing ‘uppermost the ‘old hardness and
sourness that had been hers when
she was Miss Polly Harrington, un-|”
Toved, and unloving.
“Pollyanna !” Mrs.
was incisive.
Pollyanna started guiltily.. She had
an uncomfortable feeling that her -
aunt might have read her thoughts.
“Yes, auntie,’” !
“Where is that black bag—the little'
one?” - \
“Right here.” ;
“Well, T wish you'd get out my black
veil. We're nearly there.” \
‘But it’s so hot and thick, auntie!” |
“Pollyanna, I asked for that black
veil. If yout'd please learn to do what'
I ask without arguing about -it, it
| would be a great deal easier for me. I
Do you suppose I'im
going to give all Beldingsville a chance
to see how I ‘take it’?”
“Oh, auntie, they’d never be there in~

Chilton’s voice |

7

7 that spirit,” protested Pollyanna, hur-# Chilton, after a weary “Well, well,

riedly rummaging in the black bag for’
the much-wanted veil. “Besides, there
won’t be anybody there, anyway, to
meet us.  We didn’t tell anyone we
were coming, you know.” ;

“Yes; I know. We didn’t tell anyone
to meet us,
Durgin to have the rooms aired and

i the key under the mat for today. Do
you suppose Mary’ Diargin has kept-,
that information to herself? Not
much! Half the town knows we're
coming today, and a dozen or more’
will ‘happen around’ the station about |
traifi time. I know them! They want
to see what Polly . Harrington poor
looks like. They——""

“Oh, auntie, auntie,” begged Polly-
anna, with tears in her eyes.

“If I wasn’t so alone. - If—the doctor
were only here, and—” She stopped
speaking and turned away her head.
Her mouth worked convulsively.
“Where is—that wveil?” she choked
huskily. ;

“Yes, dear. Here it is—right here,”
comforted Pollyanna, whose only aim
now, plainly, was to get the veil into
“And
ow almost there. Oh,
‘auntie, I-do wish you’d had Old Tom
or Timothy meet us!”
| “And ride home in state, as if we
{could afford to keep such horses and
|carriages? And when we know we
;shall have to sell them tomorrow? No,
I thank you, Pollyanna. I prefer to
use the public carriage, under those
circumstances.”

““I know, but—" 'The train came to
a jolting, jarring stop, and only a flut-
tering sigh finished Pollyanna’s sen-
SERCE 2 7

‘As: the two women- stepped to  the.
platform, Mrs. Chilton, in her black
veil, looked neither to the right nor
tl}e left. Pollyanna, however, was nod-
ding and smiling tearfully in half 3
dozen directions before she had taken |
twice as many steps. Then, suddenly,
sh.g found herself lookirig into a fa-!
| miliar, yet strangely unfamiliar face,

.

J

A Pendleton,” ” she corrected herself with

‘of you,” he urged hurri.edly,.,
{ thy is here with the carriage.

Her / anna, but with an anxious glance at t
!she touched her aunt’s arm.
|the carriage.

hers when Pollyanna first had seen|
her, years before.

.he had met with at the hands of his

grieved and too afraid to tell Mrs.

| cried Pollyanna, springing lightly to

“Why, it isn’t—it is—Jimmy!” she\
beamed, reaching forth a cordial lz‘and.
“That is, I suppose I should say, “Mr.

a shy smile that said plainly: “Now
that you've grown so tall and fine!’

“1’d like to see you try it,” challenged
the youth, with a very Jimmy-like tilt
to his chin. He turned then to speak
to ‘Mrs. Chilton; but that lady, with
her head half averted, was hurrying on
a little in advance.

He then turned back to Pollyanna,
his eyes troubled and sympathetic.

“If you please come this way—both
“Timo-

“QOh, how good of him,” cried Pollﬁ'-
e

sombre veiled figure ahead. Timidly
“Auntie,
dear, Timothy’s here. He's come with
He’s over this side. And
You |

—this is Jimmy Bean, auntie.
remember Jimmy Bean!” |
In her nervousness and embarrass-
ment Pollyanna did not notice that she
had given the young man the old name
of his boyhood. Mrs. Chilton, how-
ever, evidently did notice it. With p_al—,
pable reluctance she turned and in-
clined her head ever so slightly. X
“Mr.—Pendleton is very kind, I am |

sure; but—I am sorry that he or Tim—i v )

othy took quite so much trouble,” she !
said frigidly. 3

“No trouble—no trouble at all, T as-
sure you,” laughed the young man,
trying to hide his embarrassment.
“Now if you'll just let me have your
checks, so I can see to your baggage.”

“Thank you,” began Mrs. :Chilton,
“but I am very sure we can—-—"

But Pollyanna, with a relieved little
“thank you!” had already passed over
the checks; and dignity demanded that
Mrs. Chilton say no more.

The drive home was a silent one.
Timothy, vaguely hurt at the reception

former mistress, sat up in front stiff
and straight, with tense lips. Mrs.

child, just as you please; I suppose we
shall have to ride home in it now!”
had subsided into stern gloom. Polly-

anna, however, was neither stern, nor
tense, nor gloomy. With eager, though

But we instructed Mrs. , tearful eyes, she greeted each loved

landmark as they came to it. Only
once did she speak, and that was to
say:

“Isn’t Jimmy fine? How he has im-
proved! And hasn’t he the nicest eyes
and smile?” )

She waited hopefully, but as there
was no reply to this, she contented
herself with a cheerful; “Well, I
think he has, anyhow.” :

Timothy had been both too  ag-|

Chilton what to expect at home; so
the wide-flung doors and - flower-
adorned rooms with Nancy courtesy-
ing on the porch were a complete str-
prise to Mrs. Chilton and Pollyanna.
“Why Nancy, how perfectly lovely!”

the ground. ‘““Auntie, here’s Nancy to
welcome us. And only see how
charming she’s made everything look !”

Pollyanna’s voice was determinedly
'che_erfully, though it shook audibly.
This home-coming without the dear
doctor  whom she had loved so well
was not easy for her; and if hard for
her, she knew something of what it
must be for her aunt. She knew, too,
that the one thing her aunt was dread-
ing was a breakdown before Nancy,
than which nothing could be worse in
her eyes. Behind the black veil the
eyes were brimming and the lips were
trembling, = Pollyanna  knew. She
knew, too, that to hide these facts her

‘aunt would probably seize the first op-

gortunity for fault-finding, and make
er anger a cloak to hide the fact that
her heart '‘was breaking. Pollyanna
was not surprised, therefore, to hear
her aunt’s few cold words of greeting
to Nancy followed by a sharp: “Of

course all this was very kind, Nancy;

but, really, I would have much pre-

ferred that you had not done it” &L

All the joy fled from Nancy’s face.
She looked hurt and frightened.

“Oh, but Miss Polly—I mean, Mis’
Chilton,” she entreated; ,“it seemed as

if I couldn’t let you—2 o i
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, off in a mumbling protest, as she hur-

‘aunt’s averted face.

and—
- Mrs. Chilton ‘turned with a sharp
interruption, VA8, )7 o B S g !

