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HE little Miss Polly of this story would like 

me to explain to my young readers, that she 

is “very own cousin to that Bonny ‘Little Bonibel’” 

(of whom they read a few months ago, when Messrs. 

E. P. Dutton & Co. kindly introduced her to the 

public of juveniles). 

I hope Miss Polly will be as warmly welcomed 

and as well liked as was her cousin Bonibel, and 

having her interests at heart, I shall await the 

verdict of my young friends amongst the boys and 

girls with great impatience and—considerable anxiety. 

M.2De Bs
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THE LITTLE NEW NEIGHBOR. 

HE was standing beside the gate, looking out 

upon the pretty landscape. There was a flood 

of morning sunshine all over everything, from the 

tops of the trees to the particles of shining sand 

in the roadway. 

Polly liked it. She thought the scene before her 

very beautiful, and decided that by and by, after she 

had helped mamma a little, she would take a walk 

and see more of this new world about her. 

Pussianna liked it, too. Pussianna was seated on 

the gate-post, looking, with solemn, wide eyes, just 

where Polly looked. Polly’s eyes were blue as violets, 

and her hair was as golden as the sunbeams. 

Pussianna’s eyes were green. Oh, such a shade of 

green! and her hair was black and glossy.
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Polly was a very pretty little girl; nobody had 

ever been known to dispute that fact, and the best 

part of it all was that she didn’t know it herself. 

Mamma, very wisely, had never told her, nor had 

she encouraged others to tell their little maid what 

a rosebud of a girl she was. Consequently, she 

thought she was only a very ordinary, no-better- 

than-any-one-else kind of a child; and the result was 

that everybody loved her, and she was happy. 

Pussianna, I am obliged to confess, was only a 

plain black cat, decidedly homely, and able to boast 

of nothing save her size, which was somewhat above 

that of the cats around about the neighborhood. 

But she had not Polly’s modest nature. Oh, no! 

This Pussianna was quite sure that no cat had ever 

been her equal in looks, and the complacency of 

her usual expression was never ruffled save under 

very (to her) trying circumstances. 

As she sat upon the post at this time, watching 

the scenery and keeping her little mistress company, 

IT am afraid she was thinking of field-mice, and of 

the dear birds which were enjoying themselves on
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this beautiful morning, and planning excursions of 

her own, quite different from those Polly was think- 

ing about. 

Still Polly and Pussianna were, and had _ been,
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the most devoted of friends and playmates since 

the day when Polly, a mite of a child, had found 

Pussianna, a mite of a dirty, thin kitten, mewing 

forlornly about the street (near where the little girl 

lived in the big city of New York), and had taken 

her to mamma to be “tumforluled.” 

“Tumforluled”” meant “comforted”? and mamma 

had very kindly indeed comforted poor kitty, and 

permitted her little daughter. to adopt the waif, and 

pet it to her heart’s content. Under kind care 

the black cat grew better-looking, and soon attained 

quite a degree of culture im manners. 

She had been named “ Pussianna” by Polly’s papa, 

though he confessed it was a name of his own 

coining, and rather long, to be sure. However, it 

was not at all out of proportion with the animal's 

dignity and—appetite; and Polly liked it, so the 

matter was settled. 

This was Polly’s first view of a new neighbor- 

hood and new home. 

They had only arrived the afternoon before my 

story begins, quite late im the afternoon, too, and
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Polly had been put to bed early, for she was tired 

after “helping to move,’ and watching that every- 

thing amongst her own personal matters was safely 

packed; “personal matters” meaning, of course, 

dollies, picture-books, little tea-sets, and quite a 

variety of broken toys, still dear to her as_ relics 

of her baby days. Then there was the journey by 

rail, too, which added to her “tired;” and she 

hadn’t been five minutes in her little bed before 

she was fast and snug in the land of dreams, 

with Pussianna (Polly never went anywhere without 

Pussianna, not even to Dreamland), and didn’t return 

to common earth again until the sunbeams danced 

in at her window in the morning, and kissed her 

blue eyes wide open. 

So now, after breakfast, here she was, standing 

as we first found her, at the gate of the door-yard, 

and, with Pussianna, taking a view of the new sur- 

roundings. Papa had already caught the early train 

to New York and his dingy old business _ office. 

Mamma and Katy (Katy was the good-natured maid- 

of-all-work) were very busy inside the pretty little
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cottage home, so Polly and her playmate had 
nothing else to do just at present, until mamma 
might call her to do some little helpful thing for 
her and Katy. 

There were fields, and shady woods, and a wind- 
ing road, and a little brook, and some hills in the 
near distance, and—and quantities of daisies all 
around, to say nothing of the tangle and fragrance 
of the roadside bushes. Oh, the more Polly looked, 
the more she admired ! 

“ Pussianna,” she said presently, “don’t you think 
it’s lovely?” 

Pussianna opened her homely mouth, and replied 
with a mew. It was a prolonged mew, and con- 
tamed a variety of tones which gave peculiar ex- 
pression to her feelings. 

“Yes, I knew you'd agree with me,” said Polly 
joyfully. “Just see those trees, and see what a 
lovely place we'll have to play about in! See?” 

Pussianna’s green eyes beheld the trees—and the 
birds amongst its branches; and the same keen eyes 
took note also of a tiny ‘field-mouse which was
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scurrying across the field just over the way. But, 

after all, Pussianna had a good disposition; and, to 

do her justice, she never was very mischievous, nor 

what you would call a cruel old puss. So I don't 

think the birds and mice were in much danger. 

By and by Polly climbed up and_ seated herself 

on the other gate-post. 

“Why, Pussianna!” she exclaimed, “you could 

see ever so much better than I could. It’s nice up 

here, ism’t it?” 

And there the two sat, one on each gate-post, 

the breezes fluttermg round about, now stirring the 

fluffy gold locks on Polly’s soft brow, and again 

blowmg the ends of Pussianna’s white ribbon bow 

(without which she would have seemed another cat, 

so constantly was she decorated in that way). 

Polly’s little face looked out from the frame of 

a dainty white French cap, which mamma liked to 

have her wear, and which, when not on her pretty 

head, was being carried by its ribbons, and swung in 

her restless hand from side to side. 

While they were sittimg there, having a quiet, so-
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ciable time, viewing the country, and holding a con- 

versation after their own peculiar style, Polly heard 

somebody whistling not far off, and presently around 

the bend of the road came a little boy, pulling a 

wagon after him, and kicking the stones in the 

path in true boy fashion. 

Polly’s first impulse was to scramble down from 

the post and run to the friendly shelter of the 

porch, but she hardly had time to act upon that 

impulse before the boy caught a glimpse of her, 

and stopped short where he was. Pussianna, who 

had also started to jump down, seeing her little 

mistress quite calm and collected under the new 

circumstances, resolved to “stick to her post,” and 

she sat down again, blinking her solemn green 

eyes. 

The boy came on towards the gate, and stopped 

again. He looked up at Miss Polly and laughed. 

Polly looked down at him, but was too shy to 

smile back. Pussianna kept up a_ steady gaze at 

the new-comer, but as he didn’t smile at her she 

had nothing to say, and only awaited developments.
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At last the little boy asked : — 

“ Ain’t you the little new neighbor?” 

“T’m new here,” replied Polly, with great hesita- 

tion. “We only came yesterday.” 

“ Well, then, youre the girl! My father said I 

had a little new neighbor, ’cause he was passing by 

here when you all came, and he saw a little girl, 

he said.” 

Polly didn’t know what to answer, so she was 

silent. 

“This your cat?” began the boy, after a little 

pause. 

“Yes, that’s Pussianna.” 

“¢ Pussy-anna, ” repeated the boy. “What a 

funny name! Does she bite and scratch ?” 

