YIK 811.111(075)
BBK 81.2AHr1-9
160

ITopTep, dnuHOp.

1160 INommmanua = Pollyanna + ayauonpuioxenue / 3. [Toprep;
aJlanT. TeKcTa, yup. u cioBapb A.A. BepTaruHoii; nep. C.A. Mat-
BeeBa. — Mocksa: M3zaarenscrBo ACT, 2020. — 256 c. — (Bilingua).

ISBN 978-5-17-122772-2

KHura 3HaKOMHT YHTaTeJIs C YAUBUTEIbHOH HCTOpUEN NeBOYKU-CH-
poTsl ITo/UIMaHHEL, KOTOpas o0safaeT MOpasUTENIbHOH CIOCOGHOCTBIO
paZoBaThCs KU3HU IIPU JIOOBIX OOCTOATENbCTBAX. TEKCT IPOU3BeZeHUA
a/laliTHPOBaH U CHaO)XXeH IapasUIe/IbHBIM NIePeBOJZOM Ha PYCCKUI A3BIK.
J1s1 IpOBepKY NTOHMMaHUA NPOYUTAHHOTO B KHUTE JaHbl YIPaKHEHUA C
OTBETaMH U aHIJIO-PYCCKUI CI0OBaph.

AHITIUACKUH TEKCT IIOTHOCTBIO O3BYy4eH HOCHUTEAMH f3BIKa M bec-
IUIATHO ZOCTYIIEH 1A IPOCIyIINBaHNA Ha 0QUINAIbHOM caiiTe U3faTenb-
crBa ACT B paszeine «<4uTanbHA».

ITocobue agpecoBaHO BCeM, KTO M3ydaeT aHIIMACKUI A3BIK U XOYeT
YUTATh IUTEPATypPy Ha A3BIKEe OPUTHHAIA.

YK 811.111(075)
BBK 81.2AHrn-9

ISBN 978-5-17-122772-2 © 000 «M3garenberBo ACT», 2020



Hoporue npy3bs!

Kak wu3BecTHO, Jy4lIuii crocod YYUTh WMHOCTPAHHBIN
SI3BIK — 3TO YUTATh XYIOXKECTBEHHYIO JuTeparypy. Ho urenue
JIOJDKHO OBITh HE TOJBKO ITOJIE3HBIM, HO M YBJIEKATCIBHBIM.
[MosTOoMy MBI OTOOpanu ISl Bac JydlliMe NPOU3BEACHUS
MUpPOBOI1 nuTepaTyphl. B kHurax cepuu Bilingua Bbl HaiiaéTe
aJanTUPOBaHHBIC TEKCThl MPOM3BEACHUN Ha aHIJIUUCKOM
sI3BIKE C MapaJlIeIbHBIM ITIEPEBOAOM Ha pyccKUit. B mormonHenue
K TeKCTaM Jal0TCs YIIPaXKHEHUS Ha TOHUMAaHWe MTPOYUTaHHOTO
C OTBETAMM U aHTJIO-PYCCKUIA CJIOBAPh, B KOTOPOM Bbl MOXKETE
YTOYHUTDH 3HAY€HUE KOHKPETHOTO CJIOBA.

Bce aHrnmiickue TEKCThI 03ByYeHbI HOCUTEIISIMU SI3bIKA U
COBEPIICHHO becnaamuo TOCTYIHBI IS TIPOCIIYIIMBAHUS Ha
odpuumanbHoM caiite usnareabctsa ACT. YToOBI BOCITONIB30-
BaTbCs OECIUIATHBIM ayIUOTPUIOKEHUEM, HEOOXOIUMO:

* 3aperucTpupoBaThcs B pasnene «YuraabHs» Ha opuULIM-
ajibHOM calite uznaresnbctBa ACT
(https://ast.ru/reading-room/),

* TIepEeiTH B KaTajor «AyIroMaTepuabl»,

* BBIOpATh HYXKHBIM ayTMOKYypC.

[Tocyie 5TOTO BBI CMOXKETE COBEPILICHHO OECIUIaTHO IIPO-

CJIYIIMBATh ayIUOTPUIOXKEHUE OHJIAH WJIM cKayaTh Ha CBOE
YCTPOIMCTBO U MCITOJIL30BaTh 0€3 moakiatoueHus K MHTepHery.

XKenaewm ycnexon!



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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IJIABA 1
MUCC IIOJIJIA

Mncc [To/wm XappyHITOH BOLUIA B KyXHIO B 3TO HMIOHBCKOE
YTPO HEMHOTO TOcCHelrHo. HaHCH, MBIBIIaA B pPaKOBUHE
MIOCYZly, YAVBIEHHO IIOCMOTpesa Ha He€.