" “There, there, ‘never. mind, Nancy,”,
interrupted Mrs. Chilton. “I—I don't
want to talk about it.” And, with her
|head proudly high, she swept out of
the room.. A minute later they heard
the door of the.bedroom shut upstairs.
Nancy turned in dismay.’ ‘
“‘Oh, Miss Pollyanna, ~what is it?.
What have T done? I thought she'd
like it. I meant it all right!” ;
“Of course you did,” wept Polly-
anna, fumbling in her bag for her
handkerchief. “And ‘twas ‘lovely to
have you do: it, too—just lovely.”
“But she didn’t like it.”

| “Yes, she did. But she didn’t want

'to show you she liked it. She was
'afraid if she did she’d show—other
things, and—Oh, Nancy, Nancy, I'm so
glad just to c-cry!” And Pollyanna
was sobbing on Nancy’s shoulder.

“There, there, dear; so she shall, so
she shall,” soothed Nancy, patting the
heaving shoulders with one hand, and
trying with the other to make the cor-
ner of her apron serve as a handker-|
chief to wipe her own tears away..

“You see, I mustn’t—cry—before—
her,” faltered Pollyanna; “and it was
hard—coming here—the first time, you
know, and all. 'And I knew how she
was feeling.” y ¢

“Of course, of course, poor lamb,”
crooned Nancy. “And to think the first
thing I should have done was some-
thin’ ter vex her, and——"

“Oh, but she wasn’t vexed at that,”
corrected” Pollyanna, ‘agitatedly. “It’s
ljust her way, ‘Nancy. You see, she
doesn’t like to ‘show how badly she
feels about—about the doctor. And
she’s so afraid she will show it that
she—she just takes anything for an ex-
cuse to—to talk about.  She does it to

about it. See?” )

““Oh, yes, T'see, I do, T do.” Nancy’s
lips snapped together a little severely,
and her sympathetic pats, for the min-
ute, were even more loving, if possible.
“Poor lamb! I'm glad I come, any-
'how, for your sake.” . .

“Yes, so am I,” breathed Pollyanna,
gently drawing herself away and wip-

me, too, just the same. ' So I know all /

ing her eyes. ‘‘There, T feel better.
And 1 do thank you“eyer so-much,

Nancy, and‘I ‘appreciate it. Now don’t
let us”kéep you ‘when it’s time for you
| to go. .

“Ho! . I'm thinkin’ I'll stay for a
' spell,” sniffed 'Nancy.

“Stay! Why, Nancy, T thought you
‘were married. Aren’t you Timothy’s
wateR?) <o

" “Sure!  But he won’t mind—for you.
‘He'dwant me to stay—for you.”

“Qh, but, Nancy, we couldn’t Ilet
you,” demurred Pollyanna. “We can’t
have anybody—now, you know. I'm
going to do the work. Until we know
just how things are, we shall live very
ecpnomxcally,- Aunt Polly says.

“Ho! asiif I'd take money from—"
began Nancy, in bridling wrath; but
at ‘the expression on the other’s face
she stopped, and let her words dwindle

ried from the room to look after her

creamed chicken on ‘the stove, -

Not. until supper was over and
everything put in order, did Mrs. Tim-
othy Durgin consent to drive away
with her husband; then she went with
evxdepv; reluctance, ' and with many
pleadings to be allowed to come “just |
ter help out a bit” at any time. |

After. Nancy had gone, Pollyanna |
¢ame info the living-room where Mrs.
Chilton was sitting alone, her hand
over her eyes.

“Well, dearie, shall T light up?” sug-
‘gested Pollyanna, brightly,

“Oh, ‘I suppose so.”

“Wasn't Nancy a dear to fix us all
up so nice?”

No answer.

“Where in the world she found all
these flowers I can’t imagine. She
has them in ‘every room down here,
and in both bedrooms, too.” s

Still no answer. | : :

Pollyanna gave a' half:stifled sigh
and threw a wistful glance into her
After a moment
she. began again hopefully:

“T saw Old Tom in the garden. Poor
man, his theumatism is worse than
ever. Ile was bent nearly double. He
mqulrsd very particularly - for you,

"?Isollyanna, what are we gbing to

“Do? Why, the best we. can, of
course, dearie.”

Mrs. Chilton gave an impatient ges-

‘ture.

“Come, come, Pollyanna, do be seri-
ous for once. You'll find it is serious,
fast enough. What are we going to
do? As you know, my income has al-

 most entirely stopped. Of course,
some of the things are worth some-
thing, I suppose; but Mr. Hart says
very few of them will pay anything at
present. - We have something in the
bank, and a little coming in, of course.
And we have this house. But what
_earthly use is the house? We can’t
eat it, or\wear it. It's too big for us,
the way we shall have to live; and we
couldn’t sell it for half what it’s really

worth, unless we happened to find just

the person that wanted it.”
“Sell it! Oh, auntie, you wouldn’t—
this beautiful house full of lovely

We

, things !

“l may have to, Pollyanna.
have to eat—unfortunately.”

“T know it; and I'm always so hun-
gry,” mourned Pollyanna, with a rue-
{ful laugh. “Still, T suppose I ought
I'to be glad my appetite is so good.”
| “Very likely. ot'd find something
to be glad about, of course. But what
shall we do, child? I do wish you'd
be serious for a minute.”

A quick change came to Pollyanna’s
face.

“T am serious, Aunt Polly. I’ve been
thinking. I—I wish I could earn some
money.” :

-“Oh, child, child, to think of my
‘ever living to hear you say .that!”
moaned the woman; ‘““—a daughter of
the Harringtons having to earn her
| bread I”

“Oh, but that isn’t the way to look
at it,” laughed Pollyanna. ‘“You ought
to be glad if a daughter of the Har-
I ringtons~is smart enough to earn her
ibread! That isn’t any disgrace, Aunt
' Polly.”
| “Perhaps not; but it isn’t very pleas-
fant to one’s pride, after the position
|we've always occupied in Beldingsville,
Pollyanna.” >

Pollyanna did not seem to have
heard. Her eyes were musingly fixed
on space.

“If only I had some talent! If only
I could do something better than any-
body else in the world,” she sighed at
last. “I can sing a little, play a little,
embroider a little, and darn a little;
but I can’t do any of them well—not
well enough to be paid for it.

! “T think I'd like best to cook,” she

¢ ] : !
/resumed, after a minute’s silence, “and

keep house. You know I loved that
in Germany winters, when Gretchen
used to bother us so much by not com-
ing when we wanted her. But I don’t
‘exactly want to go into other people’s
kitchens to do it.”

(1 “As if T’'d-let you! Pollyanna!”
{shuddered Mirs. Chilton again.
| “And of course, to just work in our
own kitchen here doesn’t bring in any-
thing,” bemoaned Pollyanna, “—not any
money, I mean. And it's money we
need.”

“It most emphatically is,
Aunt Polly. g

There was a long silence, broken at
last by Pollyanna.

“To think that after all you've done
for me, auntie—to think that now, if
I only could, I'd have such a splendid
chance to help! And yet—I can’t do
it. Oh, why wasn't I born with some-
thing that’s worth money?”

