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  Milly-Molly-Mandy and the Surprise Plant




  Once upon a time Milly-Molly-Mandy was busy in her own little garden beside the nice white cottage with the thatched roof, planting radish seeds.




  Milly-Molly-Mandy’s father grew all sorts of vegetables in his big garden – potatoes and turnips and cabbages and peas, which Father and Mother and Grandpa and Grandma and Uncle and

  Aunty and Milly-Molly-Mandy ate every day for dinner. And he grew fruit too – gooseberries and raspberries and currants and apples, which Mother made into jams and puddings and pies for them

  all. But, somehow, nothing ever tasted quite so good as the things which grew in Milly-Molly-Mandy’s own little garden!




  There wasn’t much room in it, of course, so she could grow only small things, like radishes, or spring-onions, or lettuces, and mostly there wasn’t enough of them to give more than a

  tiny taste each to such a big family as Milly-Molly-Mandy’s. But every one enjoyed those tiny tastes extra specially much, so that they always seemed to be a real feast!




  Well, this time Milly-Molly-Mandy was planting quite a number of seeds, because she thought it would be nice to have enough radishes to give at least two each to Father and Mother and Grandpa

  and Grandma and Uncle and Aunty and perhaps to little-friend-Susan and Billy Blunt, and, of course, Milly-Molly-Mandy her own self. (How many’s that?)




  She was just crumbling earth finely with her fingers to cover up the seeds, when who should come along the road but Mr Rudge the Blacksmith, looking very clean and tidy. (He was going for a walk

  with the young lady who helped Mrs Hubble in the Baker’s shop.)




  “Hullo, Mr Rudge,” said Milly-Molly-Mandy, looking up at him over the hedge. “Hullo, there!” said Mr Rudge, looking down at her over the hedge. “What’s this I

  see – some one digging the garden with her nose?”




  “I don’t dig with my nose!” said Milly-Molly-Mandy. “I’m planting radish seeds, with my hands. But my nose tickled and – I rubbed it. Is it muddy?”




  “That’s all right,” said the Blacksmith. “I always notice things grow best for people who get muddy noses. Well, what’s it going to be this time?”




  “Radishes,” said Milly-Molly-Mandy. “A lot of them. For Father and Mother and Grandpa and Grandma and Uncle and Aunty. And some over – I hope.”




  “Bless my boots!” said the Blacksmith. “You’ve got a family to feed, no mistake. You ought to try growing something like – Now, wait a minute! I believe I’ve

  got an idea. Supposing I were to give you a plant; have you got any room for it?”




  “What sort of a plant?” asked Milly-Molly-Mandy with interest.




  “It’s some I’m growing myself, and I’ve got one to spare. I don’t believe your dad’s got any, so you’d have it all to yourself.”




  “Is it something you can eat?” asked Milly-Molly-Mandy.




  “Rather! – puddings, pies, what-not,” said the Blacksmith.




  “Enough for Father and Mother and Grandpa and Grandma and Uncle and Aunty?” said Milly-Molly-Mandy.




  “Yes, and you too.”




  “Could it go in there?” asked Milly-Molly-Mandy excitedly, pointing to a space beside the radish seeds. “There’s nothing in there yet. How big is the plant?”




  “Oh, about so big,” said the Blacksmith, holding his hands five or six inches apart. “It’ll want a good rich soil. Got any rotten grass-cuttings?”




  “Father has, I think,” said Milly-Molly-Mandy, “he puts it in a heap over there to rot.”




  “Well, you ask him to let you have some, quite a nice lot, and put it on the earth there, and I’ll bring you along the plant to-morrow. It’s a surprise plant – you stick

  it in and see what’ll happen.”




  “Thank you very much, Mr Rudge,” said Milly-Molly-Mandy, wondering whatever it could be.




  Mr Rudge the Blacksmith went on down the road with the young lady (who had been patiently waiting all this time), and Milly-Molly-Mandy ran to ask Father if she could have some of the rotten

  grass-cuttings. He brought her some spadefuls (it was all brown and messy and didn’t look the least bit like grass, but he said it was just how plants liked it), and she dug it into the space

  beside the radish seeds and hoped Mr Rudge wouldn’t forget about the Surprise Plant.




  And Mr Rudge didn’t.




  The very next evening, when he’d done banging horse-shoes on his anvil with a great big hammer, he took off his leather apron and shut up his forge; and presently Milly-Molly-Mandy, who

  was looking out for him, saw him coming along up the road. He’d got the plant with its roots in a lump of earth wrapped in thick paper in his pocket.




  Milly-Molly-Mandy helped him to take it out very carefully. And then he helped Milly-Molly-Mandy to plant it in the space beside the radish seeds.




  And there it stood, looking rather important all by itself (because, of course, the radishes weren’t up yet).




  “It’ll want a lot of water, mind,” said the Blacksmith, as he went out of the gate back to his supper, which he said was waiting for him. So Milly-Molly-Mandy said yes,

  good-bye, and thank you, and then she went and told Father about it.




  Father came and looked at the plant very carefully (it had two rough scratchy leaves and two smooth seed-leaves). And Father said, “A Surprise Plant, is it? Well, well!”
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  Then Mother came out and she looked at the plant, and she said, “Isn’t it a marrow?”




  But Milly-Molly-Mandy was quite sure it wasn’t a marrow because Mr Rudge had said that Father hadn’t got any like this in his garden, and Father had lots of marrows.
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  Well, the Surprise Plant soon felt at home, and it began to GROW.




  The radishes started to come up, but the Surprise Plant came faster. It spread out branches along the earth, with tendrils which curled round any stalk or twig they met and held fast. Soon it

  covered all the radishes with its great green scratchy leaves, and filled up all Milly-Molly-Mandy’s little garden.
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