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Pollyanna has always been a superstar. Her story began as a magazine serial in the United States and when it was published in book form in 1913 – as Pollyanna – it leapt into the bestseller lists. It would go on to be reprinted twenty-five times before the end of 1915.


Readers were enchanted by Pollyanna’s ‘glad game’, and the way she persuaded people to find reasons to rejoice, even in difficult situations. ‘Glad Clubs’ sprang up across the United States and a ‘Glad’ board game was invented. Today, a statue of Pollyanna welcomes visitors to Littleton, New Hampshire, birthplace of her author, Eleanor H. Porter. The town also holds an official Pollyanna Glad Day every year.


Naturally, Pollyanna’s devoted public wanted to read more about her. The magazine serial continued and in 1915 the new story was published as Pollyanna Grows Up. It’s a challenging title. In the first book, Pollyanna is able to work her magic on even the grumpiest of adults partly because of her childish innocence. She misinterprets people’s behaviour because she assumes that everyone is good. So what happens when she grows up?


In the first part of this book, she has to play her glad game in a new and challenging setting. She is uprooted from Beldingsville, the little Vermont village where she has transformed people’s lives, and sent off to Boston, to work her magic on Mrs Carew, a rich, unhappy widow. Mrs Carew is more or less tricked into inviting Pollyanna to stay for the winter and she doesn’t look forward to the experience. She is expecting a tediously pious little girl who will preach at her about counting her blessings.


But Pollyanna never preaches – because she never passes judgment on anyone. To her, everyone is a potential friend. When she first reaches Boston, she is amazed by the number of houses they pass on the drive from the station and excited at the size of the city:


‘“My! what a lot of houses!”’ she says. ‘“Still, there’d have to be a lot of them for all those folks to live in, of course, that I saw at the station… And of course where there are more folks, there are more to know. I love folks. Don’t you?”’


‘“Love folks”?’ Mrs Carew replies, astounded at the very idea.


Pollyanna’s love of ‘folks’ is at the very centre of her view of the world. Dropped into a big, industrial city, she immediately focuses on the people around her. But she doesn’t understand anything about their social status or the kinds of lives they lead. And that makes her comic – which is what saves her from being a tedious little prig. As she chatters away to all kinds of strangers, even a child reader can see that she is misunderstanding one situation after another. Pollyanna simply does not know things that most of us take for granted.


She wanders off for a walk, with no thought that she might get lost, and when she finds the public park she thinks it must be some rich person’s garden. Having discovered that she is allowed in, she assumes the rich person is kindly giving a party.


Next, she is enchanted by the policeman who holds up the traffic ‘“like the Children of Israel crossing the Red Sea,”’ she tells him, ‘“…with you holding back the waves for the people to cross.”’ And she does cross, again and again, just to enjoy the experience.


All this is intended to be funny and it is – but something subversive is going on at the same time. As Pollyanna wanders round the city she chatters excitedly to any stranger who will listen, talking, inevitably, about the glad game; and she makes friends. Interesting characters emerge from the mass of ‘poor people’ around her. She meets Sadie, a downtrodden shop worker, and Jamie, who is in a wheelchair.


As the story progresses, we learn more about these two. At first, they are seen as people who need to be given help. Sadie, with Pollyanna beside her, finds the determination to resist a rich seducer; but she is still working in a shop, being insulted by arrogant customers. Jamie lives in a slum, as Pollyanna and Mrs Carew discover when they go to visit him. Both he and Sadie look like classic members of the ‘deserving poor’, in need of help from rich Mrs Carew.


But they turn out to have decided opinions of their own about the charity that is being offered. Jamie and his foster mother both refuse help from Mrs Carew, because it is offered in a patronising way and ‘“You don’t care – not really.”’ Sadie has trenchant views about the help that rich women offer to girls like her; she compares the hostels provided for young women in badly paid jobs with the much more luxurious homes for ‘fallen women’. ‘“I can’t help wonderin’ sometimes,”’ she says, about rich benefactors, ‘“why so many of those good women never seem to put the real heart and interest into the preventin’ that they do into the rescuin’.”’


Heart and interest are central to Pollyanna’s way of engaging with the world. She is passionate about helping people, but her experiences in the city make her certain that help must be given on a personal level. ‘“I don’t see,”’ she says, ‘“why it’s any better, or even so nice, for a whole lot of folks to club together and do what everybody would like to do for themselves. I’m sure I’d much rather give Jamie a – nice book, now, than to have some old Society do it; and I know he’d like better to have me do it, too.”’


Mrs Carew, who donates to charities without getting personally involved, lectures her about ‘pauperising the poor’ and the ‘pernicious effect of unorganised charity’, but, although Pollyanna sees the force of the argument, she can’t give up on the idea that personal relationships are an important part of helping other people; and ‘“it doesn’t seem right that we should have such a lot of nice things, and that they shouldn’t have anything, hardly.”’


Grappling with difficult ideas is an important part of growing up, but this is not primarily a book about social issues. It is a mystery story: what became of Mrs Carew’s nephew Jamie, who disappeared when he was only four years old? Will Pollyanna find him?