“There, there, child, don’t, don’t! Of
course, if the doctor—” 'The words
choked into silence.
| Pollyanna looked up quickly, and
| sprang to her feet. :
| “Dear, dear, this will never do!” she

»

sighed

|exclaimed, with a complete change of

{manner. “Don’t you fret, auntie.
{What'll you wager that I don’t de-
"velop the most marvellous talent going,
one of these days? Besides, I think
it's real exciting—all this. There’s so
much uncertainty in it. There’s a lot

of fun in wanting things—and then

watching for them to come. Just liv-
ing along and knowing you're going to

have éverything yéu w
humdrum, you know,”
with a gay little laugh.,

it is sb-‘.—*‘s'a‘
she finished,
ho’wever,f' did  not

" Mrs. Chilton,

laugh. She only sighed and said:

“Dear me, Pollyanna, what a child |

you are!”

' CHAPTER XVII
' A Matter of Adjustment
The first few days at Beldingsville |

were not easy either for Mrs. Chilton
or for Pollyanna. They were‘da'ys\of )
‘adjustment; and days of adjustment |

are seldom easy.

From travel and excitement it was |
not easy to put one’s mind to the con-
sideration of the price of butter and
the delinquencies of the butcher. From
having all one’s time for one’s own, it |
was not easy to find always the next
task clamoring to be done. Friends
and neighbors called, too, and although |

Pollyanna welcomed them with glad
cordiality, Mrs. Chilton, when possible, |
excused herself; and always she said |
bitterly to Pollyanna:
“Curiosity, I suppose, to see how
Polly Harrington likes being poor.”
Of ithe doctor Mrs. Chilton seldom
spoke; yet Pollyanna knew very well
that almost never was he absent from
her thoughts; and that more than halt |
her taciturnity was but her usual cloak
for a deeper. emotion which she did
not care to show, %0
Jimmy Pendleton Pollyanna saw
several times during that first month.
He came first with John Pendleton ‘for
a somewhat stiff and ceremonious call
—not that, it was either stiff or cere-
monious until after Aunt Polly came
into the room; then it was both. For
some reason Aunt Polly had not ex-
cused herself on this occasion. After
that Jimmy had come by himself, 'once
with flowers, once with a book for
Aunt Polly, twice with no excuse at
all. Pollyanna 'welcomied him with
frank pleasure always. Aunt Polly,
after that first time, did not see him
at all. it
To the most of their friends and|
acquaintances Pollyanna  said little
about the change in -their circum-
stances. To Jimmy, however, she
talked freely, and always her constant

cry was: “If only I could do some-|”’

thing to bring in some money!”

“I'm getting to be the most merce-
nary little creature you ever saw,” she
laughed dolefully. = “I've got so I
measure everything with a dollar bill,
and I actually think in quarters and
dimes. You see, Aunt Polly does feel
so poor!”

“It’s a shame!” stormed Jimmy.

“TI know it. But, honestly. T think
she feels a little poorer than she needs
to—she’s brooded over it so. But I
do wish I could help !”

Jimmy looked down at the wistful,
eager face with its luminous eyes, and
his own eyes softened.

“What do you want to do—If you} .,

could do it?” he asked.

“Oh, I want to cook and keep
house,” smiled Pollyanna, with a pen-
sive sigh.. “I just love to beat eggs
and sugar, and hear the soda gurgle
its little tune in the cup of sour milk. |
I'm happy if I’'ve got a day’s’ baking
before me. But there isn’t any money
in that—except in somebody else's
kitchen, of course. And I—I don’t ex-
actly love it well enough for that!”

“I should say not!” ejaculated the|
young fellow. P Sl b

Once more he’ glanced down at the
expressive face so near him. . This
time a queer look came to the corners |
of his'mouth. He pursed his lips, then
spoke, a slow red mounting 'ttl}'f is fore-
head. W :

“Well, of course, you might—marry.
Have you thought of that—Miss Pol-
lyanna?” : |

=
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Pollyanna gave a merry laugh. Voice

of a girl quite untouched by even the
most far-reaching of Cupid’s darts.

said blithely. “In the first place I'm

not pretty, you know; and in the sec-

onl place, I'm going to live with Aunt

{Polly and take .care of her.”

“Not pretty, eh?” smiled Pendleton,

/| quizzically. “Did it ever—er—occtir to-

you that there might be a difference of

opinion on that, Pollyanna?”
Pollyanna shook her head.

. “There couldn’t be. IT've got a mit-

merry glance.
It sounded like coquetry. In auy
other git] it would have been coquetry,
Pendlton decided. But, looking  into
the face before him now, Pendleton
knew that it was not coquetry. He
knew, too, suddenly, why Pollyanna
had seemed so different from any girl
he had ever known. Something of her
old literal way of looking at things
still clung to her. -
“Why aren’t you pretty?” he asked.
Even as he tttered the question, and
sure as he was of his estimate of Pol-
lyanna’s character, Pendleton quite
held his breath at his temerity. He
{could not help thinking of how quickiy
any other girl he knew waquld have
resented that implied acceptance of her
claim to no beauty. But Pollyanna’s
first words showed him that even this
}urking' fear of his was quite ground-
ess.
“Why, 1 just am not,” she laughed,
a little ruefully. “I wasn’t made that
way. Maybe you don’t remember, but
long ago, when I was a little girl, it
always seemed to me that one of the
nicest things Heaven was going to give
me when I got there was black curls.”
“And is that your chief desire
now ?”’ yd g
“N-no, maybe not,” hesitated Pol-
lyanna. “But I still think IT'd like
them. Besides, my eyelashes aren’t
long enough, and my nose isn't Gre-
cian, or Roman, or any of those de-
lightfully desirable ones that belong
to a ‘type.”’ It's just nose. And my
face is too long, or too short, I've for-
gotten which; but T measured it once
with one of those ‘correct-for-beauty’
tests, and it wasn’t right, anyhow. And
they said the width of the face should
Ibe equal to five eyes, and the width
of the eyes equal to—to something else.
I've forgotten that, too—only that mine
wasn’t.”
“What a  lugubrious picture!”
laughed Pendleton. Then, with his
gaze admiringly regarding the girl’s
animated face and expressive eyes, he

N

when you were talking, Pollyanna?”
“Why, no, of course not!”

“Well, you'd be{tter try it sometime.”
“What a funny idea! Imagine my
doing it,” laughed the girl. “What
shall T say? ike this? Now, you,
Pollyanna, what if your eyelashes
|aren’t long, and your nose is just a
nose, be glad you've got some ele-
lashes and some nose!’ ” '

Pendleton joined her in her laugh,]

4

and manner were unmistakably those |

ror, you see,” she objectea, with a

asked : | my Ladies’ Aiders out West, and was
“Did you ever look in the mirror |

¢l “I know—what it has done for my-

self.”
eyes were turned away. :
‘You see, it really works, if you

‘ || play it,” he mused aloud, af
““Oh, no, I shall never marry,” she| el -

silence. “Somebody said once that it
would revolutionize the world if every-
body would really play it. And T be-
lieve it would.”

“Yes; but some folks don't want to
be revolutionized,” smiled Pollyanna.
“I ran across a man in Germany last
year. He had lost his money, and was
in hard luck generally. Dear, dear
4but he was gloomy ! Somebody in m)I

presence tried to cheer him up one
day by saying, ‘Come, come, things
might be worse, you know! Dear
dear, but you should have heard that
man then!

