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How Raggedy Ann and Andy Came to Marcella’s House
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Marcella liked to play up in the attic at Grandma’s quaint old house way out in the country, for there were so many old forgotten things to find up there.


One day when Marcella was up in the attic and had played with the old spinning wheel until she had grown tired of it, she curled up on an old horsehair sofa to rest.


I wonder what is in that barrel, back in the corner? she thought, as she jumped from the sofa and climbed over two dusty trunks to the barrel standing back under the eaves.


It was quite dark back there, so when Marcella had pulled a large bundle of things from the barrel, she took them over to the window where she could see better. There was a funny little bonnet with long white ribbons. Marcella put it on.


In an old bag she found a number of old photographs of odd-looking men and women in old-fashioned clothes. And there was one picture of a very pretty little girl with long curls tied tightly back from her forehead and wearing a long dress and white pantaloons that reached to her shoe-tops. And then out of the heap she pulled an old rag doll with only one shoe-button eye, a painted nose, and a smiling mouth. Her dress was of soft material, blue with pretty little flowers and dots all over it.


Forgetting everything else in the happiness of her find, Marcella snatched up the rag doll and ran downstairs to show it to Grandma.
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“Well! Well! Where did you find it?” Grandma cried. “It’s old Raggedy Ann!” She hugged the doll to her chest. “I had forgotten her.”


“She has been in the attic for fifty years, I guess!” said Grandma. “Well! Well! Dear old Raggedy Ann! I will sew another button on her right away!” Grandma went to the sewing-machine drawer and took out her needle and thread.


Marcella watched the sewing while Grandma explained how she had played with Raggedy Ann when she was a little girl.


“Now!” Grandma said when she was finished. “Raggedy Ann, you have two fine shoe-button eyes, and with them you can see the changes that have taken place in the world while you have been shut up so long in the attic! For, Raggedy Ann, you have a new playmate and mistress now, and I hope you both will have as much happiness together as you and I used to have!”


Then Grandma gave Raggedy Ann to Marcella, saying very seriously, “Marcella, let me introduce my very dear friend, Raggedy Ann. Raggedy, this is my granddaughter, Marcella!” And Grandma gave the doll a twitch with her fingers in such a way that the rag doll nodded her head to Marcella.


“Oh, Grandma! Thank you ever and ever so much!” Marcella cried as she gave Grandma a hug and kiss. “Raggedy Ann and I will have loads of fun.”


And this is how Raggedy Ann joined the doll family at Marcella’s house. Soon Raggedy Ann was a much beloved member of the doll family, which included the French doll, poor Susan (who had fallen and cracked her head), Henny the Dutch doll, Uncle Clem, the tin soldier, the Jumping Jack, and more.


Then one day Daddy took Raggedy Ann down to his office and propped her up against some books upon his desk; he wanted to see her cheery smile all day, for as you must surely know, smiles and happiness are truly catching.


Daddy wished to catch a whole lot of Raggedy Ann’s cheeriness and happiness and to put it all down on paper so that those who did not have Raggedy Ann dolls might see just how happy and smiling a rag doll can be.


So Raggedy Ann stayed in Daddy’s studio for three or four days.


She was missed very, very much at home and Marcella really longed for her, but she knew that Daddy was borrowing some of Raggedy Ann’s sunshine, so she did not complain.


Raggedy Ann did not complain either, for no one (not even a rag doll) ever complains if they have such happiness about them.


One evening, just as Daddy was finishing his day’s work, a messenger boy came with a package—a nice, soft lumpy package.


Daddy opened the nice, soft lumpy package and found a letter.


Grandma had told Daddy, long before this, that at the time Raggedy Ann was made, a neighbor lady had made a boy doll, Raggedy Andy, for her little girl, who always played with Grandma.
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And when Grandma told Daddy this, she wondered whatever had become of her little playmate and the boy doll, Raggedy Andy.


After reading the letter, Daddy opened the other package, which had been inside the nice, soft lumpy package and found—Raggedy Andy.


Raggedy Andy’s soft floppy arms were folded up in front of him, and his long legs were folded over his arms, and they were held this way by a rubber band.


Raggedy Andy must have wondered why he was being “done up” this way, but it could not have caused him any worry, for in between where his feet came over his face Daddy saw his cheery smile.


After slipping off the rubber band, Daddy smoothed out the wrinkles in Raggedy Andy’s arms and legs.


Then Daddy propped Raggedy Ann and Raggedy Andy up against books on his desk so that they sat facing each other, Raggedy Ann’s shoe-button eyes looking straight into the shoe-button eyes of Raggedy Andy.


They could not speak—not right out before a real person—so they just sat there and smiled at each other.


Daddy could not help reaching out his hands and feeling their throats.


Yes! There was a lump in Raggedy Ann’s throat, and there was a lump in Raggedy Andy’s throat. A cotton lump, to be sure, but a lump nevertheless.


“So, Raggedy Ann and Raggedy Andy, that is why you cannot talk, is it?” asked Daddy.


“I will go away and let you have your visit to yourselves, although it is good to sit and share your happiness by watching you.”


[image: image]


Daddy then took the rubber band and placed it around Raggedy Ann’s right hand, and around Raggedy Andy’s right hand, so that when he had it fixed properly they sat and held each other’s hands.


Daddy knew they wished to tell each other all the wonderful things that had happened to them since they had parted more than fifty years before.


So, locking his studio door, Daddy left the two old rag dolls looking into each other’s eyes.


The next morning when Daddy unlocked his door and looked at his desk, he saw that Raggedy Andy had fallen over so that he lay with his head in the bend of Raggedy Ann’s arm.
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