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MNCC IMOAAU

Muce Tosuu Xappunrron Bomia B Kitchen B 3To HIOHBbCKOE YTpO
HemHoro hurriedly. Haneu, mbiBmad B sink moeygy, in surprise moemotpeda.

«Haneu! 3akonun cBoto yrpeHHwwo work, Hanen, — ckaszama muce
oy, — npubepy MaseHbKY0 KOMHATY Ha attic ¥ moeTaBb TaM KpPOBATb.
IlomMeTn KOMHATY ¥ BBIMOM €€, KOHEYHO, TOCJE TOT0 Kak yoepémb boxes.
Mos niece, muce [losnuanHa Yurtuep, 0yaer ckopo y MeHs 31ech live. Ei
eleven Jiet, ¥ oHa OyzeT cnath B Toi KoMHaTte. A He 3a0y/b OAMECTH COr-
ners, Hanew», — peako 3aKoHYMJIa OHA, KOTZA BbIIILIA U3 KOMHATbL

«Ila, Mam», — B3noxHyaa Haneu.

B cBoeii komHare mMuce Ilosiii cHoBa BbIHyJIa letter, KoTopoe moJyduIa
IIBa IHA Ha3a.
W{;ﬁt@W
box — xopobxka
eleven — oAMHHAALIATH
hurriedly — cremno
in surprise — yAUBAEHHO
kitchen — xyxws
letter — mucbmoO
live — xwuth
niece — IIA€MSIHHHUILIAQ
sink — paxoBuHa

work — pabora

NZOA
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CHAPTER |
MISS POLLY

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

“Nancy! 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. My niece, Miss Pollyanna
Whittier, will soon live with me. She is eleven years old, and she will sleep
in that room. 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 once more took out the letter which she
had received two days before.

X
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The letter 66110 anpecoBano muce [losiiv Xap puHITOH, BeanuHreBULIb,
Bepwmonr; u it read as follows:

«[loporas Mmajam,

Boinyxnen ¢ comamendem inform Bam, uyro IIpemomoGubIf [IoH
Yurtuep cxonvascd 1Be weeks Hasay, ocTaBuB mocae cedd child, neBouxy
eleven Jier.

Mue uaBecTHo, 4T0 0H ObLT husband Bameil cecTpsl, HO OH JaJ MHe
MOHATh, YTO Balld ceMbU were not on the best of terms. On however
HoAyMaJ, 4T0 Bbl eMorau 661 IPUHATE 3Ty A€BOYKY 1 bring her up.

Iloatomy s Bam u mumy.

C Hapexnoi Ha Bam cKOpBIi 0JI0KUTEbHBIH OTBET,

C yBaxeHueM,

Ixepemus 0. Yaitr.
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bring her up — Bocnurars eé

child — pe6énox

eleven — oAMHHAALIATH

however — oaHako

husband — mysx

inform — coob6muTh

it read as follows — B HEM rOBOpPHAOCH CAepyiOlIee
letter — mucpMo

week — Hepeas

were not on the best of terms — He oueHb AapnAn

NZOACRY”

The letter was addressed to Miss Polly Harrington, Beldingsville, Ver-
mont; 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 understand
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,

Respectfully yours,

Jeremiah 0. White.”

*
k3

Mucc Iosm Buepa answered Ha MMCHMO, ¥ CKa3aJa, YTo 0Ha, KOHEYHO,
B03bMET child. B ogHoM u3 cBoux letters [Ixenuu, cecrpa muce Ilosy,
Hanucana o I[lonnuanHe, cBoéM last baby, Bce npyrue eé babies ymepan.
Ona named gouky IloJinaHHO# B YeCTh ABYX cBOMX cecTép: [10J1v 1 AHHBL
Yepea HECKOJIBKO JIeT MPUILIM HOBOCTH 0 death [IxeHHHU.
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Muce Iosmm momuanach ¢ frowning sunom. Oxa Gbura, of course,
IOBOJIbHA, YTO OHA J00pad MeHW[MHa, 1 He TOJbKO 3HaJa ¢BOi duty, HO 1
obsazana strength xapakrepa, yro6bl uenogHATh ero. Ho «Ilosuinanna»!
Yro 3a Hesemoe name!