“‘If there is anything on earth that
makes me mad clear through,” he |
snarled, ‘it is to be told that things |
might be worse, and to he thankful
for what I've got left. These people
who go around with an everlasting '
grin on their faces caroling forth that’
they are. thankful that they can
breathe, or eat, or walk, or lie down,
'I have no use for. I don’t want o
|breathe, or eat, or walk, 'or lie down—
if. things are as they are now with
/me, = And when I'm told that 1 ought
|to be thankful for some such tommy-
irot as that, it makes me just want to
go out and shoot somebody!” Imagine
what I'd have gotten if I'd have in-
troduced the glad game to that man!”
laughed Pollyanna.

“I' don’t care.
swered Jimmy.

“Of. course he did—but he’ wouldn't
have thanked me for giving it to him.”

“I ‘'suppose not.- But, listen! As he
was, uhder his present philosophy and
scheme of living, he made himself and
everybody else wretched, didn’t he?
Well, just suppose he was playing the
game. While- he was trying to hunt
up something to be glad about in ev-
erything that had happened to him, he
couldn’t be at the same time grumbling
and growling about how bad things
were; so that much would be gained.
He'd be a whole lot easier to live with,
both for himself and for his friends.
Meanwhile, just thinking of the dough-
nut -instead of the hole couldn’t make
things any worse for him, and it might
make things better; for it wouldn’t
give him such a gone feeling in the pit
of his stomach, | and his digestion
would be better. I tell you, troubles
are poor things to hug. They've got
too many prickers.”

Pollyanna smiled appreciatively.
“That makes me think of what I told
a poor old lady once. ‘She was one of

He needed it,” an-

one of the kind of people that really
 enjoys being miserable and telling over
\her causes for unhappiness. 1 was
yperhaps 10 years old and was trying
to teach her the game. I reckon 1
wasn't having very good success, and
evidently I.at last dimly realized the
reason, for I said to her triumphantly:
‘Welly anyhow, you can be glad you've
got such a lot of things to make you
miserable, for you love to be miserable
so well!”

“Waell. if that wasn’t a good one on

but an odd expression came to his
face. ;

“Then you still play—the game,” he
said, a little diffidently, .

Pollyanna turned soft eyes of won-
{der full upon him,

| “Why, of course! Why, Jimmy, [
don’t believe T could have lived—the
last six months—if it hadn’t been for
that blessed game.” Her voice shook
a little.

' “I haven't heard you say much
about it,” he commented.

- She changed color.

“I know. I think I'm afraid—of
saying too much—to outsiders, who
don’t care, you know. It wouldn't
sound quite the same from me now, at
twenty, as it did when I was ten. 1
realize that, of course. Folks don’t
like to be preached at, you know,” she
finished with a whimsical smile.

- “T know,” nodded the young fellow
gravely. “But I wonder sometimes,

yourself what that game is,

it 2 §

Pollyanna, if you really understand anna.

y t and what and confident, though the eye i
it has done for those 'who are playing 'mischievously. ¢ i S

her,” chuckled Jimmy.

Pollyanna raised her eyebrows.

“I'm afraid she didn’t enjoy it any
more than the man in Germany would
have if I'd told him the same thing)”

. “But they ought to be told, and you
ought to tell—" Pendleton stopped
short with so qifeer an expression that
Po}lyanna looked at him in surprise.
:Why, Jimmy, what is it?”

‘Oh, nothing. I was only thinking,”
he answered, puckering his lips. “Here
I am urging you to do the very thing
I was afraid you would do before [
saw you. That is, I was afraid before
I saw you, that—that—" He floun-
dered into a helpless pause, looking
very red indeed.

“Well, Jimmy Pendleton,” bridled
the girl, “you needn’t think you can
stop there, sir. Now just what do you
mean by all that, please?”

“Oh, er—n-nothing, much.”

“I'm waiting,” murmured Polly-
Voice and manner were calm

Her. voice was low, and her|i

I The young fellow hesitated, glanced
at her smiling face, and capitulated.
“Oh, well, have it your own way,”
he shrugged. “It's only that I was
worrying—a little—about that game,
for fear you would talk it just as you
used to, you know, and % Butea
merry peal of laughter interrupted him.
“There, what did I ‘tell you? Even
you were worried, it seems, lest [
should be at 20 just what T was at 10!”
“No—no, I didn’'t mean—Pollyanna,
honestly, I thought—of = course |
knew But Pollyanna only put

'/)’ours,

her hands to her ears and went off
into another peal of laughter.

CHAPTER XIX.
Two Letters

It was toward the “latter part of
June that the letter came to Polly-
anna from Della Wetherby.

“I.am writing to ask you a favor,”
Miss Wetherby wrote... “I am ‘hoping
vou can tell me of some quiet private
family in Beldingsville  that will be
willing to take my sister to board for
the summer. There would be three
of them, Mrs. Carew, her secretary,
and her adopted son, Jamie. (You re-

member Jamie, don’t you?) They do
not like to‘go to an ordinary hotel or
boarding house. My sister is very
tired, and the doctor has advised her
to go into the country for a complete
rest and change. He suggested Ver-
mont or New Hampshire. We imme-
diately thought of Beldingsville and
.you; and we wondered if youcouldn’t
recommend just the right place to us.
‘T told Ruth'I would write you.. They
would like to go right away, early in
July, if possible. Would it be asking
{too much to request you to let us
know as soon as you conveniently can
if you do know of a place? Please ad-
dress me here. My sister is with us
here at the sanatorium for a few
weeks’ treatment. Hoping for a fa-
vorable reply, I am, most cordially
DELLA WETHERBY.”

~ . For ‘the first few minutes after the
letter was finished, Pollyanna sat with
frowning brow, mentally searching
ytl}le homes of Beldingsville for a pos-
sible * boarding house for ‘her old
friends. Then a sudden something

{ gave her /thoughts a new turn, and

with a joyous exclamation she hus-
ried to her aunt, in the living room.
“Auntie, auntie,” she panted; “I've
got just the loveliest idea. I told you
something would happen, and that I'd
develop that wonderful talent some
time. Well. I have. I have right now.
Listen! I’'ve had a letter from Miss
Wetherby, Mrs. Carew’s sister—
where I stayed that winter in Boston,
you~ know—and they want to come
into the country to board for the
summer. and Miss ‘Wetherby's written
to see if I didn’t know a place for
them. They don't want a hotel or an
otdinary boarding house, you see. And
at first I didn’t know of one; but
now I'do. I do, Aunt Polly! Just
guess where ’tis.” 3

| “Dear me, child,” ejaculated Mrs.
Chilton, - “how you do run on! T
should think you were a dozen years
oid instead of a woman grown. Now
what are you talking about?” -
“About a boarding place for Mrs.

Carew and Jamie. I've found it,”
babblgd Pollyanna.
“Indeed! Well, what of it> Of

what possible interest can that be to
me, child?” murmured “Mrs. Chilton,
drearily. i

“Because it's here. I'm going to
have them here, auntie.”

) “pollyanna!” Mrs. Chilton was sit-

ting erect in horror.
“Now, auntie, please don’t say no

—please  don’t”” begged quly.anna,
cagerly. “Don’t you see? This is my
chance, the chance. T’ve been waiting

for; and it's just dropped right into
my hands: - We -can do it lovely. AFWe
have plenty of room, and you know
T can cook and keep house. Angl_ now
there’d be money in it, for they'd pay
|well, T know; and they'd 1_ove tc:

/i) danced from the room.
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‘come, I'm sure. There’d be three os
them-—there’s a secretary with them.”

