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A

CHAPTER 1
MISS POLLY

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

“Nancy!”

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

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

Nancy flushed. She set the pitcher down at once.

“Yes, ma’am.” Nancy said. She was wondering if she could
ever please this woman. Nancy had never worked for anybody
before; but her mother was a widow with three younger chil-
dren besides Nancy herself. So she was very pleased when she
found a place in the kitchen of the great house on the hill.
Nancy came from “The Corners,” six miles away, and she
knew Miss Polly Harrington only as the mistress of the old
Harrington homestead. That was two months before. She
knew Miss Polly now as a stern woman who frowned if a
knife clattered to the floor, or if a door banged.
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I'JIABA 1
MHUCC ITIOJIJIA

MMcc [To/wm XappyHITOH BOLUIA B KYyXHIO B 3TO HMIOHBCKOE
YTPO HEMHOTO TocCHenrHo. HaHcH, MBIBIIAsg B pPaKOBUHE
TIOCYZly, YAVBIEHHO IIOCMOTpesa Ha He€.

— HbHcn!

— /Jla, MaM, — Becesio orBeTwia HaHcH, IpoioypKas BEITU-
paTh KyBIINH, KOTOPBII iep:Kajia B pyKe.

— HbaHcw, xorza 51 ¢ To60¥ roBOPIO, A X04Y, YTOOBI THI IIpe-
Kpaiasia paboTy U ciyasa To, YTO S TOBOPIO.

HsHcu BenibixHyma. OHa cpasy nocTaBwia KyBIINH.

— [Jla, MaM, — ckazasia HaHcu.

Ona nozymara, YTo HUKOTZIAa He CMOXKET YTOAUTb 3TOU KeH-
muHe. JIo aToro HaHcH HY Ha KOro He paboTasia; HO e€ MaTh CTa-
Jia BIOBOU c emé Tpems ZieThMu Miazmie Harcu. [Toatomy oHa
O4eHb 00pazioBasach, KOIjia Halllla MECTO Ha KyXHe B OO0JIbIIIOM
Zome Ha xonMe. HaHcu nipuexana us KopHepa, MecTeuka B Iiie-
CTU MWIAX OT 3TOr'0 JIOMa, U OHa 3Hasa mucc Ilomwmm XappuHr-
TOH TOJIBKO KaK BJIaZIeJINIy CTApOI'0 [IOMeCTbA XappUHI'TOH. JTO
ObLIO ZIBa Mecsilia Ha3azl. Temeps ke oHa 3Hama Mucc [To/uth Kak
CTPOTYIO KEHIIKHY, KOTOpasA XMypWIach, €CIU HOX C TPOXOTOM
naziajl Ha IoJI WX eCJIU XJIoTaja IBepb.
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Chapter I. Miss Polly

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, ma’am,” sighed Nancy.

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

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

“I know he was your sister’s husband, but he gave me to un-
derstand the families were not on the best of terms. He thought,



I'maBa 1. Mucc ITowimu

— 3aKOHYM CBOIO YyTpeHHIOI0 pabory, HaHcu, — ckasanma
mucc [oyutn, — 1 mpubepy MaleHbKYI0 KOMHATY Ha Yep/aKe, U
II0CTaBb TaM KpoBaTh. [lofMeTy KOMHATY 1 BEIMOM €€, KOHEYHO,
TIOCJIE TOTO KaK YOepEIb AIIKY.

Mucc Ilosun noMeznvia, 3aTeM IIpoAo/DKaa:

— Jlymato, 4To yKe MoTy Tebe Bcé pacckasath, HaHcu. Most
WIeMAHHHLA, Mucc [TojutmanHa YUTTHEp, CKOpo OyZeT y MeHs
*KuTbh. Bl OIMHHA/IIATD JIET, ¥ OHA OY/IET CIIaTh B TOM KOMHATe.

— 37ech CKOPO TOABUTCA MaJleHbKas JIeBOYKa, MHcC Xap-
puHrtoH? Hy pasBe aTo He 3710poBo! — BockIMKHy/1a HaHcu.