“ Sometimes,” answered Polly, wishing the boy 

would go away. She hated answering questions, and 

the boy stared at her so. 

«Will she scratch me?” 

“JT don’t know.” 

“May I see?” 

“Yes, only don’t hurt her.”
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1229, 

“Course I won’t. Poor puss, pretty puss!’ and 

the boy’s brown little hand went cautiously up to 

pussy’s head. 

The cat had seen nothing as yet to make. her 

think there was any danger, so she allowed the new 

acquaintance to smooth her gently; and finally, her 

comfortable sensations getting the better of her, she 

began to purr quite loudly, and show a decided 

friendliness of disposition. 

“My! What a jolly old cat!” cried the boy. 

“Say, what’s your name?” to Polly, who replied, — 

“My name’s Polly — Polly Haines.” 

“Youre only a litile girl, ain’t you? Guess you're 

not quite so big as my sister. She’s nine.” 

“T’m seven, going on eight,’ answered Polly, 

wishing the little boy would stop asking things. 

But he had no idea of stopping just yet. He 

thought Polly was very pretty and dainty, and he 

was quite a social little fellow himself, and wanted 

the little new neighbor to be friends with him 

right off. 

He was silent a moment, stroking Pussianna and
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looking about the place as he tried to think of 
something else to say. 

Finally, “I say, Pol—may I call you Polly ?— 
will you let me haul you?” 

“ Haul me?” repeated Polly, with a look of won- 
der in her eyes. 

“Yes, in my wagon, you know; I make a jolly 
horse, and Sis often lets me haul her. Won’t you 
try it?” 

“T don’t know your name yet,” remarked Polly 
shyly. 

“Bob White, that’s my name, and I can make 
a noise like the ‘Bob Whites’ in the woods. Lis: 
ten!” 

The boy gave a pretty good imitation of the bird 
in question, and in a moment the call was repeated, 
this time by the genuine “Bob White” in the woods 
not far off. 

“What's Bob Whites?” asked Polly, more and 
more startled. ‘Are they boys, like you?” 

Bob laughed heartily. “Why, they’re birds, quails, 
you know, and people call ’em Bob Whites ’cause
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it sounds as if they say that name. Come, won't. 

you let me haul you, Polly?” 

Polly looked at the wagon from her point of view 

on the gate-post. It looked comfortable and strong, 

and she dearly liked to ride. But her nature, as I 

have said, was very shy, and she didn’t feel well enough 

acquainted with Bob White to put her full confidence 

in him or his wagon. 

But he kept coaxing, and finally she decided to 

go and ask mamma. So she clambered down from 

the post, while Pussianna did the same, and ran into 

the house to ask mamma. 

Mamma glanced from the window, saw only a 

nice-looking little boy, who gallantly lifted his cap 

to her as he met her eyes, and, after thinking the 

matter over, said she guessed it was all right and 

safe, and Polly might go if the little boy would 

only take her to the bend of the road and_ back. 

So presently Polly was seated in the wagon com- 

fortably, and Bob was ready to play the rdle of horse. 

“Wait, I haven’t got Pussianna!”’ cried Polly, and 

she pulled the cat up into her lap.
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“Do you like lugging that big thing around?” 

asked the little boy, laughing at the solemn pussy, 

who sat bolt upright in her mistress’s small lap. 

“Why, you see, I never go anywhere ’thout her,” 

replied Polly, giving her pet a squeeze which any 

other animal would surely have resented. “I love 

her just as much as my little bit of a cousin, Bonibel, 

loves her big dog Hero, and they never go "way from 

each other.” 

“Who’s Bonibel? What a pretty name.” 

“Oh, she’s my cousin, and she lives a good way 

from here. She’s very little, and her dog is bigger’n 

she is. There, now we're ready. Please drag us 

very slowly, little boy.” : 

“Call me Bob, won’t you? It sounds  sociabler,” 

said Bob; “and we're getting ’quainted real fast, 

you ‘nr’ I.” So they started off safely enough. Pus- 

sianna had a few misgivings, for she was not ac- 

customed to riding in that way, and I think if 

the plump arms about her had not been very firm, 

Miss Puss would have made a spring over the 

wagon-side for more steady quarters.



THE LITTLE NEW NEIGHBOR. 25 

Down to the bend of the road and back went 

the two-legged nag and his cart, with the precious 

  
DOWN TO THE BEND OF THE ROAD AND BACK WENT THE TWO-LEGGED 

NAG AND HIS CART. 

freight of Polly and Pussianna Haines. It was very 

good fun, and Polly liked it better and_ better. 

Bob was a funny boy, and said funny things that 

made her laugh, and, beside, he liked Pussianna !
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Polly always warmed easily to any one who showed 

a liking for her beloved playfellow, and she had 

found it hard work, once on a time, to forgive her 

nurse, who had been obliged to punish puss for 

some mischief. Bobby had made a favorable impres- 

sion, you see, upon his little new neighbor, and 

Polly began to feel very well acquainted with him 

by the time the ride was finished. 

Then Bobby touched his cap to her as _ politely 

as he had to her mother a while before, and ran 

off to tell his sister that he had gotten acquainted 

with the little new girl before any one else, and 

that “she was jolly as pie” (a favorite expression 

of Bob’s, showing that pie was a favorite article 

of diet with him). 

The next day Miss Polly and Pussianna went out 

to take a walk. 

“Don’t go far, darling,’ said mamma. “TI shall 

be worried if I don’t see you back very shortly.” 

“Well be careful, dear one,’ answered Polly. 

(She rather liked that name—which was bestowed
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upon her own little self very frequently —and_ had 

a habit of using it upon her mother when she felt 

as if mamma needed special reassuring.) ‘“ We'll be 

very careful; and oh, it’s a be-yewtiful kind of a 

day!” 

So they sauntered off together, the fair little 

girl and the fat black cat. How pretty little Miss 

Polly was looking, in her dainty white dress and the 

close-fitting cap, with its broad white bows! Pussi- 

anna had on her best white ribbon bow that morn- 

ing (Polly always had two bows on hand for pussy,— 

one for every-day, ordinary wear, the other for extra 

occasions like this, when there was a chance that 

some stranger might meet them), and she was con- 

scious that she looked very nicely indeed, stepping 

off beside her little mistress, shining, in her black, 

glossy fur, like a piece of smooth coal. | 

They walked on quite a little distance, yet not 

too far from home and the anxious mamma. 

Presently they met a party of three girls loitering 

along the road, and picking flowers by the way. 

Polly’s shyness came back suddenly. She stopped,
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and so did Miss Pussianna, and all five looked at 

each other. 

The party of three consisted of a little maid 

about Polly’s size, another, a trifle shorter, and a 

tiny mite of a girl, half a baby yet, and remind- 

ing Polly very much of her little favorite cousin, 

Bonibel. After a moment of silence and shy looks, 

one of the little girls stepped forward and_ offered 

Polly a bunch of grasses. “Are you the little new 

neighbor ?” she asked. . 

Polly’s head drooped a little, as it always did 

when she felt embarrassed. Pussianna arched her 

back, and waited to see what Polly did before she 

ventured further action. 

The other little girl repeated her question. 

““T guess so,” replied Polly. “That's what a boy 

said I was.” 

“Oh, yes,’ spoke up the eldest of the three, 

“that was Bobby, my brother. He told us hed 

met you, and you let him haul you. Bob’s real 

nice, and he said you were a pretty little girl, and 

your name was Polly.”
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“ARE YOU THE- LITTLE NEW NEIGHBOR? ”— Page 28. 

Polly blushed. 

“Ts that your cat? Bob said she had a funny 

name, and was a nice kind of cat.” 