— Hbucnu!

— /Jla, MaM, — Becesio orBeTwia HaHcH, IpozioypKas BEITU-
paTh KyBIIIWH, KOTOPHIU Ziep:Kajia B pyKe.

— HbHcu, Korga g ¢ To60i TOBOPIO, S X04Y, YTOOBI THI TIpe-
Kpamraaa paboTy U ciIymiaia To, 9To S TOBOPIO.

Hoaucen BCIIbIXHYJIA. Ona Cpagdy IoCTaBuWiIa KyBIIWH.

— Jla, MaM, — cka3ana HaHcu.

Ona nozymaria, YTo HUKOTZIAa He CMOXKET YTOAUTD 3TOU KeH-
muHe. /o a3Toro HaHcH HY Ha KOro He paboTasia; HO €€ MaTh CTa-
Jla BAOBOU c emé Tpems JeTbMu Miaziie Harcu. [TosTomy oHa
0YeHb 00pasioBasach, KOIla Halllla MECTO Ha KyXHe B OOJIbIIIOM
ZoMe Ha xonMe. HaHcu npuexana us KopHepa, MecTeuka B Lie-
CTA MWIAX OT 3TOTO JOMA, ¥ OHa 3Hasia Mmucc [loyum XappuHr-
TOH TOJIBKO KaK BJIaZIeJINIy CTAPOI'0 [IOMeCTbA XappUHI'TOH. JTO
ObLIO ZIBa Mecsilia Ha3azl. Temeps ke oHa 3Hama Mucc [ToJutu Kak
CTPOTYIO KEHIIUHY, KOTOpas XMypWIach, €CJIU HOXK C TPOXOTOM
1aZia1 Ha I0JI WX eCJIU XJI0Taja 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:— 1 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 I. Mucc ITowiu

— 3aKOHYM CBOIO YTPEHHIOI paboTy, HaHcH, — cKasana
mucc [oyuti, — 1 mpubepy MaseHbKYI0 KOMHATY Ha Yep/iaKe, U
[IOCTaBb TaM KpoBaTh. [loMeTy KOMHATY 1 BEIMOU €€, KOHEUHO,
TIOCJIE TOTO KaK yOepEIb AIIKY.

Mucc Ilosun noMmeznvia, 3aTeM IIpofo/DKaa:

— Jlymaro, 9To yKe MoTy Tebe Bcé pacckasarh, HaHcu. Most
wieMAHHNIA, Mucc [lojutmanHa YUTTHEep, CKopo OyZeT y MeHs
*KUTb. Ef oIMHHAAIATD JIET, ¥ OHA OyZIeT CIaTh B TOM KOMHATe.

— 3/echb CKOPO MOABUTCA MaJieHbKad ZIeBOYKa, MUCC Xap-
puHrToH? Hy pa3se 3T0 He 310poBo! — BockIukHyna Hancu.

— 3m10poB0o? YTO XK, 3TO HE COBCEM TO CJIOBO, KOTOPOE 51 ObI
WCII0/Ib30BaJIa, — HATAHYTO ckasana mucc [lowm. — OpHako 4
no6pas XKeHIUHA, U A 3HaI0 CBOM JIOJT.

— He 3abyap nogmecty yribl, H3HCH, — pe3Ko 3aKOHYIIA
OHa, BBIXO/IA 3 KOMHATHI.

— /Jla, maM, — B3goxHys1a HaHcu.

B cBoeli komHaTe mucc [lo/uti cHOBa BBIHY/IA MTUCBMO, KO-
TOpOe OHa NOJIy4YmIa Ba HA Ha3az. [T1cbMo 6bLI0 aZipecoBaHoO
mucc [lommm XappuHrToH, benguHrcBuib, BepMOHT; U B HEM
TrOBOPWIOCH CIEZYIOLee:

Zlopoeas madam!

BuiHyacdeH ¢ concaneHuem coobwums Bam, umo npenodob-
Hblll Jncon Yummuep ckoHuascst 0se Hedeau HA3a0, 0CMAasue no-
e cebsi pebérka, desouky o0uHHadyamu Jiem.

MHe uzsecmHo, umo oM 6wuL1 Mydxcem Bauwteil cecmpbl, HO OH
01 MHe NOHAMb, UMO 8aWLU CeMbU He 0UeHb 1aounu. 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 I. Mucc ITowiu

nodymazn, umo Bul cmoznu 6bl npuHAms 3my 0e8oUKY U 80CNU-
mame eé. [Toamomy a Bam u nuuty.