"‘C’?fﬁ'ﬁt@W

answer — OTBETHTb

baby — pe6énox (maasenern)
child — pe6énox

death — cmepTs

duty — poar

frowning — HaxMypeHHBI
last — mocaepHMI

letter — mcpmo

name — uMs

of course — KOHEYHO

Miss Polly answered the letter the day before, and she had said she
would take the child, of course. In one of her letters Jennie, Miss Polly’s
sister, wrote about Pollyanna, her last baby, 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 Jenny’s death.

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!

[AABA I
CTAPbLII TOM N H3HCU

B Tot neHb HaHeu Hamuia HeeKoJabKO minutes, yToObl BCE pasdy3HaThb B
garden y Craporo Toma, gardener.
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«Mucrep Tom, BbI 3HaeTe, YTO CKOPO clofa NMpuenet little neBouka U
oyner live y muce oamn?»

«Yro?» — demanded cTapuK.

«Little meBouyka — utoGsI live y muce ITosuru. OHa cama MHe Tak told, —
cxasaga Haneu. — dto eé niece, el eleven Jer».

The man’s jaw fell.

«0, it must be neBouyxa muce JxeHHu»

«Who takaa muce [IxxeHHU?»

W@t@w

demand — cnpocurs

eleven — opmHHaAALIATD

garden — caa

gardener — capOBHHK

told — ckasaaa

it must be — aT0 A0AXKHO 6BITH
little — mMareHBKMIT

live — >kuTb

minute — MHHYTa

niece — NAeMSHHHUIA

The man’s jaw fell. — ¥ My>xunHbI yasa 4eAr0CTb.

who — xTo

NOACRY

CHAPTERII
OLD TOM AND NANCY

In the garden that afternoon, Nancy found a few minutes in which to
interview 0ld 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.
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“A little girl — to live with Miss Polly. She told me so herself,” said
Naney. “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?”

*
kk

«0OHa OblTa angel, — mpolenTan MyXKYMHA;, — HO CTApPbIM master U
mistress 0Ha MPUXOAUIACH cTaplIel Hoyepbio. Eit Obl10 twenty, Korga oHa
BBILLIA 3aMYK M yexaJa 0TCloJa, 3T0 ObLI0 0YeHb JABHO. fl cJbImal, 4YTo
all eé children ymepJau, kpome last child; 1 310 oskHO OBITH KaK pas Ta
IeBouka. UnTepecHo, kak muce Ilos yxuéred B house ¢ child».

«A MHe UHTEpPECHO, KaK JIeBOYKA yKUBETCA B OFHOM house ¢ muce
Mogul» — snapped Hanen.

Crapuk laughed.

’W@t(jw

all — Bce

angel — anrea
child — pebenox
children — aetn
house — apoMm

last — mocaeaHMI
laugh — cmesThCst
master — X0351H
mistress — X03sHKa
smile — yapt6aTbcst
snap — pe3KO OTBETHTb

twenty — ABaa1jaTh

NOACRY”
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“She was an angel,” breathed the man; “but the old master and mis-
tress 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, ex-
cept the last one; and that must be her. I wonder what Miss Polly will do
with a child in the house.”

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

The old man laughed.

*
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«Bowcs, you aren’t fond of muce Ilosm», — yemexHyes oH.

«As if ever anybody could be fond of her!» — yrpromo ckasana Haneu.

«To1 He 3Hasa Muce [logity, kak A, — cka3an Tom. — She used to be real
handsome, u ceiiyac ObI OblIa, €CJIH 6 3aX0TeJa>.

«Handsome! Mucc Ilosumu!»

«[la, oHa Temepd different, A 3Haw. IT0 HAYAIOCH TOLA — BO BpPeMs
trouble ¢ eé Boa00aeHHbIM, — KUBHYJ Crapbiil Tom, — U ceiyac she is
bitter and prickly to deal with».

«Haueu!» — pasnanca sharp voice.

«[l-ma, ma’am», — stammered Hauew 1 mocnemusia K gomy.