Readers have to wait a long time for the answer to that puzzle, because the story suddenly takes a huge, audacious leap. For the first half, Pollyanna is much the same age as she was at the end of the previous book, but this sequel is called Pollyanna Grows Up – and that’s what she does next. When she leaves Mrs Carew’s house and goes home to Beldingsville, her aunt and uncle immediately whisk her away on a trip to Europe which lasts for six years. The events of that trip play no part in the story. Pollyanna simply disappears at the end of one chapter and returns at the start of the next one, having changed from a girl of fourteen to a young woman of twenty.


This is startling to modern readers, who think of the teenage years as a time of rebellion and a crucial part of growing up. But Pollyanna would not have had that kind of experience. Back in 1915 there was no such thing as a teenager. Girls were children until they reached the age of eighteen and then they put up their hair and immediately became young women – ready to be married. Pollyanna, returning home at twenty, is the perfect age for falling in love.


She is caught up in a multi-stranded love tangle as complicated and ridiculous as anything in Shakespeare’s comedies. And even though she is a woman, and competent in many ways, she is still recognisably Pollyanna. In other words, she is warm and generous, and interested in all kinds of people, but she is still comic. She still fails to understand what is going on – in contrast to Sadie, who is shrewd and clear-sighted.


Even though Pollyanna has grown up, it is clear that we are still allowed to laugh at her. While the love tangle is unravelling, and the mystery of Mrs Carew’s long-lost nephew is being solved at last, she enters a writing competition, confident of winning a prize for her short story. This is familiar ground in Victorian and Edwardian children’s books. Heroines like Jo March in Little Women, Rebecca Randall in Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm, and Sara Crewe in A Little Princess, are all accomplished storytellers. The reader half-expects Pollyanna to discover a similar talent. But she doesn’t. It’s a neat little piece of good-humoured satire, slipped casually into the story with the light touch that is characteristic of Eleanor H. Porter’s two Pollyanna books.


After her death, other authors wrote more sequels – at least eleven of them – but all those have disappeared, while the two original books have stayed in print for a hundred years. Because of them, visitors still flock to the public library in Littleton, New Hampshire, to copy the welcoming wave of the Pollyanna statue and rub the toe of her shoe, for good luck.


 


– Gillian Cross, 2015
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della speaks her mind





Della Wetherby tripped up the somewhat imposing steps of her sister’s Commonwealth Avenue home and pressed an energetic finger against the electric-bell button. From the tip of her wing-trimmed hat to the toe of her low-heeled shoe she radiated health, capability, and alert decision. Even her voice, as she greeted the maid that opened the door, vibrated with the joy of living.


‘Good morning, Mary. Is my sister in?’


‘Y-yes, ma’am, Mrs Carew is in,’ hesitated the girl; ‘but – she gave orders she’d see no one.’


‘Did she? Well, I’m no one,’ smiled Miss Wetherby, ‘so she’ll see me. Don’t worry – I’ll take the blame,’ she nodded, in answer to the frightened remonstrance in the girl’s eyes. ‘Where is she – in her sitting-room?’


‘Y-yes, ma’am; but – that is, she said –’ Miss Wetherby, however, was already halfway up the broad stairway; and, with a despairing backward glance, the maid turned away.


In the hall above Della Wetherby unhesitatingly walked toward a half-open door, and knocked.


‘Well, Mary,’ answered a ‘dear-me-what-now’ voice. ‘Haven’t I – Oh, Della!’ The voice grew suddenly warm with love and surprise. ‘You dear girl, where did you come from?’


‘Yes, it’s Della,’ smiled that young woman, blithely, already halfway across the room. ‘I’ve come from an over-Sunday at the beach with two of the other nurses, and I’m on my way back to the sanatorium now. That is, I’m here now, but I sha’n’t be long. I stepped in for – this,’ she finished, giving the owner of the ‘dear-me-what-now’ voice a hearty kiss.


Mrs Carew frowned and drew back a little coldly. The slight touch of joy and animation that had come into her face fled, leaving only a dispirited fretfulness that was plainly very much at home there.


‘Oh, of course! I might have known,’ she said. ‘You never stay – here.’


‘Here!’ Della Wetherby laughed merrily, and threw up her hands; then, abruptly, her voice and manner changed. She regarded her sister with grave, tender eyes. ‘Ruth, dear, I couldn’t – I just couldn’t live in this house. You know I couldn’t,’ she finished gently.


Mrs Carew stirred irritably.


‘I’m sure I don’t see why not,’ she fenced.


Della Wetherby shook her head.


‘Yes, you do, dear. You know I’m entirely out of sympathy with it all: the gloom, the lack of aim, the insistence on misery and bitterness.’


‘But I am miserable and bitter.’


‘You ought not to be.’


‘Why not? What have I to make me otherwise?’


Della Wetherby gave an impatient gesture.


