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Chapter I. Miss Polly

Miss Polly Harrington entered her kitchen a little hurriedly this June morning. Nancy, who
was washing dishes at the sink, looked up in surprise.

“Nancy!”

“Yes, ma’am.!” Nancy answered cheerfully, but she still continued to wipe a pitcher in her
hand.

“Nancy, when I’'m talking to you, I wish you to stop your work and listen to what I say.”

Nancy flushed. She set the pitcher down at once.

“Yes, ma’am.” Nancy said. She was wondering if she could ever please this woman. Nancy
had never worked for anybody before;’ but her mother was a widow with three younger children
besides Nancy herself. So she was very pleased when she found a place in the kitchen of the great
house on the hill. Nancy came from “The Corners,” six miles away, and she knew Miss Polly
Harrington only as the mistress of the old Harrington homestead. That was two months before.
She knew Miss Polly now as a stern woman who frowned if a knife clattered to the floor, or if
a door banged.

“Finish your morning work, Nancy,” Miss Polly said, “and clear the little room in the attic
and make up the cot bed. Sweep the room and clean it, of course, after you clear out boxes.”

Miss Polly hesitated, then went on: “I suppose I may as well tell you now, Nancy. My niece,
Miss Pollyanna Whittier, will soon live with me. She is eleven years old, and she will sleep in
that room.”

“A little girl will soon be here, Miss Harrington? Oh, won’t that be nice!*” cried Nancy.

“Nice? Well, that isn’t exactly the word I should use,” said Miss Polly, stiffly. “However, I
am a good woman, I hope; and I know my duty.”

“Don’t forget to clean the corners, Nancy,” she finished sharply, as she left the room.

“Yes, ma’am,” sighed Nancy.

In her own room, Miss Polly took out once more the letter which she had received* two days
before. The letter was addressed to Miss Polly Harrington, Beldingsville, Vermont; and it read as
follows:

“Dear Madam: — I regret to inform you that the Rev. John Whittier died two weeks ago,
leaving one child, a girl eleven years old.

“I know he was your sister s husband, but he gave me to understand the families were not
on the best of terms>. He thought, however, that you might wish to take the child and bring her
up. Hence I am writing to you.

“Hoping to hear favorably from you soon, I remain,

“Respectfully yours,

“Jeremiah O. White.”

Miss Polly answered the letter the day before, and she had said she would take the child,®
of course.

"' ma’am — mom (kpaTkas ¢popMa oOpaleHns K KCHIIUHE; B HACTOSIIEe BPpeMs IPAKTUIECKH HE UCTIONB3YeTCs)

2 Nancy had never worked for anybody before — JIo atoro Haucu Hu Ha koro He paborana
3 Oh, won’t that be nice! — Hy pa3Be 310 He 310poBO!

4 she had received — ona [OJTyyuIIa

3 were not on the best of terms — He oueHb NagUH

% she had said she would take the child — ona ckasana, 4To BO3bMET pebenka



3. X. lMoptep. «MonnuaHHa / Pollyanna»

As she sat now, with the letter in her hands, her thoughts went back to her sister, Jennie,
Pollianna’s mother, and to the time when Jennie, as a girl of twenty, married the young minister
and went south with him. The family had little more to do with the missionary’s wife.

In one of her letters Jennie wrote about Pollyanna, her last baby, the other babies had all died.
She named her “Pollyanna” for her two sisters, Polly and Anna.

A few years later they received the news of her death, told in a short, but heart-broken little
note from the minister himself.

Miss Polly, looking out at the valley below, thought of the changes those twenty-five years
had brought to her. She was forty now, and quite alone in the world. Father, mother, sisters — all
were dead. She was mistress of the house and of the thousands left to her by her father. There were
people who pitied her lonely life.

Miss Polly rose with frowning face. She was glad, of course, that she was a good woman, and
that she not only knew her duty, but had strength of character to perform it. But — POLLYANNA! —
what a ridiculous name!
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Chapter Il. Old Tom and Nancy

In the garden that afternoon, Nancy found a few minutes in which to interview Old Tom,
the gardener.

“Mr. Tom, do you know that a little girl will soon come here to live with Miss Polly?”

“A —what?” demanded the old man.

“A little girl — to live with Miss Polly. She told me so herself,” said Nancy. “It’s her niece;
and she’s eleven years old.”

The man’s jaw fell.”

“Oh, it must be Miss Jennie’s little girl!”

“Who was Miss Jennie?”

“She was an angel,” breathed the man; “but the old master and mistress knew her as their
oldest daughter. She was twenty when she married and went away from here long years ago. Her
babies all died, I heard, except the last one; and that must be her.”

“And she’s going to sleep in the attic — more shame to HER!” scolded Nancy.

Old Tom smiled.

“I wonder what Miss Polly will do with a child in the house,” he said.

“Well, I wonder what a child will do with Miss Polly in the house!” snapped Nancy.

The old man laughed.

“I’m afraid you aren’t fond of Miss Polly,” he grinned.

“As if ever anybody could be fond of her!®”’ scorned Nancy.

“I guess maybe you didn’t know about Miss Polly’s love affair,” he said slowly.

“Love affair — HER! No!”

“You didn’t know Miss Polly as I did,” he said. “She used to be real handsome — and she
would be now, if she’d let herself be.””

“Handsome! Miss Polly!”

“Yes, she is different now, I know. It begun then — at the time of the trouble with her lover,”
nodded Old Tom; “and she is bitter and prickly to deal with.”

“Nancy!” called a sharp voice.

“Y-yes, ma’am,” stammered Nancy; and hurried toward the house.

