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    Few novels test the power of optimism as sharply as Pollyanna, where hope must prove itself against loneliness, disappointment, and the rigid habits of ordinary life.

Eleanor H. Porter’s Pollyanna is a children’s novel first published in 1913, and it belongs to the early twentieth-century tradition of domestic fiction shaped around family, community, and moral growth. The story unfolds in a small New England town, a setting that gives the book both intimacy and social range, since private feeling and public reputation are closely linked. Although often remembered as a simple tale of cheerfulness, the novel is more carefully constructed than that reputation suggests, using everyday encounters to explore how character influences an entire social world.

The premise begins with the arrival of Pollyanna Whittier, an orphaned girl who is sent to live with her wealthy but emotionally distant Aunt Polly Harrington. From this initial displacement, the novel follows Pollyanna as she learns the rules of her new household and gradually makes her presence felt within the wider town. Porter keeps the plot rooted in ordinary events rather than spectacle, so the interest lies less in surprise than in the changing meanings of familiar scenes. That design makes the opening feel immediate and accessible while leaving room for emotional depth.

One of the book’s enduring pleasures is its narrative voice, which is clear, brisk, and gently ironic without becoming cynical. Porter writes in a style that is easy to read yet carefully tuned to shifts between humor, sentiment, and social observation. The tone is often warm and bright, but it does not erase difficulty; instead, it places hardship beside resilience and asks readers to consider how both can coexist. This balance helps explain why the novel can feel inviting to younger readers while still offering adults a more critical and layered reading experience.

At the center of the novel is the question of what optimism means when life is plainly unfair. Pollyanna’s famous habit of seeking reasons for gladness is not presented only as a charming trait, but as a way of interpreting the world and responding to pain. Around that habit, Porter develops themes of emotional reserve, duty, generosity, loneliness, and the human need for connection. The book also pays close attention to influence: how one person’s outlook can unsettle settled grievances, expose hidden wounds, and alter the moral atmosphere of a community.

For contemporary readers, Pollyanna remains relevant partly because its central idea is often misunderstood. Modern culture is familiar with forms of forced positivity that dismiss suffering, and this novel invites a more nuanced distinction between denial and courage. Its interest lies not in pretending that grief, poverty, illness, or disappointment do not exist, but in asking what inner discipline allows people to endure them without surrendering entirely to bitterness. Read in that light, the novel becomes less a sentimental relic than a meditation on emotional practice, agency, and the ethics of everyday kindness.

Approached today, Pollyanna is best read as both an engaging story and a cultural touchstone whose title has entered common speech, sometimes at the expense of the book’s complexity. Porter offers a compact but memorable portrait of a town, a family, and a child whose presence unsettles accepted ways of feeling. The novel’s readable prose, controlled sentiment, and moral seriousness help explain its long afterlife, while its tensions remain recognizable to modern audiences. It asks whether hope can be naive and necessary at once, and that question still gives the novel its force.
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    Eleanor H. Porter’s Pollyanna, first published in 1913, follows an orphaned girl who is sent to live with her wealthy but emotionally distant aunt, Miss Polly Harrington, in the small New England town of Beldingsville. The novel opens by contrasting Pollyanna’s buoyant spirit with the severe order of her aunt’s household, establishing the central tension between cheerful resilience and rigid duty. Recently deprived of both parents and familiar comforts, Pollyanna enters a setting shaped by propriety, restraint, and old grievances. Her arrival begins a quiet disruption of habits that many adults in the town have long treated as fixed and unchangeable.

Pollyanna’s defining habit is the “glad game,” a practice taught by her father in which one seeks something to be glad about even in disappointing circumstances. Porter presents this not simply as childish optimism but as a discipline that influences Pollyanna’s reading of the world and of other people. As she settles into her aunt’s home, the game becomes the means by which she responds to meager accommodations, strict rules, and emotional coolness. The novel steadily tests whether such cheerfulness can remain meaningful when confronted with loneliness, disappointment, and the accumulated bitterness of those around her.