‘Ruth, look here,’ she challenged. ‘You’re thirty-three years old. You have good health – or would have, if you treated yourself properly – and you certainly have an abundance of time and a superabundance of money. Surely anybody would say you ought to find something to do this glorious morning besides sitting moped up in this tomb-like house with instructions to the maid that you’ll see no one.’


‘But I don’t want to see anybody.’


‘Then I’d make myself want to.’


Mrs Carew sighed wearily and turned away her head.


‘Oh, Della, why won’t you ever understand? I’m not like you. I can’t – forget.’


A swift pain crossed the younger woman’s face.


‘You mean – Jamie, I suppose. I don’t forget – that, dear. I couldn’t, of course. But moping won’t help us – find him.’


‘As if I hadn’t tried to find him, for eight long years – and by something besides moping,’ flashed Mrs Carew, indignantly, with a sob in her voice.


‘Of course you have, dear,’ soothed the other, quickly; ‘and we shall keep on hunting, both of us, till we do find him – or die. But this sort of thing doesn’t help.’


‘But I don’t want to do – anything else,’ murmured Ruth Carew, drearily.


For a moment there was silence. The younger woman sat regarding her sister with troubled, disapproving eyes.


‘Ruth,’ she said, at last, with a touch of exasperation, ‘forgive me, but – are you always going to be like this? You’re widowed, I’ll admit; but your married life lasted only a year, and your husband was much older than yourself. You were little more than a child at the time, and that one short year can’t seem much more than a dream now. Surely that ought not to embitter your whole life!’


‘No, oh, no,’ murmured Mrs Carew, still drearily.


‘Then are you going to be always like this?’


‘Well, of course, if I could find Jamie –’


‘Yes, yes, I know; but, Ruth, dear, isn’t there anything in the world but Jamie – to make you any happy?’


‘There doesn’t seem to be, that I can think of,’ sighed Mrs Carew, indifferently.


‘Ruth!’ ejaculated her sister, stung into something very like anger. Then suddenly she laughed. ‘Oh, Ruth, Ruth, I’d like to give you a dose of Pollyanna. I don’t know anyone who needs it more!’


Mrs Carew stiffened a little.


‘Well, what pollyanna may be I don’t know, but whatever it is, I don’t want it,’ she retorted sharply, nettled in her turn. ‘This isn’t your beloved sanatorium, and I’m not your patient to be dosed and bossed, please remember.’


Della Wetherby’s eyes danced, but her lips remained unsmiling.


‘Pollyanna isn’t a medicine, my dear,’ she said demurely, ‘– though I have heard some people call her a tonic. Pollyanna is a little girl.’


‘A child? Well, how should I know,’ retorted the other, still aggrievedly. ‘You have your “belladonna”, so I’m sure I don’t see why not “pollyanna”. Besides, you’re always recommending something for me to take, and you distinctly said “dose” – and dose usually means medicine, of a sort.’


‘Well, Pollyanna is a medicine – of a sort,’ smiled Della. ‘Anyway, the sanatorium doctors all declare that she’s better than any medicine they can give. She’s a little girl, Ruth, twelve or thirteen years old, who was at the sanatorium all last summer and most of the winter. I didn’t see her but a month or two, for she left soon after I arrived. But that was long enough for me to come fully under her spell. Besides, the whole sanatorium is still talking Pollyanna, and playing her game.’


‘Game!’


‘Yes,’ nodded Della, with a curious smile. ‘Her “glad game”. I’ll never forget my first introduction to it. One feature of her treatment was particularly disagreeable and even painful. It came every Tuesday morning, and very soon after my arrival it fell to my lot to give it to her. I was dreading it, for I knew from past experience with other children what to expect: fretfulness and tears, if nothing worse. To my unbounded amazement she greeted me with a smile and said she was glad to see me; and, if you’ll believe it, there was never so much as a whimper from her lips through the whole ordeal, though I knew I was hurting her cruelly.


‘I fancy I must have said something that showed my surprise, for she explained earnestly: “Oh, yes, I used to feel that way, too, and I did dread it so, till I happened to think ’twas just like Nancy’s wash-days, and I could be gladdest of all on Tuesdays, ’cause there wouldn’t be another one for a whole week.”’


‘Why, how extraordinary!’ frowned Mrs Carew, not quite comprehending. ‘But, I’m sure I don’t see any game to that.’


‘No, I didn’t, till later. Then she told me. It seems she was the motherless daughter of a poor minister in the West, and was brought up by the Ladies’ Aid Society and missionary barrels. When she was a tiny girl she wanted a doll, and confidently expected it in the next barrel; but there turned out to be nothing but a pair of little crutches.


‘The child cried, of course, and it was then that her father taught her the game of hunting for something to be glad about, in everything that happened; and he said she could begin right then by being glad she didn’t need the crutches. That was the beginning. Pollyanna said it was a lovely game, and she’d been playing it ever since; and that the harder it was to find the glad part, the more fun it was, only when it was too awful hard, like she had found it sometimes.’


‘Why, how extraordinary!’ murmured Mrs Carew, still not entirely comprehending.


