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Chapter I

Della Speaks Her Mind
 

Della Wetherby tripped up the somewhat imposing steps of her sister’s Commonwealth Avenue
home and pressed an energetic finger against the electric-bell button. From the tip of her wing-
trimmed hat to the toe of her low-heeled shoe she radiated health, capability, and alert decision. Even
her voice, as she greeted the maid that opened the door, vibrated with the joy of living.

“Good morning, Mary. Is my sister in?”
“Y-yes, ma’am, Mrs. Carew is in,” hesitated the girl; “but – she gave orders she’d see no one.”
“Did she? Well, I’m no one1,” smiled Miss Wetherby, “so she’ll see me. Don’t worry – I’ll take

the blame,” she nodded, in answer to the frightened remonstrance in the girl’s eyes. “Where is she
– in her sitting-room?”

“Y-yes, ma’am; but – that is, she said —” Miss Wetherby, however, was already halfway up the
broad stairway; and, with a despairing backward glance, the maid turned away.

In the hall above Della Wetherby unhesitatingly walked toward a half-open door, and knocked.
“Well, Mary,” answered a “dear-me-what-now2” voice. “Haven’t I – Oh, Della!” The voice grew

suddenly warm with love and surprise. “You dear girl, where did you come from?”
“Yes, it’s Della,” smiled that young woman, blithely, already halfway across the room. “I’ve

come from an over-Sunday at the beach with two of the other nurses, and I’m on my way back to the
Sanatorium now. That is, I’m here now, but I sha’n’t be long. I stepped in for – this,” she finished,
giving the owner of the “dear-me-what-now” voice a hearty kiss.

Mrs. Carew frowned and drew back a little coldly. The slight touch of joy and animation that
had come into her face fled, leaving only a dispirited fretfulness that was plainly very much at home
there.

“Oh, of course! I might have known,” she said. “You never stay – here.”
“Here!” Della Wetherby laughed merrily, and threw up her hands; then, abruptly, her voice

and manner changed. She regarded her sister with grave, tender eyes. “Ruth, dear, I couldn’t – I just
couldn’t live in this house. You know I couldn’t,” she finished gently.

Mrs. Carew stirred irritably.
“I’m sure I don’t see why not,” she fenced.
Della Wetherby shook her head.
“Yes, you do, dear. You know I’m entirely out of sympathy with it all: the gloom, the lack of

aim, the insistence on misery and bitterness.”
“But I AM miserable and bitter.”
“You ought not to be.”
“Why not? What have I to make me otherwise?”
Della Wetherby gave an impatient gesture.
“Ruth, look here,” she challenged. “You’re thirty-three years old. You have good health – or

would have, if you treated yourself properly – and you certainly have an abundance of time and a
superabundance of money. Surely anybody would say you ought to find SOMETHING to do this
glorious morning besides sitting moped up in this tomb-like house with instructions to the maid that
you’ll see no one.”

“But I don’t WANT to see anybody.”
“Then I’d MAKE myself want to.”

1 I’m no one – (зд.) я не никто
2 dear-me-what-now – (зд.) «господи, ну кто там еще пришел»
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Mrs. Carew sighed wearily and turned away her head.
“Oh, Della, why won’t you ever understand? I’m not like you. I can’t – forget.”
A swift pain crossed the younger woman’s face.
“You mean – Jamie, I suppose. I don’t forget – that, dear. I couldn’t, of course. But moping

won’t help us – find him.”
“As if I hadn’t TRIED to find him, for eight long years – and by something besides moping,”

flashed Mrs. Carew, indignantly, with a sob in her voice.
“Of course you have, dear,” soothed the other, quickly; “and we shall keep on hunting, both of

us, till we do find him – or die. But THIS sort of thing doesn’t help.”
“But I don’t want to do – anything else,” murmured Ruth Carew, drearily.
For a moment there was silence. The younger woman sat regarding her sister with troubled,

disapproving eyes.
“Ruth,” she said, at last, with a touch of exasperation, “forgive me, but – are you always going

to be like this? You’re widowed, I’ll admit; but your married life lasted only a year, and your husband
was much older than yourself. You were little more than a child at the time, and that one short year
can’t seem much more than a dream now. Surely that ought not to embitter your whole life!”

“No, oh, no,” murmured Mrs. Carew, still drearily.
“Then ARE you going to be always like this?”
“Well, of course, if I could find Jamie —”
“Yes, yes, I know; but, Ruth, dear, isn’t there anything in the world but Jamie – to make you

ANY happy3?”
“There doesn’t seem to be, that I can think of,” sighed Mrs. Carew, indifferently.
“Ruth!” ejaculated her sister, stung into something very like anger. Then suddenly she laughed.

“Oh, Ruth, Ruth, I’d like to give you a dose of Pollyanna. I don’t know any one who needs it more!”
Mrs. Carew stiffened a little.
“Well, what pollyanna may be I don’t know, but whatever it is, I don’t want it,” she retorted

sharply, nettled in her turn. “This isn’t your beloved Sanatorium, and I’m not your patient to be dosed
and bossed, please remember.”

Della Wetherby’s eyes danced, but her lips remained unsmiling.
“Pollyanna isn’t a medicine, my dear,” she said demurely, “– though I have heard some people

call her a tonic. Pollyanna is a little girl.”
“A child? Well, how should I know,” retorted the other, still aggrievedly. “You have your

‘belladonna,’ so I’m sure I don’t see why not ‘pollyanna.’ Besides, you’re always recommending
something for me to take, and you distinctly said ‘dose’ – and dose usually means medicine, of a sort4.”

“Well, Pollyanna IS a medicine – of a sort,” smiled Della. “Anyway, the Sanatorium doctors all
declare that she’s better than any medicine they can give. She’s a little girl, Ruth, twelve or thirteen
years old, who was at the Sanatorium all last summer and most of the winter. I didn’t see her but a
month or two, for she left soon after I arrived. But that was long enough for me to come fully under
her spell. Besides, the whole Sanatorium is still talking Pollyanna, and playing her game.”

“GAME!”
“Yes,” nodded Della, with a curious smile. “Her ‘glad game.’ I’ll never forget my first

introduction to it. One feature of her treatment was particularly disagreeable and even painful. It
came every Tuesday morning, and very soon after my arrival it fell to my lot to give it to her. I was
dreading it, for I knew from past experience with other children what to expect: fretfulness and tears,
if nothing worse. To my unbounded amazement she greeted me with a smile and said she was glad

3 to make you ANY happy – (разг.) что сделало бы вас хоть немного счастливее
4 of a sort – (разг.) в каком-то смысле
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to see me; and, if you’ll believe it, there was never so much as a whimper from her lips through the
whole ordeal, though I knew I was hurting her cruelly.

“I fancy I must have said something that showed my surprise, for she explained earnestly: ‘Oh,
yes, I used to feel that way, too, and I did dread it so, till I happened to think ’twas just like Nancy’s
wash-days, and I could be gladdest of all on TUESDAYS, ’cause there wouldn’t be another one for
a whole week.’”

“Why, how extraordinary!” frowned Mrs. Carew, not quite comprehending. “But, I’m sure I
don’t see any GAME to that.”

“No, I didn’t, till later. Then she told me. It seems she was the motherless daughter of a poor
minister in the West, and was brought up by the Ladies’ Aid Society and missionary barrels. When
she was a tiny girl she wanted a doll, and confidently expected it in the next barrel; but there turned
out to be nothing but a pair of little crutches.

“The child cried, of course, and it was then that her father taught her the game of hunting for
something to be glad about, in everything that happened; and he said she could begin right then by
being glad she didn’t NEED the crutches. That was the beginning. Pollyanna said it was a lovely game,
and she’d been playing it ever since; and that the harder it was to find the glad part5, the more fun it
was, only when it was too AWFUL hard, like she had found it sometimes.”

“Why, how extraordinary!” murmured Mrs. Carew, still not entirely comprehending.
“You’d think so – if you could see the results of that game in the Sanatorium,” nodded Della;

“and Dr. Ames says he hears she’s revolutionized the whole town where she came from, just the same
way. He knows Dr. Chilton very well – the man that married Pollyanna’s aunt. And, by the way, I
believe that marriage was one of her ministrations. She patched up an old lovers’ quarrel between
them.

“You see, two years ago, or more, Pollyanna’s father died, and the little girl was sent East to
this aunt. In October she was hurt by an automobile, and was told she could never walk again. In
April Dr. Chilton sent her to the Sanatorium, and she was there till last March – almost a year. She
went home practically cured. You should have seen the child! There was just one cloud to mar her
happiness: that she couldn’t WALK all the way there. As near as I can gather, the whole town turned
out to meet her with brass bands and banners.

“But you can’t TELL about Pollyanna. One has to SEE her. And that’s why I say I wish you
could have a dose of Pollyanna. It would do you a world of good.”

Mrs. Carew lifted her chin a little.
“Really, indeed, I must say I beg to differ with you6,” she returned coldly. “I don’t care to be

‘revolutionized,’ and I have no lovers’ quarrel to be patched up; and if there is ANYTHING that would
be insufferable to me, it would be a little Miss Prim with a long face preaching to me how much I
had to be thankful for. I never could bear —” But a ringing laugh interrupted her.

“Oh, Ruth, Ruth,” choked her sister, gleefully. “Miss Prim, indeed – POLLYANNA! Oh, oh,
if only you could see that child now! But there, I might have known. I SAID one couldn’t TELL about
Pollyanna. And of course you won’t be apt to see her. But – Miss Prim, indeed!” And off she went
into another gale of laughter. Almost at once, however, she sobered and gazed at her sister with the
old troubled look in her eyes.

“Seriously, dear, can’t anything be done?” she pleaded. “You ought not to waste your life like
this. Won’t you try to get out a little more, and – meet people?”

“Why should I, when I don’t want to? I’m tired of – people. You know society always bored me.”
“Then why not try some sort of work – charity?”
Mrs. Carew gave an impatient gesture.

5 harder it was to find the glad part – (разг.) чем труднее было найти повод для радости
6 I beg to differ with you – (уст.) я с вами не согласна
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“Della, dear, we’ve been all over this before. I do give money – lots of it, and that’s enough. In
fact, I’m not sure but it’s too much. I don’t believe in pauperizing people.”

“But if you’d give a little of yourself, dear,” ventured Della, gently. “If you could only get
interested in something outside of your own life, it would help so much; and —”

“Now, Della, dear,” interrupted the elder sister, restively, “I love you, and I love to have you
come here; but I simply cannot endure being preached to7. It’s all very well for you to turn yourself
into an angel of mercy and give cups of cold water, and bandage up broken heads, and all that. Perhaps
YOU can forget Jamie that way; but I couldn’t. It would only make me think of him all the more,
wondering if HE had any one to give him water and bandage up his head. Besides, the whole thing
would be very distasteful to me – mixing with all sorts and kinds of people like that.”

“Did you ever try it?”
“Why, no, of course not!” Mrs. Carew’s voice was scornfully indignant.
“Then how can you know – till you do try?” asked the young nurse, rising to her feet a little

wearily. “But I must go, dear. I’m to meet the girls at the South Station. Our train goes at twelve-
thirty. I’m sorry if I’ve made you cross with me,” she finished, as she kissed her sister good-by.

“I’m not cross with you, Della,” sighed Mrs. Carew; “but if you only would understand!”
One minute later Della Wetherby made her way through the silent, gloomy halls, and out to

the street. Face, step, and manner were very different from what they had been when she tripped up
the steps less than half an hour before. All the alertness, the springiness, the joy of living were gone.
For half a block she listlessly dragged one foot after the other. Then, suddenly, she threw back her
head and drew a long breath.

“One week in that house would kill me,” she shuddered. “I don’t believe even Pollyanna herself
could so much as make a dent in the gloom! And the only thing she could be glad for there would
be that she didn’t have to stay.”

That this avowed disbelief in Pollyanna’s ability to bring about a change for the better in Mrs.
Carew’s home was not Della Wetherby’s real opinion, however, was quickly proved; for no sooner
had the nurse reached the Sanatorium than she learned something that sent her flying back over the
fifty-mile journey to Boston the very next day.

So exactly as before did she find circumstances at her sister’s home that it seemed almost as
if Mrs. Carew had not moved since she left her.