From there, the narrative widens beyond the Harrington house to the broader social life of Beldingsville. Pollyanna forms connections with a range of townspeople, including the reclusive John Pendleton, the kindly Nancy, and others whose routines or temperaments have become narrowed by disappointment, pride, illness, or isolation. Through brief encounters and conversations, she exerts a subtle but notable influence, often prompting others to reconsider assumptions they have accepted for years. Porter organizes these episodes almost as linked studies in moral and emotional renewal, showing how one child’s outlook can move across class lines and private grievances without erasing the distinct burdens each person carries.

At the same time, the novel develops Miss Polly as more than a simple antagonist. Her strictness is rooted in personal history, family expectation, and a longstanding fear of emotional disorder. As Pollyanna’s presence unsettles the household, old memories and unresolved relationships begin to press back into view, especially in connection with John Pendleton and with questions of kinship, obligation, and lost opportunity. Porter gradually frames the aunt’s reserve as part of the book’s larger inquiry into whether self-protection hardens into cruelty when left unchallenged. The domestic plot therefore becomes inseparable from an examination of regret and the possibility of change in adulthood.

Another important thread concerns the limits of Pollyanna’s outlook. While many in town are touched by her example, Porter does not present gladness as a simple cure for every hardship. The story repeatedly places Pollyanna near forms of suffering she cannot control, including poverty, chronic illness, social loneliness, and emotional estrangement. These encounters deepen the novel’s emotional register by showing that cheerfulness can inspire compassion and action, but cannot remove all pain. In this way, the book explores an enduring question: whether hope is most valuable when it denies hardship, or when it persists while fully acknowledging hardship’s reality.

As the plot advances, personal relationships within the town become more interconnected, and Pollyanna’s role as catalyst grows more evident. Her influence helps expose hidden affections, soften entrenched resentments, and alter the atmosphere of homes that had seemed settled into resignation. Yet Porter also introduces developments that test both Pollyanna herself and those who have come to rely on her brightness. The later chapters shift some attention from the child’s effect on others to the community’s response to her vulnerability, asking whether the generosity she has awakened in others can endure when optimism is no longer effortless or outwardly triumphant.

In its overall shape, Pollyanna is a sentimental but carefully structured novel about influence, moral habit, and emotional reciprocity. Porter traces how a child’s disciplined optimism enters a town governed by reserve and gradually alters the terms on which people relate to one another. The book’s continuing resonance lies less in simple cheerfulness than in its interest in how attitudes become communal forces, either narrowing or enlarging human sympathy. Without reducing suffering to a lesson, it suggests that attention, kindness, and the choice to seek meaning within difficulty can reshape private lives and shared worlds alike.
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    Published in 1913, Pollyanna appeared during the Progressive Era, a period of rapid social reform in the United States. Eleanor Hodgman Porter wrote for readers shaped by industrial growth, expanding cities, and debates over poverty, health, and moral responsibility. The novel’s small New England setting evokes an older regional culture of villages, churches, and family reputation, yet it belongs to a modern nation increasingly concerned with organized charity and social improvement. By the early twentieth century, fiction for young readers often combined entertainment with ethical instruction, and Porter’s novel entered a literary market that valued wholesome domestic stories while also engaging contemporary social questions.

Porter herself was born in 1868 in Littleton, New Hampshire, and her familiarity with northern New England informed the social atmosphere of the book. The story reflects the region’s inherited Protestant culture, shaped by congregational churches, habits of thrift, and close-knit communities where private conduct was publicly noticed. In the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, New England towns were often represented in literature as guardians of moral seriousness and restraint. Pollyanna draws on that tradition, presenting a world structured by kinship, respectability, and routine. These local institutions matter historically because they framed expectations for charity, discipline, and emotional self-control in everyday life.

