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  Milly-Molly-Mandy Has an Adventure




  Once upon a time, one Saturday afternoon, Milly-Molly-Mandy had quite an adventure.




  There was a special children’s film showing at the cinema in the next village, and Milly-Molly-Mandy and little-friend-Susan were going to it, by bus, quite by themselves!




  “Keep together, and don’t talk to strangers,” said Mother, giving Milly-Molly-Mandy the money for the cinema and for the bus, there and back.




  “But supposing strangers speak to us?” said Milly-Molly-Mandy.




  “Always answer politely,” said Mother, “but no more than that.”




  So Milly-Molly-Mandy set off from the nice white cottage with the thatched roof, down the road with the hedges each side to the Moggses’ cottage where little-friend-Susan was waiting for

  her. And they walked on together to the cross-roads, feeling very important, to catch the bus.




  There was plenty of time, but they thought they had better run the last part of the way, to be on the safe side. But nobody was waiting at the cross-roads, so they wondered if they had missed

  the bus after all.




  Then one or two people came up and waited, so it couldn’t have gone. And presently it came in sight.




  And just as everybody was getting on who do you suppose came along and got on too? – Why, Billy Blunt!




  Milly-Molly-Mandy and little-friend-Susan took their seats and paid their half-fares, and pocketed the change carefully (three pennies for Milly-Molly-Mandy, a threepenny piece for

  little-friend-Susan). And then they sat looking out of the windows to make sure they didn’t get carried past the cinema.




  Billy Blunt had made for a seat right in front, looking as if he were quite used to doing this sort of thing himself. (But he couldn’t have been, really!) He managed to be first to get off

  the moment the bus stopped, so they didn’t actually see if he went into the cinema.




  Inside, it was so dark you couldn’t recognize anybody. Milly-Molly-Mandy and little-friend-Susan held hands tight, not to lose one another.




  It was all very exciting.




  And so was the film. They wished it needn’t end. When it was all over it seemed funny to come out into the daylight again and find the same ordinary world outside.




  They saw Billy Blunt coming away, talking with another boy. So they walked straight to the bus stop and began waiting. (The bus ran every hour, and if one had just gone they might be a long time

  getting home.)




  Suddenly little-friend-Susan said loudly, “My money!” and began rummaging in her coat-pocket.




  Milly-Molly-Mandy said, “Why? Where?” and began rummaging in her own. (But her three pennies were safe all right).




  “My threepenny piece!” said little-friend-Susan; “I had it here. . .”




  She looked in her right-hand pocket, then in her left, then in her hands. Then Milly-Molly-Mandy looked.




  Then they looked on the pavement, and in the gutter.




  “You must have dropped it in the cinema, Susan,” said Milly-Molly-Mandy. “Let’s go back and ask.”




  “But I didn’t,” said little-friend-Susan. “I felt it in my pocket as we came out.”




  So they looked all along the pavement. But still they couldn’t find it.




  “Well, we’ve just got to walk home,” said Milly-Molly-Mandy, at last. “You can’t go by yourself. We’ll have to walk together.” “It’s too far

  to walk,” said little-friend-Susan, nearly crying. Just then Billy Blunt came up to join the queue. Milly-Molly-Mandy said to him, “She’s lost her money!”
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  Billy Blunt did not know what to say, so he said nothing.




  A gypsy woman standing near with a baby and a big basket said, “There now! Lost your money, have you, ducks?”




  Milly-Molly-Mandy said again, “We’ve got to walk home.”




  Billy Blunt said, “It’s too far.” Then he said, “Here, have mine. I’ll manage.”




  But Milly-Molly-Mandy and little-friend-Susan said together, “You can’t walk that far by yourself!”




  The gypsy woman began fumbling under her apron for her purse.




  “I may have just a spare copper or two,” she said. “Where does the little lady live? I’ll call on her ma, and she can pay me back some day!”




  Milly-Molly-Mandy, remembering what Mother said, answered politely, “No, thank you very much!” – when at that moment the bus came in sight.
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  “She’s lost her money!”




  

    “Here!” said Billy Blunt, holding out his money.


  




  Milly-Molly-Mandy and little-friend-Susan didn’t like to take it. They couldn’t think what to do.




  An old truck laden with empty cans and things was coming rattling down the road. It overtook the bus and was clattering past the bus-stop when Milly-Molly-Mandy suddenly started waving her arms

  wildly at it.




  “Cyril, stop! Cyril!” she shouted.
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  The truck slowed down, and a tousled head looked back from the driver’s seat.
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