TULANE]

Located i{nththesOch:li‘out uudenctg

ti e South's leading city,
:veiclho:lizmtic and other advantages
enjoyed by no other imstitution of
equal rank, '

Offers superior instruction in stan.
dard college courses, and in Engi-
neering, Law, Medicine, Pharmacy,
Dentistry, Art, Domestic Science, }
Household Economy.

Separate department for women in
the Newcomb College.

Extensive laboratories; many schol-
arships in under-graduate colleges
for men and women. Board and ac-
commodation in dormitories at low
rates, Twenty-four buildings. Cam-
pus of 100 acres.

Full descriptive catalog, or bulld:n

| of any college sent upon application.
Address The Registrar, Tulane Uni-
versity, New Orleans, La.
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Hall Hartwell &G

Béuutcan ever
offered. Holds 24 8-1b,cuns;

capacity 300 to 400 cans 3
: h with Irow GraTES
_,_ goal or -eharcoal

b%:“-k for Toldex, n-lm-l-n
Mmmmﬂml ;
CRATTARDUGA ROUFING & FOUNDRY CO.
Bept. 10

frinds Valvet Beams
and Yiwes

" Pour plates—a double

Bot, grinding ot the
same timé accotmts for its large CI&ldﬂ.
Fcrfoct m;latlnn. fine, mcmm ?1" COArse gr dl&g..
or capacity, easy running umiform grindin,
Aasoline mu. Write for free cu . »
DUPLEX & WMFe. 00, Box Ml%lﬂ‘ 0.

The best way to get every farmer in your
neighborhood working together along all pro-
greswive lines s to get every one of them

o "euding the livest and most progressive farm
. oaper you know. ‘We don't say The Progres-
. Jkive Farmer. 1f you know a better one use it.
W, pum help the best one you know,

4 both miserable.

| gone also .

| numerous.

Poll nna Grows Up
I ok The Second Glad

By ELEANOR H. PORTER

Copyright,

1918, by The Page Co.
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_ 8YNOPSIS

Poliyanna has fully recovered from het
injuries, recelved in the automobile accldent,
and during her Uncle and Aunt's visit te
Germany, is spending the winter in Boston
with a Mrs. Carew. Several years before
Mrs. Carew's nephew, Jamle, was kidnep-
ped ‘and Pollyanna finds her embilttered by
her loss and hpoeless as to the future
Enowing something of Pollyanna's réputa=-
tion for “being glad" Mrs. Carew takes her
i charge on the condition that she can stay
only so long as she doesn't preach. Without
doing what Mrs. Carew calls preaching, Pol-
lyanna persuades her to open the unused
rooms of her elegant home, raise the shades,
dress herself in beautiful clothes and jewels
and occupy the family pew =t church ser-
vices. Pollyanna visits the Boston FPublle
Garden alone and there talks with a man
who calls himself “an old duffer,” and a
lovely discouraged girl, Pollyanna loses her
way, and is taken homie by Jerry, a little
Pemboy. Pollyanna goes often to the park
o feed the @aquirrels and birds and thers
again meets Jerry and his little friend
“Jamie,” and is convinced that he iz Mra
Carew’s lost nephew. Mrs. Carew is induec-
ed to offer the boy a home, but he refuses
Pollyanna, however, dossn't give up, and is
also determined to-find a frlend “who cares”
for Sadie Dean, her Public Garden friend
Enowing she will miss Pollyanna sorely
when she goes home, Mrs. Carew again of-
fers Jamile a home, and he comes. Sadle,
too, has a fast friend in Mrs. Carew. FPolly-
anna spends six years in Germany with Dr.
and. Mrs. Chiiton. Dr. Chilton dies unex-
pectedly, and at almost the same fime Mrs.
Chilton learns thuat she is practically ruined
financially. The two women réturn to Beld-
ingsville, and Pollyanna has a plan which
she thinks will enable them to keep the old
home. Through Miss Wetherly gshe arranges
to entertain Mrs. Carew, Jamie and  Sadie
Dean for the summer. The financial side of
‘the ¥enture Is & suceess, but several misun~
derstandtngd arise, and the Carews go back
to Boston “leaving Pollyanna and Jimmy

. 7

CHAPTER XXV.—(Continued)

: Wmmpon, Sordrwith shiebe-

_ stirred herself to be very gay

¥ and hvely indeed, and to put
this Jimmy Bean Pendleton out of
her thoughts. As it happened, Aunt

| Pelly, though unwittingly, helped her

to this.