The years before 1913 saw major national attention to child welfare, education, and the condition of dependent children. Progressive reformers supported compulsory schooling, playgrounds, juvenile courts, and better oversight of orphanages and foster placement. Although Pollyanna is not a documentary novel, its premise assumes a social world in which the fate of orphaned or economically vulnerable children depended heavily on relatives, churches, and informal community aid. Before the New Deal welfare state, assistance often came through private benevolence or local institutions rather than broad federal programs. This context helps explain the novel’s focus on guardianship, domestic authority, and the moral obligations of better-off households toward children in need.

The novel also belongs to a period when women’s public roles were expanding, even though they remained constrained by law and custom. By 1913, women were increasingly visible in clubs, reform societies, missionary organizations, and local philanthropy; the national campaign for woman suffrage was nearing its final decade before the Nineteenth Amendment in 1920. Porter wrote within a literary culture in which women authors were prominent, especially in magazine fiction and domestic novels. Pollyanna’s social world is notably shaped by female authority figures, household management, and networks of care. This reflects the era’s recognition that women exercised significant influence through family life and community reform, even before full political equality.

Another important background is the era’s culture of moral uplift and self-help. Late nineteenth-century American Protestantism, popular advice literature, and inspirational writing frequently emphasized character, optimism, and useful service. At the same time, this language coexisted with stark realities of illness, class inequality, and social isolation. Pollyanna’s famous emphasis on finding reasons for gratitude would have been legible to contemporary readers as part of a broader ethical vocabulary rather than a purely private eccentricity. The novel participates in this culture of encouragement, yet it also places that ideal within concrete social relationships, where cheerfulness interacts with responsibility, suffering, and the expectations of respectable community life.

Medical and social conditions of the early twentieth century further illuminate the book. Before antibiotics and modern rehabilitation medicine, injury or chronic illness could dramatically alter a person’s prospects, and care often depended on family resources or local support. Hospitals existed, but treatment was less advanced and long-term disability carried heavy practical and emotional consequences. In small-town America, neighbors, ministers, and household caregivers often formed the immediate support network for the sick. Pollyanna reflects this reality in its attention to convalescence, domestic nursing, and the emotional climate surrounding illness. Such details would have resonated strongly in 1913, when health crises were common features of ordinary family experience.

The novel’s publication also coincided with the height of mass-market magazine culture and commercial publishing for middle-class readers. Porter first gained recognition through short fiction in popular periodicals, and Pollyanna reached an audience accustomed to serialized sentiment, domestic realism, and uplifting plots. In the 1910s, publishers actively promoted books for girls and family reading, while libraries and schools helped circulate approved literature. The book’s immediate popularity led to sequels, stage adaptations, and later films, showing how effectively it matched contemporary tastes. Its success reveals a public appetite for stories that balanced emotional intensity with reassurance during a time of social change and modernization.

Historically, Pollyanna can be read as both a product of its era and a response to it. It affirms Progressive Era faith in individual moral influence and the power of sympathetic community ties, while remaining rooted in older New England ideals of duty, discipline, and benevolence. At the same time, it gently exposes the emotional limitations of rigid respectability and impersonal charity. Rather than offering political reform, the novel imagines social improvement through transformed attitudes and renewed human connection. In that sense, it reflects early twentieth-century American efforts to reconcile hardship with optimism, and institutional obligation with personal compassion, in a rapidly changing society.
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CHAPTER I
MISS POLLY






Miss Polly Harrington entered her kitchen a little hurriedly this June morning. Miss Polly did not usually make hurried movements; she specially prided herself on her repose of manner. But to-day she was hurrying—actually hurrying.

Nancy, washing dishes at the sink, looked up in surprise. Nancy had been working in Miss Polly's kitchen only two months, but already she knew that her mistress did not usually hurry.

"Nancy!"

"Yes, ma'am." Nancy answered cheerfully, but she still continued wiping the pitcher in her hand.

"Nancy,"—Miss Polly's voice was very stern now—"when I'm talking to you, I wish you to stop your work and listen to what I have to say."