— 3mopoB0o? YTo K, 3TO HE COBCEM TO CJIOBO, KOTOPOE 51 ObI
WCII0/Ib30BaJIa, — HATAHYTO ckasaua mucc [lowm. — OpHako 4
nobpas XKeHIUHA, U A 3HaI0 CBOM 0T

— He 3abyap nogmecty yribl, HoHCH, — pe3Ko 3aKOHYIIA
OHa, BBIXO/IA I3 KOMHATHI.

— /Jla, maMm, — B3goxHyna HaHcu.

B cBoeil komHaTe mucc [To/ui cHOBa BbIHYy/IA ITUCBMO, KO-
TOpOe OHa NOJIy4YwIa IBa AHA Ha3a . [T1cbMo ObUTO aipecoBaHO
mucc [lommm XappuHrToH, benguHrcBuib, BepMOHT; U B HEM
TrOBOPWIOCH CJIEAYIOLIee:

Zopozas madam!

BuiHyacoeH ¢ concaneHuem coobuums Bam, umo npenodob-
Hblll JJncoH Yummuep ckoHuascst 0ge Hedeau HA3a0, 0CmMasus no-
cJie cebs pebéHKka, 0egouKy 00UHHAOUAMU Jem.

MHe uzgecmHo, umo oH b6wbL1 Myxcem Bauteil cecmpbl, HO OH
041 MHe NOHAMb, UMO 8AUWIU CeMbU He 0UeHb 1adunu. OOHAKO OH



Chapter I. Miss Polly

however, that you might wish to take the child and bring her
up. Hence I am writing to you.

“Hoping to hear favorably from you soon, I remain,
“Respectfully yours,
“Jeremiah O. White.”

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

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

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

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

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

Miss Polly rose with frowning face. She was glad, of
course, that she was a good woman, and that she not only
knew her duty, but had strength of character to perform it.
But — POLLYANNA! — what a ridiculous name!
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I'maBa 1. Mucc ITowimu

nodymazn, umo Bul cmoznu 6bL npuHAms My 0e8oUKY U 80CNU-
mame eé. [loamomy s Bam u nuusy.

Hadetocw Ha Baut ckopblil nosoxcumensHoLil omeem.
C ysaxcenuem,
Hepemus O. Yaiim.

Mucc INo/uin BYepa OTBeTWIa Ha MHUCBMO M CKasaja, 4TO
OHa, KOHEYHO, BO3bMET peOEHKa.

IToka oHa cuzena, iepXka B pyKax IHMCbMO, eé MbICIU 0Opa-
TWINCH K cecTpe, /HkeHHU, MaTepu [lo/inaHHEBL, ¥ K TOMY Bpe-
MeHH, Korza /KeHHH, JieBylIKa ABAZLATH JIeT, BBIIUIA 3aMyX
3a MOJIOZIOTO 1TACTOPa M yexasa ¢ HUM Ha Ior. Bosbliie ceMbs He
rMeJia 0COOBIX CBS3EH C MacTOPCKOM KEHOM.

B ogHOM M3 cBOMX nrceM /I:keHHM Hamucazia o IlosmaHHe,
CBOEM TIOC/IeZIHEM peOEHKe, BCe ApyTre e€ MIaZIeHIbl YMEPIIH.
Ona HazBasa AouKy [lo/uaHHOU B YecTb /IByX CBOMX CECTEP —
[Tosmn 1 AHHBL.

Yepe3 HECKOJIBKO JIET MPUIIIIA HOBOCTH O €€ CMepTH: 00
3TOM COOOLIVIT B KOPOTKOM, HO CKOPOHOM ITHCbMe caM IacTop.

Mucc [loyuy, a4 Ha LOAVHY BHU3Y, IoZAyMasla O IiepeMe-
Hax, KOTOPbIe IIPOU3OLILIM C Hel 3a 3TU ABaALATh AT JeT. Ei
Terepb 6BUIO COPOK, M OHA OCTasIach B 3TOM MHpPe COBCEM OZHA.
Orer, MaTh, CECTPEI, — Bce yMepau. OHa ObUIa X03AUKOH joMa
Y COCTOSHMA, OCTABJIEHHOro eil oToM. Haxoaununce Te, KTO co-
YyBCTBOBAJI €€ OZAHOYECTBY.

