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POLLYANNA






CHAPTER |
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 pitch-
er down at once.

“Yes, ma’am.” Nancy said. She
was wondering if she could ever
please this woman. Nancy had nev-
er worked for anybody before?; but
her mother was a widow with three

* ma’am amep. Ma3M (8exwcaueas
dopma obpaweHus K JHeHUjUHe)
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Chapter 1
"2 xowy, umobot mot
npekpamuaa pabomy u
nocaywaaa
B stoM mpemnoxeHun
MocCJIe CKazyeMoro wish
cienyeT KOHCTPYKIIUS
CA0JICHOEe OONOAHeHUe C
WH(DUHUTUBAMU f0 Stop
u listen, cm. I'pamma-
TUYECKUI CIPaBOYHUK
(I'C) 55.
2 Jlo smozo Hancu nu na
K020 He pabomana
3aech  MCMoOJb3yeTCs
Past Perfect mis 060-
3HAYCHUSI NIeHCTBUS, HE
MPOM3OILEIIIET0 paHee
KakKoro-T0 MOMEHTa B
MpouuioM  (OMMCHIBA-
€MOro MOMEHTa), CM.
rc42.
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. younger children besides Nancy
herself. So she was very pleased
: when she found a place in the kitch-
. en of the great house on the hill.
Nancy came from “The Corners,”
. six miles away, and she knew Miss
. Polly Harrington only as the mis-
tress of the old Harrington home-
. stead. That was two months before.
She knew Miss Polly now as a stern
+ woman who frowned if a knife clat-
. tered to the floor, or if a door
- banged.

“Finish your morning work,

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

Miss Polly hesitated, then went

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

“A little girl will soon be here,

: Miss Harrington? Oh, won’t that
. be nice!*” cried Nancy.

* Oh, won’t that be nice! — Hy pas-

. B€ 39TO He 3,Z[0pOB0!
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“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 cor-
ners, Nancy,” she finished sharply,
as she left the room.

“Yes, ma’am,” sighed Nancy.

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

“Dear Madam:— I regret to in-
form you that the Rev. John Whit-
tier 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 under-
stand the families were not on the
best of terms**. He thought, howev-
er, that you might wish to take the
child and bring her up.* Hence I
am writing to you.

* she had received — ona momyumia
*%* were not on the best of terms
He OYeHb JIaIUJIN

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 00000000 000000000000 00000000000 00000000000 0000000000000

3 9mo coecem ne mo cao-
60, Komopoe mHe caedy-
em ucno.b308amo

OnpenenuTtelbHOE
MPUAATOYHOE TIPEIIO-
xenme [ should use or-
HOCUTCSl K CYILECTBU-
TeJIbHOMY word W TIpu-
coeMHsIeTCI K HeMy
06e3 co3a, Ha PYCCKUit
SI3BIK  TIEPEBOIUTCS CO
clioBoM  Komopoe. B
MPUIATOYHOM TIpENIO-
KEHUM  YIOTpeOsieT-
Ccsl MONAJbHBINA TJIaroJT
should, BbIpaxalolui
coset, cM. ['C 27.

* goamoxcno, 6vl 3axo-
mume 63amb peOénKa na
eéocnumanue.
MopanbHblii rJ1aroj
might BbIpaxaeT Mpen-
MOJIOKEHNE O BO3MOX-
HOCTM JEUCTBUSL B Oy-
nyiiem, cM. I'C 24.



Anunop IToprep

Sona ckasaaa,
6036MEm pebénKa
B nmepBoM mpenjio-
KEHUU  UCITOJIb3yeTCS
Past Perfect mist 060-
3HaYeHUs  JeUCTBUS,
MPOU3OIIEAIIETO paHee
KaKoro-T0 MOMEHTa B
npouuioM (ONnucChIBa-
€MOrO0 MOMEHTa), CM.
Ic42.