Nancy flushed miserably. She set the pitcher ​down at once, with the cloth still about it, thereby nearly tipping it over—which did not add to her composure.

"Yes, ma'am; I will, ma'am," she stammered, righting the pitcher, and turning hastily. "I was only keepin' on with my work 'cause you specially told me this mornin' ter hurry with my dishes, ye know."

Her mistress frowned.

"That will do, Nancy. I did not ask for explanations. I asked for your attention."

"Yes, ma'am." Nancy stifled a sigh. She was wondering if ever in any way she could please this woman. Nancy had never "worked out" before; but a sick mother suddenly widowed and left with three younger children besides Nancy herself, had forced the girl into doing something toward their support, and she had been so pleased when she found a place in the kitchen of the great house on the hill—Nancy had come from "The Corners[1]," six miles away, and she knew Miss Polly Harrington only as the mistress of the old Harrington homestead, and one of the wealthiest residents of the town. That was two months before. She knew Miss Polly now as a stern, severe-faced woman who frowned if a knife clattered to the floor, or if a door banged—but who never thought to smile even when knives and doors were still.


 ​"When you've finished your morning work, Nancy," Miss Polly was saying now, "you may clear the little room at the head of the stairs in the attic, and make up the cot bed. Sweep the room and clean it, of course, after you clear out the trunks and boxes."

"Yes, ma'am. And where shall I put the things, please, that I take out?"

"In the front attic." Miss Polly hesitated, then went on: "I suppose I may as well tell you now, Nancy. My niece, Miss Pollyanna Whittier, is coming to live with me. She is eleven years old, and will sleep in that room."

"A little girl—coming here, Miss Harrington? Oh, won't that be nice!" cried Nancy, thinking of the sunshine her own little sisters made in the home at "The Corners."

"Nice? Well, that isn't exactly the word I should use," rejoined Miss Polly, stiffly. "However, I intend to make the best of it, of course. I am a good woman, I hope; and I know my duty."

Nancy colored hotly.

"Of course, ma'am; it was only that I thought a little girl here might—might brighten things up—for you," she faltered.

"Thank you," rejoined the lady, dryly. "I can't say, however, that I see any immediate need for that."


 ​"But, of course, you—you'd want her, your sister's child," ventured Nancy, vaguely feeling that somehow she must prepare a welcome for this lonely little stranger.

Miss Polly lifted her chin haughtily.

"Well, really, Nancy, just because I happened to have a sister who was silly enough to marry and bring unnecessary children into a world that was already quite full enough, I can't see how I should particularly want to have the care of them myself. However, as I said before, I hope I know my duty. See that you clean the corners, Nancy," she finished sharply, as she left the room.

"Yes, ma'am," sighed Nancy, picking up the half-dried pitcher—now so cold it must be rinsed again.



In her own room, Miss Polly took out once more the letter which she had received two days before from the far-away Western town, and which had been so unpleasant a surprise to her. The letter was addressed 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. He left practically nothing else save a few books; for, as ​you doubtless know, he was the pastor of this small mission church, and had a very meagre salary.

"I believe he was your deceased sister's husband, but he gave me to understand the families were not on the best of terms. He thought, however, that for your sister's sake you might wish to take the child and bring her up among her own people in the East. Hence I am writing to you.

"The little girl will be all ready to start by the time you get this letter; and if you can take her, we would appreciate it very much if you would write that she might come at once, as there is a man and his wife here who are going East very soon, and they would take her with them to Boston, and put her on the Beldingsville train. Of course you would be notified what day and train to expect Pollyanna on.

"Hoping to hear favorably from you soon, I remain,



"Respectfully yours,





"Jeremiah O. White."






With a frown Miss Polly folded the letter and tucked it into its envelope. She had answered it the day before, and she had said she would take the child, of course. She hoped she knew her duty well enough for that!—disagreeable as the task would be.