7 The man’s jaw fell. — V My»4mHBI ynana 4enocTh.
8 Asif ever anybody could be fond of her! — MoxHo nmogymars, HalieTCs KTO-TO, KOMY OHA IOHPAaBUTCS !

% She used to be real handsome — and she would be now, if she’d let herself be. — Ona Obua HacTOsIIEH KpacaBuICH, 1
ceiiuac ObI Obl1a, ek ObI 3aX0Tera.

8
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Chapter lll. The Coming of Pollyanna

“Nancy,” Miss Polly said, “my niece will arrive tomorrow at four o’clock. You must meet
her at the station. Timothy will take the open buggy and drive you over. The telegram says ‘light
hair, red-checked gingham dress, and straw hat.” That is all I know.”

Promptly at twenty minutes to four the next afternoon Timothy and Nancy drove off in the
open buggy to meet the expected guest. Timothy was Old Tom’s son. He was a good-natured youth,
and a good-looking one, as well. The two were already good friends.

When they got to the station, Nancy hurried to a point where she could best watch the
passengers. Over and over in her mind Nancy was saying it “light hair, red-checked dress, straw
hat.” Over and over again she was wondering just what sort of child this Pollyanna was.

At last they saw her — the slender little girl in the red-checked gingham with two fat braids
of flaxen hair hanging down her back. Beneath the straw hat, an eager, freckled little face turned
to the right and to the left, searching for some one.
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“Are you Miss Pollyanna?” Nancy faltered.

“Oh, I'm so glad, GLAD, GLAD to see you,” cried an eager voice in her ear. “Of course I'm
Pollyanna, and I’'m so glad you came to meet me! I hoped you would.!?”

“You did?” stammered Nancy.

“Oh, yes!” cried the little girl. “And I’'m glad you look just like you do look.”

10y hoped you would. — £ Hanesnace, 4To Bbl IpULETE.
10
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Timothy came up.

“This is Timothy. Maybe you have a trunk,” she stammered.

“Yes, [ have,” nodded Pollyanna, importantly. “I’ve got a brand-new one. The Ladies’ Aid"!
bought it for me.”

The three were off at last, with Pollyanna’s trunk in behind, and Pollyanna herself snugly
ensconced between Nancy and Timothy. During the whole process of getting started, the little girl
kept up an uninterrupted stream of comments and questions.

“There! Isn’t this lovely? Is it far? I hope it is — I love to ride,” sighed Pollyanna. What a
pretty street! I knew it was going to be pretty;'? father told me —”

She stopped with a little choking breath. Nancy saw that her small chin was quivering, and
that her eyes were full of tears. In a moment, however, she hurried on, with a brave lifting of her
head.

“Father has gone to Heaven to be with mother and the rest of us, you know. He said I must
be glad. But it’s pretty hard to, because I need him, as mother and the rest have God and all the
angels, while I don’t have anybody but the Ladies’ Aid. But now I’'m sure it’ll be easier because
I’ve got you, Aunt Polly. I’'m so glad I’ve got you!”

“Oh, but — but you’ve made an awful mistake, dear,'*” she faltered. “I’m only Nancy. I'm
not your Aunt Polly!”

“You — you AREN’T?” stammered the little girl.

“No. I’'m only Nancy. I never thought you’re taking me for her.”

Timothy chuckled softly.

“But who ARE you?” asked Pollyanna.

“I’m Nancy, the hired girl. I do all the work except the washing and ironing.”

“But there IS an Aunt Polly?” demanded the child, anxiously.

“You bet your life there is,'*” cut in Timothy.

Pollyanna relaxed visibly.

“Oh, that’s all right, then.” There was a moment’s silence, then she went on brightly: “And do
you know? I’m glad, after all, that she didn’t come to meet me; because now I’ve got you besides.”

“I-I was thinking about Miss Polly,” faltered Nancy.

Pollyanna sighed contentedly.

“I was, too. I’'m so interested in her. You know she’s all the aunt I’ve got, and I didn’t know
I had her for ever so long. Then father told me. He said she lived in a lovely great big house “on
top of a hill.”

“She does. You can see it now,” said Nancy. “It’s that big white one with the green blinds.”

“Oh, how pretty! — and what a lot of trees and grass all around it! I never saw such a lot of
green grass. Is my Aunt Polly rich, Nancy?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“I’'m so glad. It must be perfectly lovely to have lots of money. Does Aunt Polly have ice-
cream Sundays?”

“No, Miss. Your aunt doesn’t like ice-cream.”

Pollyanna’s face fell.!

“Oh, doesn’t she? I’'m so sorry! Maybe Aunt Polly has got the carpets, though.”

“Yes, she’s got the carpets.”

' The Ladies’ Aid — Opranu3anus «KeHckast HOMOIIEY, OTHO U3 ONaroTBopuTebHBIX 00mecTs B CLIA
121 knew it was going to be pretty — 51 3Hana, yTo OyaeT OUeHb KPacuBo!

13 you’ve made an awful mistake, dear — Tb1 ommbaenscs, goporas

' You bet your life there is — Emte xak ects (0 cymecTBoBanuu tetu [1ommm)

15 face fell — o BBITSIHYJIOCH OT U3yMJICHUS

11
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“In every room?”

“Well, in almost every room,” answered Nancy, thinking about the attic room where there
was no carpet.

“Oh, I’'m so glad,” exulted Pollyanna. “I love carpets. And Mrs. White had pictures, too,
perfectly beautiful ones of roses and little girls kneeling and a kitty and some lambs and a lion.
Don’t you just love pictures?”

“I don’t know,” answered Nancy.

“I do. But we didn’t have any pictures. My!!¢ but isn’t this a perfectly beautiful house?” she
broke off.

16 My! — O 6oxe!
12
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Chapter IV. The Little Attic Room

Miss Polly Harrington did not rise to meet her niece.