Bo BTOpoM mpenjo-
KEHUU  UCITOJIb3yeTCs
Future-in-the-Past mns
o003HaYeHus1 Oymyle-
TO ICHCTBUS, KOTIa BCS
CUTYyalusl B TPOILJIOM,
cMm. I'C 45.

® uzeecmue o eé¢ cmepmu,
coobwénnoe 6 Kopom-
KOl 3anucke om camozo
ybumoeo 2opem ceauien-
HUKa.

Ilpyryactue mpoluen-
1ero BpeMeHU fold ¢
3aBUCUMBIMU CJIOBaMU
00pa3yeT MpUYACTHBII
000poT, CITy>Kalum
orpenejieHUueM Cylle-
CTBUTEJILHOTO NeWS, CM.
I'C 16.

umo
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“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, Pollian-
na’s mother, and to the time when
Jennie, as a girl of twenty, married
the young minister and went south
with him. The family had little
more to do with the missionary’s
wife.

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

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

Miss Polly, looking out at the
valley below, thought of the chang-
es those twenty-five years had
brought to her. She was forty now,
and quite alone in the world. Fa-
ther, mother, sisters — all were
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dead. She was mistress of the house . AUl
and of the thousands left to her by : 'gg;g;ff;em uom-
her father.” There were people who :

* 3aBUCUMBIMU CJIOBAMM

pitied her lonely life.

what a ridiculous name!

CHAPTER 1l
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?”
man.

she’s eleven years old.”
The man’s jaw fell*.

* The man’s jaw fell.
ymajia 4eJoCTh.

demanded the old
“A little girl — to live with -

Miss Polly. She told me so herself,” :
said Nancy. “It’s her niece; and .

— ¥V MyXUYUHBL

7 molca4u, ocmaenen-

MpoLIe-
1Iero BpemeHu left ¢

. . . . obpa3syeT NpPUYACTHBIHA
Miss Polly rose with frowning -

face. She was glad, of course, that OTIPCICICHICM  CYIIe-
she was a good woman, and that .
she not only knew her duty, but
had strength of character to per- ;

form it. But — POLLYANNA! — ¢

obopor, CayKaluui

CTBUTECJIBHOI'O thou-

sands, cm. I'C 16.
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Chapter 11
' loaxcno  Ovtmo, 3mo
Maaviuka mucc ucen-
Hu!
MonanbHbIi TJIaroJT
must BBIpaXxaeT IIpen-
TOJIOKEHUE C BBICOKOM
CTETNIEHbIO  YBEPEHHO-
CTU O BO3MOXHOCTU
neiicteust, cMm. I'C 25.
2 kpome nocaeonezo [pe-
oénka)
MecTtoumenue one 3a-
MeIlaeT paHee YIoTpe-
Os€HHOE CYILIECTBU-
TeJbHOe baby, 4TOOBL
n36exKaTh ero MoBTOPe-
Hus, cMm. 'C 12.
3 u ona 6ydem cnamo Ha
uepoaxe
KoHctpykiust fo be go-
ing to obo3HaYaeT yxe
TMPUHSTHIA TUIAH, CM.
rc3ii.

* kak a1 e€ 3naa

Bo BTOpOI1 yacTu mipen-
JIOXKEHUS BO BpPEMEHU
Past Simple BMecTO
rarojla know ymnorpe-
onsercs BCIIOMOTa-
TEJIbHBI/A TJ1arojl 3TOro
BpeMeHU did, KOTOPbIi
WHOTIA MCIOJIB3YEeTCS
Kak  CJIOBO-3aMECTH-
TeJIb, YTOOBI M30eXaThb
TIOBTOPEHUSI.

10
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“Oh, it must be Miss Jennie’s
little girl!'”

“Who was Miss Jennie?”

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

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

Old Tom smiled.

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

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

The old man laughed.

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

“As if ever anybody could be

fond of her!*” scorned Nancy.