Mucc ITosuti mogHsIach ¢ HAXMYPeHHBIM JiutioM. OHa ObL1a,
KOHEYHO, I0OBOJIbHA, YTO OHA — 06past JKeHIIMHA, ¥ He TOJbKO
3HAEeT CBOU JIOJIT, HO U 00JIaZlaeT CUION XapakTepa, YToOBI HC-
noaHaThb ero. Ho IToswmnanna! Yto 3a Hesernoe nMs!
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Chapter II. Old Tom and Nancy

CHAPTER 11
OLD TOM AND NANCY

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

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

“A—what?” demanded the old man.

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

The man’s jaw fell.

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

“Who was Miss Jennie?”

“She was an angel,” breathed the man; “but the old mas-
ter and mistress knew her as their oldest daughter. She was
twenty when she married and went away from here long

years ago. Her babies all died, I heard, except the last one;
and that must be her.”

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

Old Tom smiled.

10



I'maBa II. Crapeiii Tom u HsHcu

I'JIABA II
CTAPBI TOM U HRHCHU

BTOT JeHb HoHCHM Halula HEeCKOJIbKO MUHYT, YTOOBI BCE
pasysHatb B casy y craporo Toma, caZOBHHMKa.

— Muctep Tom, BbI 3HaeTe, YTO CKOPO CioZia TIpUeZieT Ma-
JIeHbKasl leBoYKa U OyZleT )KUThb y Mucc [Tosutu?

— Kro? — cnpocui crapuk.

— MaenbKas seBouka. OHa OyzeT *KuTb y mucc [Toutu.
Omna cama MHe coo01mIa, — ckasaia HaHen. — JTo eé rmieMaH-
HMIIA, el OJUHHAALATE JIET.

My>x4rHa pacKpbLI pOT OT YAUBJIEHUS.

— O, 3T0, AOKHO OBITH, IeBOYKA MuCC JIKeHH!!

— Ko Takas mucc J>keHHU?

— Omna 6bUTa aHTeJIOM, — ITPOIIIEITaT My»KUYMHA, — HO CTa-
PBIM XO3SMHY W XO35IKe OHA MPUXOJWIACh CTapIlel J09ephio.
Ei1 610 BaAIaTh, KOTZIa OHA BBINIUIA 3aMYXK U yexXasa OTCIoAa,
3TO OBUIO OYEHb JABHO. fl CIIBINIAN, YTO BCE €€ ZeTH YMEPIIH,
KpOMe Toc/iefiHero pebéHKa; 1 3TOo, JO/DKHO OBITh, KaK pa3 Ta

JIeBOYKA.

— U oHa Oyzer cnaTh Ha 4Yepiake — KakK TOJIBKO ell He
CTBIIHO! — cepauTo cka3aia Haucn.

Crapsiii ToM ybIOHYIICA.

11



Chapter II. Old Tom and Nancy

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

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

The old man laughed.

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

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

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

“Love affair—HER! No!”

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

“Handsome! Miss Polly!”

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

“Nancy!” called a sharp voice.

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

12



I'maBa II. Crapeiii Tom u HsHcu

— UHTepecHo, kak mucc I[Towmm yKUBETCA B loMe ¢ peOéH-
KOM, — CKa3aJl OH.

— A MHe VHTEPECHO, KaK IeBOYKa Y)KUBETCA B OZJTHOM loMe
¢ mucc [Toyumm! — pesko otBeTmia HaHcu.

Crapuk paccMmestics.

— bBorocs, Tebe He CIUIIKOM HpaBUTCA Mucc [Tosm, — yc-
MEXHYJICA OH.

— MoskHO moZlyMaTh, HAAETCA KTO-TO, KOMY OHa ITOHpa-
BUTCA! — yrproMo ckasana HaHcu.

— MHe Ka)keTcs, Thl He 3Haelllb O JTI0O0BHOM UCTOPUU MUCC
[Tosun, — MezyeHHO TporoBopuit ToM.

— JlroboBHas ucropus — y Heé! Hert!

— Th1 He 3Haemb Mucc [lomu Tak, Kak 1, — ckal3aa ToM. —
Ona 6bUTa HaCTOAIIEN KpacaBUIleH U ceifyac Obuta ObI, eCv OB
3axoTesa.

— Kpacasuueii! Mucc [Nosuu!