“How do you do, Pollyanna? I - .

“Oh, Aunt Polly, Aunt Polly, I don’t know how to be glad enough that you let me come to
live with you,” she was sobbing. “You don’t know how perfectly lovely it is to have you and Nancy
and all this!”

“Nancy, you may go,” Aunt Polly said.

“We will go upstairs to your room, Pollyanna. Your trunk is already there, I presume. I told
Timothy to take it up — if you had one. You may follow me.”

Without speaking, Pollyanna turned and followed her aunt from the room. Her eyes were
filled with tears, but her chin was bravely high.

She was on the stairway now.

“Oh, Aunt Polly, Aunt Polly,” breathed the little girl; “what a perfectly lovely, lovely house!
How awfully glad you must be you’re so rich!”

“PollyANNA!” ejaculated her aunt. “I’m surprised at you — making a speech like that to
me!”

“Why, Aunt Polly, AREN’T you?” asked Pollyanna, in wonder.

“Certainly not, Pollyanna. How can I be proud of any gift the Lord has sent me?!””
declared the lady.

Miss Polly turned and walked down the hall toward the attic stairway door. At the top of the
stairs there were innumerable trunks and boxes. It was hot. Pollyanna lifted her head higher — it
seemed so hard to breathe. Then she saw that her aunt threw open a door at the right.

“There, Pollyanna, here is your room, and your trunk is here. Do you have your key?”

Pollyanna nodded. Her eyes were a little wide and frightened.

Her aunt frowned.

“When I ask a question, Pollyanna, I prefer that you should answer aloud not merely with
your head.”

“Yes, Aunt Polly.”

“Thank you; that is better. I believe you have everything that you need here,” she added. “I
will send Nancy to help you unpack your truck. Supper is at six o’clock,” she finished and left
the room.

For a moment Pollyanna stood quite still. Then she turned her wide eyes to the bare wall, the
bare floor, the bare windows and fell on her knees, covering her face with her hands.

Nancy found her there when she came up a few minutes later.

“There, there, you, poor lamb,'®” she crooned, drawing the little girl into her arms.

“Oh, Nancy, I’'m so wicked,” she sobbed. “I just can’t understand why God and the angels
need my father more than I do.”

“There, there, child, let’s have your key and we’ll get inside this trunk and take out your
dresses.”

Pollyanna produced the key.

“There aren’t very many there,” she faltered.

“Then they’re all soon be unpacked,” declared Nancy.

“It’s such a nice room! Don’t you think so?”” Pollyanna stammered.

There was no answer. Nancy was very busy with the trunk.

7 How can I be proud of any gift the Lord has sent me? — Kax s Mory ropautbcst 1apaMu, KOTOpPBIE ITOCBUTAET MHE TOCTIONH?

'3 There, there, you, poor lamb — Hy-Hy, GexHeHbKast THI MOsI OBEUKa
13
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“And I can be glad there isn’t any looking-glass here, too, because where there ISN’T any
glass I can’t see my freckles.”

A few minutes later, Pollyanna clapped her hands joyously.

“Oh, Nancy, look at these trees and the houses and that lovely church spire, and the river.
Oh, I’'m so glad now she let me have this room!”

To Pollyanna’s surprise, Nancy burst into tears.

“Why, Nancy — what is it?” she cried; “This wasn’t — YOUR room, was it?”’

“My room!” stormed Nancy. “You are a little angel straight from Heaven!”

After that Nancy sprang to her feet and went down the stairs.

Left alone, Pollyanna went back to her “picture,” as she mentally designated the beautiful
view from the window. The next moment she opened the window. She ran then to the other window
and opened it too. Then Pollyanna made a wonderful discovery — against this window there was
a huge tree. Suddenly she laughed aloud.

“I believe I can do it,” she chuckled. The next moment she climbed to the window ledge.
From there it was easy to step to the nearest tree-branch. Then she reached the lowest branch and
dropped to the ground.

She was at the back of the house. Then Pollyanna reached the path that ran through the open
field.

Fifteen minutes later the great clock struck six. At the last stroke Nancy sounded the bell
for supper.

One, two, three minutes passed. Miss Polly frowned. She rose to her feet, went into the hall,
and looked upstairs. For a minute she listened; then she turned and went to the dining room.

“Nancy,” she said, “my niece is late. You need not call her,” she added. “I told her what time
supper was, and now she will have to suffer the consequences.'” She must learn to be punctual.
When she comes she may have bread and milk in the kitchen.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

At the possible moment after supper, Nancy crept up to the attic room.

She softly pushed open the door. The next moment she gave a frightened cry. “Where are
you?” she panted, and flew to Old Tom in the garden.

“Mr. Tom, Mr. Tom, that blessed child’s gone,?” she cried.

The old man stopped, straightened up and pointed at the slender figure on top of a huge rock.

19 she will have to suffer the consequences — €if IPUAETCS CMUPUTHCS C 0OCTOATEILCTBAMH

20 that blessed child’s gone — TO YyJeCHOE AUTS IPOIAIIOo
14
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Chapter V. The Game

“Miss Pollyanna, what a scare you did give me,*'”” panted Nancy, hurrying up to the big rock.

“Scare? Oh, I’'m so sorry; but you mustn’t, really, ever get scared about me, Nancy,” said
Pollyanna and slid down the rock.

“I didn’t see you go, and nobody didn’t. I guess you flew right up through the roof; I do, I
do. Poor little lamb, you must be hungry, too. I-I’m afraid you’ll have to have bread and milk in
the kitchen with me. Your aunt didn’t like it — because you didn’t come down to supper.”

“But I couldn’t. I was up here. But I'm glad.”