“She’s a lovely cat!” replied Polly warmly; “ she 

never scratches, or anything; and I love her.” 

“This is my baby sister,’ then said the girl who 

had offered her grasses to Polly. “She’s bettern a 

cat, and J love her!”
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She pulled the baby girl forward, and told her to 

kiss Polly. The little red lips were put up sweetly 

for Polly’s greeting, and then the baby hands were 

rubbed gently over Pussianna’s back. The cat liked 

it, and began her usual song of contentment. 

“There, Pussianna likes you, baby!” exclaimed 

Polly delightedly, and she gave the wee girl an- 

other hug and kiss. Then, of course, after child- 

fashion, the four little maids became quite sociable ; 

and when they separated, “the little new neighbor” 

had won the hearts of three girlies, who made her 

and Pussianna the subject of their conversation for 

some time. 

Polly, meanwhile, continued her promenade, and 

admired nature more and more. She turned now 

and then to make sure that the roof of her new, 

pretty home was still in sight amongst the trees, 

because, while she could keep that in view, she 

needn’t think her walk was extending too far. 

Pussianna had seen one tiny field-mouse scamper 

through the grass, and had been tempted to make 

its acquaintance; but, fearing her mistress would not



THE LITTLE NEW NEIGHBOR. 31 

approve, she had changed her mind, and attended 

strictly to the business in hand. Pretty soon they 

beheld a boy seated on a stone wall. He was a 

handsome little fellow, with hair and eyes much like 

Polly’s; and, sitting on one leg, he was swinging the 

other back and forth lazily, whistling, and turning 

the pages of a picture-book. 

Polly and mamma had read the beautiful story of 

“ Little Lord Fauntleroy”? one day, and she thought 

now that this must be the little lord himself, 

stepped right out of the book, and waiting for a 

talk 

She looked at him, and then down at the ground, 

  a real live talk with her. 

poking the stones with her little parasol. 

“Hello!” said the boy pleasantly. “I know who 

you are: you're the little mew neighbor, ain’t 

you?” 

Polly was beginning by this time to understand 

her title pretty well, so she replied modestly :— 

““T s’pose so.” 

“Well, I'm glad to see you,’ said the boy. 

“Guess you met my _ sisters, and Bob White's
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sister too, down the road, didn’t you? I saw “em 

    
       

   

Witt 
i 

   x \ Hat 
4 wil) Wyre 

‘aprLo!” SAID THE BOY PLEASANTLY, ‘‘I KNOW WHO you ARB!” — Page 31. 

going along while I was playing ball little while 

9 

ago.
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“Yes, I met three girls; one of ’em was only a 

baby, though.” 

“Did they say ‘how de do’ to you?” 

“No,” answered literal Polly; “they didn’t say 

those words, but they talked to me, and I liked 

“em.” 

“Oh, well, that’s all the same thing. Won’t you 

like me, too? My sister says Pm only a boy, and 

boys ain’t as nice as girls; but J think we're lots 

better, and—and I don’t tease much.” 

Polly looked doubtfully at the boy, but replied, 

“T got ‘quainted with one new boy yesterday, and 

I liked him. Maybe [Il like you, too.” 

The boy laughed. “ What’s your name?” he 

asked. 

“Polly Haines.” 

“ Mine’s Willie Grey.” 

“You look like little Lord Fauntleroy,” said 

Polly. 

The boy laughed. “Ho! that’s a kind of compli- 

ment. Well, we boys have to look like him now- 

days, else we ain’t in the fashion, my father says.
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Tre yvead “bout that boy. He was no end of a 

nice fellow, I think!” 

Polly was tired of standing still, and Pussianna, 

who had dropped down in the grass to rest, now 

began to show signs of restlessness. 

So Polly said, presently, “I must go now, little boy.” 

“Qh, don’t call me little boy, call me ‘ Willie,’ ”’ 

was the impatient answer; * and, I say, Polly, 

mayn’t I pull your cat's ears just a little, tiny bit, 

for fun?” | 

Polly’s face was a study. Her blue eyes opened 

wide as saucers, and a spot of red flew into each 

soft cheek. 

“ Pull Pussianna’s ears?” she repeated in a most 

astonished tone. “Why, she never had ‘em pulled 

in her life, and—and — oh, no indeed! Besides, she 

might scratch you!” 

She stooped and lifted her beloved cat in her 

arms, and hugged her tenderly, and, tumimg her 

troubled little face homeward, walked quickly away, 

while Willie called after her that he was only in 

fun, and wouldn't do it for the world.
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Polly paid no heed to him, however, but all the 

way home she was thinking quite positively that 

“she should never like Willie m the world, —never, 

never !” 

When she reached home, mamma was just begin- 

ning to be anxious; but she explained what had 

made her walk seem long, and told all about her 

new acquaintances, not even forgetting the narrow 

escape the dearly loved and furry playmate had 

experienced. 

They all call me the Jittle new neighbor, too, 

mamma. Isn’t it a funny name?” 

“ And that is just what you are, darling,” replied 

mamma laughing; “a ‘little new neighbor’ who 

will, I trust, win the good-will of all the little old 

neighbors around you, by never forgetting the ‘golden 

rule’ (which you learned so long ago, you remem- 

ber?), and which will, T hope, teach you to ‘be to 

others kind and true, as you'd have others be to 

you. ” 

«J won't forget it, mamma, if the other children 

don’t,” replied Polly somewhat shrewdly, and mamma
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turned her head aside to conceal the smile she 

couldn’t help. 

“ Ah, but, Polly, the golden rule means that we 

must be kind and true, whether others are or not. 

Don’t you see theres where we apply it rightly?” 

Polly looked somewhat anxious. “It ain’t so easy 

to be good and true when things are teasing, 

mamma, and if that boy showld pull Pussianna’s 

ears, don’t you spose Pd feel —Vd feel as if Td 
9) 

like her to scratch him real hard ? 

There was another little walk the next day — 

after Polly had “helped mamma” a _ great deal, 

and pattered up and down stairs on errands for 

both mamina and Katy until Pussianna (who had, 

of course, followed her every step) was quite worn 

out, and wondered how long such foolishness was 

to continue. 

Luncheon hour came between the busy time and 

the hour for Polly’s wished-for walk, and the small 

lees had time to rest, and even to tire of the 

resting, before at last Pussianna, arrayed in a clean
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white ribbon bow, followed her pretty and dainty 

little mistress out for a walk—this time up the 

road, and in a different direction from that of 

yesterday. 

Beautiful blue sky; golden sunshine; gentle breezes ; 

bird-music everywhere ; fragrance of flowers and 

ferny grasses. Ob, what wonder that “ the little 

new neighbor” and her cat enjoyed the charm of 

their walk, and were more and more glad that 

papa had given up the town house, and had bought 

the little home in the free, beautiful country, where 

there was so much to see, and like, and be happy im! 

Polly’s heart felt full of music, and she opened 

her little mouth and let it pour out between those 

soft red lips, till she was like a little human bird 

herself. 

Pussianna wanted to sing too. So she opened her 

mouth (oh, such a big, red mouth as it was!) and 

made a queer sound, between a mew and a_ howl, 

which was very far removed from what could be 

called “music.” Polly stopped singing, and ex- 

claimed : —
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“Why, Pussianna, that’s a perfectly dreadful noise! 

You don’t know how to sing, and you mustn’t try. 

Now keep quiet, else I can’t sing at all.” 

But before she had a chance to test pussy’s 

obedience to her command, she found herself close 

by the door-yard of a tiny little cottage, and saw 

a nice little girl watching her through the  palings 

of a fence. 