Hadetocb Ha Baiu ckopblil nooicumenbHbLil omeem.
C ysancenuem,
Hepemus O. Yaiim.

Mucc ITomny BYepa OTBETWIA Ha MMCHMO M CKasaja, 4To
OHa, KOHEYHO, BO3bMET peOEHKa.

IToka oHa cuzena, iepXka B pyKax IHMCbMO, eé MbICIN 0bpa-
TWINCH K cecTpe, /HkeHHU, MaTepu [lo/imaHHEL, ¥ K TOMY Bpe-
MeHH, Korza JKeHHH, JieBylIKa ABaZLaTH JIeT, BBIILUIA 3aMyX
3a MOJIOZIOTO 1TACTOpa M yexasa ¢ HUM Ha or. boblile ceMbsl He
HMeJia 0COOBIX CBSI3EH C MAaCTOPCKOM KEHOM.

B ogHOM M3 cBOMX nrceM /I>KeHHM Hamucana o IlosuimaHHe,
CBOEM TIOC/IeZIHEM peOEHKe, BCe ApyTre e€ MIaZIeHIbl YMEPIIH.
Omna HasBasa 0uKy [To/TMaHHOU B YeCThb IByX CBOUX CECTEP —
[Toyn i AHHBIL.

Yepe3 HECKOJIBKO JIET MPUIIUTA HOBOCTHU O €€ CMepTH: 00
3TOM COOOLIMIT B KOPOTKOM, HO CKOPOHOM ITHICbMe caM IacTop.

Mucc oy, a4 Ha LOAVHY BHU3Y, [I0ZAyMasla O IiepeMe-
Hax, KOTOpbIe IIPOM30LUIN € Hel 3a 3T ABaZALAaTh IATh JieT. Ei
Terepb 6BUIO COPOK, M OHA OCTasIach B 9TOM MHpe COBCEM OZHA.
Orer, MaTh, CECTPHI, — Bce yMepan. OHa ObUIa X03AUKOH jloMa
Y COCTOSHMA, OCTABJIEHHOr'o el oTLoM. Haxoaunnce Te, KTO co-
YyBCTBOBAJI €€ OZAUHOYECTBY.

Mucc Iosuti mogHsIach ¢ HAXMYPeHHBIM JiutioM. OHa ObL1a,
KOHEYHO, I0OBOJIbHA, YTO OHA — 1006past KeHIIMHA, ¥ He TOJbKO
3HaeT CBOH /IONT, HO U 00JIaZiaeT CUJION XapaKTepa, YTOObI UC-
noaHaTh ero. Ho ITommnanna! 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.
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I'maBa II. Crapbiii Tom u HsHcu

I'JIABA II
CTAPBIV TOM U HRHCHU

BTOT JeHb HpHCHM Hallia HEeCKOJIbKO MHUHYT, YTOOBI BCE
pasysHaTb B cafy y craporo ToMma, CaZlOBHHUKA.

— Mucrep Towm, BBl 3HaeTe, YTO CKOPO ClOZA IIpUeseT Ma-
JIeHbKas IeBOYKa U OyZeT KUTh y Mucc [Tommm?

— Kro? — cpocui crapuxk.

— Matenbkas seBouka. OHa OyzeT *KuTb y mucc [Toutu.
Ona cama MHe coobImIa, — ckasaia HaHen. — JTo eé rieMaH-
HMIIA, el OJUHHAALIATE JIET.

My>4yrHa pacKpbLI pOT OT YAUBJIEHUS.

— 0O, 9T0, JOLKHO OBITH, ZeBOYKa Mucc JxeHHN!

— Kro Ttakas mucc /bxeHHU?

— Omna 6bUTa aHTeJIOM, — ITPOIIIENTaI My»KYUHA, — HO CTa-
PBIM XO3SIMHY U XO35IiKe OHA MPUXOAWIACh CTapIlel J04epbio.
E#1 6pUT0 IBa/IIIaTh, KOIZIa OHA BHINUIA 3aMY’K U yeXajia OTCIoIa,
3TO OBUIO OYeHb ZIaBHO. § CIIBIIIAJ, YTO BCe €€ ZIeTH yMepJiH,
KpOMe Toc/ieiHero pebéHKa; 1 3TOo, TODKHO OBITh, KaK pa3 Ta

JI€BOYKa.

— U oHa OyzeT crmaTh Ha 4epake — KaK TOJBKO ell He
CTBIIHO! — cepauTo cka3aia Haucn.

Crapbiit ToM yIBIOHYJICS.
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Chapter II. Old Tom and Nancy

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

“Well, T 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.
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I'maBa II. Crapbiii Tom u HsHcu

— HHrepecHo, kak mMucc IToyuty y>KUBETCA B ZIoMe ¢ peOEH-
KOM, — CKa3aJl OH.