“Ruth,” she burst out eagerly, after answering her sister’s surprised greeting, “I just HAD to
come, and you must, this once, yield to me and let me have my way8. Listen! You can have that little
Pollyanna here, I think, if you will.”

“But I won’t,” returned Mrs. Carew, with chilly promptness.
Della Wetherby did not seem to have heard. She plunged on excitedly.
“When I got back yesterday I found that Dr. Ames had had a letter from Dr. Chilton, the one

who married Pollyanna’s aunt, you know. Well, it seems in it he said he was going to Germany for
the winter for a special course, and was going to take his wife with him, if he could persuade her that
Pollyanna would be all right in some boarding school here meantime. But Mrs. Chilton didn’t want
to leave Pollyanna in just a school, and so he was afraid she wouldn’t go. And now, Ruth, there’s our
chance. I want YOU to take Pollyanna this winter, and let her go to some school around here.”

“What an absurd idea, Della! As if I wanted a child here to bother with!”
“She won’t bother a bit. She must be nearly or quite thirteen by this time, and she’s the most

capable little thing you ever saw.”
“I don’t like ‘capable’ children,” retorted Mrs. Carew perversely – but she laughed; and because

she did laugh, her sister took sudden courage and redoubled her efforts.

7 cannot endure being preached to – (разг.) не выношу, когда меня поучают
8 have my way – (разг.) настоять на своем
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Perhaps it was the suddenness of the appeal, or the novelty of it. Perhaps it was because the
story of Pollyanna had somehow touched Ruth Carew’s heart. Perhaps it was only her unwillingness
to refuse her sister’s impassioned plea. Whatever it was that finally turned the scale9, when Della
Wetherby took her hurried leave half an hour later, she carried with her Ruth Carew’s promise to
receive Pollyanna into her home.

“But just remember,” Mrs. Carew warned her at parting, “just remember that the minute that
child begins to preach to me and to tell me to count my mercies, back she goes to you, and you may
do what you please with her. I sha’n’t keep her!”

“I’ll remember – but I’m not worrying any,” nodded the younger woman, in farewell. To herself
she whispered, as she hurried away from the house: “Half my job is done. Now for the other half
– to get Pollyanna to come. But she’s just got to come. I’ll write that letter so they can’t help letting
her come!”

9 turned the scale – (разг.) решило исход дела



Э.  Х.  Портер, Е.  Г.  Тигонен.  «Pollyanna Crows up / Поллианна вырастает. Книга для чтения на английском языке»

11

 
Chapter II

Some Old Friends
 

In Beldingsville that August day, Mrs. Chilton waited until Pollyanna had gone to bed before
she spoke to her husband about the letter that had come in the morning mail. For that matter, she
would have had to wait, anyway, for crowded office hours, and the doctor’s two long drives over the
hills had left no time for domestic conferences.

It was about half-past nine, indeed, when the doctor entered his wife’s sitting-room. His tired
face lighted at sight of her, but at once a perplexed questioning came to his eyes.

“Why, Polly, dear, what is it?” he asked concernedly.
His wife gave a rueful laugh.
“Well, it’s a letter – though I didn’t mean you should find out by just looking at me.”
“Then you mustn’t look so I can,” he smiled. “But what is it?”
Mrs. Chilton hesitated, pursed her lips, then picked up a letter near her.
“I’ll read it to you,” she said. “It’s from a Miss Della Wetherby at Dr. Ames’ Sanatorium.”
“All right. Fire away,” directed the man, throwing himself at full length on to the couch near

his wife’s chair.
But his wife did not at once “fire away.” She got up first and covered her husband’s recumbent

figure with a gray worsted afghan. Mrs. Chilton’s wedding day was but a year behind her. She was
forty-two now. It seemed sometimes as if into that one short year of wifehood she had tried to crowd
all the loving service and “babying” that had been accumulating through twenty years of lovelessness
and loneliness. Nor did the doctor – who had been forty-five on his wedding day, and who could
remember nothing but loneliness and lovelessness – on his part object in the least to this concentrated
“tending.” He acted, indeed, as if he quite enjoyed it – though he was careful not to show it too
ardently: he had discovered that Mrs. Polly had for so long been Miss Polly that she was inclined to
retreat in a panic and dub her ministrations “silly,” if they were received with too much notice and
eagerness. So he contented himself now with a mere pat of her hand as she gave the afghan a final
smooth, and settled herself to read the letter aloud.

“My dear Mrs. Chilton,” Della Wetherby had written. “Just six times I have
commenced a letter to you, and torn it up; so now I have decided not to ‘commence’
at all, but just to tell you what I want at once. I want Pollyanna. May I have her?

“I met you and your husband last March when you came on to take Pollyanna
home, but I presume you don’t remember me. I am asking Dr. Ames (who does
know me very well) to write your husband, so that you may (I hope) not fear to trust
your dear little niece to us.

“I understand that you would go to Germany with your husband but for leaving
Pollyanna; and so I am making so bold as to ask you to let us take her. Indeed, I am
begging you to let us have her, dear Mrs. Chilton. And now let me tell you why.

“My sister, Mrs. Carew, is a lonely, broken-hearted, discontented, unhappy
woman. She lives in a world of gloom, into which no sunshine penetrates. Now I
believe that if anything on earth can bring the sunshine into her life, it is your niece,
Pollyanna. Won’t you let her try? I wish I could tell you what she has done for the
Sanatorium here, but nobody could TELL. You would have to see it. I long ago
discovered that you can’t TELL about Pollyanna. The minute you try to, she sounds
priggish and preachy, and – impossible. Yet you and I know she is anything but that.
You just have to bring Pollyanna on to the scene and let her speak for herself. And
so I want to take her to my sister – and let her speak for herself. She would attend
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school, of course, but meanwhile I truly believe she would be healing the wound in
my sister’s heart.

“I don’t know how to end this letter. I believe it’s harder than it was to begin
it. I’m afraid I don’t want to end it at all. I just want to keep talking and talking, for
fear, if I stop, it’ll give you a chance to say no. And so, if you ARE tempted to say
that dreadful word, won’t you please consider that – that I’m still talking, and telling
you how much we want and need Pollyanna.

“Hopefully yours,
“DELLA WETHERBY.”

“There!” ejaculated Mrs. Chilton, as she laid the letter down. “Did you ever read such a
remarkable letter, or hear of a more preposterous, absurd request?”

“Well, I’m not so sure,” smiled the doctor. “I don’t think it’s absurd to want Pollyanna.”
“But – but the way she puts it – healing the wound in her sister’s heart, and all that. One would

think the child was some sort of – of medicine!”
The doctor laughed outright, and raised his eyebrows.
“Well, I’m not so sure but she is, Polly. I ALWAYS said I wished I could prescribe her and buy

her as I would a box of pills; and Charlie Ames says they always made it a point at the Sanatorium
to give their patients a dose of Pollyanna as soon as possible after their arrival, during the whole year
she was there.”

“‘Dose,’ indeed!” scorned Mrs. Chilton.
“Then – you don’t think you’ll let her go?”
“Go? Why, of course not! Do you think I’d let that child go to perfect strangers like that? – and

such strangers! Why, Thomas, I should expect that that nurse would have her all bottled and labeled
with full directions on the outside how to take her, by the time I’d got back from Germany.”

Again the doctor threw back his head and laughed heartily, but only for a moment. His face
changed perceptibly as he reached into his pocket for a letter.

“I heard from Dr. Ames myself, this morning,” he said, with an odd something in his voice that
brought a puzzled frown to his wife’s brow. “Suppose I read you my letter now.”

“Dear Tom,” he began. “Miss Della Wetherby has asked me to give her and her
sister a ‘character,’ which I am very glad to do. I have known the Wetherby girls from
babyhood. They come from a fine old family, and are thoroughbred gentlewomen.
You need not fear on that score.

“There were three sisters, Doris, Ruth, and Della. Doris married a man named
John Kent, much against the family’s wishes. Kent came from good stock10, but was
not much himself, I guess, and was certainly a very eccentric, disagreeable man to
deal with. He was bitterly angry at the Wetherbys’ attitude toward him, and there
was little communication between the families until the baby came. The Wetherbys
worshiped the little boy, James – ‘Jamie,’ as they called him. Doris, the mother, died
when the boy was four years old, and the Wetherbys were making every effort to get
the father to give the child entirely up to them, when suddenly Kent disappeared,
taking the boy with him. He has never been heard from since11, though a world-wide
search has been made.

“The loss practically killed old Mr. and Mrs. Wetherby. They both died soon
after. Ruth was already married and widowed. Her husband was a man named

10 came from good stock – (разг.) из хорошей семьи
11 He has never been heard from since – (разг.) С тех пор о нем ничего не известно
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Carew, very wealthy, and much older than herself. He lived but a year or so after
marriage, and left her with a young son who also died within a year.

“From the time little Jamie disappeared, Ruth and Della seemed to have but
one object in life, and that was to find him. They have spent money like water12,
and have all but moved heaven and earth; but without avail. In time Della took up
nursing. She is doing splendid work, and has become the cheerful, efficient, sane
woman that she was meant to be – though still never forgetting her lost nephew, and
never leaving unfollowed any possible clew that might lead to his discovery.

“But with Mrs. Carew it is quite different. After losing her own boy, she
seemed to concentrate all her thwarted mother-love on her sister’s son. As you can
imagine, she was frantic when he disappeared. That was eight years ago – for her,
eight long years of misery, gloom, and bitterness. Everything that money can buy,
of course, is at her command; but nothing pleases her, nothing interests her. Della
feels that the time has come when she must be gotten out of herself, at all hazards;
and Della believes that your wife’s sunny little niece, Pollyanna, possesses the magic
key that will unlock the door to a new existence for her. Such being the case13, I
hope you will see your way clear to granting her request. And may I add that I, too,
personally, would appreciate the favor; for Ruth Carew and her sister are very old,
dear friends of my wife and myself; and what touches them touches us.

As ever yours,
CHARLIE.”

The letter finished, there was a long silence, so long a silence that the doctor uttered a quiet,
“Well, Polly?”

Still there was silence. The doctor, watching his wife’s face closely, saw that the usually firm
lips and chin were trembling. He waited then quietly until his wife spoke.

“How soon – do you think – they’ll expect her?” she asked at last.
In spite of himself Dr. Chilton gave a slight start.
“You – mean – that you WILL let her go?” he cried.
His wife turned indignantly.
“Why, Thomas Chilton, what a question! Do you suppose, after a letter like that, I could do

anything BUT let her go? Besides, didn’t Dr. Ames HIMSELF ask us to? Do you think, after what
that man has done for Pollyanna, that I’d refuse him ANYTHING – no matter what it was?”

“Dear, dear! I hope, now, that the doctor won’t take it into his head to ask for – for YOU,
my love,” murmured the husband-of-a-year, with a whimsical smile. But his wife only gave him a
deservedly scornful glance, and said:

“You may write Dr. Ames that we’ll send Pollyanna; and ask him to tell Miss Wetherby to give
us full instructions. It must be sometime before the tenth of next month, of course, for you sail then;
and I want to see the child properly established myself before I leave, naturally.”

“When will you tell Pollyanna?”
“To-morrow, probably.”
“What will you tell her?”
“I don’t know – exactly; but not any more than I can’t help, certainly. Whatever happens,

Thomas, we don’t want to spoil Pollyanna; and no child could help being spoiled if she once got it
into her head that she was a sort of – of —”

“Of medicine bottle with a label of full instructions for taking?” interpolated the doctor, with
a smile.

12 have spent money like water – (разг.) сорили деньгами
13 Such being the case – (уст.) Поскольку дело обстоит именно так
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“Yes,” sighed Mrs. Chilton. “It’s her unconsciousness that saves the whole thing14. YOU know
that, dear.”

“Yes, I know,” nodded the man.
“She knows, of course, that you and I, and half the town are playing the game with her, and

that we – we are wonderfully happier because we ARE playing it.” Mrs. Chilton’s voice shook a little,
then went on more steadily. “But if, consciously, she should begin to be anything but her own natural,
sunny, happy little self, playing the game that her father taught her, she would be – just what that
nurse said she sounded like – ‘impossible.’ So, whatever I tell her, I sha’n’t tell her that she’s going
down to Mrs. Carew’s to cheer her up,” concluded Mrs. Chilton, rising to her feet with decision, and
putting away her work.

