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FARM PUMP ENGINE

Onthe jobissure relief in dryweather.

‘PreventsJoss to your stock caused by
lack of sufficient water, -

The o Farm Pump Engine
endorsed thousands of users all

Our illustrated booklet
fs valuable to every
farmer, It tells howto
supply ¥ farm with

: ﬂ;:n.ty of water and con-
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you will be glad to know
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, CAN YOUR FRUITS, VEGETABLES, MEATS.
Start a Business of Yeur Own
ROYAL CANNERS MAVE MADE HIBHEST RECGRDS

FARILY SIZRS TO FACTORY PLANTS

No preservatives used, Use tin
cans or glass, Easy to operata,
‘We teach you how. Headquaz
il ters for Oansand Labels. Writs
(M today for New Catalog.

s ROYAL HOME CANMNER GO,
Dept. 152, Chatiancogs, Tean,
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Secured or Your Money Back

it you take the Dranghon Training, the

ing that business men indorse. Yonu

cin take it af coliege or by mail. Write to-day

‘produces highest type of Christian woman-
bood and manhood, properly developed
mentally, morally and physically. Modern

plant, ideal location. For illustrated eata-
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SELLING OUT BROWN LEGHORNS

We are m‘;a gell at our entire stock, business

and fixtures. Write for
STURTEVANT BROS. BROWN LECHORN FARM
T ) Kushis, Ala,

mEs I interested in Bees whick are

: _ very amd little trouble

ask for our catalog of 84 pages.
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: SYNOPSIS A
Pollyguna Whittler, daughter of a heme

-missfonary, on the death of her father, comes

te make her home with her maternal aunt,
Miss Polly Harrington, a wealthy, but stern

A\ and severe-faced woman of forty. Pollyanna

has no welcome wafiting for her, and only

‘| the bare little attick room at the top of the

old mansfon. Miss Polly plans to bring Pol-
lyanna up with a strict adherence to “duty.”
Nancy and Mrs, Snow learn to play “the
game.” Miss Polly allows Pollyanna to adopt
a stray dog and kitten and gives her a lovely
room—all very mugh against her will.

CHAPTER XII—(Continued)

“DID—-did your aunt send you, my
dear?” asked Mrs. Ford, the
minister’s wife.

Pollyanna colored a little.

“Oh, no. I came all by myself. You
see, I'm used to Ladies’ Aiders. It
was Ladies’ Aiders that brought me
up—with father.”.
Somebody tittered hysterically,and
the minister’s wife frowned.
“Yes, dear.. What 1s it?”
“Well, it—it’s Jimmy Bean,” sighed
Pollyanna. “He hasn’t any home ex-
cept the Orphan one, and they're full,
and don’t want him, anyhow, he
thinks; so he wants another. He
wants one of the common kind, that
has a mother instead of a matron in
it—folks, you know, that'll care. He's
10 years old going on 11. 1 thought
some of you might like him to live
with you, you know.”

“Well, did you ever!” murmured 2
voice, breaking the dazed pause that

followed Pollyanna’s words.

With anxious eyes Pollyanna swept
the circle of faces about her.

“Oh, I forgot to say; he will work,”
she supplemented eagerly.

Still there was silence; then, coldly,
one or two women began to question
her. After a time they all had the
story and began to talk among them-
selves, animatedly, not quite pleas-
antly.

Pollyanna listened: with growing
anxiety. Some of what was said she

| could not understand. She did gather,

after a time, however, that there
whs no woman there who had a home
to give him, though every woman
seemed to think that some of the
others might take him, as there were
several who had no I[ittle boys of
their own already in their homes. But
there was no on¢ who agreed herself
to take him. ' Them she heard the
minister’s wife suggest timidly that
they, as a society, might perhaps as-
sume his support and education in-
stead of sending so nmuch money this
year to the little beys in far-away
India, - -
A great many ladies talked then,
and seweral of them talked all at

‘unpleasantly than before. It seemed
that their society was famons for its
offering to Hindu missions, and sev-
eral said they should die of mortifi-
cation #f it should be less this year.
Some of what was said at this time
not have understood, teo, for it
care at all what the money did, so
‘long as the sum opposite the name of
their society in a certain “report”
| “headed the list"™—and of course that
could not be what they meant at all!

quite pleasant, so that Pollyanma was
glad, indeed, when at last she found
herself outside in the hushed, sweet
air—only she was very sorry, too; for
she know it was not going to be easy,
or anything but sad, to tell Jimmy
| Bean tomorrow-that the Ladies’ Aid
had decided that they would rather
send all their ,money to bring up the
little India boys than to save out
enough té bring up one little boy in
their own town, fer which they would

not get *a bit'of credit'Th the repdrt,”

once, and even more loudly and more-

Pollyanna again ‘thought she could

‘sounded almost as if they did not -

‘But it was all very confusing, and not.

according to”the tall Tady who wore -
spectacles.- . s
“Not but that it’s good, of coutrse,
to send meney to the heathen, and I
shouldn’t want ’em not to-send some
there,” sighed Pollyanna to herself,
as she trudged sorrowfully along.
“But they acted as if little boys here
weren’t any account—only fittle boys.
'way off. I should think, though,
they’d rather see Jimmy Bean grow
—tham just a ‘report!” * ;

CHAPTER X1l
In Pendleton Woods

LLYANNA had not turned her
steps toward home, when she left
the chapel. She had turned them, in-
stead, toward Pendleton Hill. It had
been a hard day, for all it had been a
“vacation one” (as she termed the
infrequent days when there was ne
sewing or cooking lesson), and Polly-
anna was sure that nothing would do
her quite so much good as a
through the green quiet of Pendleton
Woods. Up Pendleton Hill, therefore,
she ¢limbed steadily, in spite of the
warm sun on her back.
“I don't have to get home until half-
past five, anyway,” she was telling