‘You’d think so – if you could see the results of that game in the sanatorium,’ nodded Della; ‘and Dr Ames says he hears she’s revolutionised the whole town where she came from, just the same way. He knows Dr Chilton very well – the man that married Pollyanna’s aunt. And, by the way, I believe that marriage was one of her ministrations. She patched up an old lovers’ quarrel between them.


‘You see, two years ago, or more, Pollyanna’s father died, and the little girl was sent east to this aunt. In October she was hurt by an automobile, and was told she could never walk again. In April Dr Chilton sent her to the sanatorium, and she was there till last March – almost a year. She went home practically cured. You should have seen the child! There was just one cloud to mar her happiness: that she couldn’t walk all the way there. As near as I can gather, the whole town turned out to meet her with brass bands and banners.


‘But you can’t tell about Pollyanna. One has to see her. And that’s why I say I wish you could have a dose of Pollyanna. It would do you a world of good.’


Mrs Carew lifted her chin a little.


‘Really, indeed, I must say I beg to differ with you,’ she returned coldly. ‘I don’t care to be “revolutionised”, and I have no lovers’ quarrel to be patched up; and if there is anything that would be insufferable to me, it would be a little Miss Prim with a long face preaching to me how much I had to be thankful for. I never could bear –’ But a ringing laugh interrupted her.


‘Oh, Ruth, Ruth,’ choked her sister, gleefully. ‘Miss Prim, indeed – Pollyanna! Oh, oh, if only you could see that child now! But there, I might have known. I said one couldn’t tell about Pollyanna. And of course you won’t be apt to see her. But – Miss Prim, indeed!’ And off she went into another gale of laughter. Almost at once, however, she sobered and gazed at her sister with the old troubled look in her eyes.


‘Seriously, dear, can’t anything be done?’ she pleaded. ‘You ought not to waste your life like this. Won’t you try to get out a little more, and – meet people?’


‘Why should I, when I don’t want to? I’m tired of – people. You know society always bored me.’


‘Then why not try some sort of work – charity?’


Mrs Carew gave an impatient gesture.


‘Della, dear, we’ve been all over this before. I do give money – lots of it, and that’s enough. In fact, I’m not sure but it’s too much. I don’t believe in pauperising people.’


‘But if you’d give a little of yourself, dear,’ ventured Della, gently. ‘If you could only get interested in something outside of your own life, it would help so much; and –’


‘Now, Della, dear,’ interrupted the elder sister, restively, ‘I love you, and I love to have you come here; but I simply cannot endure being preached to. It’s all very well for you to turn yourself into an angel of mercy and give cups of cold water, and bandage up broken heads, and all that. Perhaps you can forget Jamie that way; but I couldn’t. It would only make me think of him all the more, wondering if he had anyone to give him water and bandage up his head. Besides, the whole thing would be very distasteful to me – mixing with all sorts and kinds of people like that.’


‘Did you ever try it?’


‘Why, no, of course not!’ Mrs Carew’s voice was scornfully indignant.


‘Then how can you know – till you do try?’ asked the young nurse, rising to her feet a little wearily. ‘But I must go, dear. I’m to meet the girls at the South Station. Our train goes at twelve-thirty. I’m sorry if I’ve made you cross with me,’ she finished, as she kissed her sister goodbye.


‘I’m not cross with you, Della,’ sighed Mrs Carew; ‘but if you only would understand!’


One minute later Della Wetherby made her way through the silent, gloomy halls, and out to the street. Face, step, and manner were very different from what they had been when she tripped up the steps less than half an hour before. All the alertness, the springiness, the joy of living were gone. For half a block she listlessly dragged one foot after the other. Then, suddenly, she threw back her head and drew a long breath.


‘One week in that house would kill me,’ she shuddered. ‘I don’t believe even Pollyanna herself could so much as make a dent in the gloom! And the only thing she could be glad for there would be that she didn’t have to stay.’


That this avowed disbelief in Pollyanna’s ability to bring about a change for the better in Mrs Carew’s home was not Della Wetherby’s real opinion, however, was quickly proved; for no sooner had the nurse reached the sanatorium than she learned something that sent her flying back over the fifty-mile journey to Boston the very next day.


So exactly as before did she find circumstances at her sister’s home that it seemed almost as if Mrs Carew had not moved since she left her.


‘Ruth,’ she burst out eagerly, after answering her sister’s surprised greeting, ‘I just had to come, and you must, this once, yield to me and let me have my way. Listen! You can have that little Pollyanna here, I think, if you will.’


‘But I won’t,’ returned Mrs Carew, with chilly promptness.


Della Wetherby did not seem to have heard. She plunged on excitedly.


‘When I got back yesterday I found that Dr Ames had had a letter from Dr Chilton, the one who married Pollyanna’s aunt, you know. Well, it seems in it he said he was going to Germany for the winter for a special course, and was going to take his wife with him, if he could persuade her that Pollyanna would be all right in some boarding school here meantime. But Mrs Chilton didn’t want to leave Pollyanna in just a school, and so he was afraid she wouldn’t go. And now, Ruth, there’s our chance. I want you to take Pollyanna this winter, and let her go to some school around here.’