* As if ever anybody could be fond
of her! — MoxHO momymaTh, HalmeéTCs
KTO-TO, KOMY OHa MHOHpPaBUTCs!
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“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 re-
al handsome — and she would be
now, if she’d let herself be.5”

“Handsome! Miss Polly!”

“Yes, she is different now, I
know. It begun then — at the time
of the trouble with her lover,” nod-
ded 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.

CHAPTER Il
THE COMING

OF POLLYANNA

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

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 00000000 000000000000 00000000000 00000000000 0000000000000

> Ona Ovira nacmosweti
Kpacaeuueli, u celmac
0bt Oblra, ecau 6 cama
cebe nozeoauaa.
Koncrpykuus used to
BbIpaXkaeT TPUBBIYHOE
NEUCTBUE WIU CUTya-
nuio B ripouniom. C Tex
MOp CUTYalUsl U3MEHU-
Jlach, U TeIepb 3TO He
Tak, cM. ['C 21. Konenr
MpeIOXKEeHUsST  TMpea-
CTaBJIsIeT COOOM Mpen-
JIOXXEHUE CMEIIaHHOTO
THIIA C YCJIIOBHBIM TTPH-
JIaTOYHBIM. 31eCh HC-
TOJB3YeTCsl  YCIIOBHOE
npuaatouyHoe III Tuna
(HepeaJlbHOE  YCJIOBUE
B MpOIIOM), a CJed-
CTBME OTOTO YCJIOBMS
OTHOCUTCA K HACTOsI-
meMy BpeMeHH, cM. ['C
59. B nocnenHeit yactu
MpEITOKEHUST  TIOCITe
ckasyemoro had let uc-
MOJIb3YyeTCs] KOHCTPYK-
LIUST CA0MHCHOE OONOAHe-
Hue ¢ WH(OUHUTUBOM
be ©e3 4acCTULIBI 10, CM.
I'C55.

Chapter 111

' 9mo ecé, umo a 3naro.
OnpenenuTtesbHOE
MPUIaTOYHOE npen-
noxeHue I know oTHO-
CUTCSI K MECTOMMEHMIO
all n npucoenuHsieTCs
K INIaBHOMY 0e3 coio3a,
B PYCCKOM II€pEBOIE
YIIOTPEOIISIETCS  COI03-
HOE CJIOBO 4mo.

11
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2 umobbt  écmpemums
odcudaemyro 20cmoio.

TUB 1eau, cm. I'C 52.
ITpuyactue

eM, cM. I'C 16.

3 u cumnamuvnoi

MecTtoumenue one 3a-
MelllaeT paHee YIoTpe-
O1EHHOE CYIIECTBU-
TeJIbHOE youth, 4YTOOBI

€ro MOXHO OITyCTHUTb,
cm. I'C 12.

12

Promptly at twenty minutes to

four the next afternoon Timothy
. and Nancy drove off in the open
. buggy to meet the expected guest?.

.o )
10 meet — 5T0 WHOUHH- - Timothy was Old Tom’s son. He was

. a good-natured youth, and a good-
MPOIEL” [ 150king one?, as well. The two were
IIETO BpeMeHU expected «

CTOMT II€pENL CYILIECTBU- o
TEJIbHBbIM guest U Cly- *°
XKUT €ro OomnpeaciCHu- :
: Nancy hurried to a point where she

. could best watch the passengers.
: Over and over in her mind Nancy
¢ was saying it
. checked dress, straw hat.” Over and

M36EKaTh ero MoBTOpe-
HMsl. B maHHOM ciyyae |
B PYCCKOM IIEpeBONE *
« Was.
.

already good friends.
When they got to the station,

“light hair, red-

over again she was wondering just
what sort of child this Pollyanna

At last they saw her — the slen-

. der 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?” Nan-

. cy faltered.

“Oh, I’m so glad, GLAD, GLAD

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

“You did?*” stammered Nancy.

“Oh, yes!” cried the little girl.
“And I’m glad you look just like
you do look5.”