 ​As she sat now, with the letter in her hands, her thoughts went back to her sister, Jennie, who had been this child's mother, and to the time when Jennie, as a girl of twenty, had insisted upon marrying the young minister, in spite of her family's remonstrances. There had been a man of wealth who had wanted her—and the family had much preferred him to the minister; but Jennie had not. The man of wealth had more years, as well as more money, to his credit, while the minister had only a young head full of youth's ideals and enthusiasm, and a heart full of love. Jennie had preferred these—quite naturally, perhaps; so she had married the minister, and had gone south with him as a home missionary's wife.

The break had come then. Miss Polly remembered it well, though she had been but a girl of fifteen, the youngest, at the time. The family had had little more to do with the missionary's wife. To be sure, Jennie herself had written, for a time, and had named her last baby "Pollyanna" for her two sisters, Polly and Anna—the other babies had all died. This had been the last time that Jennie had written; and in a few years there had come the news of her death, told in a short, but heart-broken little note from the minister himself, dated at a little town in the West.


 ​Meanwhile, time had not stood still for the occupants of the great house on the hill. Miss Polly, looking out at the far-reaching 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. For years, now, she had been sole mistress of the house and of the thousands left her by her father. There were people who had openly pitied her lonely life, and who had urged her to have some friend or companion to live with her; but she had not welcomed either their sympathy or their advice. She was not lonely, she said. She liked being by herself. She preferred quiet. But now—

Miss Polly rose with frowning face and closely-shut lips. She was glad, of course, that she was a good woman, and that she not only knew her duty, but had sufficient strength of character to perform it. But—Pollyanna!—what a ridiculous name!
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CHAPTER II
OLD TOM AND NANCY




In the little attic room Nancy swept and scrubbed vigorously, paying particular attention to the corners. There were times, indeed, when the vigor she put into her work was more of a relief to her feelings than it was an ardor to efface dirt—Nancy, in spite of her frightened submission to her mistress, was no saint.

"I—just—wish—I could—dig—out—the corners—of—her—soul!" she muttered jerkily, punctuating her words with murderous jabs of her pointed cleaning-stick. "There's plenty of 'em needs cleanin' all right, all right! The idea of stickin' that blessed child 'way off up here in this hot little room—with no fire in the winter, too; and all this big house ter pick and choose from! Unnecessary children, indeed! Humph!" snapped Nancy, wringing her rag so hard her fingers ached from the strain; "I guess it ain't children what is most unnecessary just now, just now!"

For some time she worked in silence; then, her ​task finished, she looked about the bare little room in plain disgust.

"Well, it's done—my part, anyhow," she sighed. "There ain't no dirt here—and there's mighty little else. Poor little soul!—a pretty place this is ter put a homesick, lonesome child into!" she finished, going out and closing the door with a bang. "Oh!" she ejaculated, biting her lip. Then, doggedly: "Well, I don't care. I hope she did hear the bang—I do, I do!"

In the garden that afternoon, Nancy found a few minutes in which to interview Old Tom, who had pulled the weeds and shovelled the paths about the place for uncounted years.

"Mr. Tom," began Nancy, throwing a quick glance over her shoulder to make sure she was unobserved; "did you know a little girl was comin' here ter live with Miss Polly?"

"A—what?" demanded the old man, straightening his bent back with difficulty.

"A little girl—to live with Miss Polly."

"Go on with yer jokin[2]'," scoffed unbelieving Tom. "Why don't ye tell me the sun is a-goin' ter set in the East ter-morrer?"

"But it's true. She told me so herself," maintained Nancy. "It's her niece; and she's eleven years old."

The man's jaw fell.


 ​"Sho!—I wonder, now," he muttered; then a tender light came into his faded eyes. "It ain't—but it must be—Miss Jennie's little gal! There wasn't none of the rest of 'em married. Why, Nancy, it must be Miss Jennie's little gal. Glory be ter praise! ter think of my old eyes a-seein' this!"

"Who was Miss Jennie?"

"She was an angel straight out of Heaven," breathed the man, fervently; "but the old master and missus 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 the one what's a-comin'."