“Glad! Why?”

“I like bread and milk, and I’d like to eat with you. I don’t see any trouble about being glad
about that.”

“You don’t seem to see any trouble being glad about everything,” retorted Nancy.

Pollyanna laughed softly.

“Well, that’s the game, you know, anyway.”

“The — GAME?”

“Yes; the ‘just being glad’ game.??”

“Whatever in the world are you talking about?”

“Why, it’s a game. Father told it to me, and it’s lovely. We’ve played it always, ever since I
was a little, little girl. I told the Ladies’ Aid, and they played it — some of them... Only sometimes
it’s almost too hard especially when your father goes to Heaven... I suppose, though, it’ll be a little
harder now, as long as I haven’t anybody to play it with. Maybe Aunt Polly will play it, though,”
she added.

“See here, Miss Pollyanna, I’'m not sure that I’ll play it very well, and I don’t know how but
I’ll play it with you, I will!”

“Oh, Nancy! That’ll be splendid!”

“Maybe,” said Nancy, in open doubt. “You mustn’t count too much? on me but I'll try to
play it with you,” she finished, as they entered the kitchen together.

Pollyanna ate her bread and milk with good appetite and went into the sitting room, where
her aunt sat reading. Miss Polly looked up coldly.

“Have you had your supper, Pollyanna?”

“Yes, Aunt Polly.”

“I’m very sorry, Pollyanna, to have been obliged so soon to send you into the kitchen
to eat bread and milk.>*”

“But I was really glad you did it, Aunt Polly. I like bread and milk, and Nancy, too. You
mustn’t feel bad about that.”

Aunt Polly sat suddenly a little more erect in her chair.

“Pollyanna, go to bed. It was a hard day, and tomorrow we must plan your hours and go over
your clothing to see what it is necessary to get for you. Nancy will give you a candle. Breakfast
will be at half-past seven. Good night.”

Pollyanna came straight to her aunt’s side and gave her an affectionate hug.”

2! what a scare you did give me — xax ke Bbl MCHS HaIlyraau

22 Yes; the ‘just being glad’ game. — [{a, urpa 3akiarodaercsi B ToM, 4TOOBI BCETIa pajoBaThCsl, ObITh JOBOIBHOM.
2 You mustn’t count too much — Tbi He TOIKHA HA MEHS CEpPbE3HO PACCUUTHIBATH

X rm very sorry, Pollyanna, to have been obliged so soon to send you into the kitchen to eat bread and milk. — Mue
OYEeHb ’KaJlb, YTO MPHIIIOCH OTIIPABUTH TEOs Ha KyXHIO €CTh XJ1e0 C MOJIOKOM.

2 gave her an affectionate hug — 1ackoBo o6HsuIa
15
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“I know I’m going to just love living with you but then. Good night,” she said cheerfully,
as she ran from the room.

“What a most extraordinary child!” Aunt Polly said. Then she frowned. “She’s ‘glad’ I
punished her, and I ‘mustn’t feel bad about that,” and she’s going to ‘love to live’ with me! Well,
upon my soul!”

Fifteen minutes later, in the attic room, a lonely little girl sobbed into the sheet:

“I know, father-among-the-angels, I’'m not playing the game; I don’t believe even you could
find anything to be glad about sleeping all alone in the dark. If only I was near Nancy or Aunt
Polly, or even a Ladies’ Aider, it would be easier!>®”

26 g only I was near Nancy or Aunt Polly, or even a Ladies’ Aider, it would be easier! — Eciu 651 To1BKO psimom Obuta
Houcw, tets [Tommm mmm kTo-T0 13 «JKeHckol moMormny», MHe ObLIO ObI JIerde paoBaThCs.

16
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Chapter VI. A Question of Duty

It was nearly seven o’clock when Pollyanna awoke that first day after her arrival. Her
windows faced the south and the west, so she could not see the sun yet; but she could see the
morning sky, and she knew that the day promised to be a fair one.

Pollyanna ran to the garden where she saw Aunt Polly with an old man.

“Oh, Aunt Polly, Aunt Polly, I am glad this morning just to be alive!>””

“PollyANNA!” said Aunt Polly, “is this the usual way you say good morning?”’

“I saw you from my window and I decided to hug you!”

The old man turned his back suddenly.

“Do you always work in the garden, Mister?” asked Pollyanna.

The man turned. His eyes were filled with tears.

“Yes, Miss. I’'m Old Tom, the gardener,” he answered. “You are so like your mother, little
Miss! I used to know her when she was a young girl. You see, I used to work in the garden — then.”

“You did? And you knew my mother, really? Oh, please tell me about her!”

A bell sounded from the house. The next moment Nancy appeared.

“Miss Pollyanna, that bell means breakfast,” she said, pulling the little girl to her feet and
hurrying her back to the house; “and other times it means other meals. But it always means that
you must run when you hear it, no matter where you are.” she finished, shooing Pollyanna into
the house.

Half an hour after breakfast Miss Polly entered Pollyanna’s room.

“Pollyanna, you may bring out your clothes now, and I will look them over. What are not
suitable for you I shall give to the Sullivans, of course.”

Pollyanna dived into her closet then, hurriedly, and brought out all the poor little dresses in
both her arms.

With the tips of her fingers Miss Polly turned over the garments, so obviously made for
anybody but Pollyanna.

Aunt Polly turned to Pollyanna abruptly.

“You have been to school, of course, Pollyanna??%”

“Oh, yes, Aunt Polly. Besides, I was taught at home, too.”

Miss Polly frowned.

“Very good. In autumn you will enter school here, of course. Mr. Hall, will doubtless settle
in which grade you belong.”

