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CHAPTER XXV—(€ontinued)

“T DON'T believe he knows half so

much as Dr. Chilton." _
“Oh, yes, he does, I'm sure, dear.”
_ “But it was Dr. Chilton who doctor-
ed Mr. Pendleton’s broken leg, Aunt
Polly. Ii—if you don’t mind very
much, I would like to have Dr, Chilton
~truly I would I”

“But I do mind, Pollyanna. 1 mind
very much. I would do anything—al-
most anythimg for you, my dear; but
J—for reasons which I do not care to
speak of now, I don’t wish Dx. Chilton
called in on—on this case. And be-
Jicve me, he cannot know so much
about—about your trouble, as this
great doctor does, who will come
from New York to-merrow.”

Pollyanna still looked unconvinced.

“But, Aunt Polly, if you loved Dr.
Chilton—"

“What, Pollyanna?” Aunt Polly's
voice was very sharp now. Her
cheeks were very red, too.

“I say, if you loved Dr. Chilton,
and didn’t love the other one,” sighed
Pollyanna, “seems to me that would
make some differenece in the good he
wotuld do; and I love Dr. Chilton.”

The nurse entered the room at that
moment, and Aunt Polly rose to her

feet abruptly; a look of relief on her
face.

“l am very sorry, Pollyanna” she
said, a little stiffty; “but P’m afraid
you'll have to let me be the judge, this
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As_it happened, however, the New
York doctor did not come “to-mor-
row.” At the last moment a telegram
told of an unavoidable delay owing te
the sudden illness of the specialist
himself. This led Pollyanna into a
renewed pleading for the substitutiom
of Dr. Chilton— “which would be so
easy now, you know.”

But as before, Aunt Polly shook her
head and said “no, dear,” very decis-
ively, yet with a still more anxious as-
surance that she would do anything—
anything'but that—to please her dear
Pollyanna. '

As the days of waiting passed, one:
by one, it did indeed, seem that Aunt
Polly was doing everything (but that)
that she could do to please her niece.

“T wouldn’t "a’ believed it—you
conldn’t "2’ made me belteve it,” Nan-
cy sard to Old Tom one morning
“There don’t seem to be a minute im
the day that Miss Pofly ain’t jest
hangin’ 'round waitin’ ter do some-
thin’ for that blessed lamb, if 'tain’t
more than ter let i the cat—an’ her
what wouldn’t let Fluff nor Buff up-
stairs for love nor monéy a week
ago; an’ now she let’s ’em tumble all
over the bed jest ’cause it pleases
Miss Pollyannal

“Aw’ when she aimn’t doin’ nothin’
else, she’s movin” them [little glass
danglers 'round ter different winders
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bed, her eyes all shinia’ !u! :'i‘?;pg?;”tﬁtrg;,_‘aﬁ" sleeps an’ ta“jsh ; jea;:
An’ I declare ter goodness, ¥ Miss dn’ tries ter smile an’ be ‘glyg 0
Polly hain’t wore ker hair mﬂ“ﬂ} tjmm Sets or the moon risec %
every day now—jest ter please that some other such thing, .
blessed child;” i\ iiow o enough ter make yér hear b &
Old Tem chuckled. . on, .~ with achin’” e
“Well, it strikes me Miss Polly bere . “I fmow; it’s the ‘eame'—
self ain’t lookin’ nome the worse—for sweet heart!” nodﬁide O?JCSSTIW
wearin’ them ’ere curls 'rousd her blinking a little. o
forehead,” ;tobimd dryly. = . “She told you, then
“Course am’t,” retorted Nan- ‘ere—game?”
cy, indignantly. “She looks like folks = “Ob yes. She told me long ago?