“But, Pollyanna, I can’t! Turn this
house into a ‘boarding house?—the
Harrington homestead a common
boarding house? Oh, Pollyanna, I
can't, I can't!” 8 k

“But it wouldn’t be a common
boarding house, dear. 'Twill be an|
uncommon one. Besides, they’re our
friends. It would be like having our
friends come to see us; only they'd
be paying guests, so meanwhile we'd
be earning money—money that we
need, auntie, money that we need,”
she emphasized, significantly.

A spasm of hurt pride crossed Polly
Chilton's face: With a low moan she
fell back in her chair. i
“But how could you do it?”> she
asked, at last, faintly. “You couldn’t
do the work part alone, child!” i
“Oh, no, of course not,” chirped
Pollyanna. (Pollyanna was on stire
ground now. She knew. her point was
won.) “But I could do the cooking
and: the overseeing, and I'm sure [
could get one of Nancy’s younger sis-
ters to help about the rest. Mrs. Dur-

For a long minute there was no
reply; then, a little abruptly,  the
young man asked: : A

“Let’s see, how old is this Jamie
now ?” % Xl

Pollyanna glanced up with a merry
smile, i
“Oh, T remember—you never did
like his name, ‘Jamie,'” she twinkled.
“Never mind; he’sadopted now, le-
gally, I believe, and has taken the
name of Carew. So you can call him
that.” ;

“But that isn’t telling' me how old
he is,” reminded Jimmy, stiffly.

“Nobody knows, exactly, I suppose.
You know, he couldn’t tell; but'T im-
agine he’s about your age. ‘T wonder|
how he is now. I've asked all about it
in this letter, anyway.” i

“Oh, you have!” Pendleton looked

li

efforts {
scores of girls now who, regard

their own best and particular good

%%i{iing Girls along new lines. Half

a dozen wealthy and

c?ur
of t
tates to'give herself to each and every
one of the girls. !
what that means in nerve strain.
chief support”and right-hand man is
her. secretary, this same. Sadie Dean.
You'll find her changed, too,. yet she
is the same old Sadie.. et

and..ﬁen are associated with her, of

T S

" 4Phen she has her girls. Do you
remember Sadie Dean,
Well, from getting
and trying to help

the salesgirl?
interested in her,
her to a happier
has broadened her
until she has
er as

ving, my sister has
o little by little,

She has started a Home: for
influential men|

ut she is head and shoulders
* whole thing, and never hesi-

You can' imagine
] Y

down at the letter ir his hand and

fiipped it a little spitefully. He was
thinking that he would like to drop it,
to tear it up, to give it to somebody,
"t& throw it away, tq.go anything with
it—but mail it. E::l AR
immy knew perfectly we at he
wé]s jea}l’ous, that he always had been

“jealous of this youth with @e_pgn;ers{?_j

gin would do the laundry part just as
she does now.” ;
“But, Pollyanna, I'm not well at all
—you know I’'m not. I couldn’t do
much.” R
“Of course not.: Thete’s no reason

loftily. “Oh, auntie, won’t it be splen-
did? Why, it seems too good to be
true—money just dropped into my |
hands like that!” )
“Dropped  into your hands, indeed!
You still have some things to learn in
this world, Pollyanna, and one is that
summer boarders: don’t drop ‘money
into anybody’s hands without looking
very sharply to it that they get ample
return. By the time you fetch' and
carry. and bake and brew until you
are .ready to sink, and by the time
you nearly kill yourself  trying to
serve éverything to order from fresh-
laid eggs' to'the weather, you.will be-
lieve what I tell you.” 5
- “All right, I'll remember,” laughed
Pollyanna. . “But I'm not doing any
worrying now; and. I'm going to
hurry and write Miss “Wetherby at
once so I can give it to Jimmy Bean
to mail ‘when he comes out this after-
noon.”

Mrs. Chilton stirred restlessly.
“Pollyanna, I-do wish you'd call
that young man by his proper name.
That ‘Bean’ gives me the shivers. His
name is ‘Pendleton’ now, as I under<
stand it.”

““So-it is,” agreed Pollyanna, “but I
do forget it half the time. I even call |-
him that to his face, sometimes, and
of course that's dreadful, when he
really is adopted, and all. But you see
| 'm so excited,” she finished, as she

T

R § PATIENS B

She had the letter all ready for
Jimmy when he called at 4 o'clock.
She was still quivering with excite-
ment, and she lost no time in telling
| her visitor what it was all about.

“And I'm crazy to see them, be-
| sides,” she cried, when she had told
thim of her plans. “I’ve never .seen
cither of them since that winter. You |

know I told you—didn’t T tell you?—
ab??ut Jamie.’y ! 3

' “ONh, yes, you told me.”. There was
a- tquch of contraint 1n the young )
man's voice. TR

“Well, isn’t it splendid, if they can
come?” S ;

“Why, I don't know as I should call
it exactly splendid,” he parried.

Not splendid that I've got such a
chance‘to help Aunt Pelly out, for
even this little while? Why, Jimmy, of
course it's splendid.”

“Well, it strikes me that it's going
te be rather hard—for you,” bridled
Jimmy, with more than a shade of ir-

ritation.

“Yes, of course, in some ways. But
I shall be so glad for the money com-|
ing in that Pll think of that all the,
time. You see,” she sighed, “how
mercenary I am, Jimmy.”

| youth with the sissy name come to/’
why you should,” scorned Pollyanna, | | ] 5 {

' and after .a time he took his leave,

b\

like and yet so unlike his own. Not
that he was in love with Pollyanna, he
assured himself wrathfully. He was||
not that, of course. It ‘was just that|,
he did not care to have this strange

spoiffall their good times. He almost
said "as much to Pollyanna, but somnie-
thing stayed 'the words on his lips;.

Belfﬁsville and be always around to

carrying the letter with him. -
That Jimmy did not drop the letter,
tear it up, give it to anybody, or throw'
it agay was evidenced a few days
laterd®or Pollyanna received a prompt
and delighted reply from Miss Weth-
. erby; and when Jimmy came next|
| time he heard it read—or rather he|
heard part of it, for Pollyanna preé-|
faced:the reading by saying: {

“Of course, the first part is just
| where' she says how glad they are to|’
| come, and all that. I wor’t read that.
But the rest T thought you'd like tor
hear, because you've' heard me talk so
 much about them. Besides, you'll know
them yourself pretty soon, of cotirse.
I'm depending a whole lot on you,
Jimmy, to help. me make it pleasant
for them.”

“Oh, ' are you!”

“Now don’t be sarcastic, just be-
catise you don’t like Jamie’s -name,”
| reproved Pollyanna, with .mock : sev-
{ erity. “You'll like him, I’'m sure, when
yoit know him; and youll love Mrs.
Carew.” - ;

“Will 1, indeed?” retorted Jimmy
huffigg. “Well, that.is a serious .pros=
pecti Let us hope, if I do, the lady
will be so gracious as to reciprocate.”