W&iﬁ'@w

As if ever anybody could be fond of her! — MosxHo moaymaTs,
HANAETCSI KTO-TO, KOMY OHA IIOHPaBHUTCsL!

different — Apyroit

ma’am — MoM

sharp voice — pesxuii roaoc

she is bitter and prickly to deal with — c¢ Heit Temeps
HEBBIHOCHMO UMETb AEAO

She used to be real handsome. — Omna 6biaa HacTOsImIEN
KpacaBuIlen.

slowly — mepaenHO
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stammer — 6opmoTars
trouble — HenpusTHOCTD

you aren’t fond of — Tebe He cAMIIKOM HPaBHUTCSI

BRI OS e

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

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

“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 began then — at the time of the
trouble with her lover,” nodded Old Tom; “and now she is bitter and prick-
ly to deal with.”

“Nancy!” called a sharp voice.

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

[AABA I
MNPUESA NOAANAHHDI

«Hanew, — ckaszana mucc [losin, — 3aBTpa B yeThipe yaca MpHefeT
Mo niece. Tbl 0JKHA BCTPETUTD €€ Ha station. THMOTH BO3bMET KOJIACKY
1 10Be3ET Tebs1. B Teserpamme roopures: “cBetable Bosockl, redchecked
gingham dress 1 conomenHas hat”. 9to Beé, 4To A 3HaW”.

Ha caepywomuii fenb poBHo twenty minutes to four Tumoru u Haneu
T0eXaJIi B OTKPBITON KoJIicKe BCTpeyarhb roetblo. Tumotu 6611 son Toma.

Ha station onu yBuzeau slender neBouxy B redchecked gingham dress
¢ IBYMf JNIMHHBIMY fat KOCHYKAMHU.

«BbI Muce IlosnnanHa? — HeyBepeHHO enpocuaa Haneu.

«0, A TaK paja, pajia, paja BUETh Bac, — €ager voice KPUKHYJI MPAMO B
yxo. — Koneuno, s [lomvanHa, ¥ A TaK pajia, YT0 BbI IpHeXaju meet MeHs!
I hoped you would».

Momomeén Tumoty.
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son — ChIH

station — cTaHIMsa

slender — crpoitHbiit

fat — TOACTBIN

niece — IMAeMSIHHHIIA

twenty minutes to four — 6e3 pABapLaTu YeThIpe

redchecked gingham dress — maaTpe U3 XAOMKa B KpacHyo
KAETKY

eager voice — HeTEePIeAUBBIN T'OAOC

I hoped you would — s Hapestiaace, 4To BbI IpUAETE

hat — masnka

meet — BCTPETHUTD

NN

CHAPTERIII
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 bug-
gy and drive you over. The telegram says ‘light hair, redchecked 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 0ld Tom’s son.

They saw her on the station — the slenderlittle girl in the red-checked
gingham with two long fat braids.

“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.”

Timothy came up.
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«dt0 Tumoty. BoamozkHo, y Bac ecTb trunk», — stammered Haxeu.

«[la, ecTh, — BaHO KuBHyJa [losnnanHa. — Y MeHA ecTb brand-new
trunk. Mue ero kynuaa The Ladies’ Aid».

Hakonen, Bee three orpexamu orT craHuuu. Trunk IlossamaHHBI
TIOMeCTHIM ¢3aau, a cama IlojuMaHHa yOTHO ycesnach Mexay HaHen u
Tumoru. IToKa Bee yeTpauBaiuch, MaJeHbKasA I€BOYKA H3[aBaja uninter-
rupted mMOTOK KOMMeHTapHeB U questions.

«Bort! Isn’t this lovely? 9to mamexo? Hapmetoeh, uto ma — A Jr00a10
ride, — B3nbixadia llosnanna. — Kakasa muinas street! 1 3Haa, uto Gymer
0YeHb KpacuBo; father ropopua MHe...»