“Which is where I think you’re wise,” approved the doctor.
Pollyanna was told the next day; and this was the manner of it.
“My dear,” began her aunt, when the two were alone together that morning, “how would you

like to spend next winter in Boston?”
“With you?”
“No; I have decided to go with your uncle to Germany. But Mrs. Carew, a dear friend of Dr.

Ames, has asked you to come and stay with her for the winter, and I think I shall let you go.”
Pollyanna’s face fell.
“But in Boston I won’t have Jimmy, or Mr. Pendleton, or Mrs. Snow, or anybody that I know,

Aunt Polly.”
“No, dear; but you didn’t have them when you came here – till you found them.”
Pollyanna gave a sudden smile.
“Why, Aunt Polly, so I didn’t! And that means that down to Boston there are some Jimmys and

Mr. Pendletons and Mrs. Snows waiting for me that I don’t know, doesn’t it?”
“Yes, dear.”
“Then I can be glad of that. I believe now, Aunt Polly, you know how to play the game better

than I do. I never thought of the folks down there waiting for me to know them. And there’s such a
lot of ’em, too! I saw some of them when I was there two years ago with Mrs. Gray. We were there
two whole hours, you know, on my way here from out West.

“There was a man in the station – a perfectly lovely man who told me where to get a drink of
water. Do you suppose he’s there now? I’d like to know him. And there was a nice lady with a little
girl. They live in Boston. They said they did. The little girl’s name was Susie Smith. Perhaps I could
get to know them. Do you suppose I could? And there was a boy, and another lady with a baby –
only they lived in Honolulu, so probably I couldn’t find them there now. But there’d be Mrs. Carew,
anyway. Who is Mrs. Carew, Aunt Polly? Is she a relation?”

“Dear me, Pollyanna!” exclaimed Mrs. Chilton, half-laughingly, half-despairingly. “How do
you expect anybody to keep up with your tongue, much less your thoughts15, when they skip to
Honolulu and back again in two seconds! No, Mrs. Carew isn’t any relation to us. She’s Miss Della
Wetherby’s sister. Do you remember Miss Wetherby at the Sanatorium?”

Pollyanna clapped her hands.
“HER sister? Miss Wetherby’s sister? Oh, then she’ll be lovely, I know. Miss Wetherby was. I

loved Miss Wetherby. She had little smile-wrinkles all around her eyes and mouth, and she knew the
NICEST stories. I only had her two months, though, because she only got there a little while before I
came away. At first I was sorry that I hadn’t had her ALL the time, but afterwards I was glad; for you
see if I HAD had her all the time, it would have been harder to say good-by than ’twas when I’d only
had her a little while. And now it’ll seem as if I had her again, ’cause I’m going to have her sister.”

14 saves the whole thing – (разг.) спасает положение
15 much less your thoughts – (разг.) а уж тем более за твоими мыслями
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Mrs. Chilton drew in her breath and bit her lip.
“But, Pollyanna, dear, you must not expect that they’ll be quite alike,” she ventured.
“Why, they’re SISTERS, Aunt Polly,” argued the little girl, her eyes widening; “and I thought

sisters were always alike. We had two sets of ’em in the Ladies’ Aiders. One set was twins, and THEY
were so alike you couldn’t tell which was Mrs. Peck and which was Mrs. Jones, until a wart grew
on Mrs. Jones’s nose, then of course we could, because we looked for the wart the first thing. And
that’s what I told her one day when she was complaining that people called her Mrs. Peck, and I said
if they’d only look for the wart as I did, they’d know right off. But she acted real cross – I mean
displeased, and I’m afraid she didn’t like it – though I don’t see why; for I should have thought she’d
been glad there was something they could be told apart by, ’specially as she was the president, and
didn’t like it when folks didn’t ACT as if she was the president – best seats and introductions and
special attentions at church suppers, you know. But she didn’t, and afterwards I heard Mrs. White tell
Mrs. Rawson that Mrs. Jones had done everything she could think of to get rid of that wart, even to
trying to put salt on a bird’s tail. But I don’t see how THAT could do any good. Aunt Polly, DOES
putting salt on a bird’s tail help the warts on people’s noses?”

“Of course not, child! How you do run on, Pollyanna, especially if you get started on those
Ladies’ Aiders!”

“Do I, Aunt Polly?” asked the little girl, ruefully. “And does it plague you? I don’t mean to
plague you, honestly, Aunt Polly. And, anyway, if I do plague you about those Ladies’ Aiders, you
can be kind o’ glad, for if I’m thinking of the Aiders, I’m sure to be thinking how glad I am that
I don’t belong to them any longer, but have got an aunt all my own. You can be glad of that, can’t
you, Aunt Polly?”

“Yes, yes, dear, of course I can, of course I can,” laughed Mrs. Chilton, rising to leave the
room, and feeling suddenly very guilty that she was conscious sometimes of a little of her old irritation
against Pollyanna’s perpetual gladness.

During the next few days, while letters concerning Pollyanna’s winter stay in Boston were flying
back and forth, Pollyanna herself was preparing for that stay by a series of farewell visits to her
Beldingsville friends.

Everybody in the little Vermont village knew Pollyanna now, and almost everybody was playing
the game with her. The few who were not, were not refraining because of ignorance of what the “glad
game” was. So to one house after another Pollyanna carried the news now that she was going down to
Boston to spend the winter; and loudly rose the clamor of regret and remonstrance, all the way from
Nancy in Aunt Polly’s own kitchen to the great house on the hill where lived John Pendleton.

Nancy did not hesitate to say – to every one except her mistress – that SHE considered this
Boston trip all foolishness, and that for her part she would have been glad to take Miss Pollyanna
home with her to the Corners, she would, she would; and then Mrs. Polly could have gone to Germany
all she wanted to16.

On the hill John Pendleton said practically the same thing, only he did not hesitate to say it to
Mrs. Chilton herself. As for Jimmy, the twelve-year-old boy whom John Pendleton had taken into
his home because Pollyanna wanted him to, and whom he had now adopted – because he wanted to
himself – as for Jimmy, Jimmy was indignant, and he was not slow to show it.

“But you’ve just come,” he reproached Pollyanna, in the tone of voice a small boy is apt to use
when he wants to hide the fact that he has a heart.

“Why, I’ve been here ever since the last of March. Besides, it isn’t as if I was going to stay.
It’s only for this winter.”

16 all she wanted to – (разг.) раз ей так хочется
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“I don’t care. You’ve just been away for a whole year, ’most, and if I’d s’posed you was going
away again right off, the first thing, I wouldn’t have helped one mite to meet you with flags and bands
and things, that day you come from the Sanatorium.”

“Why, Jimmy Bean!” ejaculated Pollyanna, in amazed disapproval. Then, with a touch of
superiority born of hurt pride, she observed: “I’m sure I didn’t ASK you to meet me with bands and
things – and you made two mistakes in that sentence. You shouldn’t say ‘you was’; and I think ‘you
come’ is wrong. It doesn’t sound right, anyway.”

“Well, who cares if I did?”
Pollyanna’s eyes grew still more disapproving.
“You SAID you did – when you asked me this summer to tell you when you said things wrong,

because Mr. Pendleton was trying to make you talk right.”
“Well, if you’d been brought up in a ’sylum without any folks that cared, instead of by a whole

lot of old women who didn’t have anything to do but tell you how to talk right, maybe you’d say ‘you
was,’ and a whole lot more worse things, Pollyanna Whittier!”

“Why, Jimmy Bean!” flared Pollyanna. “My Ladies’ Aiders weren’t old women – that is,
not many of them, so very old,” she corrected hastily, her usual proclivity for truth and literalness
superseding her anger; “and —”

“Well, I’m not Jimmy Bean, either,” interrupted the boy, uptilting his chin.
“You’re – not – Why, Jimmy Be – — What do you mean?” demanded the little girl.
“I’ve been adopted, LEGALLY. He’s been intending to do it, all along, he says, only he didn’t

get to it. Now he’s done it. I’m to be called ‘Jimmy Pendleton’ and I’m to call him Uncle John, only I
ain’t – are not – I mean, I AM not used to it yet, so I hain’t – haven’t begun to call him that, much.”

The boy still spoke crossly, aggrievedly, but every trace of displeasure had fled from the little
girl’s face at his words. She clapped her hands joyfully.

“Oh, how splendid! Now you’ve really got FOLKS – folks that care, you know. And you won’t
ever have to explain that he wasn’t BORN your folks, ’cause your name’s the same now. I’m so glad,
GLAD, GLAD!”

The boy got up suddenly from the stone wall where they had been sitting, and walked off. His
cheeks felt hot, and his eyes smarted with tears. It was to Pollyanna that he owed it all – this great good
that had come to him; and he knew it. And it was to Pollyanna that he had just now been saying —

He kicked a small stone fiercely, then another, and another. He thought those hot tears in his
eyes were going to spill over and roll down his cheeks in spite of himself. He kicked another stone,
then another; then he picked up a third stone and threw it with all his might. A minute later he strolled
back to Pollyanna still sitting on the stone wall.

“I bet you I can hit that pine-tree down there before you can,” he challenged airily.
“Bet you can’t,” cried Pollyanna, scrambling down from her perch.
The race was not run after all, for Pollyanna remembered just in time that running fast was yet

one of the forbidden luxuries for her. But so far as Jimmy was concerned, it did not matter. His cheeks
were no longer hot, his eyes were not threatening to overflow with tears. Jimmy was himself again.
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Chapter III

A Dose of Pollyanna
 

As the eighth of September approached – the day Pollyanna was to arrive – Mrs. Ruth Carew
became more and more nervously exasperated with herself. She declared that she had regretted just
ONCE her promise to take the child – and that was ever since she had given it. Before twenty-four
hours had passed she had, indeed, written to her sister demanding that she be released from the
agreement; but Della had answered that it was quite too late, as already both she and Dr. Ames had
written the Chiltons.

Soon after that had come Della’s letter saying that Mrs. Chilton had given her consent, and
would in a few days come to Boston to make arrangements as to school, and the like. So there was
nothing to be done, naturally, but to let matters take their course. Mrs. Carew realized that, and
submitted to the inevitable, but with poor grace17. True, she tried to be decently civil when Della and
Mrs. Chilton made their expected appearance; but she was very glad that limited time made Mrs.
Chilton’s stay of very short duration, and full to the brim of business.

It was well, indeed, perhaps, that Pollyanna’s arrival was to be at a date no later than the eighth;
for time, instead of reconciling Mrs. Carew to the prospective new member of her household, was
filling her with angry impatience at what she was pleased to call her “absurd yielding to Della’s crazy
scheme.”

Nor was Della herself in the least unaware of her sister’s state of mind. If outwardly she
maintained a bold front, inwardly she was very fearful as to results; but on Pollyanna she was pinning
her faith, and because she did pin her faith on Pollyanna, she determined on the bold stroke of leaving
the little girl to begin her fight entirely unaided and alone. She contrived, therefore, that Mrs. Carew
should meet them at the station upon their arrival; then, as soon as greetings and introductions were
over, she hurriedly pleaded a previous engagement and took herself off. Mrs. Carew, therefore, had
scarcely time to look at her new charge before she found herself alone with the child.

“Oh, but Della, Della, you mustn’t – I can’t —” she called agitatedly, after the retreating figure
of the nurse.

But Della, if she heard, did not heed; and, plainly annoyed and vexed, Mrs. Carew turned back
to the child at her side.

“What a shame! She didn’t hear, did she?” Pollyanna was saying, her eyes, also, wistfully
following the nurse. “And I didn’t WANT her to go now a bit. But then, I’ve got you, haven’t I? I
can be glad for that.”

“Oh, yes, you’ve got me – and I’ve got you,” returned the lady, not very graciously. “Come, we
go this way,” she directed, with a motion toward the right.

Obediently Pollyanna turned and trotted at Mrs. Carew’s side, through the huge station; but she
looked up once or twice rather anxiously into the lady’s unsmiling face. At last she spoke hesitatingly.

