W{/hat Hewppened to Dol

THE MANIKIN APPEARS

on the farm. The wind had died

completely down, and old Sol was
doing his best to make things hot for
everybody. The bees hummed so softly
and drowslly that one knew they must
be half asleep; even the flowers drooped
their heads to keep off the sweltering
sunshine and to take a little nap on the
€8ly.

Polly dragged herself wearily across the

I T was an exceedingly warm day out

orchard, meanwhile keeping her eyves
open for the biggest tree that made
the thickest shade. Presently finding

$t, she dropped down like a lump of lead,
instead of like the very spry, lively lit-
tle girl of 10 she really was. She thought
£he must be almost as old as grandma,
who had just reached her fiftleth birth-
day, and Polly thought that was “‘awful
eld,”” so0 o0ld that she often wondered
how it was grandma could get around
at all. Of course, she didn’t tell this
to grandma, for somehow the old lady,
as Polly thought her, didn't seem to be
old at all—in fact, quite the contrary,
especially when she was dressed up for
church, with those new puffs on her
head, which she had bought last
tlme she was In town, and that leghorn
hat with a long, white feather sweeping
over its upturned side. But'there: this
story {s about Polly, not grandma!

he

As I have said, Polly found the big,
broad tree she was hunting for and
threw herself flat down on the soft,

green grass. It was a very nice place.
I shouldn’t have minded being there my-
self if I'd had the chance.

From under her half-clozed lids Polly
could see the men in the adjoining field
busy taking in the hay. 8She could sce
brother Tom, who was only two years
older than she, gathering up forkfuls
8 pretty big size for him, and tossing
them into the wagon. Tom was warm,
t00, and somewhat cross, because grand-
pa should think it wise for boys to be
kept out of mischief by glving them a
little work to do. 8o Polly smiled quiet-
1y, all to herself, at Tom’'s fierce frown,
for she knew right well he couldn’'t sce
her ’'way under those low-hanging
branches, and so couldn’'t tell grandma
,where she was, rarely idle
"herself, thought it was cnly right that

from the tip of old Poreas’ wing—Iif
Boreas has a wing—which made it next
to impossible for human nature, espe-
cially little girl human nature, to resist.

So there she stayed, listening to the
voices of the men calllng one to the
other, the soft pad, pad of the horses’
feet, the gentle droning of the per-
sistent bee, and an occasional chirp
from a sleepy sparrow.

All of a sudden, a funny-looking
little man stooped under the branches
and peeped in at her.

“My, what a lazy girl,” said he,
“leaving your grandma to do all the
clipping and digging in the rose
garden while you cowe up here to
loaf! Aren't you ashamed of your-
self? Just come out now. I'm work-
ing at something and I don’'t mean
to do it alone when there’s a big,
strongz girl so near to help me. Hop
up and get a move on you!”

Polly stared wide-eyed at the queer
figure. She was annoyed at his famil-
far manner, yet afraid to resent it.

COMMANDS POLLY TO HELP

“Come along,” he continued, “or—"
and he made a motion as if to come
toward her, but Polly sprang up
quickly, exclaiming excitedly, “I'm
coming! Can't you give me time?”
“Well, I''m glad you are,” he re-
plied, “for I'm tired to death, and
can’'t push that wheelbarrow of
dishes any further, so you’ll have to
do it for me.”

“Wheelbarrow of dishes!” echoed
Polly, aghast; “why I couldn't do

such a thing.
for me.”
“Nongense!” The little man laughed

It would be too heavy

heartily. *‘Too heavy for you—a great,
big, fat girl like you? How absurd!"”
Polly pouted. Tom was all the time

calling her fat and she didn't like it
a bit. So she wasn't any better pleased
now.

“Where dild you get the
ghe asked, rather pertly

“Get 'em? Se€& here, :,m
don’'t think I stcle ’'em, do you?
Where would I get ’em but out of
the garden? You didn't suppose I

dishes?”

got 'em in a shoe shop? Ha! ha!”

*‘Yos, that's so; but ether people have
to work in the sun—grandma, for in-
stance, and Tom.”

At the mention of Tom, Polly turned
quickly, iIntending to call him her
aid, hut the hay had all been gathered
in and the ficld was quite empty.* In-
deed, there was no one In sight any-
where, A

““No use looking for Tom,” said the
Httle man curtly; ‘‘he’s gone home long
ago, so come on and gush them dishes.”

““Them dishes!” said Polly, contempt-
uously.

““Oh, I presume you’d say ‘them there

to

dishes,” wouldn't you, now?' he re-
turned, {ronically. *“Well, I'm not g0
high-toned. ‘Them dishes’ 1s good

enough for me.”

A FUNNY KIND OF DISHES

Polly eniffed, but by this time she
had the wheelbarrow. After
loocking intently at it for a moment, she
exclaimed in a surprised voice: *“Dish-

reached

es! Are those what you call dishes?
Ha! ha! ha!”
“My, but you think you're funny,”

remarked the little man, gazing at her
disapprovingly.

“I'm not funny. You are,” grinned
Polly. “Why, do you call those things
‘dishes’ 7"’

“Oh,” he Inquired in a very affected
tone; ‘‘and pray may 1 ask what YOU
would call them?”

“Why, radishes, of course, you simplo
thing,"” she said, derisively.