“I love to read; but if you don’t want to hear me I will be glad to read to myself, Aunt Polly.”

“I don’t doubt it,” rejoined Miss Polly. “Have you studied music?>°”

“Not much. I don’t like my music. Though I learned to play the piano a little.”

“Nevertheless I think it is my duty to see that you are properly instructed in at least the
rudiments of music. You sew, of course.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Pollyanna sighed. “The Ladies’ Aid taught me that.”

“I shall teach you sewing myself, of course. You do not know how to cook, I presume.”

Pollyanna laughed suddenly.

“They were just beginning to teach me that this summer, but I hadn’t got far.3%”

1 am glad this morning just to be alive! — Dtum yTpom s Tak paaa, 4to KuBy!
28 You have been to school, of course, Pollyanna? — Tr1, koHE4HO ke, Xoquia B Koy, [lonnrnanna?
% Have you studied music? — Tbl 3aHUMAaNACh MY3BIKOW?

30 They were just beginning to teach me that this summer, but I hadn’t got far. — Mens Tonbko Hauanu y4uTb TUM JIETOM,
HO 51 HE 0YEHb-TO B 3TOM IIPOJIBUHYJIACH.
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“At nine o’clock every morning you will read aloud one half-hour to me. Before that you
will use the time to put this room in order. Wednesday and Saturday, after half-past nine, you will
spend with Nancy in the kitchen, learning to cook. Other mornings you will sew with me. That will
leave the afternoons for your music,” she finished.

Pollyanna cried out in dismay.

“Oh, but Aunt Polly, Aunt Polly, you haven’t left me any time at all just to — to live.’!”

“To live, child! What do you mean? As if you weren’t living all the time!”

“I mean living — doing the things you want to do: playing outdoors, reading to myself,
climbing hills, talking to Mr. Tom in the garden, and Nancy. That’s what I call living, Aunt Polly.
Just breathing isn’t living!”

“Pollyanna, you ARE the most extraordinary child! You will be allowed a proper amount
of playtime, of course.*? Just be grateful.

Pollyanna looked shocked.

“Oh, Aunt Polly, as if I ever could be ungrateful to YOU! I LOVE YOU, you’re my aunt!”

“Very well; then don’t act ungrateful,” said Miss Polly and turned toward the door.

She had gone halfway down the stairs** when a small, unsteady voice called after her:

“Please, Aunt Polly, you didn’t tell me which of my things you wanted to give away.”

“Oh, I forgot to tell you, Pollyanna. Timothy will drive us into town at half past one this
afternoon. Not one of your garments is fit for my niece to wear.”

31 Aunt Polly you haven’t left me any time at all just to — to live — tets [Tomnu, a »xuth-TO 51 KOrIA Oymy?
32 You will be allowed a proper amount of playtime, of course. — Y Te0st TouHO OymeT BpeMst st UTP.

33 She had gone halfway down the stairs — ona fonuia mouru 10 cepeuHbl JECTHULBI
18



Q. X. MNoptep. «lNonnuanHHa / Pollyanna»

Chapter VII. Pollyanna and Punishments

The shopping expedition consumed the entire afternoon; then came supper and a delightful
talk with Old Tom in the garden, and another with Nancy on the back porch.

Old Tom told Pollyanna wonderful things of her mother and she felt very happy indeed; and
Nancy told her all about the little farm six miles away at “The Corners,” where lived her own dear
mother, and her dear brother and sisters. She promised, too, that some time, if Miss Polly were
willing, Pollyanna should be taken to see them.

“And THEY VE got lovely names, too. You’ll like THEIR names,” sighed Nancy. “They’re
‘Algernon,” and ‘Florabelle’ and ‘Estelle.” I-I just hate ‘Nancy’!”

“Oh, Nancy, why?”

“Because it isn’t pretty like the others.”

“But I love ‘Nancy,” just because it’s you,” declared Pollyanna. “Well, anyhow,” she
chuckled, “you can be glad your name isn’t ‘Hephzibah’.”

“Hephzibah!”

“Yes. Mrs. White’s name is that. Her husband calls her ‘Hep’ and she doesn’t like it. She
says when he calls out ‘Hep — Hep!3*’ she feels just as if the next minute he was going to yell
‘Hurrah!” And she doesn’t like it.”

Nancy smiled.

“Say, Miss Pollyanna, were you playing that game about my being glad I’'m not
‘Hephzibah’?”

Pollyanna frowned; then she laughed.

“Why, Nancy, that’s so! I WAS playing the game — but that’s one of the times I just did it
without thinking, I reckon.”

“Well, m-maybe,” granted Nancy, with open doubt.

At half past eight Pollyanna went up to bed. It was very hot in her room and she could not
sleep. It seemed to her that it must have been hours before she finally slipped out of bed*’ and
opened her door.

Out in the main attic all was velvet blackness except where the moon flung a path of silver
near the east window. She saw something else: she saw, only a little way below the window, the
wide, flat roof of Miss Polly’s sun parlor. If only, now, she were out there!3¢

Suddenly Pollyanna remembered that she had seen near this attic window a row of long white
bags hanging from nails. She selected a nice fat soft bag for a bed; another bag for a pillow, and
a thin bag which seemed almost empty for a covering. Then she stuffed her burden through the
window to the roof below, then let herself down after it.

How deliciously cool it was! The roof under her feet crackled with little resounding
snaps’’ that Pollyanna rather liked. She walked, indeed, two or three times back and forth from
end to end. Finally, with a sigh of content, she settled herself to sleep on the bag.

Downstairs in Miss Polly herself was hurrying into dressing gown and slippers, her face
white and frightened. A minute before she had been telephoning in a shaking voice to Timothy:

“Come up quick! — you and your father. Bring lanterns. Somebody is on the roof of the sun
parlor. And he can get right into the house through the east window in the attic!”