“I expect maybe you thought – I’d be pretty,” she hazarded, in a troubled voice.
“P-pretty?” repeated Mrs. Carew.
“Yes – with curls, you know, and all that. And of course you did wonder how I DID look, just

as I did you. Only I KNEW you’d be pretty and nice, on account of your sister. I had her to go by,
and you didn’t have anybody. And of course I’m not pretty, on account of the freckles, and it ISN’t
nice when you’ve been expecting a PRETTY little girl, to have one come like me; and —”

17 but with poor grace – (разг.) но неохотно
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“Nonsense, child!” interrupted Mrs. Carew, a trifle sharply. “Come, we’ll see to your trunk
now, then we’ll go home. I had hoped that my sister would come with us; but it seems she didn’t see
fit – even for this one night.”

Pollyanna smiled and nodded.
“I know; but she couldn’t, probably. Somebody wanted her, I expect. Somebody was always

wanting her at the Sanatorium. It’s a bother, of course, when folks do want you all the time, isn’t it?
– ’cause you can’t have yourself when you want yourself, lots of times. Still, you can be kind of glad
for that, for it IS nice to be wanted, isn’t it?”

There was no reply – perhaps because for the first time in her life Mrs. Carew was wondering
if anywhere in the world there was any one who really wanted her – not that she WISHED to be
wanted, of course, she told herself angrily, pulling herself up with a jerk, and frowning down at the
child by her side.

Pollyanna did not see the frown. Pollyanna’s eyes were on the hurrying throngs about them.
“My! what a lot of people,” she was saying happily. “There’s even more of them than there

was the other time I was here; but I haven’t seen anybody, yet, that I saw then, though I’ve looked
for them everywhere. Of course the lady and the little baby lived in Honolulu, so probably THEY
WOULDN’t be here; but there was a little girl, Susie Smith – she lived right here in Boston. Maybe
you know her though. Do you know Susie Smith?”

“No, I don’t know Susie Smith,” replied Mrs. Carew, dryly.
“Don’t you? She’s awfully nice, and SHE’s pretty – black curls, you know; the kind I’m going

to have when I go to Heaven. But never mind; maybe I can find her for you so you WILL know her.
Oh, my! what a perfectly lovely automobile! And are we going to ride in it?” broke off Pollyanna,
as they came to a pause before a handsome limousine, the door of which a liveried chauffeur was
holding open.

The chauffeur tried to hide a smile – and failed. Mrs. Carew, however, answered with the
weariness of one to whom “rides” are never anything but a means of locomotion from one tiresome
place to another probably quite as tiresome.

“Yes, we’re going to ride in it.” Then “Home, Perkins,” she added to the deferential chauffeur.
“Oh, my, is it yours?” asked Pollyanna, detecting the unmistakable air of ownership in her

hostess’s manner. “How perfectly lovely! Then you must be rich – awfully – I mean EXCEEDINGLY
rich, more than the kind that just has carpets in every room and ice cream Sundays, like the Whites –
one of my Ladies’ Aiders, you know. (That is, SHE was a Ladies’ Aider.) I used to think THEY were
rich, but I know now that being really rich means you’ve got diamond rings and hired girls and sealskin
coats, and dresses made of silk and velvet for every day, and an automobile. Have you got all those?”

“Why, y-yes, I suppose I have,” admitted Mrs. Carew, with a faint smile.
“Then you are rich, of course,” nodded Pollyanna, wisely. “My Aunt Polly has them, too, only

her automobile is a horse. My! but don’t I just love to ride in these things,” exulted Pollyanna, with
a happy little bounce. “You see I never did before, except the one that ran over me. They put me IN
that one after they’d got me out from under it; but of course I didn’t know about it, so I couldn’t enjoy
it. Since then I haven’t been in one at all. Aunt Polly doesn’t like them. Uncle Tom does, though, and
he wants one. He says he’s got to have one, in his business. He’s a doctor, you know, and all the other
doctors in town have got them now. I don’t know how it will come out. Aunt Polly is all stirred up
over it. You see, she wants Uncle Tom to have what he wants, only she wants him to want what she
wants him to want. See?”

Mrs. Carew laughed suddenly.
“Yes, my dear, I think I see,” she answered demurely, though her eyes still carried – for them

– a most unusual twinkle.
“All right,” sighed Pollyanna contentedly. “I thought you would; still, it did sound sort of mixed

when I said it. Oh, Aunt Polly says she wouldn’t mind having an automobile, so much, if she could
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have the only one there was in the world, so there wouldn’t be any one else to run into her; but – My!
what a lot of houses!” broke off Pollyanna, looking about her with round eyes of wonder. “Don’t they
ever stop? Still, there’d have to be a lot of them for all those folks to live in, of course, that I saw at
the station, besides all these here on the streets. And of course where there ARE more folks, there
are more to know. I love folks. Don’t you?”

“LOVE FOLKS!”
“Yes, just folks, I mean. Anybody – everybody.”
“Well, no, Pollyanna, I can’t say that I do,” replied Mrs. Carew, coldly, her brows contracted.
Mrs. Carew’s eyes had lost their twinkle. They were turned rather mistrustfully, indeed, on

Pollyanna. To herself Mrs. Carew was saying: “Now for preachment number one, I suppose, on my
duty to mix with my fellow-men, à la Sister Della!”

“Don’t you? Oh, I do,” sighed Pollyanna. “They’re all so nice and so different, you know. And
down here there must be such a lot of them to be nice and different. Oh, you don’t know how glad I am
so soon that I came! I knew I would be, anyway, just as soon as I found out you were YOU – that is,
Miss Wetherby’s sister, I mean. I love Miss Wetherby, so I knew I should you, too; for of course you’d
be alike – sisters, so – even if you weren’t twins like Mrs. Jones and Mrs. Peck – and they weren’t
quite alike, anyway, on account of the wart. But I reckon you don’t know what I mean, so I’ll tell you.”

And thus it happened that Mrs. Carew, who had been steeling herself for a preachment on
social ethics, found herself, much to her surprise and a little to her discomfiture, listening to the story
of a wart on the nose of one Mrs. Peck, Ladies’ Aider.

By the time the story was finished the limousine had turned into Commonwealth Avenue, and
Pollyanna immediately began to exclaim at the beauty of a street which had such a “lovely big long
yard all the way up and down through the middle of it,” and which was all the nicer, she said, “after
all those little narrow streets.”

“Only I should think every one would want to live on it,” she commented enthusiastically.
“Very likely; but that would hardly be possible,” retorted Mrs. Carew, with uplifted eyebrows.
Pollyanna, mistaking the expression on her face for one of dissatisfaction that her own home

was not on the beautiful Avenue, hastened to make amends18.
“Why, no, of course not,” she agreed. “And I didn’t mean that the narrower streets weren’t just

as nice,” she hurried on; “and even better, maybe, because you could be glad you didn’t have to go
so far when you wanted to run across the way to borrow eggs or soda, and – Oh, but DO you live
here?” she interrupted herself, as the car came to a stop before the imposing Carew doorway. “Do
you live here, Mrs. Carew?”

“Why, yes, of course I live here,” returned the lady, with just a touch of irritation.
“Oh, how glad, GLAD you must be to live in such a perfectly lovely place!” exulted the little

girl, springing to the sidewalk and looking eagerly about her. “Aren’t you glad?”
Mrs. Carew did not reply. With unsmiling lips and frowning brow she was stepping from the

limousine.
For the second time in five minutes, Pollyanna hastened to make amends.
“Of course I don’t mean the kind of glad that’s sinfully proud,” she explained, searching Mrs.

Carew’s face with anxious eyes. “Maybe you thought I did, same as Aunt Polly used to, sometimes. I
don’t mean the kind that’s glad because you’ve got something somebody else can’t have; but the kind
that just – just makes you want to shout and yell and bang doors, you know, even if it isn’t proper19,”
she finished, dancing up and down on her toes.

The chauffeur turned his back precipitately, and busied himself with the car. Mrs. Carew, still
with unsmiling lips and frowning brow led the way up the broad stone steps.

18 hastened to make amends – (разг.) поспешила исправиться
19 even if it isn’t proper – (разг.) даже если это неприлично
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“Come, Pollyanna,” was all she said, crisply.
It was five days later that Della Wetherby received the letter from her sister, and very eagerly

she tore it open. It was the first that had come since Pollyanna’s arrival in Boston.
“My dear Sister,” Mrs. Carew had written. “For pity’s sake, Della, why didn’t

you give me some sort of an idea what to expect from this child you have insisted
upon my taking? I’m nearly wild – and I simply can’t send her away. I’ve tried to
three times, but every time, before I get the words out of my mouth, she stops them
by telling me what a perfectly lovely time she is having, and how glad she is to be
here, and how good I am to let her live with me while her Aunt Polly has gone to
Germany. Now how, pray, in the face of that, can I turn around and say ‘Well, won’t
you please go home; I don’t want you’? And the absurd part of it is, I don’t believe
it has ever entered her head that I don’t WANT her here; and I can’t seem to make
it enter her head, either.

“Of course if she begins to preach, and to tell me to count my blessings, I
SHALL send her away. You know I told you, to begin with, that I wouldn’t permit
that. And I won’t. Two or three times I have thought she was going to (preach, I
mean), but so far she has always ended up with some ridiculous story about those
Ladies’ Aiders of hers; so the sermon gets sidetracked – luckily for her, if she wants
to stay.

“But, really, Della, she is impossible. Listen. In the first place she is wild with
delight over the house. The very first day she got here she begged me to open every
room; and she was not satisfied until every shade in the house was up, so that she
might ‘see all the perfectly lovely things,’ which, she declared, were even nicer than
Mr. John Pendleton’s – whoever he may be, somebody in Beldingsville, I believe.
Anyhow, he isn’t a Ladies’ Aider. I’ve found out that much.

“Then, as if it wasn’t enough to keep me running from room to room (as if I
were the guide on a ‘personally conducted’), what did she do but discover a white
satin evening gown that I hadn’t worn for years, and beseech me to put it on. And
I did put it on – why, I can’t imagine, only that I found myself utterly helpless in
her hands.

“But that was only the beginning. She begged then to see everything that I
had, and she was so perfectly funny in her stories of the missionary barrels, which
she used to ‘dress out of,’ that I had to laugh – though I almost cried, too, to think
of the wretched things that poor child had to wear. Of course gowns led to jewels,
and she made such a fuss over my two or three rings that I foolishly opened the safe,
just to see her eyes pop out. And, Della, I thought that child would go crazy. She put
on to me every ring, brooch, bracelet, and necklace that I owned, and insisted on
fastening both diamond tiaras in my hair (when she found out what they were), until
there I sat, hung with pearls and diamonds and emeralds, and feeling like a heathen
goddess in a Hindu temple, especially when that preposterous child began to dance
round and round me, clapping her hands and chanting, ‘Oh, how perfectly lovely,
how perfectly lovely! How I would love to hang you on a string in the window –
you’d make such a beautiful prism!’

“I was just going to ask her what on earth she meant by that when down she
dropped in the middle of the floor and began to cry. And what do you suppose she
was crying for? Because she was so glad she’d got eyes that could see! Now what
do you think of that?

“Of course this isn’t all. It’s only the beginning. Pollyanna has been here four
days, and she’s filled every one of them full. She already numbers among her friends
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the ash-man, the policeman on the beat20, and the paper boy, to say nothing of every
servant in my employ. They seem actually bewitched with her, every one of them.
But please do not think I am, for I’m not. I would send the child back to you at
once if I didn’t feel obliged to fulfil my promise to keep her this winter. As for her
making me forget Jamie and my great sorrow – that is impossible. She only makes
me feel my loss all the more keenly – because I have her instead of him. But, as I
said, I shall keep her – until she begins to preach. Then back she goes to you. But
she hasn’t preached yet.

“Lovingly but distractedly yours,
“RUTH.”

“‘Hasn’t preached yet,’ indeed!” chuckled Della Wetherby to herself, folding up the closely-
written sheets of her sister’s letter. “Oh, Ruth, Ruth! and yet you admit that you’ve opened every
room, raised every shade, decked yourself in satin and jewels – and Pollyanna hasn’t been there a
week yet. But she hasn’t preached – oh, no, she hasn’t preached!”

20 the policeman on the beat – (разг.) полицейский на обходе (дежурстве)
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Chapter IV

The Game and MRS. Carew
 

Boston, to Pollyanna, was a new experience, and certainly Pollyanna, to Boston – such part of
it as was privileged to know her – was very much of a new experience.