“Oh, dear!” thought Polly, “Pm always seemg 

people! I can’t ever walk ’thout seeing some one, 

and I know she'll ask me if [Pm a new  neigh- 

bor.” 

Sure enough, the little girl at the fence said 

politely : — 

“ How do? Tm sure youre the little new neigh- 

bor my mamma said had moved up from the city, 

aiv’t you?” 

Polly smiled, because the little speaker was smil- 

ing in such a catching way. In truth, Polly always 

carried a smile in her heart, ready to fly up to 

her face at a moment’s warning; but, bemg such a 

bashful little maid, you see, she generally blushed
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first, and that made her all the prettier, I think. 

And when she blushed and smiled together, she was 

just a bewitching little girl in appearance. 

Well, she smiled back at the girl who was_ talk- 

ing to her through the fence, and replied : — 

“ Yes, [Pm — I’m what you called me; they «all 

call me that.” 

“How funny!” said the other. “ What's your 

name ?”’ 

“Polly Haines!” Then, remembering that the 

next question would probably be concerning her cat, 

she continued: “ And this is my cat. Her name is 

Pussianna. She’s a nice cat, and—and doesn’t 

scratch —I mean —’cept when some one pulls her 

a ! 77 ears ! 

“Oh, I love cats!” was the eager reply, and in 

a moment the little girl had darted out through a 

gap in the fence, and was stroking puss with great 

zeal. 

Too much zeal, indeed, to suit Pussianna, because 

her fur was rubbed all sorts of ways, and it was not 

as soothing as it might have been. So she stuck up
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her back, gave a very faint hiss, and sought refuge 

beneath the pretty white gown Polly was wearing. 

“There, she doesn’t like me!” said the little girl 

ina grieved voice. “Wait! Tl make her like me!” 

and she flew back through the gap in the fence, and 

disappeared into the house. 

While Polly was wondering, she reappeared, and this 

time with a dish and pitcher of milk in her little 

hands. 

“There, I'll let her see I like her,” she exclaimed, 

setting the dish down, and pouring the foamy milk 

from the pitcher. 

Pussianna felt quite thirsty, and milk was her 

favorite beverage; so she sidled up to the dish and 

eyed it longingly. 

“You're very kind to Pussianna!” piped Polly's 

little voice. 

“Oh, that’s nothing! I like kitties! I had one 

once, but it got losted, and I haven’t liked any other 

very much since then. Mine used to wear a ribbon 

too, only it was red. White’s real pretty for your 

pussy, ‘cause she’s so black.”
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After puss had finished her refreshment there was 

a little more talk, and then Polly said she must be 

       a 7 . 
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“ you’RE VERY KIND TO PussIANNA!”— Page 40. 

going on. “I should —please excuse me — but I wish 

I knew your name,” she said, in a little embarrassed 
“ 

way.
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“Oh, yes; my name is Gyp. That is, my real 

name is Jennie   Jennie James; but papa, just for 

fun, kept callmg me Gypsy. and so every one calls 

me Gyp now. I kind of like it, dow’t you?” 

“Yes, it sounds full of fun. I like a quick name 

like Gyp, too. But, you see, I don’t think it would 

be so pretty if folks called me Pol and left off the 

ly, so I like Polly best for me, dowt you?” 

“Tt’s a beautiful name, and I like you, too,” was 

the hearty answer, and then the children separated, 

and the “litthe new neighbor’ had made another 

friend. 

One afternoon, not long after this, mamma had 

quite a bad headache, and was obliged to lie down 

in a darkened chamber and keep perfectly quiet. 

Polly felt much worried over this state of affairs. 

She couldn’t bear to see anybody suffer, and it was 

especially hard to smile and be happy when she 

knew that the precious mother was suffering pain. 

Like a little ministermg angel she had sat in the 

darkened room beside the bed where mamma lay,
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and had bathed, with her tenderest care, and the 

softest touch of her small fingers, the poor, hot head 

and languid eyes of the mother she loved so well. 

But when at last sleep came, and Polly knew that 

for a time at least the cruel pain was forgotten, 

she stole softly from the room and went out upon the 

porch, sitting down on the top step very mournfully, 

and thinking what a difference it made in her feel- 

ings—no matter how sumny and bright the day — 

if dear mamma were sick. 

Pussianna followed her young mistress out on the 

porch, and, catching the contagion of Polly’s thoughts, 

became also rather doleful in feelmg and attitude. 

“Youll be the dearest girlie in the world to-day, 

won't you, Polita?’’ papa had asked, when he kissed 

her good-by that morning, and she had promised 

faithfully to try. (I ought to explain just here that 

Polly, though a dear child, was yet so very much a 

real, live child that she was naughty now and then, 

as children are, you know,   and as they ought to 

be, else they wouldn't be real children, Pm sure, — 

and papa sometimes felt it necessary to bind her to
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a promise, which, as she was very honorable, as 

wl children should be, she tried very hard to keep. 

This is quite a digression from the story, but you'll 

excuse it.) So Polly tried to be extra good all day, 

and mamma was quite sure she was “the dearest 

girlie in the world,” as she sat so patiently bathing 

the aching forehead, and trying to be a comfort to 

the invalid mother. 

Now as she and Pussianna kept each other com- 

pany out on the porch, with the beautiful sunbeams 

spreading out all about them, and the summer air 

so fragrant with the scent of everything sweet and 

refreshing, the “little new neighbor” was think- 

ing of papa and wondering if he could make 

mamma well again when he came home, since she 

and Katy had failed in the effort. 

“Oh, dear, I feel kind of lonely!” she sighed 

at last, and turned to her cat, who still wore its 

sorrowful expression. “Pussianna, won’t you smile ?” 

she asked. “’Tain’t your mother who’s sick. You 

needn't look mizable! I do wish you'd be glad!” 

Pussy mewed, and that was all she could do.
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She had no desire for play, no inclination to chase 

her tail in her usual idiotic way, nor to play hide- 

and-seek with Polly’s little feet. The social at- 

mosphere was depressing to Miss Pussianna, and 

that was the whole truth of the matter. 

But presently the sound of young voices came 

floating by on the breezes. The cat raised one ear 

and then the other. Polly sat up straight. 

«Somebody’s coming past our house,” she said; 

and in a moment there appeared five somebodies, 

who were Willie, Gypsy, and Bob White’s sister, 

the baby girl, and a little boy, not yet out of his 

dresses, whom Polly hadn’t seen before, but who 

was a little neighbor of Willie’s, and had come to 

be introduced to the “little new neighbor,” Polly. 

“Hello!” said Willie (his usual mode of greet- 

ing). “I ain’t going to touch your cat's ears, Polly. 

I came to—to tell you you needn’t be ’fraid.” 

“How do, Polly?” said the two girls; and the 

baby girl piped out joyfully, “Oh, J see “ittle 

pussy tat!” The boy in kilts put his thumb in 

his mouth, and—that’s all he did.
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Polly smiled rather sadly. You see she couldn't 

throw off so suddenly the weight of woe which 

mamima’s headache had laid upon her little heart. 

But she replied politely :— 

“Tm real glal to see you. It’s a_ beautiful 

day.” 

She had noticed, durmg her time of hfe, that 

when grown people met each other, they almost 

always spoke about the weather, and that topic gen- 

erally opened the conversation. So of course it 

seemed but proper that she should follow the fash- 

ion, being from the city and a “new neighbor,” 

and on the throne of her own doorstep. 

