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By L. C. Page & Co., Inc.

SYNOPSIS

Pollyanna Whittier, daughter of a homae
missionary, on the death of her father, comes
to make her home with her maternal aunt,
Miss Polly Harrington, & wealthy, butl stern
and severe-faced woman eof forty. Pollyanna
has no welcome waiting for her, and enly
the bare little attic room at the top of the
old mansion. Miss Polly plans to bring Pol-
jvanna up with a strict adherence te “duty.”

CHAPTER VI—(Continued)

OLLYANNA cried out in dismay.
“Oh, but Aunt Polly, Aunt Polly,

you haven't left me any time at all

just to—to live®

“To live, child! What do you mean?
As if you weren't living all the time!”

“Oh, of course I'd be breathing all
the time I was doing those things,
Aunt Polly, but I wouldn't be living.
You breathe all the time you're
asleep, but you aren’t living. I mean
living—doing the things you want to

do: playing outdoors, reading (to™

myself, of course), climbing hills,
talking to Mr. Tom in the garden, and
Naney, . and finding out all about the
houses and the-people and everything
everywhere all through the perfectly
lovely streets I came through yester-
day. That's what I call living, Aunt
Polly. Just breathsng isn’t living!”
Miss Polly lifted her head irritably.
- “Pollyanna, you are the most extra-
ordinary child! You will be allowed
a proper amount of playtime, of
course. But, surely, it seems to me if
I am willing to do my duty in seeing
that you have proper care and in-
struction, you ought to be willing to
do yours by seeing that that care and

instruction are not nn'gratefully was-

ted.”

Pollyanna looked shocked. -

“Oh, Aunt Polly, as if 1 ever could
be ungrateful—to youl Why, I love
you—and you aren’t even a Ladies"
Aider; you're an aunt!”-

“Very well; then see that you don’t
act ungrateful,” vouchsafed Miss
Polly, as she turned toward the door.

She had gone half Way down the

stairs when a small, unsteady vo:ce
called after her:

“Please, Aunt Polly, you didn't tell
me which of my things you wanted
to—to give away.”

Aunt Polly emitted a tired sigh—a
sigh that ascended straight to Polly-
anna’s ears.

“Oh, 1 forgat to tell you, Polly-
anna. Timothy will drive us into
town at half-past ene this afternoon.
Not one of your garments is fit for
my niece to wear. Certainly I should
be very far from doing my duty by
you if T should let you appear out in
any one of them.”

Pollyanna sighed now—she believ-

ed she was going to hate that word—
duty. :
“Aunt Polly, please,” she called
wistfully, “isn’t there any way you
can be glad about all that—duty busi-
ness?”

“What?” Miss Polly looked up in
dazed surprise; then, suddenly, with
very red cheeks, she turned and
swept angrily down the stairs. “Don’t
be impertinent Pollyanna!”
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“I don’t see, really, what there was
impertinent about that,” she sighed

“] was only asking her if she cbuld’t
tell me something to be glad about m _

all that duty business.”

For several minutes Pollyanna sat |
in silence, her rueful eyes fixed on

the forlorn heap of garments on the

bed Then, slowly, she «ose‘and be-|

-

gan to put away thesdresses.
“There just isn’t anythmg to be
glad about, that I can-see,

aloud; unlcss—xts to be glad when
the dnty's done!”

CHAPTER VH
Pollyanna and Punishments
T HALF-PAST one o'clock Timo-
thy drove Miss Polly and her
niece to the four or five principal dry

goods stores, which were about half
a mile from the homestead. H

Fitting Pollyanna with a new ward-

robe proved to be more or less of an |

exciting experience for all concerned.
Miss Polly came out of it with the

feeling of limp relaxation that ome|

might have at finding oneself at last
on solid earth after a perilous walk
across the very thin crust of a vol-
cano. The various clerks who had

with very red faces, and enough
amusing stories of Pollyanna to keep
their friends in gales of laughter the
rest of the week. Pollyanna herself
came out of it with radiant smiles
and 2 heart content; for, as she ex-
pressed it to ome of the clerks:
“When you haven’t had anybody but
missionary barrels and Ladies’ Aid-
ers to dress you, it is perfectly lovely
to just walk right in and buy clothes
that are brand-new, and that don’t
have to be tucked up or let down be-
cause they don’t fit.”

The shoppmg expedition consumed

| the entire afternoon; theh came sup-

per and~“a del:ghtful talk with Old
Tom in the garden, and another with
Nancy on the back porch, after the
dishes were done, and while Aunt
Polly paid a visit to a neighbor. .

Old Tom told Pollyanna wonderful
things of her mother, that made her
very happy indeed; and Nancy told
her all abont the little farm six miles
away at “The Corners,” where lived
her own dear mother, and her equally
dear brother and sisters, She prom-
ised, too, that sometime, if Miss Polly
were willing, Pollyanna should be
taken to see them.

“And they've got lovely names, too.
You'll like their names,” sighed Nan-
cy. “They're ‘Algernon,’ and ‘Flora-
belle’ and ‘Estelle’ I—I just hate
‘Nancy'l”

“Oh, Nancy, what a dreadful thmg
to sayl Why?"

“Because it ism't pretty like the
others. You see, I was the first baby,
and mother hadn’t begun ter read so
many stories with pretty names in
'em, then.”

“But I love ‘Nancy,’ just because it's
you,” declared Pollyanna.

“Humph! Well, I guess you could
love ‘Clarissa Mabelle’ just as well,”
retorted Nancy, “and it would be a
heap happier for me. I think that
name's just grand!”

Pollyanna laughed.

' “Well, anyhow " she chuckled, “you
can be glad it isn't ‘Hephzibah. '

“Hephzibah I”

“Yes. Mrs. White's name is that
Her husband calls her ‘Hep,’ and she
doesn’t like it. She says when he
calls out ‘Hcp—Hcp! she feels just
as if the next minute he was going to
yell ‘Hurrah!” And she doesn't like
to be hurrahed at.”

Nancy's gloomy face rclaxcd into a
broad smile,

Say do you know?—I sha'n't never

o' that ‘Hep—Hep' and giggle.

My,
I guess I am ghd-—"
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