Pollyanna said she liked Boston, but that she did wish it was not quite so big.
“You see,” she explained earnestly to Mrs. Carew, the day following her arrival, “I want to see

and know it ALL, and I can’t. It’s just like Aunt Polly’s company dinners; there’s so much to eat –
I mean, to see – that you don’t eat – I mean, see – anything, because you’re always trying to decide
what to eat – I mean, to see.

“Of course you can be glad there IS such a lot,” resumed Pollyanna, after taking breath, “‘cause
a whole lot of anything is nice – that is, GOOD things; not such things as medicine and funerals, of
course! – but at the same time I couldn’t used to help wishing Aunt Polly’s company dinners could
be spread out a little over the days when there wasn’t any cake and pie; and I feel the same way about
Boston. I wish I could take part of it home with me up to Beldingsville so I’d have SOMETHING new
next summer. But of course I can’t. Cities aren’t like frosted cake – and, anyhow, even the cake didn’t
keep very well. I tried it, and it dried up, ’specially the frosting. I reckon the time to take frosting and
good times is while they are going; so I want to see all I can now while I’m here.”

Pollyanna, unlike the people who think that to see the world one must begin at the most distant
point, began her “seeing Boston” by a thorough exploration of her immediate surroundings21 – the
beautiful Commonwealth Avenue residence which was now her home. This, with her school work,
fully occupied her time and attention for some days.

There was so much to see, and so much to learn; and everything was so marvelous and so
beautiful, from the tiny buttons in the wall that flooded the rooms with light, to the great silent
ballroom hung with mirrors and pictures. There were so many delightful people to know, too, for
besides Mrs. Carew herself there were Mary, who dusted the drawing-rooms, answered the bell, and
accompanied Pollyanna to and from school each day; Bridget, who lived in the kitchen and cooked;
Jennie, who waited at table, and Perkins who drove the automobile. And they were all so delightful
– yet so different!

Pollyanna had arrived on a Monday, so it was almost a week before the first Sunday. She came
downstairs that morning with a beaming countenance.

“I love Sundays,” she sighed happily.
“Do you?” Mrs. Carew’s voice had the weariness of one who loves no day.
“Yes, on account of church, you know, and Sunday school. Which do you like best, church,

or Sunday school?”
“Well, really, I —” began Mrs. Carew, who seldom went to church and never went to Sunday

school.
“’tis hard to tell, isn’t it?” interposed Pollyanna, with luminous but serious eyes. “But you see

I like church best, on account of father. You know he was a minister, and of course he’s really up
in Heaven with mother and the rest of us, but I try to imagine him down here, lots of times; and it’s
easiest in church, when the minister is talking. I shut my eyes and imagine it’s father up there; and it
helps lots. I’m so glad we can imagine things, aren’t you?”

“I’m not so sure of that, Pollyanna.”
“Oh, but just think how much nicer our IMAGINED things are than our really truly ones – that

is, of course, yours aren’t, because your REAL ones are so nice.” Mrs. Carew angrily started to speak,

21 immediate surroundings – (уст.) ближайшие окрестности
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but Pollyanna was hurrying on. “And of course MY real ones are ever so much nicer than they used to
be. But all that time I was hurt, when my legs didn’t go, I just had to keep imagining all the time, just
as hard as I could. And of course now there are lots of times when I do it – like about father, and all
that. And so to-day I’m just going to imagine it’s father up there in the pulpit. What time do we go?”

“GO?”
“To church, I mean.”
“But, Pollyanna, I don’t – that is, I’d rather not —” Mrs. Carew cleared her throat and tried

again to say that she was not going to church at all; that she almost never went. But with Pollyanna’s
confident little face and happy eyes before her, she could not do it.

“Why, I suppose – about quarter past ten – if we walk,” she said then, almost crossly. “It’s
only a little way.22”

Thus it happened that Mrs. Carew on that bright September morning occupied for the first time
in months the Carew pew in the very fashionable and elegant church to which she had gone as a girl,
and which she still supported liberally – so far as money went.

To Pollyanna that Sunday morning service was a great wonder and joy. The marvelous music
of the vested choir, the opalescent rays from the jeweled windows, the impassioned voice of the
preacher, and the reverent hush of the worshiping throng filled her with an ecstasy that left her for a
time almost speechless. Not until they were nearly home did she fervently breathe:

“Oh, Mrs. Carew, I’ve just been thinking how glad I am we don’t have to live but just one day
at a time!”

Mrs. Carew frowned and looked down sharply. Mrs. Carew was in no mood for preaching. She
had just been obliged to endure it from the pulpit, she told herself angrily, and she would NOT listen
to it from this chit of a child. Moreover, this “living one day at a time” theory was a particularly pet
doctrine of Della’s. Was not Della always saying: “But you only have to live one minute at a time,
Ruth, and any one can endure anything for one minute at a time!”

“Well?” said Mrs. Carew now, tersely.
“Yes. Only think what I’d do if I had to live yesterday and to-day and to-morrow all at once,”

sighed Pollyanna. “Such a lot of perfectly lovely things, you know. But I’ve had yesterday, and now
I’m living today, and I’ve got to-morrow still coming, and next Sunday, too. Honestly, Mrs. Carew, if
it wasn’t Sunday now, and on this nice quiet street, I should just dance and shout and yell. I couldn’t
help it. But it’s being Sunday, so, I shall have to wait till I get home and then take a hymn – the most
rejoicingest hymn I can think of. What is the most rejoicingest hymn? Do you know, Mrs. Carew?”

“No, I can’t say that I do,” answered Mrs. Carew, faintly, looking very much as if she were
searching for something she had lost. For a woman who expects, because things are so bad, to be told
that she need stand only one day at a time, it is disarming, to say the least23, to be told that, because
things are so good, it is lucky she does not HAVE to stand but one day at a time!

On Monday, the next morning, Pollyanna went to school for the first time alone. She knew the
way perfectly now, and it was only a short walk. Pollyanna enjoyed her school very much. It was a
small private school for girls, and was quite a new experience, in its way; but Pollyanna liked new
experiences.

Mrs. Carew, however, did not like new experiences, and she was having a good many of them
these days. For one who is tired of everything to be in so intimate a companionship with one to whom
everything is a fresh and fascinating joy must needs result in annoyance, to say the least. And Mrs.
Carew was more than annoyed. She was exasperated. Yet to herself she was forced to admit that
if any one asked her why she was exasperated, the only reason she could give would be “Because
Pollyanna is so glad” – and even Mrs. Carew would hardly like to give an answer like that.

22 It’s only a little way. – Это совсем рядом.
23 to say the least – (разг.) мягко говоря
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To Della, however, Mrs. Carew did write that the word “glad” had got on her nerves, and
that sometimes she wished she might never hear it again. She still admitted that Pollyanna had not
preached – that she had not even once tried to make her play the game. What the child did do,
however, was invariably to take Mrs. Carew’s “gladness” as a matter of course, which, to one who
HAD no gladness, was most provoking.

It was during the second week of Pollyanna’s stay that Mrs. Carew’s annoyance overflowed into
irritable remonstrance. The immediate cause thereof was Pollyanna’s glowing conclusion to a story
about one of her Ladies’ Aiders.

“She was playing the game, Mrs. Carew. But maybe you don’t know what the game is. I’ll tell
you. It’s a lovely game.”

But Mrs. Carew held up her hand.
“Never mind, Pollyanna,” she demurred. “I know all about the game. My sister told me, and

– and I must say that I – I should not care for it24.”
“Why, of course not, Mrs. Carew!” exclaimed Pollyanna in quick apology. “I didn’t mean the

game for you. You couldn’t play it, of course.”
“I COULDN’t play it!” ejaculated Mrs. Carew, who, though she WOULD not play this silly

game, was in no mood to be told that she COULD not.
“Why, no, don’t you see?” laughed Pollyanna, gleefully. “The game is to find something in

everything to be glad about; and you couldn’t even begin to hunt, for there isn’t anything about you
but what you COULD be glad about. There wouldn’t BE any game to it for you! Don’t you see?”

Mrs. Carew flushed angrily. In her annoyance she said more than perhaps she meant to say.
“Well, no, Pollyanna, I can’t say that I do,” she differed coldly. “As it happens, you see, I can

find nothing whatever to be – glad for.”
For a moment Pollyanna stared blankly. Then she fell back in amazement.
“Why, MRS. CAREW!” she breathed.
“Well, what is there – for me?” challenged the woman, forgetting all about, for the moment,

that she was never going to allow Pollyanna to “preach.”
“Why, there’s – there’s everything,” murmured Pollyanna, still with that dazed unbelief. “There

– there’s this beautiful house.”
“It’s just a place to eat and sleep – and I don’t want to eat and sleep.”
“But there are all these perfectly lovely things,” faltered Pollyanna.
“I’m tired of them.”
“And your automobile that will take you anywhere.”
“I don’t want to go anywhere.” Pollyanna quite gasped aloud.
“But think of the people and things you could see, Mrs. Carew.”
“They would not interest me, Pollyanna.”
Once again Pollyanna stared in amazement. The troubled frown on her face deepened.
“But, Mrs. Carew, I don’t see,” she urged. “Always, before, there have been BAD things for

folks to play the game on, and the badder they are the more fun ’tis to get them out – find the things
to be glad for, I mean. But where there AREN’t any bad things, I shouldn’t know how to play the
game myself.”

There was no answer for a time. Mrs. Carew sat with her eyes out the window. Gradually the
angry rebellion on her face changed to a look of hopeless sadness. Very slowly then she turned and
said:

“Pollyanna, I had thought I wouldn’t tell you this; but I’ve decided that I will. I’m going to tell
you why nothing that I have can make me – glad.” And she began the story of Jamie, the little four-

24 I should not care for it – (разг.) мне это неинтересно
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year-old boy who, eight long years before, had stepped as into another world, leaving the door fast
shut between.

“And you’ve never seen him since – anywhere?” faltered Pollyanna, with tear-wet eyes, when
the story was done.

“Never.”
“But we’ll find him, Mrs. Carew – I’m sure we’ll find him.”
Mrs. Carew shook her head sadly.
“But I can’t. I’ve looked everywhere, even in foreign lands.”
“But he must be somewhere.”
“He may be – dead, Pollyanna.”
Pollyanna gave a quick cry.
“Oh, no, Mrs. Carew. Please don’t say that! Let’s imagine he’s alive. We CAN do that, and

that’ll help; and when we get him IMAGINED alive we can just as well imagine we’re going to find
him. And that’ll help a whole lot more.”

“But I’m afraid he’s – dead, Pollyanna,” choked Mrs. Carew.
“You don’t know it for sure, do you?” besought the little girl, anxiously.
“N-no.”
“Well, then, you’re just imagining it,” maintained Pollyanna, in triumph. “And if you can

imagine him dead, you can just as well imagine him alive, and it’ll be a whole lot nicer while you’re
doing it. Don’t you see? And some day, I’m just sure you’ll find him. Why, Mrs. Carew, you CAN
play the game now! You can play it on Jamie. You can be glad every day, for every day brings you
just one day nearer to the time when you’re going to find him. See?”

But Mrs. Carew did not “see.” She rose drearily to her feet and said:
“No, no, child! You don’t understand – you don’t understand. Now run away, please, and read,

or do anything you like. My head aches. I’m going to lie down.”
And Pollyanna, with a troubled, sober face, slowly left the room.
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Chapter V

Pollyanna Takes a Walk
 

It was on the second Saturday afternoon that Pollyanna took her memorable walk. Heretofore
Pollyanna had not walked out alone, except to go to and from school. That she would ever attempt
to explore Boston streets by herself, never occurred to Mrs. Carew, hence she naturally had never
forbidden it. In Beldingsville, however, Pollyanna had found – especially at the first – her chief
diversion in strolling about the rambling old village streets in search of new friends and new
adventures.

On this particular Saturday afternoon Mrs. Carew had said, as she often did say: “There, there,
child, run away; please do. Go where you like and do what you like, only don’t, please, ask me any
more questions to-day!”

Until now, left to herself, Pollyanna had always found plenty to interest her within the four
walls of the house; for, if inanimate things failed, there were yet Mary, Jennie, Bridget, and Perkins.
To-day, however, Mary had a headache, Jennie was trimming a new hat25, Bridget was making apple
pies, and Perkins was nowhere to be found. Moreover it was a particularly beautiful September day,
and nothing within the house was so alluring as the bright sunlight and balmy air outside. So outside
Pollyanna went and dropped herself down on the steps.