‘What an absurd idea, Della! As if I wanted a child here to bother with!’


‘She won’t bother a bit. She must be nearly or quite thirteen by this time, and she’s the most capable little thing you ever saw.’


‘I don’t like “capable” children,’ retorted Mrs Carew perversely – but she laughed; and because she did laugh, her sister took sudden courage and redoubled her efforts.


Perhaps it was the suddenness of the appeal, or the novelty of it. Perhaps it was because the story of Pollyanna had somehow touched Ruth Carew’s heart. Perhaps it was only her unwillingness to refuse her sister’s impassioned plea. Whatever it was that finally turned the scale, when Della Wetherby took her hurried leave half an hour later, she carried with her Ruth Carew’s promise to receive Pollyanna into her home.


‘But just remember,’ Mrs Carew warned her at parting, ‘just remember that the minute that child begins to preach to me and to tell me to count my mercies, back she goes to you, and you may do what you please with her. I sha’n’t keep her!’


‘I’ll remember – but I’m not worrying any,’ nodded the younger woman, in farewell. To herself she whispered, as she hurried away from the house: ‘Half my job is done. Now for the other half – to get Pollyanna to come. But she’s just got to come. I’ll write that letter so they can’t help letting her come!’
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some old friends





In Beldingsville that August day, Mrs Chilton waited until Pollyanna had gone to bed before she spoke to her husband about the letter that had come in the morning mail. For that matter, she would have had to wait, anyway, for crowded office hours, and the doctor’s two long drives over the hills had left no time for domestic conferences.


It was about half-past nine, indeed, when the doctor entered his wife’s sitting-room. His tired face lighted at sight of her, but at once a perplexed questioning came to his eyes.


‘Why, Polly, dear, what is it?’ he asked concernedly.


His wife gave a rueful laugh.


‘Well, it’s a letter – though I didn’t mean you should find out by just looking at me.’


‘Then you mustn’t look so I can,’ he smiled. ‘But what is it?’


Mrs Chilton hesitated, pursed her lips, then picked up a letter near her.


‘I’ll read it to you,’ she said. ‘It’s from a Miss Della Wetherby at Dr Ames’ Sanatorium.’


‘All right. Fire away,’ directed the man, throwing himself at full length on to the couch near his wife’s chair.


But his wife did not at once ‘fire away’. She got up first and covered her husband’s recumbent figure with a grey worsted afghan. Mrs Chilton’s wedding day was but a year behind her. She was forty-two now. It seemed sometimes as if into that one short year of wifehood she had tried to crowd all the loving service and ‘babying’ that had been accumulating through twenty years of lovelessness and loneliness. Nor did the doctor – who had been forty-five on his wedding day, and who could remember nothing but loneliness and lovelessness – on his part object in the least to this concentrated ‘tending’. He acted, indeed, as if he quite enjoyed it – though he was careful not to show it too ardently: he had discovered that Mrs Polly had for so long been Miss Polly that she was inclined to retreat in a panic and dub her ministrations ‘silly’, if they were received with too much notice and eagerness. So he contented himself now with a mere pat of her hand as she gave the afghan a final smooth, and settled herself to read the letter aloud.




My dear Mrs Chilton, Della Wetherby had written. Just six times I have commenced a letter to you, and torn it up; so now I have decided not to ‘commence’ at all, but just to tell you what I want at once. I want Pollyanna. May I have her?


I met you and your husband last March when you came on to take Pollyanna home, but I presume you don’t remember me. I am asking Dr Ames (who does know me very well) to write your husband, so that you may (I hope) not fear to trust your dear little niece to us.


 I understand that you would go to Germany with your husband but for leaving Pollyanna; and so I am making so bold as to ask you to let us take her. Indeed, I am begging you to let us have her, dear Mrs Chilton. And now let me tell you why.


My sister, Mrs Carew, is a lonely, broken-hearted, discontented, unhappy woman. She lives in a world of gloom, into which no sunshine penetrates. Now I believe that if anything on earth can bring the sunshine into her life, it is your niece, Pollyanna. Won’t you let her try? I wish I could tell you what she has done for the sanatorium here, but nobody could tell. You would have to see it. I long ago discovered that you can’t tell about Pollyanna. The minute you try to, she sounds priggish and preachy, and – impossible. Yet you and I know she is anything but that. You just have to bring Pollyanna on to the scene and let her speak for herself. And so I want to take her to my sister – and let her speak for herself. She would attend school, of course, but meanwhile I truly believe she would be healing the wound in my sister’s heart.


I don’t know how to end this letter. I believe it’s harder than it was to begin it. I’m afraid I don’t want to end it at all. I just want to keep talking and talking, for fear, if I stop, it’ll give you a chance to say no. And so, if you are tempted to say that dreadful word, won’t you please consider that – that I’m still talking, and telling you how much we want and need Pollyanna.


 


Hopefully yours,


DELLA WETHERBY.





