



  [image: cover]




  



  
[image: ]





  



  
[image: ]





  





  Contents




  1   Milly-Molly-Mandy Dresses Up




  2   Milly-Molly-Mandy Goes for a Picnic




  3   Milly-Molly-Mandy Has a Clean Frock




  4   Milly-Molly-Mandy and the Golden Wedding




  5   Milly-Molly-Mandy Cooks a Dinner




  6   Milly-Molly-Mandy Acts for the Pictures




  7   Milly-Molly-Mandy and Guy Fawkes Day




  About the Author




  





  1




  Milly-Molly-Mandy


  Dresses Up




  Once upon a time Milly-Molly-Mandy found an old skirt. She and little-friend-Susan were playing up in the attic of the nice white cottage with the thatched roof (where

  Milly-Molly-Mandy lived). They had turned out the rag-bags and dressed themselves in all sorts of things – blouses with the sleeves cut off, worn-out curtains, old nightgowns and shirts, and

  some of Milly-Molly-Mandy’s own outgrown frocks (which Mother kept for patching her present ones, when needed).




  Milly-Molly-Mandy and little-friend-Susan looked awfully funny – especially when they tried to put on the things which Milly-Molly-Mandy had outgrown. They laughed and laughed.
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  (The attic was rather a nice place for laughing in – it sort of echoed.)




  Well, when Milly-Molly-Mandy found the old skirt of Mother’s, of course she put it on. The waist had to fasten round her chest to make it short enough, but that didn’t matter. She

  put on over it an old jumper with a burnt place in front, but she wore it back to front; so that didn’t matter either.




  Milly-Molly-Mandy walked up and down the attic, feeling just like Mother. She even wore a little brass curtain-ring on the finger of her left hand like Mother.




  And then she had an idea.




  “Let’s both dress up and be ladies,” said Milly-Molly-Mandy.




  “Ooh, yes, let’s,” said little-friend-Susan.




  So they picked out things from the rag-bags as best they could, and little-friend-Susan put on a dress which was quite good in front, only it had no back. She pulled her curls up on to the top

  of her head and tied them there with a bit of ribbon.




  Milly-Molly-Mandy tucked her hair behind her ears and fastened it behind with a bit of string, so that it made a funny sort of bun.




  “We ought to wear coats and hats,” said Milly-Molly-Mandy, “then we’d look quite all right.”
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    “LET’S BOTH DRESS UP AND BE LADIES”


  




  So they went downstairs in their long skirts, and Milly-Molly-Mandy took Aunty’s mackintosh from the pegs by the kitchen door for little-friend-Susan, and she borrowed an old jacket of

  Mother’s for herself. They borrowed their hats too (not their best ones, of course), and went up to Mother’s room to look in the mirror. They trimmed themselves up a bit from the

  rag-bags, and admired each other, and strutted about, enjoying themselves like anything.




  And just then Mother called up the stairs:




  “Milly-Molly-Mandy?”




  “Yes, Mother?” Milly-Molly-Mandy called down the stairs.




  “When you go out, Milly-Molly-Mandy, please go to the grocer’s and get me a tin of treacle. I shall be wanting some for making gingerbread. I’ve put the money on the bottom

  stair here.”




  So Milly-Molly-Mandy said: “Yes, Mother. I’ll just go, Mother.”




  And then Milly-Molly-Mandy looked at little-friend-Susan. And little-friend-Susan looked at Milly-Molly-Mandy. And they said to each other, both at the same time:




  “DARE you to go and get it like this!”




  “Ooh!” said Milly-Molly-Mandy; and “Ooh!” said little-friend-Susan. “Dare we?”




  “I’d have to tuck up my sleeves – they’re too long,” said Milly-Molly-Mandy. “Tell you what, Susan, we might go by the fields instead of down the road; then

  we wouldn’t meet so many people. Look, I’ll carry a shopping-basket, and you can take an umbrella, because it’s easier when you’ve got something to carry. Come

  on.”




  So Milly-Molly-Mandy and little-friend-Susan crept downstairs and out at the front door, so that Father and Mother and Grandpa and Grandma and Uncle and Aunty mightn’t see them. And they

  went down the front path to the gate.