now. She’s actually alrho::.t_—-—": % The old man hesitated, then went o
“Keerful, now, Naacy!" intervapted his lips twitching a little. “] yp
the old man, with a slow grin. “You growlin’ ene day 'canse I was 5o beyy
kaow what you $sid when T told ye uwp and ecrooked; an' what 4, ye
-shlt&m llzndmmSh el:mcei’; : - 8'pose the fittle thing said?”
angy shrugged her shoulders, L couldn’t guess. 1 wouldn't th;
. “Oh, she ain’t handsomie, of course; she could find anythin ab(lutnth;ﬂ“tnk 4
but ¥ will own up she don't look 11'1(_0 “be glad about!” M
he same. Womaty what NI S M- DSOS She said T could be glag
ns an’ lace jiggers Miss Pollyanna anyhow, that T didn't have t :
makes her wear gound her neck” . o Fe N do my wredirf’ (:cr Stooli
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? kli told hye s0, n’lt‘ddtgﬁ the man. “I waﬁ;:lreuly bent part way o~.-er1.“e
okd ye she wa'n’t—old ' “gave a wistful |
Nancy laughed. sk g ek

- T *Well, I ain’t surprised, after all,
‘jWe_n, I'll own up. ah; ham'g got  You might know she'd find somethin’
quite so good aan imitation of it—as We've been playin’ it—that game—
she did have, 'fore Miss Pollyanna gince almost the first, "cause there
come. Say, Mr Tom, who was her

_ wa'n’t no ome els¢ she could play it
lov_er? I hain’t found that out yet; I with—though she did speak of——}her
ham't, T hain"t!”

amt,”
“Hain’'t ye?” asked the old man, - “Miss Polty!”
with an odd look on his face. “Well, Nancy.chuckfed.
I guess ye won’t then—from me” “I'guess you hain't got such an aw-
“Oh, Mr. Tom, come on, now, ful diff-rent opinmion o' the mistress
wheedled the girl. “Ye see, there

than I have” she bridled.
ain't many folks here that I ecan ask.” Old Tom stiffened.

*! was only thinkin’ 'twould be—
some of a surprise—to her,” he ex-
plained with dignity.

“Well, yes, I guess 'twould be—
then,” retorted Nancy. “I ain't sayin’
what "twould be now. I'd believe any-
 thin' o' the mistress now—even that
she'd take ter playin’ it herself!”

|- “But hain’t the little gal told her—
| ever? She's told ev'ry one else, I
guess. Fm hearin’ of it ev'rywhere,
now, since she was hurted,"” said
Tom.

81 “Well, she didn’t tell Miss Polly,”

| rejoined Nancy. “Miss Pollyanna told
’ it tell
| me long ago that she' couldn’t te
§ her, cause her aunt didn'’t like ter
| have her talk about her father; an
‘twas her father's game, an’ she'd
8 | have ter talk about him if she did tell

1it. So she never told her”

| “Oh, I.’Ce. I see™ The old man
nodded his head stowly. “They was
| always bitter against the minister
chap—all of "em, "cause he tnolk Miss
Jenmie away from 'em. An' Miss Pol-
ly—young as she Was-—couldn"t never
forgive him; she was that fond of
Miss Jennie—in them days. I sce, I
see. "Twas a bad mess,” he sighed, as
g | he turned away. )
*Yes, “twas—all 'round, all 'round,
: -J’ithed Nancy in her turn, as she went
3§ | back to her kitchen.

| For no ones were those days of
waiting easy, The nurse tried to
look cheerful, but her eyes werc trou-
 bled. The doctor was openly nervows
and impatient. Miss Polly said 1}11.!['.-.
but even the softening waves 0! h_.u:
about Her face, and the becomins
laces at her throat, could not hide
the fact that she was grow:ng‘lhlrn
fand pale. As to Pnﬂyannawlx.-ll]}:
anna petted the dog, smoothed the
| cat’s sleek head, admired the flowers
[and ate the fruits and jellies that
were seant in to her; and returned t}ﬂ':
numerable cheery answers to ! 1:
many messages of love and mq_u}Ir,
| that were brought to her l?ed.\.n cd
But she, too, grew pale and thm; 'd'nl-
the tiervous activity of the poor Iit‘I e
hands and srms only emphasiftd the
pitiful motionlessness of the o™
active litthe @IM Jegs mow lying
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the other day, if 1 didn’t find hef s
tid’ 'fore the bed with the nurse ae-
tually doin” her hair, an’ Miss Poll
anna lookin” onr-an’ bossin’

» 100, about that
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