Willie looked more of a Lord Fauntleroy than 

before, as he wore his black velvet suit and sash, 

and a broad white collar which was exceedingly be- 

coming to him. Polly eyed him critically, and, hav- 

ing a taste for all things pretty, felt drawn to 

Willie accordingly. She found it easy to forgive 

his request concerning Pussianna’s ears, since he 

now appeared so penitent, and looked such a pretty 

little felow in the bargain. So, after smiling at
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the two elder girls, and particularly at the baby, 

she said to Willie: — 
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“Tm glad you didn’t mean to really hurt my 

kitty, for now I shall like you as well as the 

other boy, who is a Bob White.”
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That made Bobby’s. sister laugh. 

“He is a rveo’lar Bob White,” she said, “ ’cause 

he does make a noise just like quails. Did he do 

it for you, Polly, that day?” 

“Oh, yes, indeed! and another Bob in the woods 

said it right back again,” replied Polly. 

Then there was another laugh, and by this time 

Polly's gloom was passing away, and she was get- 

ting quite merry. Pussianna went down the steps 

to make friends again with the baby, and presently 

Polly asked :— 

“What's that little boy's name?” poimting to the 

small boy beside Wille. 

“Oh, ’scuse me!” cried Willie, remembering his 

manners, and drawing the little fellow forward. 

“This is a boy lives next door to our house. His 

name is Sammy.” 

Then he whispered in’ Sammy's ear, and the 

little boy took his thumb out of his mouth, bobbed 

his head, and gigeled. 

“What's his last name?” questioned Polly. “T 

like to know child’en’s «whole names.”
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“Oh, yes! Well, he’s Sam  Snooks,” replied 

Wille, with a twinkle in his eyes. 

“'Tain’t either!’’ was Sammy's indignant reply. 

?Tain’t Snooks at all. It’s Snow, — Sammy Snow :; 

so, now!” 

“Oh, that’s snow good of a name!” laughed the 

mischievous Willic, looking arcund to see if any one 

appreciated his pun. But, alas! nobody saw it, no- 

body even heard it except the indignant Sammy, 

for Bob’s sister was explaining to Polly that * her 

name was Nellie, and Willie’s sister (who couldn't 

come with them that time) was named Edie.” 

“Well, now I know all your names. That’s real 

nice,” said Polly, “and I feel’s if Vd got lots of 

friends. I can say ’em all. Listen! Bobby, Nellie. 

Edie, Gypsy, Willie, Sammy, and — oh! I. don't 

know baby’s name yet. You forgot her!” 

“My name baby,” shouted the wee girl gleefully. 

“Yes, that’s what we all call her, you see; but 

her real name’s May,’ explained Willie, “ ’cause she 

caine to mamma im May, and she’s had three 

birthdays, and mamma calls her a May-blossom.”
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Polly was conscious of a slight feeling of envy con- 

cerning Willie, who had a real, live sister for a play- 

mate, instead of only a doll and Pussianna. Somehow 

she thought a cat—though she dearly loved Pussianna 

—was not quite equal to a dear, wee baby-playmate, 

after all, and, for the first time since pussy’s advent, 

Polly’s appreciation of her pet wavered a trifle. 

But it was only for one little moment. The next 

her arm was about Pussianna, and the invariable 

alarming squeeze followed, borne by puss with her 

usual bravery and good-nature. 

“Bob let me bring his cart, ’cause I hauled baby 

in it,” said Nellie. “Let’s have fun riding each other 

a little while, shall we? Willie’ ll be horse.” 

“Will ’e?” punned the boy, tossing his head. 

This time his pun was not lost, and all the girls 

laughed. “Youd make a real good horse,” said Miss 

Polly, “’cause you—youve got a nice—mane!” 

That set them all laughing again, and Willie shook 

his wealth of hair all over his head and rushed 

fiercely at Polly, saying he was only a colt, and too 

young for the harness yet.
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So they were having a nice time all together at 

last, and Polly’s “dumps” vanished quite away. 

By and by Katy came to call Polly in, for it was 

nearing train-time, when papa would return; and he 

liked to find his girle neat and nice for supper. 

Mamma’s head was better, and that was good 

news for the lttle girl, and altogether she was in 

the very best of spirits when she bade her young ~ 

friends good-by and turned to go in with Katy. 

“Youre a jolly little new neighbor!” called back 

Willie from the roadside, and a chime of voices 

added, ‘“ Yes, yes, so you are!” 

There came a day when Polly found herself a 

“ school-girl.” Yes, it had been decided, rather sud- 

denly too, by wise mamma, that her little daughter 

was having altogether too idle a time, and a time of 

study and disciple each day would do no harm. 

So on a certain fine morning she had introduced 

“the little new neighbor” to a very pleasant and 

kind-faced school-teacher, and then (not without a 

feeling of loneliness, I will confess, at the thought of 

.
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the quiet house she was returning to) she went away, 

and left Miss Polly a “stranger in a strange land.” 

Still, not altogether a stranger, as Polly observed 

(after she had wiped the tears out of her blue eyes, 

and gained courage to lift her droopmg head and 

look furtively about the school-room), not wholly 

without friends, for there were Bobby White and 

Nellie, and Edie and Gypsy and Willie, and they 

all smiled a silent “How do you do?” at her. 

As for the teacher she smiled, and talked kindly. 

too, to the timid little new scholar, and said to the 

children about her, — 

“Dear little girls, you must all be very kind and 

good to Miss Polly Haines, and help her to learn 

all the rules, and to like my school very much, 

won't you?” And each girl and boy yelled out as 

loud as possible, “* Yes, ma’ain!” 

So Miss Brown —that was the teacher's name— put 

Polly in a chair before a desk which was to be her 

desk as long as she came to school, and showed her 

the books, the slate, the writing copy-book, the tiny 

inkstand, the pen, pencil, and sponge, the ruler, and
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—well, I euess those were all the desk contained for 

Polly’s use, and I should call them enough, shouldn't 

you ? 

And where was Pussianna all this time? How 

could Polly be happy without her constant companion ? 

Ah me! She wasv’t happy. I am obliged to ac- 

knowledge that sad fact. Poor little Polly was any- 

thing but happy. Pussianna had desired to attend 

school, you may be sure of that, and had followed 

Polly to the very door. She had even entered the 

door, and was fully prepared to do as Polly should 

do, when her older mistress (the mamina) picked 

her up, put her out-doors, said “seat!” very deter- 

mninedly, and then closed the door upon her. So at 

this very time poor puss was meekly walking home, 

her ribbon bow turned wader her throat, and its white 

ends trailing in the dust. 

Polly thought it all very hard indeed; but she 

might have gotten over the grief a little if fate 

had not conspired with misfortune to make her lot 

doubly hard, and put it into Miss Brown's head to 

question her capabilities.
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“Can you spell, dear?” 

“ Just li-little words!” quavered Polly. 

“Spell cat!” 

“C-a-t— oh, Pussianna!” replied Polly, her little 

fair head suddenly dropping upon the desk, and a 

stifled cry following. 

The teacher looked very much startled, but Polly's 

little friends amongst the scholars knew just how 

their poor “little new neighbor” was feeling. 

They looked full of sympathy for her, but the 

other children (who had not yet become acquainted 

with Polly, you see, and, like the teacher, had no 

idea who “ Pussianna” might be) giggled out aloud, 

I regret to say, and thought the new scholar very 

silly. 

Miss Brown raised the bowed head very gently, 

and smoothed Polly’s golden hair, waiting until the 

child could stop sobbing before she asked, — 

“Who is Pussianna, dearie? and what has it, or 

he, or she, to do with the word you spelled?” 

Up went Bob White’s hand. 

“Well, Bobby, you may speak.”
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  ~ Why, you see,—you see, Polly's got a cat—and 

it's a nice cat, and” — 

Here Polly, having recovered herself somewhat, 

interrupted Bobby. 