“Of course,” dimpled Pollyanna.
“Now listen, and T’ll read to you
about her. This letter is from, her
' sister, Della—Miss etherby, you
know, at the sanatorium.” ;

“All right. Go ahead!” directed Jim-
‘my, with a somewhat too evident at-!
tempt at polite interest.  And Polly=,
anna, still smiling mischievously, be-!
gan. to read. : 1
. “YVou ask me to tell you everything
ahatit everybody. That:is a largeicom-
mission, bat T'll do the best I can. To
begin with, I think ;-,lpu"ll find my’sis<
ter quite changed. The new interests

i

that have come into her life. during

or . Just now she is a bit thin

the last six years have done wonders
o
“ and Mred from overwork, but a good

« rest will soon remedy that, and you'll

see how young and blooming: and
happy she looks. Please notice I said-
happy. That won't mean so much to~

you as it does to me, of course, for~

you were too .young to realize quite
how unhappy she was when you first
knew her that winter in Boston. Life
was-such a dreary, hopeless thing for

| so lightly diverted, and responded only

| there been any doubt in her mind, the

CHAPTER XX.'
The Paying Guests

The few intervening days before the
expected arrival of “those dreadful
people,” as Aunt Polly termed her\
nieces’s paying guests, were busy ones
indeed for Pollyanna—but they were
happy ones, too, as Pollyanna. refused
to be weary, or discouraged, or dis-
mayed, no matter how puzzling were
the daily problems she had to meet. ;

Summoning Nancy, and Nancy’s
younger sister, Betty, to her aid, Polly-
anna systematically went through the
house, room by room, and grranged-
for the comfort and convenience of
her expected boarders. Mrs. Chilton
could do but little to assist. In the]
first place she was not well. In the
second ‘place her mental attitude to-
ward the whole idea was not condu-
cive to aid or comfort, for at her side
stalked always the Harrington pride of
name and race, and on her lips was
the constant moan: . 2
“Oh, Pollyanna, Pollyanna, to think
of the Harrir'l,gton homestead  ever

ming to this!”
cc"‘It 'gisn’t, dearie,” Pollyanna at last
soothed laughingly. “It’s the Carews |
that are coming to 'the Harrington
homestead !”
But Mrs. Chilton was not to be

with a scornful glance and a deeper
sigh, so Pollyanna was forced to leave
her to travel alone her road of deter-
mined gloom. J
Upovng the appointed day Pollyanna,
with Timothy (who owned the Har-

tion to meet the afterncon train.. Up
to this hour there had been_npthgng
but confidence and joyous anticipation
in Pollyanna’s heart. But with the
whistle of the engine there came to
her a veritable panic of doubt, shyness
and dismay. She realized suddenly
what she, Pollyanna, almost alone and
unaided, was about to do. She remem-
bered Mrs. Carew’s wealth, position
and fastidious. tastes. She recollected,
too, that this would be a new, tall,

she had known. d

For one awful moment she thought
only of getting away—somewhere, any-
where. 3 : i
“Timothy, I—I feel sick. I'm not
well, I—tell ’em—er—not to qome,”
she faltered, poising as if for flight.

“Ma’am!” exclaimed the startled
Timothy. -

One glance into Timothy’s amazed
face was: enough. Pollyanna laughed
and threw back her shoulders alertly.

“Nothing. Never mind! I, didn’t
mean it, of course, Timothy. Quick—
see! They’re almost here,” she pante_:d.:
And Pollyanna hurried forward, quite
herself once morer . !

She knew them ‘at once. Even had
| crutches in the hands of the tall,
brown-eyed young man would have
piloted her straight to her goal.

There were a few brief minutes of
eager. hand-clasps and incoherent .ex-
clamations, then, somehow, she found

rington horses now), went to the sta-| .

young-man Jamie, quite unlike the boy |-
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her ‘then; and now it 15 so full of in-
terest and joy.

“First, she has Jamie, and when you
see them together you won't need to
Le told what he is to her. To be sure,
we are no nearer knowing wheth:r he
is the real Jamie, or not, but my sister
loves him like an own son now -and
has legally adopted him, as T presume
you know. :

herself in the carriage with

bt - ¥
rew at her side, and Jamie and Sadie

Dean in front. She had a chance, then,
for| the first time, really to see her
friends, and to note the changes the
six years had wrought. ¥ 5=
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The Second GLLAD Book

Trade

Mark.

By Eleanor H. Porter
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he cannot

is only a limited number of back copies of “Pollyanna” (and none
and 16), so that, to secure any, an early application is necessary.
back numbers of “Pollyanna Grows Up’” to your newsdealer.
supply you, apply to the Circulation Department of the Post, send-

[f

ing an extra cent, in addition to the price of the paper, for each copy desired,

to cover postage.

START HERE AND GO ON WITH THE STORY

Pollyanna comes to spend the winter at the Boston home of
wealthy Mrs. Carew, whose life is contintously miserable because of

the disappearance of her nephew,

Jamie, eight years ago.

Although 'the child is unaware of the fact, she has been recom-
mended to Mrs. Carew as an antidote for the latter’s gloomy view of

life.

Pollyanna finds city dwellers so cold and suspicious of her

friendly advances that when she sees a lonely looking man in a park
ghe hesitates at speaking a friendly, cheering word to him.

He was not very good to look at.

His garments, though new, were
dusty, and plainly showed lack of care.
They were of the cut and style

(thongh Pollyanna of course did not
State gives  its
His face
was a pasty white, and was adorned
was

know this that  the 1
prisoners as a freedom suit.

with a week's beard. His hat

pulled far down over his eyes. With

his hands in his pockets he sat idly

staring at the ground. 5
For a long minute Pollyanna said

nothing ; then hopefully she began.
“Tt is a nice day, isn’t it?”

The man turned his head with a
start. ;
“Eh? Oh—er—what did you say?

he questioned, with a curiously fright-
ened look around to make sure the
remark was addressed to him.

“I said ‘twas a nice day,” explained
Pollyanna in hurried earnestness:
“but T don’t care about that especially.
That is, of course I'm glad it's a
nice day, but I said it just as a be-
ginning to things, and I'd just as soon

talk about something else—anything
else. It's only that I wanted you to

talk—about something, you see.”
The man gave a low laugh. FEven
to Pollyanna the laugh sounded a little
queer, though she did not know (as
did the man) that a laugh to his lips
had been a stranger for many months.
“So you want me to talk, do you?”
he said a little sadly. “Well, I don’t
see but what [ shall have to do
then. Still, [ should think a nice little
lady like you might find lots nicer
people to talk to than an old duffer

like me.” 3
“Oh, but [ like old duffers,” ex
claimed Pollvanna quickly; “that is,

[ like the old part, and 1 don’t know
what a duffer is, so 1 can't dislike
that. Besides, if you are.a duffer, T
reckon I like duffers. Anyhow, I like
vou,” she finished, with a contented
little settling of herself in her seat

that carried conviction.
“Humph! Well, I'm sure I'm. flat-
tered,” smiled the man, ironically.

Though his face and words expressed
polite doubt, it might have been noticed
that he sat a little straighter on the
bench. *And, pray, what shall we
talk about?”

“It's—it’s infinitesimal to me.
means I don’t care, doesn’t it?”
Pollyanna, with a beaming
“Aunt Polly says that, whatever
about, anyhow, I always bring
the Ladies’ Aiders, But

That
asked
smile.
I talk
up at
I reckon

it, |}

that’s because they brought
first, don't you?
il the party. I think
{ beautiful _party—now
jsome one.