For some time she watched in silence the well-dressed men, women, and children, who walked
briskly by the house, or else sauntered more leisurely through the parkway that extended up and down
the middle of the Avenue. Then she got to her feet, skipped down the steps, and stood looking, first
to the right, then to the left.

Pollyanna had decided that she, too, would take a walk. It was a beautiful day for a walk, and
not once, yet, had she taken one at all – not a REAL walk. Just going to and from school did not
count. So she would take one to-day. Mrs. Carew would not mind. Had she not told her to do just
what she pleased so long as she asked no more questions? And there was the whole long afternoon
before her. Only think what a lot one might see in a whole long afternoon! And it really was such a
beautiful day. She would go – this way! And with a little whirl and skip of pure joy, Pollyanna turned
and walked blithely down the Avenue.

Into the eyes of those she met Pollyanna smiled joyously. She was disappointed – but not
surprised – that she received no answering smile in return. She was used to that now – in Boston. She
still smiled, however, hopefully: there might be some one, sometime, who would smile back.

Mrs. Carew’s home was very near the beginning of Commonwealth Avenue, so it was not long
before Pollyanna found herself at the edge of a street crossing her way at right angles. Across the
street, in all its autumn glory, lay what to Pollyanna was the most beautiful “yard” she had ever seen
– the Boston Public Garden.

For a moment Pollyanna hesitated, her eyes longingly fixed on the wealth of beauty before her.
That it was the private grounds of some rich man or woman, she did not for a moment doubt. Once,
with Dr. Ames at the Sanatorium, she had been taken to call on a lady who lived in a beautiful house
surrounded by just such walks and trees and flowerbeds as these.

Pollyanna wanted now very much to cross the street and walk in those grounds, but she doubted
if she had the right. To be sure, others were there, moving about, she could see; but they might be
invited guests, of course. After she had seen two women, one man, and a little girl unhesitatingly
enter the gate and walk briskly down the path, however, Pollyanna concluded that she, too, might go.
Watching her chance she skipped nimbly across the street and entered the Garden.

25 was trimming a new hat – (разг.) отделывала новую шляпку
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It was even more beautiful close at hand26 than it had been at a distance. Birds twittered over
her head, and a squirrel leaped across the path ahead of her. On benches here and there sat men,
women, and children. Through the trees flashed the sparkle of the sun on water; and from somewhere
came the shouts of children and the sound of music.

Once again Pollyanna hesitated; then, a little timidly, she accosted a handsomely-dressed young
woman coming toward her.

“Please, is this – a party?” she asked.
The young woman stared.
“A party!” she repeated dazedly.
“Yes’m. I mean, is it all right for me – to be here?”
“For you to be here? Why, of course. It’s for – for everybody!” exclaimed the young woman.
“Oh, that’s all right, then. I’m glad I came,” beamed Pollyanna.
The young woman said nothing; but she turned back and looked at Pollyanna still dazedly as

she hurried away.
Pollyanna, not at all surprised that the owner of this beautiful place should be so generous as to

give a party to everybody, continued on her way. At the turn of the path she came upon a small girl
and a doll carriage. She stopped with a glad little cry, but she had not said a dozen words before from
somewhere came a young woman with hurrying steps and a disapproving voice; a young woman who
held out her hand to the small girl, and said sharply:

“Here, Gladys, Gladys, come away with me. Hasn’t mama told you not to talk to strange
children?”

“But I’m not strange children,” explained Pollyanna in eager defense. “I live right here in Boston,
now, and —” But the young woman and the little girl dragging the doll carriage were already far
down the path; and with a half-stifled sigh Pollyanna fell back. For a moment she stood silent, plainly
disappointed; then resolutely she lifted her chin and went forward.

“Well, anyhow, I can be glad for that,” she nodded to herself, “for now maybe I’ll find somebody
even nicer – Susie Smith, perhaps, or even Mrs. Carew’s Jamie. Anyhow, I can IMAGINE I’m going
to find them; and if I don’t find THEM, I can find SOMEBODY!” she finished, her wistful eyes on
the self-absorbed people all about her.

Undeniably Pollyanna was lonesome. Brought up by her father and the Ladies’ Aid Society in
a small Western town, she had counted every house in the village her home, and every man, woman,
and child her friend. Coming to her aunt in Vermont at eleven years of age, she had promptly assumed
that conditions would differ only in that the homes and the friends would be new, and therefore even
more delightful, possibly, for they would be “different” – and Pollyanna did so love “different” things
and people! Her first and always her supreme delight in Beldingsville, therefore, had been her long
rambles about the town and the charming visits with the new friends she had made. Quite naturally,
in consequence, Boston, as she first saw it, seemed to Pollyanna even more delightfully promising
in its possibilities.

Thus far, however, Pollyanna had to admit that in one respect, at least, it had been disappointing:
she had been here nearly two weeks and she did not yet know the people who lived across the street,
or even next door. More inexplicable still, Mrs. Carew herself did not know many of them, and not
any of them well. She seemed, indeed, utterly indifferent to her neighbors, which was most amazing
from Pollyanna’s point of view; but nothing she could say appeared to change Mrs. Carew’s attitude
in the matter at all.

“They do not interest me, Pollyanna,” was all she would say; and with this, Pollyanna – whom
they did interest very much – was forced to be content.

26 close at hand – (разг.) вблизи
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To-day, on her walk, however, Pollyanna had started out with high hopes, yet thus far she
seemed destined to be disappointed. Here all about her were people who were doubtless most
delightful – if she only knew them. But she did not know them. Worse yet, there seemed to be no
prospect that she would know them, for they did not, apparently, wish to know her: Pollyanna was
still smarting under the nurse’s sharp warning concerning “strange children.”

“Well, I reckon I’ll just have to show ’em that I’m not strange children,” she said at last to
herself, moving confidently forward again.

Pursuant of this idea Pollyanna smiled sweetly into the eyes of the next person she met, and
said blithely:

“It’s a nice day, isn’t it?”
“Er – what? Oh, y-yes, it is,” murmured the lady addressed, as she hastened on a little faster.
Twice again Pollyanna tried the same experiment, but with like disappointing results. Soon

she came upon the little pond that she had seen sparkling in the sunlight through the trees. It was
a beautiful pond, and on it were several pretty little boats full of laughing children. As she watched
them, Pollyanna felt more and more dissatisfied to remain by herself. It was then that, spying a man
sitting alone not far away, she advanced slowly toward him and sat down on the other end of the bench.
Once Pollyanna would have danced unhesitatingly to the man’s side and suggested acquaintanceship
with a cheery confidence that had no doubt of a welcome; but recent rebuffs had filled her with
unaccustomed diffidence. Covertly she looked at the man now.

He was not very good to look at. His garments, though new, were dusty, and plainly showed
lack of care. They were of the cut and style (though Pollyanna of course did not know this) that the
State gives its prisoners as a freedom suit. His face was a pasty white, and was adorned with a week’s
beard. His hat was pulled far down over his eyes. With his hands in his pockets he sat idly staring
at the ground.

For a long minute Pollyanna said nothing; then hopefully she began:
“It IS a nice day, isn’t it?”
The man turned his head with a start.
“Eh? Oh – er – what did you say?” he questioned, with a curiously frightened look around to

make sure the remark was addressed to him.
“I said ’twas a nice day,” explained Pollyanna in hurried earnestness; “but I don’t care about

that especially. That is, of course I’m glad it’s a nice day, but I said it just as a beginning to things27,
and I’d just as soon talk about something else – anything else. It’s only that I wanted you to talk –
about something, you see.”

The man gave a low laugh. Even to Pollyanna the laugh sounded a little queer, though she did
not know (as did the man) that a laugh to his lips had been a stranger for many months.

“So you want me to talk, do you?” he said a little sadly. “Well, I don’t see but what I shall have
to do it, then. Still, I should think a nice little lady like you might find lots nicer people to talk to
than an old duffer like me.”

“Oh, but I like old duffers,” exclaimed Pollyanna quickly; “that is, I like the OLD part, and I
don’t know what a duffer is, so I can’t dislike that. Besides, if you are a duffer, I reckon I like duffers.
Anyhow, I like you,” she finished, with a contented little settling of herself in her seat that carried
conviction.

“Humph! Well, I’m sure I’m flattered,” smiled the man, ironically. Though his face and words
expressed polite doubt, it might have been noticed that he sat a little straighter on the bench. “And,
pray, what shall we talk about?”

“It’s – it’s infinitesimal to me. That means I don’t care, doesn’t it?” asked Pollyanna, with a
beaming smile. “Aunt Polly says that, whatever I talk about, anyhow, I always bring up at the Ladies’

27 just as a beginning to things – (зд.) просто чтобы завязать разговор
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Aiders. But I reckon that’s because they brought me up first, don’t you? We might talk about the
party. I think it’s a perfectly beautiful party – now that I know some one.”

“P-party?”
“Yes – this, you know – all these people here to-day. It IS a party, isn’t it? The lady said it was

for everybody, so I stayed – though I haven’t got to where the house is, yet, that’s giving the party.”
The man’s lips twitched.
“Well, little lady, perhaps it is a party, in a way,” he smiled; “but the ‘house’ that’s giving it is

the city of Boston. This is the Public Garden – a public park, you understand, for everybody.”
“Is it? Always? And I may come here any time I want to? Oh, how perfectly lovely! That’s even

nicer than I thought it could be. I’d worried for fear I couldn’t ever come again, after to-day, you see.
I’m glad now, though, that I didn’t know it just at the first, for it’s all the nicer now. Nice things are
nicer when you’ve been worrying for fear they won’t be nice, aren’t they?”

“Perhaps they are – if they ever turn out to be nice at all,” conceded the man, a little gloomily.
“Yes, I think so,” nodded Pollyanna, not noticing the gloom. “But isn’t it beautiful – here?”

she gloried. “I wonder if Mrs. Carew knows about it – that it’s for anybody, so. Why, I should think
everybody would want to come here all the time, and just stay and look around.”

The man’s face hardened.
“Well, there are a few people in the world who have got a job – who’ve got something to do

besides just to come here and stay and look around; but I don’t happen to be one of them.”
“Don’t you? Then you can be glad for that, can’t you?” sighed Pollyanna, her eyes delightedly

following a passing boat.
The man’s lips parted indignantly, but no words came. Pollyanna was still talking.
“I wish I didn’t have anything to do but that. I have to go to school. Oh, I like school; but

there’s such a whole lot of things I like better. Still I’m glad I CAN go to school. I’m ’specially glad
when I remember how last winter I didn’t think I could ever go again. You see, I lost my legs for
a while – I mean, they didn’t go; and you know you never know how much you use things, till you
don’t have ’em. And eyes, too. Did you ever think what a lot you do with eyes? I didn’t till I went
to the Sanatorium. There was a lady there who had just got blind the year before. I tried to get her
to play the game – finding something to be glad about, you know – but she said she couldn’t; and if
I wanted to know why, I might tie up my eyes with my handkerchief for just one hour. And I did.
It was awful. Did you ever try it?”

“Why, n-no, I didn’t.” A half-vexed, half-baffled expression was coming to the man’s face.
“Well, don’t. It’s awful. You can’t do anything – not anything that you want to do. But I kept it

on the whole hour. Since then I’ve been so glad, sometimes – when I see something perfectly lovely
like this, you know – I’ve been so glad I wanted to cry; – ’cause I COULD see it, you know. She’s
playing the game now, though – that blind lady is. Miss Wetherby told me.”

“The – GAME?”
“Yes; the ‘glad game’. Didn’t I tell you? Finding something in everything to be glad about. Well,

she’s found it now – about her eyes, you know. Her husband is the kind of a man that goes to help
make the laws, and she had him ask for one that would help blind people, ‘specially little babies. And
she went herself and talked and told those men how it felt to be blind. And they made it – that law.
And they said that she did more than anybody else, even her husband, to help make it, and that they
didn’t believe there would have been any law at all if it hadn’t been for her. So now she says she’s glad
she lost her eyes, ’cause she’s kept so many little babies from growing up to be blind like her. So you
see she’s playing it – the game. But I reckon you don’t know about the game yet, after all; so I’ll tell
you. It started this way.” And Pollyanna, with her eyes on the shimmering beauty all about her, told
of the little pair of crutches of long ago, which should have been a doll.