‘herself; “and it’ll be so much nicer to

go around by the way of the woods;
even if I do have to climb to get
there.” :

It was very beauntiful in the Pendle-
ton Woeds, as Pollyanna knew by
experience.  But today it seemed even
more. delightful than ever, notwith-
standing her disappointment over
what she must tell Jimmy Bean to-
MOrrow. ' ,

“I wish they were up here—all those
ladies who talked so loud,” sighed
Pollyanna to herself, raising her eyes
to the patches of vivid blue between
the sunlit green of the tree-tops.
“Anyhow, if they were up here, I just
reckon they’d change and take Jimmy
Bean for their little boy, all right,”
she finished, secure in her conviction,
but umable to give a reason for it,
even to herself. .

Suddenly Pollyanna lifted her head
and listened. A dog had barked some
distance ahead. A moment later he
came dashing toward her, still bark-
ing, : .
“Hullo, doggie—hullo!” Pollyanna
snapped her fingers at the dog and
looked expectantly. down the path.
She had seen the dog once before, she
was sure., He had been then with the
Man; Mr. John Pendleton. She was
looking now, hoping to see him. For
some minutes she watched eagerly,
but he did not appear. Then she turn-
ed her attemtion toward the dog.

The dog, as even Pollyanna could
sée, was acting strangely. He was
still barking — giving little sharp
yelps, as if of alarm. He was run-
ning back and forth, too, in the path
ahead. Soon they reached a side
path, and down this the little dog
fairly flew, only to come back at once,
whining and barking. '

“Ho! That isn't the way home”
laughed Pollyanna, still. keéping to
the main path. T Thas

The little dog seemediran
Back and forth, backfane
“tween Pallyanna and the side
vibrated, barking and p‘lﬁm#tlfﬂ-
ly. Every quiver of his HitTe hro
body, and every glanceé from his be-
seeching brown eyes were eloguent
with appeal—so eloquent that at last
Pollyanna understood, turned, and
followed him. _

Straight ahead, now, the Tittle dog
dashed madly; and # was net long
before Pollyanma came upomn the rea-
son for-it all; a man lying motionless
at the foot of a steep, overhanging
mass- of rock a- few
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“Mr. Pendleton!” Oh, are ,,,

just taking ,
snapped the

sta i the Sunshine,”

$hat cam you do?
" sense 7"

her breath with ,
€ 838, was her habit—sh,
wered the questions literally, o,

ca

“Why, Mr. Pendleton, I-1 (o
know so very much, and I can't 4o ,
Ladtes’A.ﬂm,h except Mrs, Rawson,
md-I._ht-mﬂ good sense. I heard
‘em Saysomcf’ar—t!rey didn’t know

-The man smiled grimly.

“There, there, child, I beg your par-
don, I'm sure; it’s only this confound-
ed feg of mine. Now HNsten” He
paused, and with some difficulty
reached his hand into his trousers
pocket and brought out a Bunch of
keys, singling . ofit ome between his
thumb and forefinger. “Straight
through. the path there, about five
minutes’ walk, fs my house. This key
will admit you te the side door under
the porte-cochere. Do you know what
a porte-cochere is?”

“Oh, yes, sir. -Auntie has one with
a sun parlor over it. That’s the roof

kriow.- They found me.”

“Eh? Oh! Well, when you get into
the house, go straight through the
vestibule and’ hall to the door at the
end. On the big, flat-topped desk in
the middle of the room you'll find a
telephone. Do you know how to use
a telephone?”

“Oh, yes, sir! “Why, once when
Aunt Polly—" .

“Never mind Aunt Polly now,” cut
in the man scowlingly, as he tried to
“Hunt up Dr.
Thomas Chilton’s number on the card
you'll find somewhere around there—
it ought to be on the hook down at
the side, buf it probably won't be.
You knew a telephone card, I sup-

“Oh, yes, sir! I just love Aunt Pol-
ly's. There’s such a lot of queer
names, and—" :

“Telt Dr. Chilton that John Pendle-
ton is at the.foot of the Little Eagle
Ledge in Pendleton Woods with a
broken leg, and to come at once with
a stretcher and two men. He'll know
what to do besides that. Tell hlm'ﬂto
come by the path from the house.

“A broken leg? Oh, Mr. Pendle-
ton, how perfectly awful!” shuddered
Pollyanna. “But I'm so glad I came!
Can't I do—"

“Yes, you can—but evidently you
won't! Will you go and do what I
ask and stop. talking” moancd the
man, faintly. And; with a little sob-
bing cry, Poliyanna went.

Pollyanna did not stop now to look
up at the patches of blue between the
sunlit tops of the trees. She kept her
eyes on the ground to make sure that
no twig mor skone tripped her hurry-
ing feet.' .
- It was not
sight of the house. She had seet
before, though never so near as this.
She was-almost frighteritd now at the
massiveness of the great pile of ﬁfﬂﬁ
stone with its pillared verandas :1111
its imposing entrance. Pausing oV y

23 e
a moment, however; she sped across
eglec wn around the

or under the

porte-cochere. Her fingers, stiff fl,—{.m;
their tight elutch upon the keys, W¢!
> ﬂfl‘lt in theu’--ﬁffons
to turn the bolt in the fock; but at
last the> heavy, carved door sWuiS
slowly back on its Rhinges.
(Continued next week)
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