“She’s named Pussianna, and I love her, and I 

  always have her with me, and—and I wa—wanted 

her to-day, and I’m ‘fraid she’s awful lonely ’thout 

me.” 

Miss Brown couldn’t help smiling, but she explained 

to Polly the impropriety of admitting puss to a 

seat in school, and said so many funny things about 

it that by and by the pout went away from Polly’s 

hp, and a few smiles sparkled through her tears, 

and she began to think school wasn’t so bad, after 

all. She could spell quite nicely, the teacher found, 

and so she was put right into the class with Gypsy 

and Edie. Nellie was in the class above; but then, 

you know, she was older. 

Well, Polly had quite a busy morning, and at 

last, when the noon recess came, she was glad to 

get out of her chair and stretch her poor little 

legs. As she was only to attend school half a day,
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she said good-by to her friends and her teacher, 

and, taking her slate and little arithmetic under her 

arm, trudged over the road towards home with a 

smiling face, and a feeling that she had grown 

smarter and taller than she had been early that 

morning. 

When she was very near to her home, she saw a 

black object scampering towards her in the middle 

of the road. 

“Oh, if there isn’t my darling! My own sweetest 

Pussianna!” she exclaimed; and she hurried to meet 

her neglected pet. 

It was a very affecting meeting, you may well 

believe. Pussianna mewed her joy in all tones, and 

stood on her hind legs to reach Polly's hand. Polly 

made that easy for her, by sitting right down on 

the grass and taking her pet im her arms. 

Then they had one of their own confidential 

talks and greetings, and Polly apologized, in her 

kindest way, for having been obliged to leave the 

dear Miss Pussianna for so long a time. ‘‘And, oh, 

dear!” she continued, “it will have to be so every
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single morning, for I’ve got to go to school reg’- 

larly, and there'll only be Saturday and Sunday for 
{,-?? whole days together Then she resumed her home- 

ward way, with puss at her side, and the new 

shade school-hat (which she didn’t like at all) dang- 

ling in her hand, for puss to play with as much as 

she pleased. 

So ended Polly’s first experience with school affairs. 

After that, she began to like the new duties of 

each morning, and the week went by pleasantly till 

Saturday came. That was a welcome holiday, and 

Polly and Pussianna enjoyed it all by themselves, 

until, in the afternoon, her little neighbors came 

along and stopped to play with her. 

“ Hide-and-seek,” “tag,” “I spy,” “Old Mother Tip- 

pety-toe,’ and other games, which little folks like, 

were played and enjoyed, till, all too soon, it was 

evident that supper-time was at hand. 

Polly's mamma came to the door, and, seeing all 

the children, asked, politely, “Won't you come in a 

few moments, my dears?” 

Wille looked as if he imclined to accept, but
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Nellie replied, “No, thank you, ma’am, we must be 

eine ” going now.
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“Very well, then; I hope youll come soon again. 

Let me see! Oughtn’t Polly to introduce me?” 

“Oh, yes, indeed!” from Polly. “Mamma, these 

are my little neighbors, Nellie, Edie, Gyp, Baby, 

and Willie. Bobby was here, but he had to go on 

    a—a—nerrand for his papa, and so I can't 

interduce him yet, you see.” 

Mamma bowed and smiled, said she supposed she 

would some day, when there was more time, learn 

the othern ames of them all; and then the good-bys 

were said, and Polly went im to have an _ early 

supper, after which she would, m due time, have 

her bath and cuddle down in bed, like a dear little 

birdie in its nest, for a good long rest till the 

morning and sweet peaceful Sabbath day should 

dawn. 

Soon after this Polly came home from school one 

day in great excitement. She was to have “an 

afternoon tea” that very afternoon. At five o’clock, 

out under the big tree in the orchard, Katy was 

to set the little table, and arrange everything nice
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for Polly’s company. She had thought about it all 

the morning, right im the middle of the spelling-class, 

and had nearly whispered (against the rules) to 

Nellie about it. Mamma had allowed her to give 

the invitations two days before, and the invited 

little people had been as excited during this morning 

as had Polly. So the rules had narrowly escaped 

transgression, and Miss Brown had had to reprove 

rather frequently the few small people who were 

entertaining “great expectations” for the coming 

afternoon. 

No wonder that Miss Polly was out of breath 

when she flew into the house, and up to mamma’s 

room, tossing her books on the bed, and quite 

forgetting Pussianna for a brief moment. 

She had never in all her life had an afternoon 

tea—a real “five o’clock tea”! It sounded like 

those grand things mamma and her grown-up friends 

used to have in the city. Polly could hardly take 

time to do her little sums for the next day (and 

which always looked so very learned on her small slate, 

she thought, as she proudly handed them up for the
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teacher’s criticism). On ordinary afternoons she rather 

enjoyed working at her sums, and adding up her 

two and two. and four and four, and so on, as 

far as she had progressed in the mussy-looking 

arithmetic; but on a day like this, with that great 

event so soon to come off, how in the world could 

a little maid be expected to sit down and gravely 

attend to work of that kind? Oh, no! it was out 

of the question; and even if she tried, all she could 

do would be after this fashion : — 

“Tet me see! Me and Nellie’s two, and—and 

Willie’s three, and Edie, she’s fowr,” —etc., ete. 

So you see there would have been no use in 

trying to do sums to-day. Mamma knew that as 

well as Polly, and therefore she allowed the slate 

and the arithmetic to lie idly side by side on the 

table, and decided to write an “excuse” for her little 

daughter the next morning, which would, of course, 

make things all right with the teacher. 

There was only one circumstance connected with 

the coming afternoon tea which caused Polly disappoint- 

ment, and that was the fact that Bob White had gone
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to visit a friend in another village, and so couldn’t 

come to her tea. She hadn’t invited Sammy Snow, 

because he never seemed to know how to do any- 

thing except to suck his thumb, and answer either 

“yes” or “no,” according to the question asked. 

His conversational powers, Polly had observed, were 

exceedingly limited, and on the whole she thought 

the afternoon tea would get along just as well 

without hin. 

But Bobby would have been welcome, and she 

was sorry he had gone away. 

However, the party would consist of Nellie, Edie, 

Gyp, Willie, and Baby May, and herself, and I think 

that made a very good number. Oh, there would 

be one more very important guest, of whom I very 

nearly forgot to speak. I allude to Miss Pussianna. 

Without pussy, you may be sure, no tea-party could 

be successful in Polly’s opinion. 

Well, after what seemed a “ perfect age” to the 

little girl, the hour for the arrival of her company 

came at last. There they were, the little guests, 

coming up the road, laughing and chatting, and
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their faces as bright as sunbeams. Baby May was 

with them, too, and Polly was so glad, for she had 

been a little afraid that baby’s mamma would con- 

sider her quite too young for such festive occa- 

sions. 

Katy had set the table nicely under the old big 

tree. and mamma had taken a look, to see if things 

were all in “apple-pie order,’ for Polly’s sake. 

So very soon the “tea” was im full progress. 

Miss Polly presided, of course, and Pussianna sat 

at her right hand (the place of honor, you see, 

which Polly could not and would not deprive her 

of). 

What a jolly little feast it was! Everybody liked 

the tea (“cambric tea,’ which mamma thought the 

right kind for little folks), and the nice cake was 

so nice that it melted away fast. 

Pussianna behaved splendidly, and received  gra- 

ciously every little bit that Polly put into her 

mouth. She was very careful, too, when lapping 

her milk, not to spill a drop on the table-cloth. 

Indeed. the guests declared her table-manners — to
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be perfect. Baby May was good, also, though she 

did cry for three pieces of cake, and Edie thought 

  
“po YOU TAKE SUGAR?” 

; o soe eee 
one piece, for such a mite of a “company,” quite 

enough. 