When the story was finished there was a long silence; then, a little abruptly the man got to
his feet.
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“Oh, are you going away NOW?” she asked in open disappointment.
“Yes, I’m going now.” He smiled down at her a little queerly.
“But you’re coming back sometime?”
He shook his head – but again he smiled.
“I hope not – and I believe not, little girl. You see, I’ve made a great discovery to-day. I thought

I was down and out28. I thought there was no place for me anywhere – now. But I’ve just discovered
that I’ve got two eyes, two arms, and two legs. Now I’m going to use them – and I’m going to MAKE
somebody understand that I know how to use them!”

The next moment he was gone.
“Why, what a funny man!” mused Pollyanna. “Still, he was nice – and he was different, too,”

she finished, rising to her feet and resuming her walk.
Pollyanna was now once more her usual cheerful self, and she stepped with the confident

assurance of one who has no doubt. Had not the man said that this was a public park, and that she
had as good a right as anybody to be there? She walked nearer to the pond and crossed the bridge
to the starting-place of the little boats. For some time she watched the children happily, keeping a
particularly sharp lookout for the possible black curls of Susie Smith. She would have liked to take a
ride in the pretty boats, herself, but the sign said “Five cents” a trip, and she did not have any money
with her. She smiled hopefully into the faces of several women, and twice she spoke tentatively. But
no one spoke first to her, and those whom she addressed eyed her coldly, and made scant response.

After a time she turned her steps into still another path. Here she found a white-faced boy in
a wheelchair. She would have spoken to him, but he was so absorbed in his book that she turned
away after a moment’s wistful gazing. Soon then she came upon a pretty, but sad-looking young girl
sitting alone, staring at nothing, very much as the man had sat. With a contented little cry Pollyanna
hurried forward.

“Oh, how do you do?” she beamed. “I’m so glad I found you! I’ve been hunting ever so long
for you,” she asserted, dropping herself down on the unoccupied end of the bench.

The pretty girl turned with a start, an eager look of expectancy in her eyes.
“Oh!” she exclaimed, falling back in plain disappointment. “I thought – Why, what do you

mean?” she demanded aggrievedly. “I never set eyes on you before in my life.”
“No, I didn’t you, either,” smiled Pollyanna; “but I’ve been hunting for you, just the same. That

is, of course I didn’t know you were going to be YOU exactly. It’s just that I wanted to find some
one that looked lonesome, and that didn’t have anybody. Like me, you know. So many here to-day
have got folks. See?”

“Yes, I see,” nodded the girl, falling back into her old listlessness. “But, poor little kid, it’s too
bad YOU should find it out – so soon.”

“Find what out?”
“That the lonesomest place in all the world is in a crowd in a big city.”
Pollyanna frowned and pondered.
“Is it? I don’t see how it can be. I don’t see how you can be lonesome when you’ve got folks all

around you. Still —” she hesitated, and the frown deepened. “I WAS lonesome this afternoon, and
there WERE folks all around me; only they didn’t seem to – to think – or notice.”

The pretty girl smiled bitterly.
“That’s just it.29 They don’t ever think – or notice, crowds don’t.”
“But some folks do. We can be glad some do,” urged Pollyanna. “Now when I —”
“Oh, yes, some do,” interrupted the other. As she spoke she shivered and looked fearfully down

the path beyond Pollyanna. “Some notice – too much.”

28 I was down and out – (разг.) я потерпел полное крушение
29 That’s just it. – (разг.) То-то и оно.
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Pollyanna shrank back in dismay. Repeated rebuffs that afternoon had given her a new
sensitiveness.

“Do you mean – me?” she stammered. “That you wished I hadn’t – noticed – you?”
“No, no, kiddie! I meant – some one quite different from you. Some one that hadn’t ought to

notice. I was glad to have you speak, only – I thought at first it was some one from home.”
“Oh, then you don’t live here, either, any more than I do – I mean, for keeps30.”
“Oh, yes, I live here now,” sighed the girl; “that is, if you can call it living – what I do.”
“What do you do?” asked Pollyanna interestedly.
“Do? I’ll tell you what I do,” cried the other, with sudden bitterness. “From morning till night I

sell fluffy laces and perky bows to girls that laugh and talk and KNOW each other. Then I go home
to a little back room up three flights just big enough to hold a lumpy cot-bed, a washstand with a
nicked pitcher, one rickety chair, and me. It’s like a furnace in the summer and an ice box in the
winter; but it’s all the place I’ve got, and I’m supposed to stay in it – when I ain’t workin’. But I’ve
come out to-day. I ain’t goin’ to stay in that room, and I ain’t goin’ to go to any old library to read,
neither. It’s our last half-holiday this year – and an extra one, at that; and I’m going to have a good
time – for once. I’m just as young, and I like to laugh and joke just as well as them girls I sell bows
to all day. Well, to-day I’m going to laugh and joke.”

Pollyanna smiled and nodded her approval.
“I’m glad you feel that way. I do, too. It’s a lot more fun – to be happy, isn’t it? Besides, the

Bible tells us to; – rejoice and be glad, I mean. It tells us to eight hundred times. Probably you know
about ’em, though – the rejoicing texts.”

The pretty girl shook her head. A queer look came to her face.
“Well, no,” she said dryly. “I can’t say I WAS thinkin’ – of the Bible.”
“Weren’t you? Well, maybe not; but, you see, MY father was a minister, and he – ”
“A MINISTER?”
“Yes. Why, was yours, too?” cried Pollyanna, answering something she saw in the other’s face.
“Y-yes.” A faint color crept up to the girl’s forehead.
“Oh, and has he gone like mine to be with God and the angels?”
The girl turned away her head.
“No. He’s still living – back home,” she answered, half under her breath.
“Oh, how glad you must be,” sighed Pollyanna, enviously. “Sometimes I get to thinking, if only

I could just SEE father once – but you do see your father, don’t you?”
“Not often. You see, I’m down – here.”
“But you CAN see him – and I can’t, mine. He’s gone to be with mother and the rest of us up

in Heaven, and – Have you got a mother, too – an earth mother?”
“Y-yes.” The girl stirred restlessly, and half-moved as if to go.
“Oh, then you can see both of them,” breathed Pollyanna, unutterable longing in her face. “Oh,

how glad you must be! For there just isn’t anybody, is there, that really CARES and notices quite so
much as fathers and mothers. You see I know, for I had a father until I was eleven years old; but, for
a mother, I had Ladies’ Aiders for ever so long, till Aunt Polly took me. Ladies’ Aiders are lovely,
but of course they aren’t like mothers, or even Aunt Pollys; and —”

On and on Pollyanna talked. Pollyanna was in her element now31. Pollyanna loved to talk. That
there was anything strange or unwise or even unconventional in this intimate telling of her thoughts
and her history to a total stranger on a Boston park bench did not once occur to Pollyanna. To
Pollyanna all men, women, and children were friends, either known or unknown; and thus far she had

30 for keeps – (разг.) навсегда; на всю жизнь
31 was in her element now – (разг.) теперь была в своей стихии
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found the unknown quite as delightful as the known, for with them there was always the excitement
of mystery and adventure – while they were changing from the unknown to the known.

To this young girl at her side, therefore, Pollyanna talked unreservedly of her father, her Aunt
Polly, her Western home, and her journey East to Vermont. She told of new friends and old friends,
and of course she told of the game. Pollyanna almost always told everybody of the game, either sooner
or later. It was, indeed, so much a part of her very self that she could hardly have helped telling of it.

As for the girl – she said little. She was not now sitting in her old listless attitude, however,
and to her whole self had come a marked change. The flushed cheeks, frowning brow, troubled eyes,
and nervously working fingers were plainly the signs of some inward struggle. From time to time
she glanced apprehensively down the path beyond Pollyanna, and it was after such a glance that she
clutched the little girl’s arm.

“See here, kiddie, for just a minute don’t you leave me. Do you hear? Stay right where you are?
There’s a man I know comin’; but no matter what he says, don’t you pay no attention, and DON’t
YOU GO. I’m goin’ to stay with YOU. See?”

Before Pollyanna could more than gasp her wonderment and surprise, she found herself looking
up into the face of a very handsome young gentleman, who had stopped before them.

“Oh, here you are,” he smiled pleasantly, lifting his hat to Pollyanna’s companion. “I’m afraid
I’ll have to begin with an apology – I’m a little late.”

“It don’t matter, sir,” said the young girl, speaking hurriedly. “I – I’ve decided not to go.”
The young man gave a light laugh.
“Oh, come, my dear, don’t be hard on a chap because he’s a little late!”
“It isn’t that, really,” defended the girl, a swift red flaming into her cheeks. “I mean – I’m not

going.”
“Nonsense!” The man stopped smiling. He spoke sharply. “You said yesterday you’d go.”
“I know; but I’ve changed my mind. I told my little friend here – I’d stay with her.”
“Oh, but if you’d rather go with this nice young gentleman,” began Pollyanna, anxiously; but

she fell back silenced at the look the girl gave her.
“I tell you I had NOT rather go. I’m not going.”
“And, pray, why this sudden right-about face32?” demanded the young man with an expression

that made him suddenly look, to Pollyanna, not quite so handsome. “Yesterday you said —”
“I know I did,” interrupted the girl, feverishly. “But I knew then that I hadn’t ought to. Let’s

call it – that I know it even better now. That’s all.” And she turned away resolutely.
It was not all. The man spoke again, twice. He coaxed, then he sneered with a hateful look in

his eyes. At last he said something very low and angry, which Pollyanna did not understand. The next
moment he wheeled about and strode away.

The girl watched him tensely till he passed quite out of sight, then, relaxing, she laid a shaking
hand on Pollyanna’s arm.

“Thanks, kiddie. I reckon I owe you33 – more than you know. Good-by.”
“But you aren’t going away NOW!” bemoaned Pollyanna.
The girl sighed wearily.
“I got to. He might come back, and next time I might not be able to – ” She clipped the words

short and rose to her feet. For a moment she hesitated, then she choked bitterly: “You see, he’s the
kind that – notices too much, and that hadn’t ought to notice – ME – at all!” With that she was gone.

“Why, what a funny lady,” murmured Pollyanna, looking wistfully after the vanishing figure.
“She was nice, but she was sort of different, too,” she commented, rising to her feet and moving idly
down the path.

32 why this sudden right-about face – (разг.) почему такая крутая перемена
33 I owe you – (разг.) я очень тебе обязана
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Chapter VI

Jerry to the Rescue34

 
It was not long before Pollyanna reached the edge of the Garden at a corner where two streets

crossed. It was a wonderfully interesting corner, with its hurrying cars, automobiles, carriages and
pedestrians. A huge red bottle in a drug-store window caught her eye, and from down the street came
the sound of a hurdy-gurdy. Hesitating only a moment Pollyanna darted across the corner and skipped
lightly down the street toward the entrancing music.

Pollyanna found much to interest her now. In the store windows were marvelous objects,
and around the hurdy-gurdy, when she had reached it, she found a dozen dancing children, most
fascinating to watch. So altogether delightful, indeed, did this pastime prove to be that Pollyanna
followed the hurdy-gurdy for some distance, just to see those children dance. Presently she found
herself at a corner so busy that a very big man in a belted blue coat helped the people across the street.
For an absorbed minute she watched him in silence; then, a little timidly, she herself started to cross.

It was a wonderful experience. The big, blue-coated man saw her at once and promptly
beckoned to her. He even walked to meet her. Then, through a wide lane with puffing motors and
impatient horses on either hand, she walked unscathed to the further curb. It gave her a delightful
sensation, so delightful that, after a minute, she walked back. Twice again, after short intervals, she
trod the fascinating way so magically opened at the lifting of the big man’s hand. But the last time
her conductor left her at the curb, he gave a puzzled frown.

“See here, little girl, ain’t you the same one what crossed a minute ago?” he demanded. “And
again before that?”