“Simple thing, am I, Miss Smarty?”
he cried angrily. ‘‘That's enough now,
You grab hold of those handles, and

cankerous; put that on ana it will keep
off the sun.”

“T won't do 1t!” she rebelliously cried,
pitehing it on the ground,

“Tlere, miss, that's my Sunday go-to=-
meeting costume, I'll have you know.”
He picked it up and carefully shook it,
Then placing it again over her, he sald;
with a nod: “What'll keep out the cold
will do the same for the heat.”

Polly shook herself angrily, but the
coat hung on, seeming to grow heavier
and bigger with every move she made,
until it came almost to her feet.

“You're hateful,” ghe saild, looking at
the little chap from the corner of her
eye. She didn’'t dare make the least mo-
tion for fear the old coat would crawl
over her head.

He just winked and chuckled.
WILL sneak off, will you,
little thing!"”

“I'm not! I'm not!” sobbed Polly bit-
terly.

Suddenly, without warning. the fellow
began singing in a high, cracked voico;

“You
you mean,

Ch, pretty Polly, don't you cry,

Or that'll give you a bunged-up eye;

Then you'll get a cold In your head,

Which'll make your noge just flery red.

Tiddy, iddy, umpty, buraply a—a—

“I was always a great singer and
poet,” he remarked conceitedly.

“I guess no one ever thought so but
yourself,”” snapped Polly.

““‘Oh, now you're getting nawsty,” re-
proached he, “‘and I don’'t like nawsty
folks. But come; we must be jumping,
for it's getting late, and, besides, we

are to take on a lot of pumps after
while.”
“Pumps?’ repeated Polly, mystified.

POLLY TRUNDLES THE

don’t be so saucy. You may call them
‘radishes,” but life’s too short to put so
many syllabubs to one word., So I'll call
them ‘dishes’ if I want.™ .

“Syllabubs!” giggled Polly:
that’'s what we have for dessert,
mean syllables.”

‘“T'here, there, you're much too clever

“v.‘hy
You

for such a young thing. Just push
now, and don't talk so much, for a
change.”

Polly caught hold of the wheelbarrow
and did her best to move it. *“I can’'t
do it!"” she exclaimed, half crying.

“Ugh! what a cry-baby,” said the lit-
tle fellow, scornfully. ‘‘Come on now,
I'll help.” So, together they pushed and
tugged, and tugged and pushed, making
but littlerheadway with all their effort,
The perspiration ran down Polly's face.

“That's great,”” sald the man, emirk-
ing provokingly at her. ‘‘You'll lose lots
of fat by this; it's fine exerclse for
you.”

Polly didn't resent his remarks. In-
deed, by now she little cared what ha
said, only asking forlornly, “Do we ge
much further?”

THEY REPROACH EACH OTHER

“Oh, no; just a couple of miles,” was
the cheerfu] response.

Poor Polly burst right out crylng.
“You're a wicked, cruel man,” she sald,
sobbing as if her heart would break,

BARROW OF .“DISHES.”

“Oh, 1 suppose you'd call 'em pump—

——
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NOT as a raindrop it began i, AR
The trip from mountain PR
top to sca,
But an icy. crystal, glistening
And white as snow can ever be,

No heavy trunk was there to pack,
Of ev'ry burden it was free,
When the erystal murmured to it-

self,
“’Tis epring, when merrily 1
fice.”

TFor April’s sun gave it release—
A raindrop now it swiftly sped
A-down the steep, the barren
glopes,
With streams that coursed o’er
rocky bed.

i Deseending farther to the plain, “
g With multitudes of drops so :
¥ glad, |
;‘7‘\‘& Which as a river smoothly flowed ‘
L5 ‘i,xf“ Through smiling meadows
._‘...‘{?&ij" greenly clad. 1
Jiz Still onward did the raindrop go, 1
T2 ol A-gsinging low and charmingly, p
Until it reached the journey’s end 1
And danced on wave-crests of b
the seca. )
(Now, if you find the title wrong. y
Say simply “drop,” and drop the i
“rain’; %
But don’t forget it won’t be long
"Til it will fall as rain again!) p
¢
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kins, though that’'s more nonsense.”

Polly grew desperate. “Now, sece
here,” she said, recklessly; “I won't
push this thing ohe step further, not—
if-you-kill-me!” She ended with a lit-
tle squeak, which she had meant to
be a tremendous scream. She tried
her best to run, but not a foot could
che move—simply standing there help-
lessly.

The man came threateningly toward
her. “You won’t, won’t you? Well,
we'll see about that, You shan't treat
me as you did grandma.”

This time Polly opened her mouth
wide and yelled with all her might:
“Gramma! Gramma!”

At that moment a famillar volce fell
on Polly’'s ear. “Here ghe is, Tom!
My, Polly <child, what a fright you
gave us!”

Polly opened her eyes with a start,
to find herself still stretched out un-
der the shady tree, but the little man
had vanished, and there was grandma
kneeling close beside her.

“Ch—Oh-0O-h!" she wailed, “what an
awful dream I had—what a dread-
ful dr-e-a-m!"

Tom, brotner-like, grinned. *That’s
what you got for sneaking,” he said,
unsympathetically.

‘“Sneak,”” thought Peily; ‘there's that
disgusting word again.” And throws-

pillow, and there is a white fur it
rug to put over him. 8
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