‘There!’ ejaculated Mrs Chilton, as she laid the letter down. ‘Did you ever read such a remarkable letter, or hear of a more preposterous, absurd request?’


‘Well, I’m not so sure,’ smiled the doctor. ‘I don’t think it’s absurd to want Pollyanna.’


‘But – but the way she puts it – healing the wound in her sister’s heart, and all that. One would think the child was some sort of – of medicine!’


The doctor laughed outright, and raised his eyebrows.


‘Well, I’m not so sure but she is, Polly. I always said I wished I could prescribe her and buy her as I would a box of pills; and Charlie Ames says they always made it a point at the sanatorium to give their patients a dose of Pollyanna as soon as possible after their arrival, during the whole year she was there.’


‘“Dose”, indeed!’ scorned Mrs Chilton.


‘Then – you don’t think you’ll let her go?’


‘Go? Why, of course not! Do you think I’d let that child go to perfect strangers like that? – and such strangers! Why, Thomas, I should expect that that nurse would have her all bottled and labelled with full directions on the outside how to take her, by the time I’d got back from Germany.’


Again the doctor threw back his head and laughed heartily, but only for a moment. His face changed perceptibly as he reached into his pocket for a letter.


‘I heard from Dr Ames myself, this morning,’ he said, with an odd something in his voice that brought a puzzled frown to his wife’s brow. ‘Suppose I read you my letter now.’







Dear Tom, he began. Miss Della Wetherby has asked me to give her and her sister a ‘character’, which I am very glad to do. I have known the Wetherby girls from babyhood. They come from a fine old family, and are thoroughbred gentlewomen. You need not fear on that score.


There were three sisters, Doris, Ruth, and Della. Doris married a man named John Kent, much against the family’s wishes. Kent came from good stock, but was not much himself, I guess, and was certainly a very eccentric, disagreeable man to deal with. He was bitterly angry at the Wetherbys’ attitude toward him, and there was little communication between the families until the baby came. The Wetherbys worshipped the little boy, James – ‘Jamie’, as they called him. Doris, the mother, died when the boy was four years old, and the Wetherbys were making every effort to get the father to give the child entirely up to them, when suddenly Kent disappeared, taking the boy with him. He has never been heard from since, though a worldwide search has been made.


The loss practically killed old Mr and Mrs Wetherby. They both died soon after. Ruth was already married and widowed. Her husband was a man named Carew, very wealthy, and much older than herself. He lived but a year or so after marriage, and left her with a young son who also died within a year.


From the time little Jamie disappeared, Ruth and Della seemed to have but one object in life, and that was to find him. They have spent money like water, and have all but moved heaven and earth; but without avail. In time Della took up nursing. She is doing splendid work, and  has become the cheerful, efficient, sane woman that she was meant to be – though still never forgetting her lost nephew, and never leaving unfollowed any possible clue that might lead to his discovery.


But with Mrs Carew it is quite different. After losing her own boy, she seemed to concentrate all her thwarted mother-love on her sister’s son. As you can imagine, she was frantic when he disappeared. That was eight years ago – for her, eight long years of misery, gloom, and bitterness. Everything that money can buy, of course, is at her command; but nothing pleases her, nothing interests her. Della feels that the time has come when she must be gotten out of herself, at all hazards; and Della believes that your wife’s sunny little niece, Pollyanna, possesses the magic key that will unlock the door to a new existence for her. Such being the case, I hope you will see your way clear to granting her request. And may I add that I, too, personally, would appreciate the favour; for Ruth Carew and her sister are very old, dear friends of my wife and myself; and what touches them touches us.


 


As ever yours,


CHARLIE.





The letter finished, there was a long silence, so long a silence that the doctor uttered a quiet, ‘Well, Polly?’


Still there was silence. The doctor, watching his wife’s face closely, saw that the usually firm lips and chin were trembling. He waited then quietly until his wife spoke.


‘How soon – do you think – they’ll expect her?’ she asked at last.


In spite of himself Dr Chilton gave a slight start.


‘You – mean – that you will let her go?’ he cried.


His wife turned indignantly.


‘Why, Thomas Chilton, what a question! Do you suppose, after a letter like that, I could do anything but let her go? Besides, didn’t Dr Ames himself ask us to? Do you think, after what that man has done for Pollyanna, that I’d refuse him anything – no matter what it was?’


‘Dear, dear! I hope, now, that the doctor won’t take it into his head to ask for – for you, my love,’ murmured the husband-of-a-year, with a whimsical smile. But his wife only gave him a deservedly scornful glance, and said:


‘You may write Dr Ames that we’ll send Pollyanna; and ask him to tell Miss Wetherby to give us full instructions. It must be sometime before the tenth of next month, of course, for you sail then; and I want to see the child properly established myself before I leave, naturally.’


‘When will you tell Pollyanna?’


‘Tomorrow, probably.’


‘What will you tell her?’


‘I don’t know – exactly; but not any more than I can’t help, certainly. Whatever happens, Thomas, we don’t want to spoil Pollyanna; and no child could help being spoiled if she once got it into her head that she was a sort of – of –’


‘Of medicine bottle with a label of full instructions for taking?’ interpolated the doctor, with a smile.