— A MHe UHTepeCHO, KaK IeBOYKa Y’KUBETCA B OZHOM JIOMe
¢ mucc [Toyumm! — pesko orBeTwia HaHcu.

Crapuk paccMmescs.

— Botock, Tebe He CTMIIKOM HpaBUTCA Mucc IToumm, — yc-
MEXHYJICA OH.

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

— MHe Ka)keTcs, Thl He 3Haelllb O TIOOOBHOW UCTOPUY MUCC
Moy, — MezIeHHO IporoBopu ToM.

— JlroboBHas uctopust — y Heé! Her!

— Tr1 He 3Haemb Mucc [lo/iu Tak, Kak 51, — ckal3aa ToM. —
Ona 6bUTa HACTOSAIIEN KpacaBUIleH U ceifyac Obuta ObI, eCi OB
3axoTesa.

— Kpacasuueii! Mucc [Nosuu!

— [la, oHa Teneps Apyrasi, g 3Ha[0. DTO HAYaIOCh TOTZAA —
BO BpeMs HENPUATHOCTEH C €€ BO3JTIOOJEHHBIM, — KUBHYI
crapsiii ToM, — ¥ ¢ Hel Terlepb HEBHIHOCMO UMETb /JIEJT0.

— HbaHcu! — pasgaincs peskwii rosoc.

— Jl-na, maM, — mpobopMmoTana HaHcu u mocnenmia K
ZIOMY.
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Chapter III. The Coming of Pollyanna

CHAPTER III
THE COMING OF POLLYANNA

CCNancy,” 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 T 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.”
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I'masa III. Ilpuesa IlosutnaHHbI

IJIABA III
INIPUES3/] I1IOJIJTMAHHBI

L I_IBHCI/I, — ckaszana mucc [lowm, — 3aBTpa B 4YeThIpe

yaca IpueAeT MOs IUIEMAHHHIA. Thl JO/DKHA
BCTPETUTh €€ Ha CTAHUUW. TUMOTHU BO3BMET OTKPHITYIO
KOJSICKY W J0Be3éT Tebs. B TemerpaMme TOBOPUTCA:
«CBeTIble BOJIOCHI, IUIAThe U3 XJIONKA B KPACHYIO KIETKY
¥ COJIOMEeHHasd NUIANKa». JTO BCE, YTO A 3HAIO.

Ha crezytomumii ieHb pOBHO 6e3 BaAaT YeThipe TUMOTH
1 HaHcu noexany B OTKPBITOM KOJISICKe BCTpeyaTh rocThbio. TH-
MOTHU OBUT CBIHOM cTaporo Toma. OTo O6bLT 0OPOAYIIHEINA FOHO-
11, BeCbMa TIpUBJieKaTeNbHbIN. OHH YiKe YCIIeIu MOAPYKUThC.

Korza oHM 106pasvch /o cTaHyy, HaHceu nocrennmia Tyza,
I7le OHa MOIVIa OTYETIMBO BUZIETh MaccakupoB. OHa MOCTOSAHHO
MBICJIEHHO TBepAWIa: «CBeT/Ible BOJIOCH, IIAThe B KPACHYIO KJIeT-
Ky, COJIOMEHHas IUIANKa». CHOBa M CHOBA OHA MbITANach cebe
TIpe/ICTaBUTh, KaKOH ke ZIeBOYKOM OKaxkeTcs 3Ta [TosutraHHa.

HaxkoHel| OHYM YBUZIEN €€ — CTPOWHYIO IEBOYKY B IUIAThe
M3 XJIOMKA B KPACHYIO KJIETKY C ABYMSA TOJICTBIMHA KOCHYKaMHU,
JOXOASAIIMMU 10 CIIMHEBL I1oZ COTOMEHHON LUIAIKOM OBLIO Ha-
MPDKEHHOE, HEOOJbIIOE BECHYIITYATOE JIUIIO, KOTOPOE BepTe-
JIOCh HAIIPABO Y HAJIEBO, KOT'O-TO BHICMATPHUBAS.

— Br1 mucc [TommanHa? — HeyBepeHHO cripocuia HaHcu.

— O, g Tak paza, paza, paZa BUeTb Bac, — HeTepIeTuBbIN
r'0JIOC KPUKHYJI ITPpAMO B yx0. — KoHeuHo, 4 [lo/uinanHa, U 4 Tak
pazia, 4To BBI IIpHeXalu BCTpeTUTh MeHdA! f Hazesnacs, 4To Bb

IpuzeTe.
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