"She's eleven years old."

"Yes, she might be," nodded the old man.

"And she's goin' ter sleep in the—attic more shame ter her!" scolded Nancy, with another glance over her shoulder toward the house behind her.

Old Tom frowned. The next moment a curious smile curved his lips.

"I'm a-wonderin' what Miss Polly will do with a child in the house," he said.

"Humph! Well, I'm a-wonderin' what a child will do with Miss Polly in the house!" snapped Nancy.


 ​The old man laughed.

"I'm afraid you ain't fond of Miss Polly," he grinned.

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

Old Tom smiled oddly. He stooped and began to work again.

"I guess maybe you didn't know about Miss Polly's love affair," he said slowly.

"Love affair—her! No!—and I guess nobody else didn't neither."

"Oh, yes they did," nodded the old man. "And the feller's livin' ter-day—right in this town, too."

"Who is he?"

"I ain't a-tellin' that. It ain't fit that I should." The old man drew himself erect. In his dim blue eyes, as he faced the house, there was the loyal servant's honest pride in the family he has served and loved for long years.

"But it don't seem possible—her and a lover," still maintained Nancy.

Old Tom shook his head.

"You didn't know Miss Polly as I did," he argued. "She used ter be real handsome—and she would be now, if she'd let herself be."

"Handsome! Miss Polly!"

"Yes. If she'd just let that tight hair of hern all out loose and careless-like, as it used ter be, and ​wear the sort of bunnits with posies in 'em, and the kind o' dresses all lace and white things—you'd see she'd be handsome! Miss Polly ain't old, Nancy."

"Ain't she, though? Well, then she's got an awfully good imitation of it—she has, she has!" sniffed Nancy.

"Yes, I know. It begun then—at the time of the trouble with her lover," nodded Old Tom; "and it seems as if she'd been feedin' on wormwood an' thistles ever since—she's that bitter an' prickly ter deal with."

"I should say she was," declared Nancy, indignantly. "There's no pleasin' her, nohow, no matter how you try! I wouldn't stay if 'twa'n't for the wages and the folks at home what's needin' 'em. But some day—some day I shall jest b'ile over; and when I do, of course it'll be good-by Nancy for me. It will, it will."

Old Tom shook his head.

"I know. I've felt it. It's nart'ral—but 'tain't best, child; 'tain't best. Take my word for it, 'tain't best." And again he bent his old head to the work before him.

"Nancy!" called a sharp voice.

"Y-yes, ma'am," stammered Nancy; and hurried toward the house.
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CHAPTER III
THE COMING OF POLLYANNA




In due time came the telegram announcing that Pollyanna would arrive in Beldingsville the next day, the twenty-fifth of June, at four o'clock. Miss Polly read the telegram, frowned, then climbed the stairs to the attic room. She still frowned as she looked about her.

The room contained a small bed, neatly made, two straight-backed chairs, a washstand, a bureau—without any mirror—and a small table. There were no drapery curtains at the dormer windows, no pictures on the wall. All day the sun had been pouring down upon the roof, and the little room was like an oven for heat. As there were no screens, the windows had not been raised. A big fly was buzzing angrily at one of them now, up and down, up and down, trying to get out.

Miss Polly killed the fly, swept it through the window (raising the sash an inch for the purpose), straightened a chair, frowned again, and left the room.

"Nancy," she said a few minutes later, at the ​kitchen door, "I found a fly up-stairs in Miss Pollyanna's room. The window must have been raised at some time. I have ordered screens, but until they come I shall expect you to see that the windows remain closed. My niece will arrive to-morrow at four o'clock. I desire you to 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, but I think it is sufficient for your purpose."

"Yes, ma'am; but—you—"

Miss Polly evidently read the pause aright, for she frowned and said crisply:

"No, I shall not go. It is not necessary that I should, I think. That is all." And she turned away—Miss Polly's arrangements for the comfort of her niece, Pollyanna, were complete.