— Jla, oHa Teneps Apyrasi, g 3Ha[0. DTO HAYaIOCh TOTZAA —
BO BpeMsl HENPUATHOCTEH C €€ BO3/IIOOJEHHBIM, — KHUBHYJ
crapsiii ToM, — ¥ ¢ Hel Terlepb HEBBIHOCMO UMETb JIEJT0.

— HbaHcu! — pasgaincs peskwii rosoc.

— Jl-na, MaM, — mpobopMmoTana HaHcy U mocnenmia K
ZIOMY.

13



Chapter IIl. The Coming of Pollyanna

CHAPTER III
THE COMING OF POLLYANNA

(44 ancy,” Miss Polly said, “my niece will arrive tomorrow

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

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

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

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

“Are you Miss Pollyanna?” Nancy faltered.
“Oh, I'm so glad, GLAD, GLAD to see you,” cried an eager

voice in her ear. “Of course I'm Pollyanna, and I'm so glad you
came to meet me! I hoped you would.”

14



I'masa III. Ilpuesa IlostnaHHbI

I'JIABA III
IIPUES3/ I1I0JIJTMAHHBI

. Hchn, — ckaszana mucc [lowm, — 3aBTpa B 4YeThIpe

yaca IpueZeT MOs IUIeMAHHHIA. Thl JO/DKHA
BCTPETUTh €€ Ha CTAHIUW. TUMOTHU BO3BMET OTKPBITYIO
KOJSICKY M [JoBe3éT Tebs. B TemerpaMme TOBOPUTCA:
«CBeTIble BOJIOCHI, IUIATheé U3 XJIONKA B KPACHYIO KIIETKY
¥ COJIOMEeHHas NUIANKa». JTO BCE, YTO A 3HAIO.

Ha cnemyromuii ieHb poBHO 6e3 ABaAIaTH YeThipe TUMOTH
1 HaHcu noexany B OTKPBITOM KOJISICKe BCTpeyaTh rocThbio. Tu-
MOTH 6BUI CBIHOM cTaporo Toma. 3To 6bUI J0OPOAYIIHEIN IOHO-
1113, BecbMa IpuBJeKaTeNbHbINA. OHU yKe yCIenu MOAPYKUThCA.

Korza oHu 106paiuck Ao cTaHimy, HaHCH mocrenmia Tya,
I7le OHa MOIVIa OTYETIMBO BH/ETDH MaccakupoB. OHA MOCTOSTHHO
MBICJIEHHO TBep/wia: «CBeT/Ible BOJIOCHL, IIAThe B KPACHYIO KIIET-
Ky, COJIOMEHHas IUIANKa». CHOBa M CHOBA OHA MbITANach cebe
Tpe/ICTAaBUTh, KAKOH JKe IeBOYKOU OKayKkeTcs aTa [lojuinaHHa.

HakoHel oHM yBHUEeNMHN €€ — CTPOMHYIO ZIeBOYKY B IUIaThe
13 XJIOTIKA B KPACHYIO KJIETKY C AByMA TOJCTBIMU KOCHYKAMHU,
JOXOZSAIIMMH /IO CIUHEL. I1o7] COMOMEHHO! LUTANKON 6BUIO Ha-
NpsOKEHHOE, HeOOJbIIOe BECHYIIYATOEe JIUIO, KOTOPOEe BepTe-
JIOCh HAIIPABO U HAJIEBO, KOTO-TO BHICMATPUBAs.

— Brl mucc IlomnanHa? — HeyBepeHHO criipocuia HaHeu.

— O, g Tak paza, paza, paZa BUeTb Bac, — HeTepIeTUBbIN
T'0JIOC KPUKHYJI ITpAMO B yx0. — KoHeuHo, 4 [lo/uinanHa, U 4 Tak
pazia, 4To BHI IIpUEXalU BCTPETUTh MeHA! fI Hazeanack, 4To Bh
IpUZETE.

15



Chapter IIl. The Coming of Pollyanna

“You did?” stammered Nancy.

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

Timothy came up.

“This is Timothy. Maybe you have a trunk,” she stam-
mered.

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

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

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

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

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

16



I'masa III. Ilpuesa IlostnaHHbI

— Heyxenu? — 3annynacs Haucu.

