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CHAPTER L
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 an-
swered cheerfully, but she still

! ma’am — wmaM (kpamkas ¢op-
Ma obpauieHust K HceHWUHe; 8 Ha-

cmosiulee spemst NpakKmuuecku He
ucnonsL3yemes)
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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, maam.” 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,”

! Nancy had never worked for
anybody before — /o sToro HsHcu
HM Ha KOro He pabotasa
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six miles away, and she knew
Miss Polly Harrington only as
the mistress of the old Har-
rington homestead. That was two
months before. She knew Miss
Polly now as a stern woman who
frowned if a knife clattered to
the floor, or if a door banged.

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

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

AYYLININIT]
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“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,

! Oh, won’t that be nice! — Hy
pasBe 3TO He 3TOpOBO!

2 she had received — ona moJy-
qunjia
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Beldingsville, Vermont; and it
read as follows:

AYYLININIT]

“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,
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.”

1 were not on the best of
terms — He O4YeHb JaaAUIN
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Miss Polly answered the let-
ter the day before, and she had
said she would take the child’,
of course.

As she sat now, with the let-
ter in her hands, her thoughts
went back to her sister, Jennie,
Pollianna’'s mother, and to the
time when Jennie, as a girl of
twenty, married the young 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 “Pollyanna”

1 she had said she would take
the child — oHa ckasayia, YTO BO3b-
MeT pebGeHKa
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for her two sisters, Polly and
Anna.

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

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

Miss Polly rose with frowning
face. She was glad, of course,
that she was a good woman,
and that she not only knew her

AYYLININIT]
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duty, but had strength of char-
acter to perform it. But—POLLY-
ANNA!—what a ridiculous name!

ELEMENTARY



CHAPTER II.
OLD TOM
AND NANCY

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

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

“A—what?” demanded the old
man.

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

The man’s jaw fell'.

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

“Who was Miss Jennie?”

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

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

Old Tom smiled.

! The man’s jaw fell. — VYV myx-
YUHBI yraja YelioCTh.
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“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.

“‘'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 af-
fair,” he said slowly.

“Love affair—HER! No!”

“You didn't know Miss Polly
as I did,” he said. “She used

AYYLININIT]

1 As if ever anybody could be
fond of her! — MoxHO mOIYMAaTh,
HaleTcd KTO-TO, KOMy OHa IIOHpa-
BUTCA!