“P-party?”

“Yes—this, you know—all these peo-
ple here today. . It is a party, isn't
iit? The lady said it was for every-
[body. so T .stayed—though T haven't
got to where the house is, yet, that's
giving the party.”

The man’s lips twitched.

“Well, little lady, perhaps it is a
party, in a way,” he smiled; “but the
‘hotise’ :th~*'s oivipg it is the city of
soston.
a public
everybody.” ;

“Is it? Always? And I may come
here any time | want to? Oh, how
perfectly lovely! ‘That's even nicer
than I thought it could be. T'd wor-
ried for fear I couldn't ever come
| again, after today, you see. I'm glad
now, though, that 1 didn't know it
’\j_u.\‘\ at the first, for it's all the nicer
/

[
I

me

it's a

that I know

pwatk, you understand, for

;n\\', Nice things are nicer when you
een worrying for fear they won't
be nice, aren’t they?”

“Perhaps they are—if they ever turn
out to be nice at all,” conceded the
man, a little gloomily.

“Yes, T think so,” nodded Pollyanna,
not noticing the gloom. ‘“But isn’t
it beautiful--here?”’ she gloried. “I
wonder if Mrs. Carew knows about
| it—that it's for anybody, so. Why, [
i should think everybody would want
to come here all the time, and just
stay and look around.”

The man’s face hardened.

“Well, there are a few people in
the world who have got a job—who've
got something to do besides just to

come here and stay and look around;
but Idon’t happen to be one of them.”

“Don’'t you? Then you can be glad
for that, can’t you?” sighed Polly-
anna, her eyes delightedly following
a passing boat.

The man’s lips parted indignantly,
but no words came. Pollyanna was
still talking.

“I wish [ didp't have anything to
do but that. I have to go to school.
Oh, T like school; but there's such a
whole lot of things I like better. Still
I'm glad 1 can go to school. I'm
’specially glad when I remember how
last winter I didn’t think I could ever
go again. You see, I lost my legs

for a while—I mean, they didn’t go;
and you know you never know how

up
We might talk about
perfectly

This is the Public Garden—

much you uge things, tilt you don't
have ’em. And eyes, too. Did yoit
ever think what a lot you do with
eyes? I didn’t till I went to the Sana-
torium. There was a lady there who
had just got blind the year before.
l tried to get her to play the game—-
finding something to be glad about,
yow know—hbut she said she couldn’t;
and if T wanted to know why [ might
tie up my eyes with my handkerchief
for just one hour. And I did. Tt

was awful. Did you ever try it?”
$Why,inno; i T *didn’t.2 & 0 A Ahalf-
vexed, half-baffled expression was

coming, to the man’s face.

“Well don’t. It's awful. You can't
do anything—not anything that you
want to do. But I kept it on the
whole hour. Since then I've been so
glad, sometimes—when I see some-
thing perfectly lovely like this, you
know—I've been so glad I wanted to
cry;—'cause I could see it, you know.
She's playing the game now, though--
that blind lady is. Miss Wetherby
told me.”

“The—game?”

“Yes; the glad game.” Didn’t I tell

you? Finding something in every-
thing to be glad about. Well, she's
found it now-—about her eyes, you
know. Her husband is the kind of

a man that goes to 'help make fthe
laws, and she had him ask for ome
that would help blind people, 'specially
little babies. And she went herself
and talked and told those men how
it felt to be blind. - And they made ‘it
----- that law. And they said that she
did more than anybody else, even her
husband, to help make it, and they
didn't believe there would have been
any law at all if it hadn’t been for
her. So now she says she’s glad she
lost her eyes, ‘cause she's kept so
many little babies from growing up
to be blind like her. So you see she’s
playing it—the game. But I reckon
you don’t know about the game yet,
after all; so I'll tell you. It started
this way.” And Pollyanna, with her
eyes on the shimmering beauty all
about her, told of the little pair of
crutches of long ago, which should
have been a doll.

When the story was finished there
was a long silence; then, a little ab-
ruptly the man got to his feet.

“Oh, are you going away now?”’
she asked in open disappointment.

“Yes, I'm going now.” He smiled
down at her a little queerly.

“But you're coming back sometime 2"

He shook his head—but again he
smiled.

“I hope not—and I believe not, little
girl. You see, 1've made a great dis-
covery today. I thought T was down
and out. T thought there was no place
for me anywhere—now. But I've just
discovered that ['ve got two eyes, two
arms and two legs. Now, I'm going
to use them—and I'm going to make
somebody understand that I know how
to use them!”

The next moment he was gone.

“Why, what a funny man!” mused
Pollyanna. “Still, he was nice—and he
was different, too,” she finished, rising
to her feet and resuming her walk.

Pollyanna was now once more hes
usual cheerful self, and she stepped
with the confident assurance of one
who has no doubt. Had not the man
said. that this was a public park, and
that she had as good a right as any-
body to be there? She walked nearer
to the pond and crossed the bridge to
the starting place of the little boats.
For some time she watched thé chil-
dren happily, keeping a particularly
sharp lookout for the possible black
curls of Susie Smith. She would have
liked to take a ride in the pretty boats,
herself, but the sign said “Five Cents”
a trip, and she did not have any money
with her. She smiled hopefully into
the faces of several women, and twice
she spoke tentatively. But no one
spoke first to her, and those whom she
addressed eyed her coldly and made
scant response.

After a time she turned her steps
into still another path. Here she found
a white-faced boy in a wheel chair. She

would have spoken to him, but he was
so absorbed in his book that she turned

|
|
|
|

away after a moment’s wistful gazing.
Soon then she came upon a pretty, but
sad-looking young girl sitting alone,
staring at nothing, very much as the
man had sat. With a contented little
cry, Pollyanna hurried forward.

“Oh, how do you do?” she beamed.
“I'm so glad I found you! I’ve been
hunting ever so long for you,” she as-
serted, dropping herself down on the
unoccupied end of the bench.

The pretty girl turned with a start,
an cager look of expectancy in her
eyes.

“Oh!” she exclaimed, falling back
in plain. disappointment. “I thought—
Why, what do you mean?” she de-
manded, aggrievedly. “TI never seteyes
on you before in my life.”

“No, I didn't you, either,” smiled
Pollyanna; “but I’ve been hunting for
you; just the same. That is, of course
I didn’t know you were going to be
you, exactly. It's just that T wanted
to find someone that looked lonesome,
and that didn’t have anybody. Like me,
yott know. So many here today have
got folks, See?”

“Yes, I see,” nodded the girl, falling
back into her old listlessness.
poor little kid, it's too bad you should
find it out-—so soon.”

“Find out what?”

‘““That the lonesomest place in all the
world is in a crowd in a big city.”

Pollyanna frowned and pondered.

“Is 1t? T don’t see how it can be. [
don’t see how you can be lonesome
when you've got folks all around you.
Still—" she hesitated, and the frown
deepened. “I was lonesome this after-
noon, and there were folks all around
me ; only they didn’t seem to—to think

{|—or notice.”

The pretty girl smiled bitterly.

“That’s just it.  They don’t
think—or notice, crowds don’t.”

“But some folks do. We can be glad
some do,” urged Pollvanna. “Now
when 1I—"

“Oh, yes, some do,” interrupted the
other. As she spoke she shivered and
looked fearfully down the path beyond
Pollyanna. “Some notice—too much.”