Ona 3amoJyata, e ropJo mepexBaTda He6o0JbIION choking breath.
HaHeu yBupeaa, 4to eé chin 3ampomxan, a rmasa HamoJaHUIMCh tears. OgHaKo
Jyepe3 MTHOBEHHME OHa 3aTapaTopuia ONATh, ¢MeJo NoAHAB head.

brand-new — coBepieHHO HOBBII

chin — moa60popok

choking breath — crmasm

father — mama

head — roaosa

I knew it was going to be pretty — s 3HaAa, 4TO 6yAeT O4YeHb
KPacHBO

Isn’t this lovely? — PasBe aT0 He mpexpacHO?

question — Bompoc

ride — e3auTh

stammer — 3anMHaTbhCA

street — yawura

tear — caesa

The Ladies’ Aid — «>Kenckas mnomompb>» (HasBaHme

6AaI‘OTBOPHTeAbHOfI OPI‘aHI/I3aIII/II/I)
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three — tpu
trunk — yemopan

uninterrupted — HempexpamaOIHACS

NZOACRY”

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

“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 behind, and Pol-
lyanna 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, how-
ever, she hurried on, with a brave lifting of her head.

X
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«Hy na, father ormpaBuics B pail — K mother u K ocTajbHbIM. OH
cKaszaJl, 4To A HoJrkHA pajoBarhed. Ho 3aTo oveHb cJ0kHO, because oH
MHe Hy®eH. Y mother u y ocTanbHbIX ecth God U Bce angels, a y MeHA HeT
HuKoro, kpome The Ladies’ Aid. Ho Temeps s yBepeHa, YTo CTaHeT Jerdye,
because y MmeHs ectb Bbl, €14 [loau. fI Tak pazna, 4To y MeHA ecTb BbID»

«0, you've made an awful mistake, dear, — HeyBepeHHO cKazaja
Haneu. — { Beero aumb Haneu. I He Bama Tera [ommu!l»

«Bbl — ne ona® — stammered JeBoYKa.

«Her. f Beero sump Hauewu. I never 651 He moAyMaJIa, YTO BbI IPUMETE
MeHA 32 Heé».
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Tumoty Tuxo chuckled.

«Ho kro Torma 667 — cnpocuda llomnuanya.

«fl — Hauew, eaywanka. f nesato Beto paboty, kpome washing u iron-
ing».

angels — aHreas

because — moromy uro

chuckle — xuxuxarp

father — orerg

God — Bor

ironing — raakeHue

mother — mama

never — HHKOTAQ

stammer — mpomenrars

The Ladies’ Aid — «>Kenckas mnomompb>» (HaszBaHume
6AaroTBOPHUTEABHOI OPTaHU3ALINHI)

washing — crupka

you've made an awful mistake, dear — Bbl ommbaerecs,

Aoporast
NN

“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!”

“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.
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“No. I'm only Naney. 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.”

X
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«Ho tera Ilosu ecrme? — anxiously mpocuna neBouKa.

«You bet your life there is», — BMemasned Tumoru.

Moannanna visibly paceaaduiach.

«0, Torza HUYEro».

IlocaenoBano MUHYTHOE MoJYaHKe, IOTOM oHa brightly mponosmkuia:
«A 3Haere 4To? fl, after all, pama, 4To 0OHa He MpHexaja MeHS BCTPETUTH;
TIOTOMY YTO TENepPh y MEHA €CTh eI  BbI».

«fl — 1 gymana about muce Iommm», — eMyméxHO ckas3ana Haneu.

Ioanuanna contentedly B3goxHyJa.

«fl Tore. OHa MHe Tak UHTepecHa. 3HaeTe, she’s all the aunt I've got,
U A He 3HaJIa, YTO 0HA y MeHs yxe naBHo. [loTom mHe father paccekasan. O
CKaaaJl, 4T0 OHa KUBET B KpacuBOM big gome «on top of a hill».

W@tﬁw

about — o

after all — Bcé-Taxu

anxiously — TpeBoxHO

big — 6oapmroi

brightly — >xuBo

contentedly — poBoAbHO

father — mama

on top of a hill — na BepumHe xoAMa

she’s all the aunt I've got — oHa — epuHCTBeHHast TéTs,

KOTOpas 'y Me€HA €CThb
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