  But there was a horse and cart clip-clopping along the road, so they hung back and waited till it went by. And what do you think? The man driving it saw someone’s back-view behind the

  gate, and he must have taken for granted it was Mother or Aunty or Grandma, for he called out, “Morning, ma’am!” as he passed.




  Milly-Molly-Mandy and little-friend-Susan were so pleased they laughed till they had to hold each other up. But it made them feel much better.




  They straightened their hats and hitched their skirts, and then they opened the gate and walked boldly across the road to the stile in the hedge on the other side.




  It was quite a business getting over that stile. Milly-Molly-Mandy and little-friend-Susan had to rearrange themselves carefully again on the other side.




  Then, with their basket and umbrella, the two ladies set off along the narrow path across the field.




  “Now, we mustn’t laugh,” said Milly-Molly-Mandy. “Ladies don’t laugh a lot, not outdoors. We shall give ourselves away if we keep laughing.”




  “No,” said little-friend-Susan, “we mustn’t. But suppose we meet Billy Blunt?”




  “We mustn’t run, either,” said Milly-Molly-Mandy. “Ladies don’t run much.”




  “No,” said little-friend-Susan, “we mustn’t. But I do hope we don’t meet Billy Blunt.”




  “So do I,” said Milly-Molly-Mandy. “I’d like to meet him worst of anybody. He’d be sure to know us. We mustn’t keep looking round, either, Susan. Ladies

  don’t keep on looking round.”




  “I was only wondering if anyone could see us,” said little-friend-Susan.




  But there were only cows on the far side of the meadow, and they weren’t at all interested in the two rather short ladies walking along the narrow path.
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  Soon Milly-Molly-Mandy and little-friend-Susan came to the stile into Church Lane. This was a rather high stile, and while she was getting over it the band of Milly-Molly-Mandy’s skirt

  slipped from her chest to her waist, and her feet got tangled in the length of it. She came down on all fours into the grass at the side, with her hat over one eye. But, luckily, she just got

  straightened up before they saw the old gardener-man who looked after the churchyard coming along up the lane with his wheelbarrow.
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  “Let’s wait till he’s gone,” said Milly-Molly-Mandy. “We’ll be looking in my basket, so we needn’t look up.”




  So they rummaged in the basket (which held only a bit of paper with the money in it), and talked in ladylike tones, until the old gardener-man had passed by.




  He stared rather, and looked back at them once, but the two ladies were too busy to notice him.




  When he was safely through the churchyard gate they went down the lane till they came to the forge at the bottom. Mr Rudge the Blacksmith was banging away on his anvil. He was a nice man, and

  Milly-Molly-Mandy and little-friend-Susan thought it would be fun to stop and see what he thought of them. So they stood at the doorway and watched him hammering at a piece of red-hot iron he was

  holding with his tongs.




  Mr Rudge glanced up at them. And then he looked down. And then he went on hammering. And then he turned and put the piece of iron into the furnace. And while he worked the handle of the big

  bellows slowly up and down (to make the fire burn hot) he looked at them again over his shoulder, and said:




  “Good morning, ladies. It’s a warm day today.”




  “Yes, it is,” agreed Milly-Molly-Mandy and little-friend-Susan. (They were feeling very warm indeed, though it wasn’t at all sunny out.)




  “Visitors in these parts, I take it,” said the Blacksmith.




  “Yes, we are,” agreed Milly-Molly-Mandy and little-friend-Susan.




  Then Milly-Molly-Mandy said: “Can you tell us if there is a good grocer’s shop anywhere round here?”




  “Let me see, now,” said the Blacksmith, thinking hard. “Yes, I believe there is. Try going to the end of this lane, here, and turn sharp right – very sharp, mind. Then

  look both ways at once, and cross the road. You’ll maybe see one.”




  Then he took his iron out, all red-hot, and began hammering at it again to shape it.




  Milly-Molly-Mandy and little-friend-Susan couldn’t be quite sure whether Mr Rudge knew them or not. They were just thinking of going on when – who should come round the corner

  of Mr Blunt’s corn-shop but Billy Blunt himself!




  Billy Blunt noticed the two rather odd-looking ladies standing in front of the forge. And he noticed one of them pull the other’s sleeve, which came right down over her hand. And then they

  both turned and walked up the lane.




  He thought they looked a bit queer somehow –
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