In the kitchen, Nancy sent her flatiron with a vicious dig across the dish-towel she was ironing.

"'Light hair, red-checked gingham dress, and straw hat'—all she knows, indeed! Well, I'd be ashamed ter own it up, that I would, I would—and her my onliest niece what was a-comin' from 'way across the continent!'"

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. It was sometimes said in the town that if Old Tom was Miss Polly's right-hand man, Timothy was her left.

Timothy was a good-natured youth, and a good-looking one, as well. Short as had been Nancy's stay at the house, the two were already good friends. To-day, however, Nancy was too full of her mission to be her usual talkative self; and almost in silence she took the drive to the station and alighted to wait for the train.

Over and over in her mind she 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, anyway.

"I hope for her sake she's quiet and sensible, and don't drop knives nor bang doors," she sighed to Timothy, who had sauntered up to her.

"Well, if she ain't, nobody knows what'll become of the rest of us," grinned Timothy. "Imagine Miss Polly and a noisy kid! Gorry! there goes the whistle now!"

"Oh, Timothy, I—I think it was mean ter send me," chattered the suddenly frightened Nancy, as she turned and hurried to a point where she could best watch the passengers alight at the little station.

It was not long before Nancy 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, plainly searching for some one.

Nancy knew the child at once, but not for some time could she control her shaking knees sufficiently to go to her. The little girl was standing quite by herself when Nancy finally did approach her.

"Are you Miss—Pollyanna?" she faltered. The next moment she found herself half smothered in the clasp of two gingham-clad arms.

"Oh, I'm so glad, glad, glad to see you[1q]," 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."

"You—you did?" stammered Nancy, vaguely wondering how Pollyanna could possibly have known her—and wanted her. "You—you did?" she repeated, trying to straighten her hat.

"Oh, yes; and I've been wondering all the way here what you looked like," cried the little girl, dancing on her toes, and sweeping the embarrassed Nancy from head to foot, with her eyes. "And now I know, and I'm glad you look just like you do look."

Nancy was relieved just then to have Timothy come up. Pollyanna's words had been most confusing.


 ​"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[3] bought it for me—and wasn't it lovely of them, when they wanted the carpet so? Of course I don't know how much red carpet a trunk could buy, but it ought to buy some, anyhow—much as half an aisle, don't you think? I've got a little thing here in my bag that Mr. Gray said was a check, and that I must give it to you before I could get my trunk. Mr. Gray is Mrs. Gray's husband. They're cousins of Deacon Carr's wife. I came East with them, and they're lovely! And—there, here 'tis," she finished, producing the check after much fumbling in the bag she carried. 

Nancy drew a long breath. Instinctively she felt that some one had to draw one—after that speech. Then she stole a glance at Timothy. Timothy's eyes were studiously turned away. 

The three were off at last, with Pollyanna's trunk in behind, and Pollyanna herself snugly ensconced between Nancy and Timothy. During the whole process of getting started, the little girl had kept up an uninterrupted stream of comments and questions, until the somewhat dazed Nancy found herself quite out of breath trying to keep up with her.


 ​"There! Isn't this lovely? Is it far? I hope 'tis—I love to ride," sighed Pollyanna, as the wheels began to turn. "Of course, if 'tisn't far, I sha'n't mind, though, 'cause I'll be glad to get there all the sooner, you know. What a pretty street! I knew 'twas going to be pretty; father told me—"

She stopped with a little choking breath. Nancy, looking at her apprehensively, 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 lifting of her head.

"Father told me all about it. He remembered. And—and I ought to have explained before. Mrs. Gray told me to, at once—about this red gingham dress, you know, and why I'm not in black. She said you'd think 'twas queer. But there weren't any black things in the last missionary barrel, only a lady's velvet basque which Deacon Carr's wife said wasn't suitable for me at all; besides, it had white spots—worn, you know—on both elbows, and some other places. Part of the Ladies' Aid wanted to buy me
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