Timothy came up.

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

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

The three were off at last, with
Pollyanna’s trunk in behind, and
Pollyanna herself snugly ensconced
between Nancy and Timothy. Dur-
ing 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

* I hoped you would. — S mage-
AJNach, YTO BBI IIPUIETE.
*% The Ladies’ Aid — «¥eunckaa mo-

MoIIb» (61azomeopumenvHoe 00W,eCmeE0
6 CIIIA)
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4 Bot nadesiauco?

Bo 3TOM Bompoce BO
BpeMeHu Past Simple
BMECTO paHee YIo-
TpeOJIEHHOTO  TJiarosia
hoped  Wcnonb3yeTcs
BCMOMOTATEJbHBI I
IJIaroJ 3TOTO BPEMEHU
did, xoTopblii WHOrma
BBITIOJTHSIET  (DYHKLIMIO
cloBa-3aMeCcTuTeNs,
4TOOBl UM30€eXaThb TO-
BTOPEHUSI.

5 @bl @bleas0uUNe UMEHHO
mak, Kak 6vl 6bl124A0uU-
me.

dnga  ycuieHus 3Ha-
YeHUs B aHNIMIICKOM
SI3bIKe TIepe/l CMBICTIO-
BBIM TJIaTOJIOM B YT-
BEpIUTENBHOU (hopme
B Present Simple yno-
Tpebisgercs do, a CMbIC-
JIOBOI TJIarojl CTOUT B
¢dopMe UMHGPUHUTUBA,
cMm. ['C 48.

13
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® umobvt 6oimb ¢ Mamol |
- 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
Monansueii mmaron - have God and all the angels, while I

e e don’t have anybody but the Ladies’
’ : Aid. But now I’m sure it’ll be easi-
. er because I’ve got you, Aunt Polly.

I’m so glad I’ve got you!”

U 0CIAaAbHbIMU U3 HAC
to be — WHOUHUTHUB
uenu, cM. I'C 52.

"On ckazaa, uwmo s
doaxcHa padosamucs.

must BbIpaxaeT TpUKa-

cosert, cM. I'C 25.

14

. street! I knew it was going to be
pretty*; father told me—”

She stopped with a little chok-

. ing breath. Nancy saw that her
small chin was quivering, and that
. her eyes were full of tears. In a mo-
ment, however, she hurried on,
¢ with a brave lifting of her head.

“Father has gone to Heaven to

“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?” stam-

mered the little girl.

“No. I’'m only Nancy. I never

thought you’re taking me for her.”

* I knew it was going to be pret-

. ty — A smHana, uto GymeT oueHb KpacuBo!

** you’ve made an awful mistake,

. dear — TBI omubaembcsa, goporas
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Timothy chuckled softly.

“But who ARE you?” asked Pol-

lyanna.

ironing.”

“But there IS an Aunt Polly?”

demanded the child, anxiously.

“You bet your life there is#,”

cut in Timothy.
Pollyanna relaxed visibly.
“Oh, that’s all right,
you know? I’m glad, after all, that

cause now I’ve got you besides.”

Polly,” faltered Nancy.
Pollyanna sighed contentedly.

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

house “on top of a hill.”

* You bet your life there is — Emié
Kak ecThb (0 cywecmeosanHuu mému -

ITonnu)

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

then.” .
+ 8 Ha menosenue éouapu-

There was a moment’s silence®, : ,uco mumuna

then she went on brightly: “And do -
« UCIONB3YeTCs
. cTpyKums there is/are,
she didn’t come to meet me; be- . :
« moment’s — hopMa npu-
. TSDKaTeNbHOIO Iajmexa
“I—I was thinking about Miss .
. ment, 0003HAYalOUIETO

. Bpems, cMm. ['C 4.

B srom OpeaiIoXkKEHNN
KOH-

cm. I'C 54.

CYLIECTBUTEIBbHOI'O mo-

15