34 Hep — Hep! — I'un-run! (Bockinianue, 3a KOTOPbIM OOBIYHO CIIEIYET ypay)

35 it must have been hours before she finally slipped out of bed — nomxHO ObBITH, pOLIEN yXKE HE OJHH Yac, IPeXIe YeM
IMosutnaHHa BHICKOJIb3HYJIA U3 KPOBATH.

36 1f only, now, she were out there! — Bot OvI eii Tam okazatbesi!

37 the roof under her feet crackled with little resounding snaps — Kpblllia [10]] €€ HOraMH U3/1aBaJla YIUBUTCIIbHbBIC 3ByKH
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Some time later, Pollyanna was startled by a lantern flash. She opened her eyes to find
Timothy at the top of a ladder near her, Old Tom just getting through the window,*® and her aunt
looking at her in surprise.

“Pollyanna, what does this mean?” cried Aunt Polly then.

“Why, Mr. Tom — Aunt Polly! Don’t look so scared!”

Timothy disappeared suddenly down the ladder. Old Tom handed his lantern to Miss Polly,
and followed his son. Miss Polly said sternly:

“Pollyanna, hand those things to me at once and come in here!” she ejaculated a little later,
as, with Pollyanna by her side, and the lantern in her hand, she turned back into the attic.

At the top of the stairs Miss Polly said:

“For the rest of the night, Pollyanna, you are to sleep in my bed with me. I consider it my
duty to keep you where I know where you are.”

“With you? — in your bed?” Pollyanna cried rapturously. “Oh, Aunt Polly, Aunt Polly, how
perfectly lovely of you! And when I’ve so wanted to sleep with someone sometime — someone that
belonged to me, you know.”

38 getting through the window — nponesasiero uepes3 okHO
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There was no reply. Miss Polly, to tell the truth, was feeling curiously helpless. For the third
time since Pollyanna’s arrival, Miss Polly was punishing Pollyanna — and for the third time she
was being confronted with the amazing fact that her punishment was being taken as a special
reward of merit.*® No wonder Miss Polly was feeling curiously helpless.

39 she was being confronted with the amazing fact that her punishment was being taken as a special reward of merit —
€€ CTaBUJI B TYIIUK TOT (baI(T, YTO €€ HaKa3aHHUC BOCIIPUHUMAJIOCH KaK ocobast Harpaja ujiy rnoompeHue
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Chapter VIIl. Pollyanna Pays a Visit

It was not long before life at the Harrington homestead settled into something like order.
Pollyanna sewed, played the piano, read aloud, and studied cooking in the kitchen. But she had
more time, also, to “just live,” as she expressed it, for almost all afternoon from two until six o’clock
she could do everything she liked except the certain things already prohibited by Aunt Polly.

There were no children in the neighborhood of the Harrington homestead for Pollyanna to
play with. This, however, did not seem to disturb Pollyanna in the least.

“Oh, no, I don’t mind it at all,**” she explained to Nancy. “I’m happy just to walk around
and see the streets and the houses and watch the people. I just love people.”

Almost every afternoon Pollyanna begged for “an errand to run,” so that she could be off
for a walk in one direction or another; and it was on these walks that frequently she met the Man.
To herself Pollyanna always called him “the Man,” no matter if she met a dozen other men the
same day.

The Man often wore a long black coat and a high hat. His face was clean shaven and rather
pale, and his hair, showing below his hat, was gray. He walked erect, and rather rapidly, and he
was always alone, and Pollyanna felt sorry for him. Perhaps it was because of this that she one
day spoke to him.

“How do you do, sir? Isn’t this a nice day?” she called cheerily, as she approached him.

The man stopped uncertainly.

“Did you speak — to me?”” he asked in a sharp voice.

“Yes, sir, I say, it’s a nice day, isn’t it?”

“Eh? Oh! Humph!*"” he grunted; and strode on again.

Pollyanna laughed. He was such a funny man, she thought.

The next day she saw him again.

“It isn’t quite so nice as yesterday, but it’s pretty nice,” she called out cheerfully.

“Eh? Oh! Humph!” grunted the man as before; and once again Pollyanna laughed happily.

When for the third time Pollyanna accosted him in much the same manner, the man stopped.

“See here, child, who are you, and why are you speaking to me every day?”

“I’'m Pollyanna Whittier, and I thought you looked lonesome. I’'m so glad you stopped. Now
we’re introduced — only I don’t know your name yet.”

“Well, of all the —” The man did not finish his sentence, but strode on faster than ever.

Pollyanna looked after him disappointed.

“Maybe he didn’t understand — but that was only half an introduction. I don’t know HIS
name, yet.” she murmured.

Pollyanna was carrying calf’s-foot jelly to Mrs. Snow today. Miss Polly Harrington always
sent something to Mrs. Snow once a week. She said it was her duty, as Mrs. Snow was poor, sick,
and a member of her church — it was the duty of all the church members to look out for her, of
course. Miss Polly did her duty by Mrs. Snow usually on Thursday afternoons — not personally,
but through Nancy. Today Pollyanna had begged the privilege, and Nancy had promptly given
it to her in accordance with Miss Polly’s orders.*

“I’'m glad that I won’t go to her,” Nancy declared to Pollyanna.

401 don’t mind it at all - Mens 510 COBEPUICHHO HEe OECIIOKOUT

“I Eh? Oh! Humph! — Crooicroe, neuzsecmno umo svipasicaroujee socknuyanue

42 Today Pollyanna had begged the privilege, and Nancy had promptly given it to her in accordance with Miss Polly’s
orders. — ITomuanna yrosopuia tetto Ilomnu paspemunts noiitu BMecto Hanceu, u Haucu ¢ pagoctsio nepenana I[lommuanse csou
TIOJTHOMOYHSL.
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“But, why, Nancy?”