“Will you have another cup of tea?” asked Polly, 

with great politeness, of one and the other of her
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guests; and it was noticeable that they said “ Yes, 

I thank you,’ every time. “Do you take sugar ?”’ 

was the next question, and the answer was the 

same; so that when the tea was finished at last, 

it was probably more for the reason that there 

was nothing left to eat or drink than because the 

childish and healthy appetites had been fully satis- 

fied. 

Isn’t that the way generally with little girls and 

tea-parties ? 

After the tea there were games,— romping, frolic- 

some games, such as little people fall into naturally. 

Then mamma called them into the house, and gave 

each young visitor a package of nice candies, which 

papa had brought from the city, and which had 

been kept as a surprise for Polly. 

Oh, it was a very happy time; and when the 

shadows began to lengthen pretty soon, hinting to 

the children that “go home” time had come, they 

all shook hands with mamma and Polly, and kissed 

her good-by, with many thanks for “ such a beyew- 

tiful time!”
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Wille had only played four tricks, and they were 

quite harmless in the end, baby had only cried twice. 

and Pussianna had only tripped Polly up (by  get- 

ting between her feet) three times; so that there 

had been, as you see, nothing disagreeable to be 

remembered about the “Five o'clock tea,’ and the 

general opinion was as Willie declared it,——that “ it 

was a no end jolly old tea-party !” 

Polly was now getting to be very well acquainted 

indeed with her neighbors. 

The fame of “the little new neighbor” was 

spreading fast amongst the children more distant 

from her, and her circle of acquaintances was in- 

creasing. 

Bob White told fis cronies what a “pretty girl 

that Polly Haines” was, and Willie told his 

what a “sweet little gentle kind of a girl” she 

was. 

Nellie, Edie, Gyp, and even Baby May, had also 

kind, loving words to say of their little friend, 

Polly; and so, of course, other girls and boys caught
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the desire to know her, and Polly became the 

prime favorite in school and out of it. 

But why was all this, do you think? I can 

tell you, because I know Miss Polly very  inti- 

mately. 

She never said anything unkind to her playmates. 

She never was rude to them, or if by chance she 

let a cross tone or word slip out (for sometimes 

the best natured little person will express herself, 

or himself, as the case may be), she was always 

ready and anxious to say she was sorry, and be 

friends again. She was a kind little neighbor, will- 

ing to lend whatever she had that was nice or 

pretty, if any one wanted to borrow. She was a 

truthful little neighbor, and deserved the compliment 

that was paid her by Sammy Snow, one day, when 

the other children had been teasing him. They 

had tried to make poor Sammy think he could 

eatch a bird if he put salt on its tail. He 

put his thumb in his mouth, and said, “ Could’ t, 

neither!” Then they said he could, and advised 

him’ to* try. at.
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The little boy, feeling that he was being teased, 

looked angrily from one to another of the children, 

and then screamed out, “I don't b’lieve yer; I 

won't try it ‘less Polly tells me it’s so. Cause if 

Polly says things is so, they is so every single time! 

so, now!” 

But Polly was not on hand to hear the compli- 

mentary little speech, and didn’t know of it, in fact, 

till a long while afterward. 

But all this goes to show why “the little new 

neighbor’ was so popular in her new home, and 

yet, strange as it may seem, she didn't know she 

was “popular.” Such a thing never entered her 

head. Perhaps that was one of her great charms. 

Nobody likes a conceited little girl or boy; on the 

contrary, everybody makes fun of them. Don’t you 

agree with me? 

“What are you gomg to do this afternoon, 

Polly?” asked Willie, one morning, when the recess 

hour was called, and Polly gathered her books to go 

home.
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“Oh, I don’t know,” was Polly’s reply. “Play 

with Pussianna, I s’pose.” 

“Oh, bother! that old cat's forever im your 

thoughts! Let’s have some fun together, you ‘n’ I 

all alone!” 

“But we can’t, Willie, ‘cause you have afternoon 

school.” 

“Well, ‘bout three ‘1 be a nice time, and I'll be 

out then. I tell you what, Polly, let’s go fishin’ !” 

“Wishing! Oh, Willie, could we?” 

“Course we could! You know the pond, foot of 

the hill over there? Well, there’s lots of fishes, and 

we could catch heaps and—and—then the other 

children would be mad ‘cause they didn’t do it.” 

“JT wouldn’t like ‘em to be mad,” replied Polly 

gently. 

“ Well, they wouldn’t be reely mad, but — Oh, 

come, Polly, let’s just do it for fun, you know, and 

s' prise our mothers!” 

That last argument settled it in Willie’s favor, 

for Polly dearly loved surprises, and to “s’prise 

mamma’ she would do anything.
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So it was all arranged that she should find a 

long stick somewhere and go to the pond in ques- 

tion and wait for Willie, who would hurry as soon 

as school was out, and meet her. “T'll bring pins 

for hooks, and some cord —oh, I’ve got a lot of 

cord! and we'll have a bossy time, I tell you, 

Polly Haines!” 

That “bossy time” kept ringing in Polly's ears 

all the way home. She was all eagerness to see 

what a real bossy time could be. <A delightful sense 

of a new kind of good time filled her with impa- 

tience for the hour of its beginning. She skipped, 

she ran, she danced over the road till she reached 

home. Then she sat down, demurely, and did her 

sums. Mamma had gone to the city that day, Katy 

was busy, and there was everything to help her 

carry out her “ surprise’? without questioning. 

A little before three o’clock she went to the pond, 

hunted about till she found a long and_ slender 

branch from a bush near by, tied on a cord she 

had brought herself (proudly independent of Willie 

in that matter), and waited in the silence of the
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sweet summer afternoon for the coming of her 

playmate. 

The minutes seemed long, and how slowly they 

crept by! She couldn’t fish, because she had no 

hook, and, beside, she felt too timid to attempt such 

a feat alone. So she stood still and waited for 

Willie, patiently, for a long time. 

Alas! if Polly had only dreamed it. Master Willie 

was a prisoner in the school-room. “Kept im” for 

whispering to Bob White, while Polly waited there 

by the pond. Polly and Pussianna, for you may be 

sure the cat was with her. (No Pussianna, no fishing 

for Polly !) 

“Oh, dear, I feel dre’ful lonesome! don’t you, 

Pussianna?” exclaimed Polly at last, and a worried 

look crept into her pretty blue eyes. Pussy was on 

her way to call on a butterfly, and was not troubled as 

her little mistress was. 

By and by, however, just when Polly was decid- 

ing that she didn’t care to “s’prise mamma” that 

time, and was going home, with an indignant feel- 

ing in her heart towards “ Willie’s meanness,” as



  
‘OH, DEAR, I FEEL DRE’FUL LONESOME!” — Page 72.
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she gently expressed it to herself, she heard a boy- 

ish “Hello!” and presently Wille appeared in hot 

haste. 

He blushed considerably when questioned by Polly, 

but finally owned up to the cause of his detention, 

and enjoyed Polly’s sympathy, which was freely and 

readily offered hin. 

Then he produced his pms, bent them into hooks, 

got his pole and Polly's ready, and both proceeded 

to business im good earnest. 

Now, fish are not geese, and consequently the bare 

pin-hooks, dangling from the end of the two cords 

in the water, failed to attract a single nibble. Long 

and patiently the little fisher laddie and the fisher 

lassie waited and hoped. 

“S’pose we'll hook one pretty soon?” asked Polly 

at length. 

“Oh, yes,’ was the cheerful reply. “Why, the 

hooks are awful sharp one’s, Polly.” 

“Well, ain’t they too sharp, do you s’pose?” 