With the going of the Carews had
eir chief source.of -im=
mediate income, and Aunt Polly was
beginning to worry again, audibly,
about the state of their finances.

“I don't know, really, Pollyanna,
what is going to become of us,” she
would moan frequently. “Of course
we are a little ahead now from this
summer’s work, and we have a small
sum from the estate right along; but
I never know how soon that's going
to stop, like all the rest. If only we
could do something to bring in some

1 ready cash!”

Jt was after one of these moaning
famentations one day that Pollyan-
na’s eyes chanced to fall on a prize-
story contest offer. It was a most al-
luring one. The prizes were large and
The conditions were set
forth in glowing terms. To read it,
one would think that to win out were
the easiest thing in the world, It
contained even a special appeal that
might have been framed for Polly-
anna herself,

“This is for you—you who read
this,” it ran. “What if you never have
- written a story before! That is no
&i _you cannot write one. Try it
;T.g:ts all. Wouldn't you like three
‘thowsand ‘dollars? Two thousand?

usand? Five hundred, or

: %% hundred? Then why not go

» #The wery thing!” cried Pollyanna,
clapping her hands. “I'm so glad I
saw it1 ‘And it says I can do it, too.
1 thought I could, if I'd just try. Il

| go tell auntie, so she needn’t worry
{ any more.”

Pollyanna was on her feet and half
way to the door when a second
thought brougth her steps to a pause,

“Come to think of it, I reckon I
won't, after all. 111 be all the nicer to
surprise her; and if I should get the
first one—1"

Pollyanna went to sleep that night

F plannmg what she could do with that

three thousand dollars,

Pollyanna began her story the next
day. That is, she, with a very impor-
tant air, Eot out a quantity of paper,
sharpened up half-a-dozen pencils,
and established herself at the big old-
fashioned Harrington desk in the liv-
mg-room. After biting restlessly at
the ends of two of her pencils, she

wrote down three words on the fair

 anything different out of’

white page before ber.
drew ] i
second ruined pencil, and picked up a
slender ) U
point. This point she eyed with a
meditative frown. e
“O dear! I wonder where they get
their titles,” she despaired. “Maybe,
though, I ought to decide on the story
first, and then make a title to fit.
Anyhow, I'm going to do it” And
forthwith she drew a black line
through the three words and
the pencil for a fresh start.

The start was not made at once,
however. Even when it was made, it
must have been a false one, for at the
end of half an hour the whole page
was nothing but a jumble of scr
ed-out lines, with only a few words
here and there left to tell the tale.

At this juncture Aunt Polly came
into the room. She turned tired eyes
upon her niece. g

“Well, Pollyanna, what are you up
to now ?” she demanded. .

Pollyanna laughed and colored
guiltily. :

“Nothing much, auntie. Anyhow, it
doesn’t look as if it were mui—qet,”
she admitbed, with a rueful smile,
“Besides, it's a secret, and I'm not go-
ing to tell it yet.” ;

“Very well; suit yourself,” sighed
Aunt Polly. “But I can tell you right
now that if you're trying to make
ose mort+
apers Mr. Hart left, it's use-

age
've been all over them myself

ess.
twice.” g

“No, dear, it isn’t the papers. It's
a whole heap nicer than any papers
ever could be,” crowed Pollyanna tri-
umphantly, turning back to her wor
In Pollyanna’s eyes suddenly ha
risen a glowing vision of what it
might be, with that three thousand
dollars once hers.

For still another half-hour Polly-
anna wrote and scratched, and chew-
ed her pencils; then, with her courage
dulled, but not destroyed, she gather-
ed up her papers and pencils and left
the room.

“I reckon maybe I'll do better by
myself up-stairs,” she was thinking as
she hurried through the hall. “I
thought I ought to do it at a desk—
being literary work, so—but anyhow,
the desk didn't help me any this
morning. I'll try the window seat in

‘my room.”

The window seat, however
to be mo more inspiring, jud ng by
the scratched and rescratched pages
that fell from Pollyanna’s hands; and
at the end of another hali-hour Polly-
anna discovered suddenly that it was
time to get dinner. '

“Well, I'm glad ’tis, anyhow,” she
sighed to herself. “I'd a lot rather get
dinner than do this. Not but that I
want to do this, of course; only I'd no

idea ’twas such an awful job—just a
story, sol”