Nancy shrugged her shoulders.

“Well, it’s just that nothing whatever has happened, has happened right in Mis’ Snow’s eyes.
If you bring her jelly you’ll certainly hear she wanted chicken —but if you DID bring her chicken,*
she says she wanted lamb broth!”

“What a funny woman,” laughed Pollyanna. “I think I shall like to go to see her. She must
be so surprising and — and different. I love DIFFERENT people.”

Pollyanna was thinking of Nancy’s remarks today as she turned in at the gate of the shabby
little cottage.

A pale, tired-looking young girl answered her knock at the door.

“How do you do?” began Pollyanna politely. “I’m from Miss Polly Harrington, and I’d like
to see Mrs. Snow, please.”

In the dark and gloomy sick-room, Polyanna saw a woman half-sitting up in the bed.

“How do you do, Mrs. Snow? Aunt Polly says she hopes you are comfortable today, and she
sent you some calf’s-foot jelly.”

“Dear me! Jelly? Of course I’'m very much obliged, but I hoped it would be lamb broth*
today.”

Pollyanna frowned a little.

“Why, I thought it was CHICKEN you wanted when folks brought you jelly,” she said.

“What?” The sick woman turned sharply.

“Why, nothing, much,” apologized Pollyanna, hurriedly; “and of course it doesn’t really make
any difference. It’s only that Nancy said it was chicken you wanted when we brought jelly, and
lamb broth when we brought chicken — but maybe it was the other way,* and Nancy forgot.”

“Well, Miss Impertinence, who are you?” she demanded.

Pollyanna laughed.

“Oh, THAT isn’t my name. I’'m Pollyanna Whittier, Miss Polly Harrington’s niece, and I live
with her now. That’s why I’m here with the jelly this morning.”

“Very well; thank you. Your aunt is very kind, of course, but my appetite isn’t very good this
morning, and [ was wanting lamb — * She stopped suddenly.

“Here! Can you go to that window and pull up the curtain?” she asked. “I want to know what
you look like!”

“O dear! then you’ll see my freckles, won’t you?” she sighed, as she went to the window; “I’m
so glad you wanted to see me, because now I can see you! They didn’t tell me you were so pretty!”

“Me! — pretty!” scoffed the woman.

“Why, yes. Didn’t you know it?” cried Pollyanna.

“Well, no, I didn’t,” retorted Mrs. Snow.

“Oh, but your eyes are so big and dark, and your hair’s all dark, too, and curly,” said
Pollyanna. “I love black curls. Mrs. Snow, you ARE pretty! I should think you’d know it when
you looked at yourself in the glass.”

“Wait — just let me show you,” she exclaimed, picking up a small mirror.

“If you don’t mind, I’d like to fix your hair*® just a little before I let you see it,” she proposed.

“Why, I — suppose so, if you want to,” permitted Mrs. Snow.

For five minutes Pollyanna worked swiftly.

Bif you DID bring her chicken — eciu Tbl npuHecellb eif UIMEHHO KypHUILY
M hoped it would be lamb broth — s Hanesace, yTo cerogus OyneT roBsKuil OyIbOH
43 the other way — Ha000pOT

4 d like to fix your hair — 51 651 X0TeJNa YJIOXKUTD BaIllX BOJIOCHI
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“There!” panted Pollyanna, hastily plucking a pink from a vase and tucking it into the dark
hair. “Now I reckon we’re ready to be looked at!*”” And she held out the mirror in triumph.

“Humph!” grunted the sick woman, looking at her reflection severely. “I like red pinks better
than pink ones; but then, it’ll fade before night.”

“I just love your hair fluffed out like that,” she finished. “Don’t you?”

“Hm-m; maybe. But it won’t last.*3”

“Of course not — and I’m glad, too,” nodded Pollyanna, cheerfully, “because then I can fix
it again. Oh, I love black hair!”

“Well, you wouldn’t be glad for black hair nor anything else — if you had to lie here all day
as [ do!”

“Anyway, you must be glad about things.”

“Be glad about things — when you’re sick in bed all your days?!”

“That’s really hard really. But now I must go. I’ll think about it all the way home. Goodbye!”

“What does she mean by that?” Mrs. Snow thought. She turned her head and picked up the
mirror.

“That little thing HAS got a knack with hair and no mistake,*” she said.

When a little later, Milly, Mrs. Snow’s daughter, came in, she said,

“I should think SOMEBODY might give me a new nightdress — instead of lamb broth, for
a change!”

7 Now I reckon we’re ready to be looked at! — A BOT Temepps MbI TOJTHOCTHIO TOTOBEI!
a8 Hm-m; maybe. But it won’t last. — Hy, moxeT 651Th. Ho mpruecka He mpoaep >KUTCst JONITO.

* That little thing HAS got a knack with hair and no mistake. — A sTa mabIika TOUHO yMeeT yIpaBlsATbcs C Bolocamu!
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Chapter IX. Which Tells of the Man

It rained the next time Pollyanna saw the Man. She greeted him, however, with a smile.

“How do you do?” she called.

The man stopped abruptly.

“See here, why don’t you find someone your own age to talk to?”

“I’d like to, sir, but there aren’t any around here. Still, I don’t mind so very much. I like old
folks* just as well, maybe better, sometimes — being used to the Ladies’ Aid, so.”

“Humph! The Ladies’ Aid, indeed! Is that what you took me for?”

Pollyanna laughed gleefully.

“Oh, no, sir. You don’t look like a Ladies’ Aider. Though I’m sure you’re much nicer than
you look!”