“Oh, no! theyre just right to hook a fish, you 

see now.”
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But if the hooks were not ‘too sharp,” the fish 

were, and so the waiting was continued. 

    

  

  

  
  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
  

    

  
  

  

  

  
  

  

  
  

  

                  
  

              
        

    
“$’POSE WE'LL HOOK ONE pRreTty soon?” — Page 74. 

The shadows about the bushes and trees grew 

longer, and the pond changed color too, losing its
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pretty sparkling glitter, and turning a dull eray at 

last. When, after a while, Willie jerked his hook 

out of the water and exclaimed, “ Oh, bother!” Polly 

pulled hers in also, and looked utterly discouraged. 

They walked home in no good humor, I am 

afraid, for Willie was entertaining a secret fear that 

Polly would not have much respect for him or his 

advice after this, and it was quite possible that “she 

would like Bobby White best forever ‘n’ forever.” 

Polly was meanwhile thinking that she had been 

a mean kind of girl to go to a strange place without 

having asked Katy’s permission (since Katy stood 

in mamma's place in that way, while mamma was 

in the city), and she had a very uncomfortable 

feeling that she deserved a scolding, —a real hard 

scolding. 

“JT wish I had stayed home and played with my 

dear Pussianna,” she thought. “She never gets me 

into a scrape, but child'en do lots of times.” 

When she reached her gate she looked so solemn 

that Willie fancied she was angry, so he asked 

softly, “You mad with me, Polly ?”
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““No-o,” she replied, “not the leastest bit, but 

I don’t feel comfor’ble at all, Willie Grey, do 

you:?:” 

“Kind of not,” he answered in his own original 

way, “’cause we didn’t have a bossy time, after all, 
9 did we? and—and—but I didn’t mean to cheat   

you, Polly,” very earnestly. 

She laughed. “No, indeed! I know you wouldn't 

be so rude; but, you see, I don’t feel as if my 

mamma would have liked being s’prised when I 

was a bad girl dog it, and I didn’t ask Katy 

if I might go and fish ‘cause I was dre’fully ‘fraid 

she wouldn't let me. That's how I don’t feel com- 

for’ble.” 

“Youre a real, true kind of girl, Polly Haines,” 

said Willie admiringly. “Youre the best girl I 

know. I—I—say, Polly, won’t you promise me that 

you won't like Bob White better me?” 

“Why, I like you both alike,” answered Polly, 

much embarrassed by Willie’s foolish idea. 

“Well, he never cheated you, you see, and I’m 

afraid you'll trust him most after this.”
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Polly shook her head. “Oh, no, I like you ever 

so much, Willie, and I forgive you for cheating me, 

‘cause you are sorry, and, besides, you were disap- 

pointed, too.” 

Willie was much relieved that he still held 

Polly's good opinion, and as Katy called her just 

then, he lifted his cap in his most polite style 

and ran home. 

«“'There’s lots of difference in girls,’ he thought, 

as he hurried on. “Now, there’s Nellie White, she’s 

the kind that’s sort of jflarey! if Vd made a fizzle 

fishing with her, she’d have said, ‘Ain’t you mean, 

Will Grey! I might have known anything you got 

up would have been no good!’ Oh, £ know that 

Nellie! But Polly! She's just as forgiving and 

nice as a girl can be. I like her ways, — they’re 

the kind that make a fellow try to be good.” 

While he was thus praising Polly in heart and 

thought the little girl was making an honest con- 

fession to Katy, and feeling very impatient for 

mamma to return, that she might lift the burden 

off her conscience still more freely.
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“Sure now, darlint, ve knew your ma was always 

ateard to have ye go forninst that water. She’s 

terrified at it, Miss Polly, for fear yell fall in 

an’ drown yursel’ intoirly, didn’t ye know that, me 

dear ?”’ 

“Oh, yes, yes, yes!” sighed Polly despairingly, 

“and I was ‘fraid you wouldn't let me go, and— 

and — that’s why I didn’t ask you. Oh, Katy, I 

feel very mis’rable!” 

“Oh, then, darlint, if ye do, an’ if yere sorry 

sure it isn’t often ye are that,   for bemg naughty, 

—why, then, the naughtiness is gone out av ye, 

an’ yell be forgiven, never fear, Miss Polly dear.” 

So Polly felt a little comforted, and sat down to 

work out some troublesome sums on her slate for 

the teacher's critical eye next morning. 

That night, when bedtime came, Polly kissed papa 

good-night, with many caresses, and then she and 

mamma went upstairs together. 

Polly, I ought to explain, for fear some little 

readers will think her a “big baby” because she
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liked her mother’s company during the preparation 

for bed, was not in the least unable to go to bed all 

by herself. She was pretty smart, this small maid 

of ours, and not one bit “afraid of the dark,” as 

some little folks I could tell of have been known 

to be. 

But she called the go-to-bed hour the dearest of 

all the hours in the happy day, because it was 

then that she had mamma all to herself, and could 

cuddle in the loving arms as much as she chose, 

and have the dearest and most confidential talk im 

the world. It was then that if there were any 

childish troubles, or doubts, or little perplexities, she 

could best tell them all to mamma, and have them 

explained, comforted, and kissed away. And after 

the talks were ended, the last goodnight kisses 

were given, and then the snuggle-down in the soft, 

white bed, and the sweet, dreamy sail tu the 

beautiful land of sleep ! 

No wonder Polly loved bedtime, was it? 

On this especial night, when she and her dear 

mother were quite alone together, she told mamma
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all about her naughtiness, having waited this very 

opportunity to do so. 

Of course she was forgiven, and mamma_ promised 

to go on trusting her always, and then they talked 

of Polly's experience as a “little new neighbor,” 

and went over all the pleasant happenings which had 

introduced her so nicely to her new playmates. She 

felt very happy and grateful for all the good times 

she had enjoyed, and for her happy little home and 

dear father and mother, and looking out upon the 

beautiful landscape, now shining beneath the broad 

rays of the moon, and seeming like some fair fairy 

world with its pretty minglings of light and shadow, 

the little girl exclaimed suddenly : — 

“Oh, mamima, it is just a be-yewtiful thine to be 

alive. I love to be alive! I love to breathe, and 

feel, and see, and hear; and I am so glad that 

God didn’t make me only a plant or a tree, so I 

couldn't tell Him how happy I am, and how much 

obliged to Him I am for all these things.” 

“Oh, but, Polly, the plants and trees and all 

growing things have their own especial mission, you
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know, and in their own way, even without such little 

chattermg tongues as yours, are constantly giving 

their Maker praise. When you are older you will 

understand all that. But I am glad, too, darling, 

that you are not only a plant or tree, or even a 

flower or some ripe, sweet fruit, but just my own 

dear Polly, whose little heart must hold only the 

truest of thoughts, the kindest of thoughts and 

wishes, and the most grateful of thanks for all her 

many blessings.” 

Polly nodded to show that she fully agreed with 

mamma in that long speech; then, with a sudden 

impulse, she said : — 

Good-night, dear, beautiful world! Good-night, 

lovely moon! Good-night, happy, happy day! turning 

her little pure face up to the moon-lighted sky, while 

the radiance of the night shone all about her, and 

folded in its white sheen the little white-robed 

figure beside the window. 

And now we must say “ good-night,” too, to the 

“little new neighbor,’ and leave her to become
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ere long one of the little old neighbors, ready in 

her turn to extend a kindly welcome to the next 

new-comer into the pretty village. Somehow there 

are always little new neighbors about us, either in 

schoollfe, or just about our homes, — shy little 

people, who need a welcome, and kind words and 

deeds, to make them forget to be homesick. 

Don't forget them, my dear small readers; see 

what yow can do for “A Little New Neighbor.” 

FINIS.
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