‘Yes,’ sighed Mrs Chilton. ‘It’s her unconsciousness that saves the whole thing. You know that, dear.’


‘Yes, I know,’ nodded the man.


‘She knows, of course, that you and I, and half the town are playing the game with her, and that we – we are wonderfully happier because we are playing it.’ Mrs Chilton’s voice shook a little, then went on more steadily. ‘But if, consciously, she should begin to be anything but her own natural, sunny, happy little self, playing the game that her father taught her, she would be – just what that nurse said she sounded like – “impossible”. So, whatever I tell her, I sha’n’t tell her that she’s going down to Mrs Carew’s to cheer her up,’ concluded Mrs Chilton, rising to her feet with decision, and putting away her work.


‘Which is where I think you’re wise,’ approved the doctor.


Pollyanna was told the next day; and this was the manner of it.


‘My dear,’ began her aunt, when the two were alone together that morning, ‘how would you like to spend next winter in Boston?’


‘With you?’


‘No; I have decided to go with your uncle to Germany. But Mrs Carew, a dear friend of Dr Ames, has asked you to come and stay with her for the winter, and I think I shall let you go.’


Pollyanna’s face fell.


‘But in Boston I won’t have Jimmy, or Mr Pendleton, or Mrs Snow, or anybody that I know, Aunt Polly.’


‘No, dear; but you didn’t have them when you came here – till you found them.’


Pollyanna gave a sudden smile.


‘Why, Aunt Polly, so I didn’t! And that means that down to Boston there are some Jimmys and Mr Pendletons and Mrs Snows waiting for me that I don’t know, doesn’t it?’


‘Yes, dear.’


‘Then I can be glad of that. I believe now, Aunt Polly, you know how to play the game better than I do. I never thought of the folks down there waiting for me to know them. And there’s such a lot of ’em, too! I saw some of them when I was there two years ago with Mrs Gray. We were there two whole hours, you know, on my way here from out West.


‘There was a man in the station – a perfectly lovely man who told me where to get a drink of water. Do you suppose he’s there now? I’d like to know him. And there was a nice lady with a little girl. They live in Boston. They said they did. The little girl’s name was Susie Smith. Perhaps I could get to know them. Do you suppose I could? And there was a boy, and another lady with a baby – only they lived in Honolulu, so probably I couldn’t find them there now. But there’d be Mrs Carew, anyway. Who is Mrs Carew, Aunt Polly? Is she a relation?’


‘Dear me, Pollyanna!’ exclaimed Mrs Chilton, half-laughingly, half-despairingly. ‘How do you expect anybody to keep up with your tongue, much less your thoughts, when they skip to Honolulu and back again in two seconds! No, Mrs Carew isn’t any relation to us. She’s Miss Della Wetherby’s sister. Do you remember Miss Wetherby at the sanatorium?’


Pollyanna clapped her hands.


‘Her sister? Miss Wetherby’s sister? Oh, then she’ll be lovely, I know. Miss Wetherby was. I loved Miss Wetherby. She had little smile-wrinkles all around her eyes and mouth, and she knew the nicest stories. I only had her two months, though, because she only got there a little while before I came away. At first I was sorry that I hadn’t had her all the time, but afterwards I was glad; for you see if I had had her all the time, it would have been harder to say goodbye than ’twas when I’d only had her a little while. And now it’ll seem as if I had her again, ’cause I’m going to have her sister.’


Mrs Chilton drew in her breath and bit her lip.


‘But, Pollyanna, dear, you must not expect that they’ll be quite alike,’ she ventured.


‘Why, they’re sisters, Aunt Polly,’ argued the little girl, her eyes widening; ‘and I thought sisters were always alike. We had two sets of ’em in the Ladies’ Aiders. One set was twins, and they were so alike you couldn’t tell which was Mrs Peck and which was Mrs Jones, until a wart grew on Mrs Jones’s nose, then of course we could, because we looked for the wart the first thing. And that’s what I told her one day when she was complaining that people called her Mrs Peck, and I said if they’d only look for the wart as I did, they’d know right off. But she acted real cross – I mean displeased, and I’m afraid she didn’t like it – though I don’t see why; for I should have thought she’d been glad there was something they could be told apart by, ’specially as she was the president, and didn’t like it when folks didn’t act as if she was the president – best seats and introductions and special attentions at church suppers, you know. But she didn’t, and afterwards I heard Mrs White tell Mrs Rawson that Mrs Jones had done everything she could think of to get rid of that wart, even to trying to put salt on a bird’s tail. But I don’t see how that could do any good. Aunt Polly, does putting salt on a bird’s tail help the warts on people’s noses?’


‘Of course not, child! How you do run on, Pollyanna, especially if you get started on those Ladies’ Aiders!’