The man turned and strode on as before.

The next time Pollyanna met the Man, he greeted her. The Man always spoke to Pollyanna
after this, and frequently he spoke first, though usually he said just “good afternoon.” Even that
was a great surprise to Nancy.

“Miss Pollyanna,” she gasped, “did that man SPEAK TO YOU?”

“Why, yes, he always does — now,” smiled Pollyanna.

“‘He always does’! Do you know who — he — is?”” demanded Nancy.

Pollyanna frowned and shook her head.!

“I reckon he forgot to tell me one day.”

“But he never speaks to anybody, I guess, except when he speaks about business. He’s John
Pendleton. He lives in the big house on Pendleton Hill. He is very rich. But he doesn’t spend money
he just saves it. Usually he doesn’t speak to anyone; and he lives all alone in that great big lovely
house all full of grand things, they say. Some people even think he’s crazy. And EVERYBODY
says he’s mysterious.” She went on: “He travels a lot and writes books.”

“Oh, Nancy!” Pollyanna exclaimed. “He is a funny man, and he’s different, too, just like Mrs.
Snow, only he’s a different differently.”

“Well, I guess he is,” chuckled Nancy.

“I’m so glad that he speaks to me,” sighed Pollyanna contentedly.

30 01d folks — 30. B3pOCIIBIE

3! shook her head — nokauana ronogoit
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Chapter X. A Surprise for Mrs. Snow

The next time Pollyanna went to see Mrs. Snow, she found that lady, as at first, in a darkened
room.

“It’s the little girl from Miss Polly’s, mother,” announced Milly.

“Oh, it’s you?” asked a voice from the bed. I wish you had come yesterday.”

“Did you? Well, I'm glad,” Pollyanna entered the room and set her basket carefully down on
a chair. “It’s so dark here! I can’t see you,” she cried. After that Pollyanna pulled up the shade.>*

Mrs. Snow turned her eyes toward the basket. “Well, what is it?”

“Guess! What do you want?”

The sick woman frowned.

“Why, I don’t WANT anything,” she sighed. “After all, they all taste alike!”

Pollyanna chuckled.

“If you DID want something, what would it be?”

The woman hesitated.

“Well, of course, there’s lamb broth —

“I’ve got it!” crowed Pollyanna.

“But that’s what I DIDN’T want,>” sighed the sick woman. “It was chicken I wanted.”

“Oh, I’ve got that, too,” chuckled Pollyanna.

The woman turned in amazement.

“Both of them?” she demanded.

“Yes — and calf’s-foot jelly,” triumphed Pollyanna. “I was just bound you should have what
you wanted for once; so Nancy and I fixed it. “I’ll leave them all,” announced Pollyanna.

Suddenly Milly appeared at the door.

“Your aunt is wanting you,>* Miss Pollyanna.

Pollyanna rose.

“All right,” she sighed. “Goodbye, I'm awfully sorry about the hair — I wanted to do it. But
maybe I can next time!”

One by one the July days passed. To Pollyanna, they were happy days, indeed. She often told
her aunt, joyously, how very happy they were. Her aunt usually replied:

“Very well, Pollyanna. I am gratified, of course, that they are happy; but I trust that they are
profitable, as well — otherwise I should have failed signally in my duty.>”

“Is just being glad isn’t pro-fi-ta-ble?” asked Pollyanna, a little anxiously.

“Certainly not.”

“Oh dear! I'm afraid, now, you won’t ever play the game, Aunt Polly.”

“Game? What game?”

“Why, that father — ” Pollyanna clapped her hand to her lips. “N-nothing,” she stammered.
Miss Polly frowned.

It was that afternoon that Pollyanna, coming down from her attic room, met her aunt on the
stairway.

“Why, Aunt Polly,” she cried. “You were coming up to see me! Come right in. I love
company,” said Pollyanna, “especially since I’ve had this room,*° all mine, you know. And of

52 pulled up the shade — noxus1a 3anHaBecky

>3 But that’s what I DIDN’T want. — Her, 510 Kak pa3 T0, 4ero s He XoTena.

5* Your aunt is wanting you — Bara Tetymika skenaeT Bac BUAETh

55 otherwise I should have failed signally in my duty — nHadve 51 pemnry, 4TO II0XO BBITIOJIHSIO CBOH JOIT

36 especially since I’ve had this room — oco6eHHO ¢ Tex 1mop, KaKk y MEHs €CTh 9Ta KOMHaTa
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course NOW I just love this room, even if it hasn’t got the carpets and curtains and pictures — ”
With a painful blush Pollyanna stopped.

“What’s that, Pollyanna?”’

Pollyanna blushed still more painfully.

“I ought not to have, of course, Aunt Polly,” she apologized. “It was only because I’d always
wanted them and hadn’t had them, I suppose.”

Miss Polly rose suddenly to her feet. Her face was very red.

“That will do,*” Pollyanna,” she said.

57 That will do — JloBosbHO
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KoHel o3HakomuTtenbHoro doparmeHTa.

Tekct npenoctabien OO0 «JlutPecy.

[IpounTaiite 3Ty KHUT'Y LEJIUKOM, KYIIUB IIOJIHYIO JerajabHy0 Bepcuto Ha JIutPec.

Bbe3omacHo omnarute KHUTY MO>KHO OaHKOBCKOM KapToit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cueta
MoOMIBHOTO TenedoHa, ¢ IIaTexHoro TepMunana, B caione MTC unu CsasHol, uepe3 PayPal,
WebMoney, Annexc.densru, QIWI Komenek, 60HyCHbIMM KapTaMH WU APYTrUM ynoOHbIM Bam

CIOCO0OOM.
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