During the following month Polly-
anna worked faithfully, doggedly, but
she soon found that “just a story, so”
was indeed no small matter to ace
complish.  Pollyanna, however, was
not one to set her hand to the plow
and look back. Besides, there was
that three-thousand-dollar prize, or
even any of the others, if she should
not happen to win the first one!l Of
course even one hundred dollars was
something! So day after day she
wrote and erased, and rewrote, gmtil
finally the story, such as‘ it was, la
completed before her. Then, wi
some misgivings, it must be confessed,
she took the manuscript to Milly
Snow to be typewritten,

“It reads all r%ht—that is, it makes
sense,” mused Pollyanna doubtfully,
as she hurried along toward the Snow
cottage; “and it's a real nice story
about a perfectly lovely girl.
there’s: something somew that
isn't quite right about it, I'm afraid.
Anyhow, 1 don't believe I'd better
count too much on the first prize;
then I won't be too much dis _
edpwﬁen i getlone of the littl:{t}m. +1
oflyanna always ;
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~and how are yoy getting®
asked Pollyanna, when sh
the business part of et

: ndidly 1" beamed Miil !
T ey AL ot T
we Miss Pollyanna, I'm o
g;d you had me take up typewritin .

you see .I can do that right gt
hgmel And l11:'9, all owing to you”

-“Nonsense!” disclai ey
Mot disclaimed Pollyanna,f

‘Bt it is.

nalgh
.

€

In the first pl 1
couldn’t have done it all)’\va[)ya??if

hadn’t’ been for the game—rmal:
mother. so much bettc;gr, youml?,'féi
that I had some time to myself, Ami
then, at the very first, you suggested
typewri and helped me to buy g |
machime, 1 should like to know if 4
that doesn't come pretty near owing 4
it all to you”
: Dug once again Pollyanna objected 4
This fime she was interrupted by'-"'
Mrs. Snow from her wheel chair by 4
the window 80 earnestly and{8

rgravely d.id:_l{rs. Snow speak, that ¥
ﬂﬂz.mn, in s of herself, could
‘but hear what she had to say,

“Listen, child, T don’t think you .
kaow .qui’te what you've done. Blylt%v §
wish you could! There’s a little look %
An_your eyes, my dear, today, that] 8
dont Hke to see there. You are
Ylagued and worried over something 4

know. 1 cap-see it. And I dor
WO ‘i your uncle’s death, your }
aunt’s condition, everything—I wont }
say more about that. But theres |
something I do want to say, my dear,
and you must let me say it, for I
can't bear to see that shadow i your 8
eyes without trying to drive it away
by telling you what you've done for °
me, for this whole town, and fon |
countless oﬂ'n:r people everywhere”

“Mrs. Smow!” protested Pollyanna, 3
in genuine distress. . ;

“Oh, 1 mean it, and I know what 3§
I'm talking about,” ncdded the inval- 8
id, - triumphasitly. “To begin with, &
look at me. Didn’t you find me a 5
fretfusl, whining creature who never @&
by any chance wanted what she hag 3
until she found what she didn't have! 38
And dida’t you open my eyes by 3§
bringing me three kinds of things 5078
I'd have to have what I wanted, for &8
once ? e

“Oh, Mrs. Snow, was [ fm];l};’ ever
quite se—impertinent as that! 1.“‘;", :
mured Pollyanna, with a pamit '2
blush. :

“It wasn't. impertinent,” ,
Mrs.  Snow, stoumtly. “You d‘dh": !
mean it as impertinence—and llad, ;
made all the difference in the wéjl‘r 3
You didn’t preach, either, my eaé -
1f you had, you'd never have g(?lt)om}'
to playing the game, nor anyoue
else, I fancy. ‘But you did gcf Tr -
laying it—and see wliat 1$ 050
or me, and for Milly! Here 1275
much better that I can sit in 2 % o
chair and go anywhere on this o
in it. That smeans a whole ot ¥ 0
it comes to waiting on yourself, o'

iving those aromnd you a chance -
Tgredgcn-mcquin" g Milly, in tini ca .
And the doctor says it's all 0Wine
the game, Then there's -Ot].“]'r':' town, |
tities of others; right 1n 111 g ¢
that I'm hearing of all the tme “o,
lie Mahoney broke her wrist 205 0, |
so glad it wasn't her leg “‘1"1 Mrs. |
didn't mind ghe weist at all. Ol¢ T
Tibbits has-lest her hearing }b:t ghe's
so glad 'tisn’t her eyesight 112" Fo o]
actually happy. ~ Do _you T®T ",il8
cEop P t‘l.leyhl;:mtcmpcr?
Cross joe, because of NS 10 %y
Nothing wemnt :?i;mt hich]I some
-more 1 me. -_ ’ ey
body's wgt him the game Itho{

and made a different MY
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