“Yes, sir,” beamed Pollyanna. “I’ve been across four times!”
“Well!” the officer began to bluster; but Pollyanna was still talking.
“And it’s been nicer every time!”
“Oh-h, it has – has it?” mumbled the big man, lamely. Then, with a little more spirit he

sputtered: “What do you think I’m here for – just to tote you back and forth?”
“Oh, no, sir,” dimpled Pollyanna. “Of course you aren’t just for me! There are all these others.

I know what you are. You’re a policeman. We’ve got one of you out where I live at Mrs. Carew’s,
only he’s the kind that just walks on the sidewalk, you know. I used to think you were soldiers, on
account of your gold buttons and blue hats; but I know better now. Only I think you ARE a kind of
a soldier, ’cause you’re so brave – standing here like this, right in the middle of all these teams and
automobiles, helping folks across.”

“Ho-ho! Brrrr!” spluttered the big man, coloring like a schoolboy and throwing back his head
with a hearty laugh. “Ho-ho! Just as if – ” He broke off with a quick lifting of his hand. The next
moment he was escorting a plainly very much frightened little old lady from curb to curb. If his step
were a bit more pompous, and his chest a bit more full, it must have been only an unconscious tribute
to the watching eyes of the little girl back at the starting-point. A moment later, with a haughtily
permissive wave of his hand toward the chafing drivers and chauffeurs, he strolled back to Pollyanna.

“Oh, that was splendid!” she greeted him, with shining eyes. “I love to see you do it – and
it’s just like the Children of Israel crossing the Red Sea, isn’t it? – with you holding back the waves
for the people to cross. And how glad you must be all the time, that you can do it! I used to think
being a doctor was the very gladdest business there was, but I reckon, after all, being a policeman is
gladder yet – to help frightened people like this, you know. And —” But with another “Brrrr!” and

34 TO THE RESCUE – (разг.) спешит на помощь
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an embarrassed laugh, the big blue-coated man was back in the middle of the street, and Pollyanna
was all alone on the curbstone.

For only a minute longer did Pollyanna watch her fascinating “Red Sea,” then, with a regretful
backward glance, she turned away.

“I reckon maybe I’d better be going home now,” she meditated. “It must be ’most dinner time.”
And briskly she started to walk back by the way she had come.

Not until she had hesitated at several corners, and unwittingly made two false turns, did
Pollyanna grasp the fact that “going back home” was not to be so easy as she had thought it to be.
And not until she came to a building which she knew she had never seen before, did she fully realize
that she had lost her way.

She was on a narrow street, dirty, and ill-paved. Dingy tenement blocks and a few unattractive
stores were on either side. All about were jabbering men and chattering women – though not one
word of what they said could Pollyanna understand. Moreover, she could not help seeing that the
people looked at her very curiously, as if they knew she did not belong there35.

Several times, already, she had asked her way, but in vain. No one seemed to know where Mrs.
Carew lived; and, the last two times, those addressed had answered with a gesture and a jumble of
words which Pollyanna, after some thought, decided must be “Dutch,” the kind the Haggermans –
the only foreign family in Beldingsville – used.

On and on, down one street and up another, Pollyanna trudged. She was thoroughly frightened
now. She was hungry, too, and very tired. Her feet ached, and her eyes smarted with the tears she
was trying so hard to hold back. Worse yet, it was unmistakably beginning to grow dark.

“Well, anyhow,” she choked to herself, “I’m going to be glad I’m lost, ’cause it’ll be so nice
when I get found. I CAN be glad for that!”

It was at a noisy corner where two broader streets crossed that Pollyanna finally came to a
dismayed stop. This time the tears quite overflowed, so that, lacking a handkerchief, she had to use
the backs of both hands to wipe them away.

“Hullo, kid, why the weeps36?” queried a cheery voice. “What’s up?”
With a relieved little cry Pollyanna turned to confront a small boy carrying a bundle of

newspapers under his arm.
“Oh, I’m so glad to see you!” she exclaimed. “I’ve so wanted to see some one who didn’t talk

Dutch!”
The small boy grinned.
“Dutch nothin’!” he scoffed. “You mean Dago37, I bet ye.”
Pollyanna gave a slight frown.
“Well, anyway, it – it wasn’t English,” she said doubtfully; “and they couldn’t answer my

questions. But maybe you can. Do you know where Mrs. Carew lives?”
“Nix! You can search me.”
“Wha-at?” queried Pollyanna, still more doubtfully.
The boy grinned again.
“I say not in mine. I guess I ain’t acquainted with the lady.”
“But isn’t there anybody anywhere that is?” implored Pollyanna. “You see, I just went out for

a walk and I got lost. I’ve been ever and ever so far, but I can’t find the house at all; and it’s supper –
I mean dinner time and getting dark. I want to get back. I MUST get back.”

“Gee! Well, I should worry!” sympathized the boy.

35 she did not belong there – (разг.) она здесь чужая
36 why the weeps – (разг.) почему плачем
37 talk Dutch – игра слов: to talk Dutch = 1. Говорить по-голландски 2. нести чушь; to talk Dago = говорить по-итальянски

(по-испански)
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“Yes, and I’m afraid Mrs. Carew’ll worry, too,” sighed Pollyanna.
“Gorry! if you ain’t the limit38,” chuckled the youth, unexpectedly. “But, say, listen! Don’t ye

know the name of the street ye want?”
“No – only that it’s some kind of an avenue,” desponded Pollyanna.
“A avenOO, is it? Sure, now, some class to that! We’re doin’ fine. What’s the number of the

house? Can ye tell me that? Just scratch your head!”
“Scratch – my – head?” Pollyanna frowned questioningly, and raised a tentative hand to her hair.
The boy eyed her with disdain.
“Aw, come off yer perch39! Ye ain’t so dippy as all that. I say, don’t ye know the number of

the house ye want?”
“N-no, except there’s a seven in it,” returned Pollyanna, with a faintly hopeful air.
“Won’t ye listen ter that?” gibed the scornful youth. “There’s a seven in it – an’ she expects me

ter know it when I see it!”
“Oh, I should know the house, if I could only see it,” declared Pollyanna, eagerly; “and I think

I’d know the street, too, on account of the lovely long yard running right up and down through the
middle of it.”

This time it was the boy who gave a puzzled frown.
“YARD?” he queried, “in the middle of a street?”
“Yes – trees and grass, you know, with a walk in the middle of it, and seats, and —” But the

boy interrupted her with a whoop of delight.
“Gee whiz! Commonwealth Avenue, sure as yer livin’! Wouldn’t that get yer goat, now?”
“Oh, do you know – do you, really?” besought Pollyanna. “That sounded like it – only I don’t

know what you meant about the goat part. There aren’t any goats there. I don’t think they’d allow —”
“Goats nothin’!” scoffed the boy. “You bet yer sweet life I know where ’tis! Don’t I tote Sir

James up there to the Garden ’most ev’ry day? An’ I’ll take YOU, too. Jest ye hang out here till I
get on ter my job again, an’ sell out my stock. Then we’ll make tracks for that ’ere Avenue ’fore ye
can say Jack Robinson40.”

“You mean you’ll take me – home?” appealed Pollyanna, still plainly not quite understanding.
“Sure! It’s a cinch41 – if you know the house.”
“Oh, yes, I know the house,” replied the literal Pollyanna, anxiously, “but I don’t know whether

it’s a – a cinch, or not. If it isn’t, can’t you —”
But the boy only threw her another disdainful glance and darted off into the thick of the crowd.

A moment later Pollyanna heard his strident call of “Paper, paper! Herald, Globe, – paper, sir?”
With a sigh of relief Pollyanna stepped back into a doorway and waited. She was tired, but

she was happy. In spite of sundry puzzling aspects of the case, she yet trusted the boy, and she had
perfect confidence that he could take her home.

“He’s nice, and I like him,” she said to herself, following with her eyes the boy’s alert, darting
figure. “But he does talk funny. His words SOUND English, but some of them don’t seem to make
any sense with the rest of what he says. But then, I’m glad he found me, anyway,” she finished with
a contented little sigh.

It was not long before the boy returned, his hands empty.

38 if you ain’t the limit – (воскл.) дальше уже ехать некуда; это переходит все границы
39 come off yer perch – (разг.) спустись на землю
40 ’fore ye can say Jack Robinson – (разг.) не успеешь оглянуться
41 It’s a cinch – (разг.) Конечно
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“Come on, kid. All aboard,” he called cheerily. “Now we’ll hit the trail for the Avenue. If I
was the real thing, now, I’d tote ye home in style in a buzz-wagon; but seein’ as how I hain’t got the
dough, we’ll have ter hoof it42.”

It was, for the most part, a silent walk. Pollyanna, for once in her life, was too tired to talk,
even of the Ladies’ Aiders; and the boy was intent on picking out the shortest way to his goal. When
the Public Garden was reached, Pollyanna did exclaim joyfully:

“Oh, now I’m ’most there! I remember this place. I had a perfectly lovely time here this
afternoon. It’s only a little bit of a ways home now.”

“That’s the stuff! Now we’re gettin’ there,” crowed the boy. “What’d I tell ye? We’ll just cut
through here to the Avenue, an’ then it’ll be up ter you ter find the house.”

“Oh, I can find the house,” exulted Pollyanna, with all the confidence of one who has reached
familiar ground.

It was quite dark when Pollyanna led the way up the broad Carew steps. The boy’s ring at the
bell was very quickly answered, and Pollyanna found herself confronted by not only Mary, but by
Mrs. Carew, Bridget, and Jennie as well. All four of the women were white-faced and anxious-eyed.

“Child, child, where HAVE you been?” demanded Mrs. Carew, hurrying forward.
“Why, I – I just went to walk,” began Pollyanna, “and I got lost, and this boy —”
“Where did you find her?” cut in Mrs. Carew, turning imperiously to Pollyanna’s escort, who

was, at the moment, gazing in frank admiration at the wonders about him in the brilliantly-lighted hall.
“Where did you find her, boy?” she repeated sharply.
For a brief moment the boy met her gaze unflinchingly; then something very like a twinkle

came into his eyes, though his voice, when he spoke, was gravity itself.
“Well, I found her ’round Bowdoin Square, but I reckon she’d been doin’ the North End, only

she couldn’t catch on ter the lingo of the Dagos, so I don’t think she give ’em the glad hand, ma’am.”
“The North End – that child – alone! Pollyanna!” shuddered Mrs. Carew.
“Oh, I wasn’t alone, Mrs. Carew,” fended Pollyanna. “There were ever and ever so many people

there, weren’t there, boy?”
But the boy, with an impish grin, was disappearing through the door.
Pollyanna learned many things during the next half-hour. She learned that nice little girls do not

take long walks alone in unfamiliar cities, nor sit on park benches and talk to strangers. She learned,
also, that it was only by a “perfectly marvelous miracle” that she had reached home at all that night,
and that she had escaped many, many very disagreeable consequences of her foolishness. She learned
that Boston was not Beldingsville, and that she must not think it was.

“But, Mrs. Carew,” she finally argued despairingly, “I AM here, and I didn’t get lost for keeps.
Seems as if I ought to be glad for that instead of thinking all the time of the sorry things that might
have happened.”

“Yes, yes, child, I suppose so, I suppose so,” sighed Mrs. Carew; “but you have given me such
a fright, and I want you to be sure, SURE, SURE never to do it again. Now come, dear, you must
be hungry.”

It was just as she was dropping off to sleep that night that Pollyanna murmured drowsily to
herself:

“The thing I’m the very sorriest for of anything is that I didn’t ask that boy his name nor where
he lived. Now I can’t ever say thank you to him!”

42 we’ll have ter hoof it – (разг.) придется идти на своих двоих
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Chapter VII

A New Acquaintance
 

Pollyanna’s movements were most carefully watched over after her adventurous walk; and,
except to go to school, she was not allowed out of the house unless Mary or Mrs. Carew herself
accompanied her. This, to Pollyanna, however, was no cross, for she loved both Mrs. Carew and
Mary, and delighted to be with them. They were, too, for a while, very generous with their time.
Even Mrs. Carew, in her terror of what might have happened, and her relief that it had not happened,
exerted herself to entertain the child.

Thus it came about that, with Mrs. Carew, Pollyanna attended concerts and matinées43, and
visited the Public Library and the Art Museum; and with Mary she took the wonderful “seeing
Boston” trips, and visited the State House and the Old South Church.

43 matinée – (фр.) утренний спектакль или концерт
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