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Going what Mrs. Carew calls , Pol-
J¥anna persuades her 1o opan the ununsad
Fooms of her elegant home, ealse the shades,
dress hersel in beautiful clothes and jewels
and occupy the family pew at church ser-
wices, Pollyanna visits the Boston Public

1dor Sadie Dean, her Public Garden “friend.
JiEnowing - she will miss Pollyanna sorely
{'when she goes ‘home, Mrs, Carew again of-
fers Jamie = homs, and he comes. '‘Sadbe,
itao, has a fadt friend in Mrs. Carew., Polly-
anna spends six years in Germany with Dr.
janl Wrs, Chiltom, Dr. ©Ohilton dles unex-
‘pectedly, and at almost the same time Mra
Chilton ‘learns that she is practically ruined
finandtally. The two Svomen return to Beld-
ingaville, and ®Pollyanna bhas a plan which
she thinks will enable them to keep the old
Thoma. ‘Thromgh Miss Wetherly she arranges
to entertain Mrs. Carew, Jamie and Sadie
Dean for the summer.

CHAPTER XXI1.—(Continued)
& ND let’s nfake it the real thing,”
-8 - propesed Jimmy eagerly. “Yes,
-even to Mrs, Chiltons's bugs
and spiders,” he added, with a mer-
ry smile straight into that lady's
t severely disapproving eyes. “None of
your log- cabin-¢entral-dining - room
idea for us! We real camp fires
with potatoes baked in the ashes, and
we want to sit avound and tell sgories
and roast corn en a stiek.” .
“And we want o swim and row and
fish,” chimed in Pollyanna. “And—"
She stopped. suddenly, hier eyes on
Jamie’s face. “That 13, of course,”
she corrected quickly, “we wouldn't
want to—to do. those things all the
time. There’d be a lot of guiet thin
we’'d want to do, too—read and ta
you know.” :

Jamie’s eyes darkened. His face
rew a Tttle white. His lips parted,
ut before any'words came, Sadfe
Dean was s it

- “Qh, but -on camping trips and pic-
nics, yom know, we expect 1o do.out-
foor -stunts,” she intenposed feverish-
ly; “and I'm sure we want do. Last
summer we were dowa in Maine, and
ou shoifld have seen the hsh Mr,
arew caught. It was— You tell it,”
she begged, turning to Jamie,

Jamie laughed and shoek his head.
“They'd mever ‘believe it,” he ob-
jected;“—a fish story like thatl”
“Pry ue,” challenged Pollyanna,
Jamie shook his head—hbut the col-
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. In after-days Pollyanna often went
| back in 'her thoughts to that first
| night in camp. The experience was
| 5o new and so wonderful in so many

ways.

§ It was four o'clock when their
forty-mile au tle journey came
| to an end. Since haﬁ-&ast three their
big car had been ponderously picking
its way over an old logging-road not
designed fer six-cylinder automo-
biles., For the car itself, and for the
hand at the wheel, this part of the
trip was § most wearing one; but for
the merfy passengers, who had me
 respon concetnmmg  hidden
holés and muddy curves, it was noth-

"RENEW ALL YOUR BURBRC
THROUGH US

.., Dur clubs save you money. We will gladly
3 kO’ & special club on any papers you may |

.-

b (e b lsfter, one money order—and it's all
13, nded to.
0L Y THRE PROGRESSIVE FARMER

.. the

hanging besanches. : R
The site for the camp was one §
kmown to Jjohn Pendleton years be- =
fore, and he greesedd it now "with @ ~Hh
+ satisfied - ghat was .not une @
‘mingled with relief. 5

wotild be about right,” nodde
Pendleton. “Still,
ious, after <@ll, for these places de

the “kitchen and pantry.”

ing-but a delight growing more poign-
| ant ~with every mew vista through

—— -

“Giad vou like it! I thought: if
T f Johm

was a little anx-

It was then that Pollyanna began

especially . to notice Jamie, and to
fear for hi
that the hummocks and hollows and
pine-littered knolls jwere not like a-

him. She realized -suddenly

carpeted floor for a peir of crutches,
andpshe saw that Jamie was'realizin

it, t@o. ‘She saw, also, that in spite 0

his infirmity, he was trying to take
his share in the work; and the sight
troubled her. Twice she hurried for-
ward and intercepted him, taking
from his arms the box he was trying
to carry. .

