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  Preface and Dedication


  As I write this, I have before me on my desk, propped up against the telephone, an old rag doll. Dear old Raggedy Ann!


  The same Raggedy Ann with which my mother played when a child.


  There she sits, a trifle loppy and loose-jointed, looking me squarely in the face in a straightforward, honest manner, a twinkle where her shoe-button eyes reflect the electric light.


  Evidently Raggedy has been to a “tea party” today, for her face is covered with chocolate.


  She smiles happily and continuously.


  True, she has been nibbled by mice, who have made nests out of the soft cotton with which she has been stuffed, but Raggedy smiled just as broadly when the mice nibbled at her, for her smile is painted on.


  What adventures you must have had, Raggedy!


  What joy and happiness you have brought into this world!


  And no matter what treatment you have received, how patient you have been!


  What lessons of kindness and fortitude you might teach could you but talk; you with your wisdom of fifty-nine years. No wonder Rag Dolls are the best beloved! You are so kindly, so patient, so lovable.


  The more you become torn, tattered and loose-jointed, Rag Dolls, the more you are loved by children.


  Who knows but that Fairyland is filled with old, lovable Rag Dolls—soft, loppy Rag Dolls who ride through all the wonders of Fairyland in the crook of dimpled arms, snuggling close to childish breasts within which beat hearts filled with eternal sunshine.


  So, to the millions of children and grown-ups who have loved a Rag Doll, I dedicate these stories of Raggedy Ann.


  



  JOHNNY GRUELLE


  Introduction


  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 horse-hair sofa to rest.


  “I wonder what is in that barrel, ‘way 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 dormer window where she could see better. There was a funny little bonnet with long white ribbons. Marcella put it on.


  In an old leather bag she found a number of tin-types of queer 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 queer pantaloons which reached to her shoe-tops. And then out of the heap she pulled an old rag doll with only one shoe-button eye and 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 caught up the rag doll and ran downstairs to show it to Grandma.


  “Well! Well! Where did you find it?” Grandma cried. “It’s old Raggedy Ann!” she went on as she hugged the doll to her breast. “I had forgotten her. She has been in the attic for fifty years, I guess! Well! Well! Dear old Raggedy Ann! I will sew another button on her right away!” and Grandma went to the machine drawer and got her needle and thread.


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


  “Now!” Grandma laughed, “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 grand-daughter, 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 just loads of fun.”


  And this is how Raggedy Ann joined the doll family at Marcella’s house, where she began the adventures of Raggedy Ann, told in the following stories.


  Raggedy Ann Learns a Lesson


  One day the dolls were left all to themselves.


  Their little mistress had placed them all around the room and told them to be nice children while she was away.


  And there they sat and never even so much as wiggled a finger, until their mistress had left the room.


  Then the soldier dolly turned his head and solemnly winked at Raggedy Ann.


  And when the front gate clicked and the dollies knew they were alone in the house, they all scrambled to their feet.


  “Now let’s have a good time!” cried the tin soldier. “Let’s all go in search of something to eat!”


  “Yes! Let’s all go in search of something to eat!” cried all the other dollies.


  “When Mistress had me out playing with her this morning,” said Raggedy Ann, “she carried me by a door near the back of the house and I smelled something which smelled as if it would taste delicious!”


  “Then you lead the way, Raggedy Ann!” cried the French dolly.


  “I think it would be a good plan to elect Raggedy Ann as our leader on this expedition!” said the Indian doll.


  At this all the other dolls clapped their hands together and shouted, “Hurrah! Raggedy Ann will be our leader.”


  So Raggedy Ann, very proud indeed to have the confidence and love of all the other dollies, said that she would be very glad to be their leader.
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  “Follow me!” she cried as her wobbly legs carried her across the floor at a lively pace.


  The other dollies followed, racing about the house until they came to the pantry door. “This is the place!” cried Raggedy Ann, and sure enough, all the dollies smelled something which they knew must be very good to eat.


  But none of the dollies was tall enough to open the door and, although they pushed and pulled with all their might, the door remained tightly closed.


  The dollies were talking and pulling and pushing and every once in a while one would fall over and the others would step on her in their efforts to open the door. Finally Raggedy Ann drew away from the others and sat down on the floor.


  When the other dollies discovered Raggedy Ann sitting there, running her rag hands through her yarn hair, they knew she was thinking.


  “Sh! Sh!” they said to each other and quietly went over near Raggedy Ann and sat down in front of her.


  “There must be a way to get inside,” said Raggedy Ann.


  “Raggedy says there must be a way to get inside!” cried all the dolls.


  “I can’t seem to think clearly to-day,” said Raggedy Ann. “It feels as if my head were ripped.”


  At this the French doll ran to Raggedy Ann and took off her bonnet. “Yes, there is a rip in your head, Raggedy!” she said and pulled a pin from her skirt and pinned up Raggedy’s head. “It’s not a very neat job, for I got some puckers in it!” she said.


  “Oh that is ever so much better!” cried Raggedy Ann. “Now I can think quite clearly.”


  “Now Raggedy can think quite clearly!” cried all the dolls.


  “My thoughts must have leaked out the rip before!” said Raggedy Ann.


  “They must have leaked out before, dear Raggedy!” cried all the other dolls.


  “Now that I can think so clearly,” said Raggedy Ann, “I think the door must be locked and to get in we must unlock it!”


  “That will be easy!” said the Dutch doll who says “Mamma” when he is tipped backward and forward, “For we will have the brave tin soldier shoot the key out of the lock!”
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