— O, aa! — BOCKJIMKHYJIa IeBOYKa. — V1 51 pazia, 4TO BbI BBI-
IALUATE UMEHHO TaK.

ITogomén TuMoTH.

— Oto TumoTHu. BO3MOXXHO, Y Bac €CTb 4eMOZaH, — IIpo-
Jnenetana HoHen.

— /Jla, ecTb, — BaxHO KuBHYya [losmanHa. — Y MeHA eCTh
COBepIIIEHHO HOBBIM YeMoziaH. MHe ero kymwia «KeHckas 1o-
MOIITb>.

Haxomnerj Bce Tpoe oTbexanu oT cTaHuuu. Yemoza Iomwm-
aHHBI IOMECTWIN €334, a cama [lo/uimanHa yIOTHO yCTPOMIAach
mexzay Hancu u Tumoru. Iloka Bce ycTpavBanvch, MajJleHbKasA
[ileBOYKa M3/laBajla HellpeKpalaroIuica IOTOK KOMMeHTapreB
1 BOIIPOCOB.

— Bor! Passe He npekpacHo? A 3T0 ganeko? Hazerocs, 4to
Jla — s1 IIO0JIIO e3UTh, — B3zbixasa [lowmansa. — Kakad mutas
ymuna! f 3Hasa, 9To OyZeT OueHb KPacKuBO; T1alia TOBOPHII MHE. ..

OHa 3amosrdasa, eé ropyao nepexBaTiI HeOObIION ClIa3M.
HaHcu yBuziena, 4To €€ MaJeHbKHH MoAO0POAOK 3aJpoKal, a
IVIa3a HallOJHWINCH cae3aMu. OZIHaKo Yyepe3 MTHOBEHHE OHA 3a-
TapaTopwia OIlATb, CMEJIO IIOAHAB I'OJIOBY.

— Hy za, mana oTmipaBuica B paif — K MaMe U OCTaJIbHBIM.
OH ckasa, 4To A o/DKHA pazioBaTbcA. Ho 3TO OYeHb CII0XKHO,
MIOTOMY YTO OH MHe HyKeH. Y MaMbl U Y OCTaJIbHBIX ecTh bor u
BCe aHTeJbl, a Y MeHA HEeT HUKOTO, KpoMe «}KeHCKOM TOMOIIH».
Ho Teneps s yBepeHa, 4TO CTaHET Jierde, IIOTOMY 4YTO y MeH:A
ecTb Bbl, TéTA [Tosumu. f Tak pasa, 4To y MeH: eCTb Bbl!
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Chapter IIl. The Coming of Pollyanna

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

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

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

Timothy chuckled softly.
“But who ARE you?” asked Pollyanna.

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

“But there IS an Aunt Polly?” demanded the child, anx-
iously.

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

Pollyanna relaxed visibly.

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

you besides.”

“I—I was thinking about Miss Polly,” faltered Nancy.
Pollyanna sighed contentedly.

“I was, too. 'm so interested in her. You know she’s all
the aunt I've got, and I didn’t know I had her for ever so long.
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I'masa III. Ilpuesa IlostnaHHbI

— O, HO BHI OIITMOAETECH, ZIOPOTast, — HEYBEPEHHO CKasasa
HsHcu. — {1 Bcero smmmb Haxcu. [ He Bama térsa [Tommu!

— BBl — He ona? — npomienTana AeBOYKa.

— Her. {1 Bcero ymmmbs Haucu. I HUKorza OB He TIoAyMaiia,
YTO BHI IPUMETE MEHA 3a He€.

THMOTH TUXO XUXUKHYIL.
— Ho xTo Torza evt? — cpocwiia IloummanHa.

— I HaHcu, HaHATas CIy’KaHKa. f feato Bcio paboTy, Kpo-
Me CTUPKH U ITTXKHU.

— Ho Téta [lour ecms? — TPEBOXKHO CIIPOCWIIA I€BOYKA.

— Emé xak ecTb, — BMeInaucs TUMOTH.

[To/utTaHHa TBHO paccaabuiach.

— O, Torza Bcé B nopsagke. — llociesoBaso MUHYTHOE
MOJTYaHHEe, IIOTOM OHA >KMBO MPOAOLKWIa: — A 3HaeTe 4To? f,
B KOHIle KOHIIOB, PaZla, YTO OHA He Ipuexaja MeHd BCTPETUTE;

IIOTOMY YTO Tellepb Y MEHs eCTb BhI.