“Here, let me take that,” 'she beg-
ged. “You've done enough.” And the
second time she added: “Do go and
sit down somewhere to rest, Jamie,
You look so tired!”

If she had been watching closély
she would have seen the guck color
sweep to his forehead. But she was
not watching, so she did not see if.
She did see, however, to her intense
surprise, Sadie Dean hurry forward
a moment later, her arms &ull of
boxes, and heard her cry:

“Oh,- Mr. Carew, please, ¥ yon
would give me a lift with thesel”

‘The mext moment, Jamie, once
more struggling with the problem of
managing a bundle of boxes and two
crutches, was hastening toward the
tents,

With a quick word of protest en
her tongue, Pollyanna turned fo
Sadie Dean. But the protest died un-
spoken, for Sadie, her finger to her
%:ps, was hurrying straight toward
er. :

1 kmow you didn’t think” she
stammered in a low voice, as she
reached Pollyanna's side. “But, don't
you see?—it hurts him—to have you
think he can’t do thi like other
falks. There, look! See how happy
he is mow.”

Pollyanna looked, and she saw. She
saw Jamie, his whole self alert, deftly
balance his weight on ‘ane crutch and
swing his burden to the ground. She
saw the happy light on his face, and
she heard him say nonchalantly

“Here’s another contribution from
Miss Dean. She asked me to bring

this over,”

“Why, yes, I see,” breathed Polly-
anna, turnmg to Sadie Dean. But
Sadie Dean had gone, !

Pollyanna watched. Jamie a good
deal after that, though she was care-
ful not to let him, or any one else,
see that she watching him. And as
she watched, her heart ached. Twice

she saw him essay a gask and fails,

once with a box too heayy for him to

lift; -once with a folding+table too

unwieldy for him to carry with his
crutches. And each time she saw his

quick glance about him to see if oth~ g’
».too, that un-

ers n;)ctitc:fd'h She saw
mistakal e was getting very tived,
and that i;:is face, 1gn ite of

smile, was looking white and dra
as if he were in pain.
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~ something about #he sky and the

woods .and" the lakes so—so—well
there__.m_ 1§ that’s all.”

““I thigk you mean, because the
world is.shut out,” cried Sadie Dean,
with a curions little break in her

-voice. "{Sadie had not joined in the

1 that _followed Pollyanna's

“Up here every-

can be olir real true selves—not what
the world says we are because we are
rich, or jgreat, or Kumble; but what
we really are, ourselves.”

“Ho!” agaffed Jimmy, airily. “All
that sounds. very fine; but the real
common-§ense reason is because we
don’t haveé any Mrs. Tom and Dick
and Hanty  sitting en their side
porches and mommenting on every
time we stir, and wondering among
themselves wheére we are going, why
we are going fthere, and how long
we're intending to stay !’

“Oh, Jimmy, how you do take the.

etry out of  things,” reproached
Bgﬂyam Iughm

“But that's
Jimmy. “Hew

ofne:
g see Something besides poetry
in ‘the waterfall?”

“You can't, Pendleton! And it's the
bridge—that cou‘nts—-cverg time,” de-
clared Jamie in 2 vaice that brought
a sudden hush to the group about the
fire. 3t was for only a moment, how-
ever, for almoast at once Sadie Dean
broke £he silence with a gay:

“Poohl Fd rather have the water-
fall every fime, without any bridge
around—to \pﬁﬁ ‘the view d!" ;

Everybody latighed—and it was as!
a tensionom“e snapped. Then

Mrs. Carew rose to her feet.
“Come, come, children, your stern

-,buai'nes#,” flashed
0. you suppose I'm

cha says at's b time!” And
'm.tg = merry choras of good-nights
the party broke mp. .
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