‘Do I, Aunt Polly?’ asked the little girl, ruefully. ‘And does it plague you? I don’t mean to plague you, honestly, Aunt Polly. And, anyway, if I do plague you about those Ladies’ Aiders, you can be kind o’ glad, for if I’m thinking of the Aiders, I’m sure to be thinking how glad I am that I don’t belong to them any longer, but have got an aunt all my own. You can be glad of that, can’t you, Aunt Polly?’


‘Yes, yes, dear, of course I can, of course I can,’ laughed Mrs Chilton, rising to leave the room, and feeling suddenly very guilty that she was conscious sometimes of a little of her old irritation against Pollyanna’s perpetual gladness.


During the next few days, while letters concerning Pollyanna’s winter stay in Boston were flying back and forth, Pollyanna herself was preparing for that stay by a series of farewell visits to her Beldingsville friends.


Everybody in the little Vermont village knew Pollyanna now, and almost everybody was playing the game with her. The few who were not, were not refraining because of ignorance of what the glad game was. So to one house after another Pollyanna carried the news now that she was going down to Boston to spend the winter; and loudly rose the clamour of regret and remonstrance, all the way from Nancy in Aunt Polly’s own kitchen to the great house on the hill where lived John Pendleton.


Nancy did not hesitate to say – to everyone except her mistress – that she considered this Boston trip all foolishness, and that for her part she would have been glad to take Miss Pollyanna home with her to the Corners, she would, she would; and then Mrs Polly could have gone to Germany all she wanted to.


On the hill John Pendleton said practically the same thing, only he did not hesitate to say it to Mrs Chilton herself. As for Jimmy, the twelve-year-old boy whom John Pendleton had taken into his home because Pollyanna wanted him to, and whom he had now adopted – because he wanted to himself – as for Jimmy, Jimmy was indignant, and he was not slow to show it.


‘But you’ve just come,’ he reproached Pollyanna, in the tone of voice a small boy is apt to use when he wants to hide the fact that he has a heart.


‘Why, I’ve been here ever since the last of March. Besides, it isn’t as if I was going to stay. It’s only for this winter.’


‘I don’t care. You’ve just been away for a whole year, ’most, and if I’d s’posed you was going away again right off, the first thing, I wouldn’t have helped one mite to meet you with flags and bands and things, that day you come from the sanatorium.’


‘Why, Jimmy Bean!’ ejaculated Pollyanna, in amazed disapproval. Then, with a touch of superiority born of hurt pride, she observed: ‘I’m sure I didn’t ask you to meet me with bands and things – and you made two mistakes in that sentence. You shouldn’t say “you was”; and I think “you come” is wrong. It doesn’t sound right, anyway.’


‘Well, who cares if I did?’


Pollyanna’s eyes grew still more disapproving.


‘You said you did – when you asked me this summer to tell you when you said things wrong, because Mr Pendleton was trying to make you talk right.’


‘Well, if you’d been brought up in a ’sylum without any folks that cared, instead of by a whole lot of old women who didn’t have anything to do but tell you how to talk right, maybe you’d say “you was”, and a whole lot more worse things, Pollyanna Whittier!’


‘Why, Jimmy Bean!’ flared Pollyanna. ‘My Ladies’ Aiders weren’t old women – that is, not many of them, so very old,’ she corrected hastily, her usual proclivity for truth and literalness superseding her anger; ‘and –’


‘Well, I’m not Jimmy Bean, either,’ interrupted the boy, uptilting his chin.


‘You’re – not – Why, Jimmy Be– What do you mean?’ demanded the little girl.


‘I’ve been adopted, legally. He’s been intending to do it, all along, he says, only he didn’t get to it. Now he’s done it. I’m to be called “Jimmy Pendleton” and I’m to call him Uncle John, only I ain’t – are not – I mean, I am not used to it yet, so I hain’t – haven’t begun to call him that, much.’


The boy still spoke crossly, aggrievedly, but every trace of displeasure had fled from the little girl’s face at his words. She clapped her hands joyfully.


‘Oh, how splendid! Now you’ve really got folks – folks that care, you know. And you won’t ever have to explain that he wasn’t born your folks, ’cause your name’s the same now. I’m so glad, glad, glad!’


The boy got up suddenly from the stone wall where they had been sitting, and walked off. His cheeks felt hot, and his eyes smarted with tears. It was to Pollyanna that he owed it all – this great good that had come to him; and he knew it. And it was to Pollyanna that he had just now been saying –


He kicked a small stone fiercely, then another, and another. He thought those hot tears in his eyes were going to spill over and roll down his cheeks in spite of himself. He kicked another stone, then another; then he picked up a third stone and threw it with all his might. A minute later he strolled back to Pollyanna still sitting on the stone wall.


‘I bet you I can hit that pine tree down there before you can,’ he challenged airily.


‘Bet you can’t,’ cried Pollyanna, scrambling down from her perch.


The race was not run after all, for Pollyanna remembered just in time that running fast was yet one of the forbidden luxuries for her. But so far as Jimmy was concerned, it did not matter. His cheeks were no longer hot, his eyes were not threatening to overflow with tears. Jimmy was himself again.
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