— {... 4 gymana o mucc Ilowmmi, — CMyIIEHHO CKa3asa
HbHcn.

[To/raHHa I0BOJIBHO B3JOXHYJIA.

— I Toxxe. OHa MHe Tak UHTepeCcHa. 3HAaeTe, OHa — MOS
€/IMHCTBEHHad TETA, U A He 3Haja, YTO OHA Y MeHH yXKe JaBHO.
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Chapter IIl. The Coming of Pollyanna

Then father told me. He said she lived in a lovely great big
house “on top of a hill.”

“She does. You can see it now,” said Nancy. “It’s that big

white one with the green blinds.”

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

“Yes, Miss.”

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

“No, Miss. Your aunt doesn’t like ice-cream.”
Pollyanna’s face fell.

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

“Yes, she’s got the carpets.”
“In every room?”

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

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

[Torom MHe mama paccka3saJ. On CKa3aJl, YTO OHa JKUBET B Kpa-
CHUBOM OOJIBIIIOM AO0ME «Ha BEPIIMHE XOJIMa».

— Taxk u ecTb. BbI cMOXKeTe ceffgac ero yBUAETh, — CKa3aia
HaHcu. — D10 BOH TOT O0JIBIION GesbIil IOM C 3e/IEHBIMU CTaB-
HAMU.

— O, kakoif muiblii! 11 kak MHOTO ZilepeBbeB U TPaBHl BO-
KpyT Hero! 1 HUKOT/Ia He BU/Iesia CTOIBKO 3eJIEHOM TpaBhl. Mos
téta [lo/un 6orata, Houen?

— Jla, mrcc.

— {tak paza. Io;KHO 6BITh, 3I0POBO UMETH MHOTO /IEHET.
Y Tétu [Tosu GbIBaeT 10 BOCKPECEHBSIM MOPOXKEHOE?

— Her, mucc. Baieii TéTe He HpaBUTCA MOPOXKEHOe.
Jluno ITosutMaHHEl BBITAHYJIOCh OT U3yMIEHUA.

— O, BoT kak? MHe Tak xanb! Bo3aMOXHO, TOrZa y TETU
[Tosin eCTh KOBPHI.

— /la, y He€ eCTb KOBPHL.
— B kaxxzaoi koMHaTe?

— Hy, mouyTu B KaXk/[0i KOMHare, — oTBeTW1a HaHcu, my-
Masi 0 KOMHATe Ha Yep/iake, T7ie HUKAKOTo KOBpa He ObLIO.

— O, Kak 1 paza, — yukoBaia [lowmanHa. — £ 060
KOBPBL. A Y MUCCHC YalT ObUTH elllé KapTUHBI: TaM OYeHb KpacH-
BbI€ PO3bI ¥ MaJIEHbKYE ZIeBOYKY HA KOJIEHSX, a TaKXKe KOTEHOK,
ATHATA U JIeB. BBl pa3Be He t06UTe KapTUHbI?
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Chapter IV. The Little Attic Room

“I don’t know,” answered Nancy.

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

CHAPTER IV
THE LITTLE ATTIC
ROOM

Miss Polly Harrington did not rise to meet her niece.

“How do you do, Pollyanna? I—".

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

“Nancy, you may go,” Aunt Polly said.

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

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

chin was bravely high.

She was on the stairway now.
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I'maBa IV. ManeHbKkasd KOMHAaTa Ha 4Yepaake

— {l He 3Ha10, — oTBeTWIAa HoHCH.
— Asmo6iio. Ho y Hac He 6pU10 HUKaKuX KapTuH. O 603ke!

PasBe 3T0 He MoTpsAcarolle KpaCUBbIN JOM? — IepeMeHIIa OHa
TEeMY.

IJIABA IV
MAJIEHBKASI KOMHATA
HA YEPJJAKE

MI/ICC [Mosun XappuHTTOH He BCTasia, YTOOBI BCTPETHUTH
IUIEMAHHUITY.

— Kax gena, [Toumanna? ...