Pollyanna shrank back in dismay.
Repeated rebuffs that ‘afternoon had
given her a new sensitiveness.

“Do you mean—me?”’ she stam-
mered. “That you wished 1 hadn’t—
noticed—you?”

“No, no, kiddie! I meant—someone
quite different from you. Someone that
hadn’t ought to notice. I was glad to
have you speak, only—T thought at first
it was someone' from home.”

“Oh, then you don't live here, either,
any more than I do—I mean, for
keeps?”

“Oh, yes, I live here now,” sighed
the girl; “that is, if vou call it living—
what T do.”

“What do you do?"”
terestedly.

“Do? I'll tell you what I do,” cried
the other, with sudden bitterness.
“From morning till night I sell fluffy
laces and perky bows to girls that laugh
and talk and know each other. Then I
go home to a little back room up three
flights just big enough to hold a lumpy
cot-bed, a washstand with a nicked
pitcher, one rickety chair, and me. It's
like a furnace in the summer and an

ever

asked Polly, in-

lice box in the winter; but it's all the
{place I've got, and I'm supposed to

stay in it—when T ain’t workin’. But
['ve come out today. I ain’t goin’ to
stay in that room, and I ain’t goin’ to
go to any old library to read, neither
It's our last half-holiday this year—
and an extra one, at that; and I’'m
going to have a good time—for once.
'm just as young, and I like to laugh
and joke just as well as them girls 1
sell bows to all day. Well, today I'm
going to laugh and joke.”

Pollyanna smiled and
approval.

“I'm glad you feel that way. T do,
too. It's a lot more fun—to be happy,
isn’t it? Besides, the Bible tells us to:
—rejoice and be glad, T mean. Tt tells
us to eight hundred times. Probably
you know about ’em, though—the re-
joicing texts.”

The pretty girl shook her head. A

nodded her

queer look came to her face.
“Well, no,” she said, dryly. “I canit

“But, |

say I was thinkin’—of the Bible.”

~“Weren't you? Well, maybe not;
but, you see, my father was a minister,
and he—"

“A minister?”

“Yes. Why, was yours, too?” cried
Pollyanna, answering something she
saw in the othet’s face.

“Y-yes.” A faint color crept up to the
girl’s forehead.

.“Oh, ‘and has he gone like mine to
be with God' and the angels?”

The girl turned away her head.

“No. He’s still living—back home,”
she answered, half under her breath.

“Oh, how glad you must be,” sighed
Pollyanna, enviously. ‘“Sometimes [
get to thinking, if only I could see
father once—but you.do see your fath-
er, don’t your”

“Not often.
here.”

“But you can see him—and I can't,
mine. He's gone to be with mether and
the rest of us up in heaven, and-—have
you,got a mother, too—an earth moth-
er?’

“Y-yes.” The girl stirred restlessly,
and half moved as if to go.

“Oh, then you can see them both,”
breathed Pollyanna, unutterable long-
ing in her face. “Oh, how glad you
must be! For there just isn’t anybody,
is there, that really cares and notices
quite so much as fathers and mothers.
You see, I know, for I had a father
until T was eleven years old; but, for a
mother, T had Ladies’ Aiders for ever
so long, till Aunt Polly took me.: La-
dies’ Aiders are lovely, but of course
they aren’t like mothers, or even Aunt
Pollys; and—"

On and on Pollyanna talked. Polly-
anna was in her element now. Polly-
anna loved to talk. That there was
anything strange or unwise or even un-
conventional in this intimate telling of
her thoughts and her history to a total
stranger on a Boston park bench did
not once occur to Pollyanna. To Poliy-
anna all men, women and children
were friends, either known or un-
known; and thus far she had found
the unknown quite as delightful as the
known, for with them there was al-
ways the excitement of mystery and
adventure—while they were changing
from the unknown to the known.

To this young girl at her side, there-
fore, Pollyanna talked unreservedly of
her father, her Aunt Pollv, her West-
ern _home, and her journey FEast to

You see, I'm down—

Vermont. She told of new friends and |
old friends, and of course she told of |

the game. Pollyanna almost always
told everybody of -the game, -either
sooner or later. It was, indeed, so

much a part of her very self that she
could hardly have helped telling of it.

As for the girl—she said little: She
was not now sitting in her old listless
attitude, however, and her whole
self had come a marked change. The
flushed  cheeks, frowning  brow,
troubled eyes and nervously working
fingers were plainly the signs of some
inward struggle. From time to time
she glanced apprehensively down the
path beyond Pollyanna, and it was
after such a glance that she clutched
the little girl’s arm.

“See here, kiddie, for just a minute
don’t you leave me. Do you hear?
Stay right where you are! There’s a
man [ know Comin’; but no matter
what he says, don’t you pay no atten-
tion, and don’t you go.
stay with vou. See?”

Before Pollyanna could more than
grasp her wonderment and surprise,
she found herself looking up into the
face of a very handsome young gen-
tleman, who had stopped before them:.

“Oh, here you are,” he smiled pleas-

to

['m going’ to

antly, lifting his hat to Pollyanna’s
companion. “I'm afraid Tl have to
begin with an apology—I'm a little |
late.”

“It don’t matter, sir,” said the young
girl, speaking hurriedly. “I—I've de-
cided not to gb.”

The young man gave a light laugh.

“Oh, come, my dear, don’t be hard
on a chap because he’s a little late!”

“It isn't that, really,” defended the
girl, with a swift red flaming into her
cheeks. “T mean—I’m not going’

“Nonsense !’ The young man stepped

A

smiling. He spoke sharply. “You
said yesterday you'd go.”

“I know ; but I've changed my mind.
I told my little friend here—I'd stay
with her.”

“Oh, but if you’d rather go with
this nice young gentleman,” began Pol-
lyanna, anxiously; but she fell back
silenced at the look the girl gave her.

“I tell you I had not rather go. I'm
not going.”

“And pray, why this sudden right-
about face?” demanded the young man
with an expression that made him sud-
denly look, to Pollyanna, not quite so
handsome. *Yesterday, you said 2

“I know I did,” interrupted the girl,
feverishly. “But I knew then that I
hadn’t ought to. Let's call it—that I
know it even better now. That’s all.”
And she turned away resolutely.

It was not all. The man spoke
again, twice. He .coaxed, then he
sneered with a hateful look in his
eyes. At last he said something very
low and angry, which Pollyanna did
not understand. The next moment he
wheeled about and strode away.

The girl watched him tensely till he
passed quite out of sight, then, re-
laxing, she laid a shaking hand on
Pollyanna’s arm.

“Thanks, kiddie. I reckon I owe
you—more than you know. Good-by."

“But you aren’t going away now!”
bemoaned Pollyanna.

The girl sighed wearily.

“I got to. He might come back, and
next time I might not be able to—"
She clipped the words short and rose
to her feet. For a moment she hesi-
tated, then she choked bitterly: “You
see, he’s the kind that—notices too
much—and that hadn’t ought to notice
w—me—at all!” With that she was
sone. j

“Why, what a funny lady,” mur- |
mured Pollyanna, looking wistfully af-
ter the vanishing figure. “She was
nice, but she was sort of different,
too,” “she commented, rising to her
Ifect and moving idly down the path.

"
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