— O, téta [lomwnu, Téta [losy, 1 He 3HaKO, 0 Yero pazja,
YTO BBl MTO3BOJIWJIN MHE IIpHeXaTh U KUTh ¥ BAaC, — BCXJIUIIBI-
BaJa ieBOYKa. — BBl He MpeZcTaBifgeTe, Kak IPeKpacHo, 4To y
MeHs ecTb BbI, 1 HoHCH, 1 BCE 3TO!

— HbaHcu, THI MOXKeITb UATH, — cKasaja TeTs [1ouiu.

— Me1 noliziém HaBepx B TBOIO KOMHary, [lommanHa. [y-
Maro, 9YTO TBOM 4eMo/iaH y)xe TaM. f1 Benmena TUMOTH TTOAHATH
€ro HaBepxX — eIn y Tebs ObuT yeMogaH. Criefyit 3a MHOM.

Huyero He rosop4, Ilo/uvanHa nmoBepHy/Iach U BBILUIA 33
CBOeM TéTel n3 KOMHATHI. E€ 171a3a HaloJHWINCh CIe3aMH, HO

o7I00POZIOK OBUT CMEJNIO B3AEPHYT.

OHa 6bL1a y)Ke Ha JIECTHUIIE.
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Chapter IV. The Little Attic Room

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

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

“Why, Aunt Polly, AREN'T you?” asked Pollyanna, in won-
der.

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

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

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

Pollyanna nodded. Her eyes were a little wide and fright-
ened.

Her aunt frowned.

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

“Yes, Aunt Polly.”

“Thank you; that is better. I believe you have everything
that you need here,” she added. “I will send Nancy to help
you unpack your trunk. Supper is at six o’clock,” she finished
and left the room.
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I'maBa IV. ManeHbKkasd KOMHAaTa Ha 4Yepaake

— O, téta Ilowmm, TéTa [loum, — B3AbIxana AeBOYKa, —
KaKoM 4yZiecHbIH, TpekpacHbiil fom! Kak y:KacHO BBl JIOTKHBI
OBITH pajibl, YTO HACTOJILKO OOTaTH!I!

— TlomanHa! — u3Bepria TETSA. — §1 yAUBIIAIOCH TeOe —
KaK ThI TOJIBKO MOXKeIIlb TOBOPUTH MHe IO00HO0e?

— Ho Begp, Téta [loyum, passe 3TO He Tak? — yAUBIEHHO
cripocwa [NosutnanHa.

— KoneuHo, Her, [TosunanHa. Kak s Mory ropAuThes Aapa-
MU, KOTOPBI€E ITOChLIaeT MHe ['ocrioab? — 3asgBuiia Jeiu.

Mucc [losy 0TBEpHYI/IACh U IPOLUIA YEPE3 XOJUI K JIECTHULIE
Ha yepziak. Ha Bepxy JiecTHUIIBI ObUTH OeCUYrCIeHHbIE CYHAYKY U
KopoOku. Bruto *kapko. [ToraHHa 3a7ipajia roloBy MOBBIIIE —
BO3/lyX OBUT HACTOJIBKO CIEPTHIM. [IoTOM OHA yBUzEa, KaK TETA
pacraxHysia JBepb cIipaBa.

— Bor, Ilo/umnadHa, BOT TBOSI KOMHATA, a BOT TBOIM 4eMO-
JaH. Y Tebs eCThb KIIIo4?

[To/unanHa KVBHYJIA. Eé rmasa 6bUTH HECKOIBKO pacumnpe-
HbI M1 HAITyT'aHBbI.

Eé TeTa HaxMypuiach.

— Korza g 3agarw Bomnpoc, Ilouinansa, g npearnoyuraro,
YTOOBI THI OTBEYaIa MHE BCITYX, a HE ITPOCTO KUBaJIa TOJIOBOM.

— Jla, TéTa [Tosuau.

— Cmacubo, yxe myutte. /lymato, y Tebs ecTb Bcé, 9To Tebe
34iech TIOTpebyeTcsa, — Aob6aBwia oHa. — I monuto HaHcu mmo-
MoYb Tebe pa3obpaTh TBOM YyeMozaH. YKUH B IECTh 4acOB, —
3aKOHYM/IA OHA U BHIILIA U3 KOMHATHL.
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