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| Evergone Is Mean
tolotta

One morning, shortly after 'h_er.-fi-ft_h birfhday, a

| Lotta woke up on Troublemaker Street, angry
from the very start. She had had a bad”'dteam,.

| and Lotta thought that what you .dreia_me'd;'.' o
was true. | |

“They h1t my Bam51e she cried, when Mother |

| came to see why she was sitting in- bed makmg :

: such a racket at eight o clock_m thF mor-nlng; o




“Who hit your Bamsie?” asked Mother.
| ! “Jonas and Maria;” said Lotta.
“Lotta dear, it must have been a dream,” said

Mother. “Jonas and Maria have gone off to school.

They certainly didn’t have time to hit Bamsie.” _
“But they did, even thbugh they didn't have
time. | saw them,”‘ said Lotta, cuddling poor

Bamsie.

Lotta’s Bamsie was a fat little pig that Mothef |
~ had madé of piﬁk cloth and given to Lotta on
her third birthday. Bamsie had been clean and -
~ pink then, but now he was dirty and looked like
a real little pig. Even so, Lotta was convinced
that Bamsie was really a bear and insisted on -
calling him Bamsie Bear.

“Ha, ha, it isn’t a bear, it’s a pig,” Jonas kept

on saying.

" “You're just silly,” said Lotta. “He is a bear!”
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“That’s what you think,” laughed Jonas.

“What I would like to know, Lotta, is whether

yoﬁ think he’s a polar bear or a r.égular bear.”

L think he’s a piggly bear,” said Lotta. “That’s
what I think!”

Lotta loved her plggly bear. At mght he slept
beside her and when Jonas and Maria weren’t
~around, she talkecl to hlm alot.

Lotta was convmced that Bam31e was lymg
on the pillow feelmg hurt because Jonas and
'Marla had hit hlm.' As she stroked him, she
cried and said, “My poor Bamsie! I'm going to-
give Jonas and Maria a realtl licking for this.”

. Jonas, Maria, Lotta, Mother, and Daddy lived
in a yéllow house on Troubl‘emaker Street.
Every morning Jonas and Maria went to school,
- and Daddy went to his office. Only Mother and

Lotta stayed home. “I'm so glad tlifélt I have my




‘would agree. “If you didn’t, you'd be all alone in
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little Lotta,” Mother would say. “Otherwise, I'd
be all alone in the house.”

“Yes, you're very lucky to have me,” Lotta

the house, and I'd feel sorry for you.”
But Lotta didn’t say that this morning,

not when she was so angry. She just sat there!




pouting and lookihg very cross. It was time
td get dresséd, and Mother brought the striped
sweater that Grandmother had knitted for Lotta.
- “Not that Qne,” s.aid Lotta. “It tickles and
‘scratches.” |
“No, it doesn’t,” said Mother patiently. “Feel
how soft and smooth it is.” | | |
“It tickles and scratches,” said Lotta wit_hout_
fo'u_'ching' it. “I want to wear my velvet dress.”
Lotta had a 'light'blue velvet dreés that was
her Sunday best. She wanted to wear it even
though it was only Thursday, and a very ordi-
‘nary Thursday at that. | |
- “You can wear it on Sunday,” éaid Mothei'.
“Today you'll wear this sweater.” |
" “Then I'd rather go naked,” séid Lotta.
“Suit yourself,” said Mother, aﬁd she went

p
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- downstairs to the kitchen. ¢




So Lotta stayed behind in the children’s rodm,i
naked and furious. Well, not exactly naked—she,
was wearing an undershirt, a pair of pan'ties,'?

stockings, and shoes.

“But except for .that., I'm naked,” said Lotta to
Bamsie. He was the only one she could .talk to.é

“Lotta, ydu can come down and drink yoﬁr hotj
chocolate now,’; Mother called from the étairs. 1

“That’s what you think,” Lott_a muimbled, and;
she just kept on sitting in the same position. !

“Answer rﬁe, Lotta!” Mother cailed. “Do YO‘{
want your hot chocolate or don't you?”

‘Now, this was just what Lotta wanted. Mother!
w’oﬁld keep on coaking Lotta to driﬂk_ her hot{
- chocolate, and- Lotta wouldn’t answer. It gave her‘:
a good feeling not to answer when Mother called.

But Lotta reaily was hungry, and she did want

her hot chocolate. So after a while, when she felt




Lotta picked up

Mofher had waited long enough,
7 Bamsie and went downstairs.
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She walked very slowly, stopping on each step, |

5o Mother wouldn’t be too sure. Maybe she would

~ drink her hot chocolate, and maybe she wouldn’t.

“T'll see how_I feel,” she told Bamsie, as she §
marched into the kitchen. :
“Hello, Lotta,” said Mother. _
Lotta only stood in the doorway and pouted.
M'other.must see that she hadn’t stopped being
angry-—not yet. .

Usually ‘Mother and Lotta had breakfast _;

- together in the kl_tchen. It was always so gay fé

and friendly there, and it looked so inv‘itirig :

‘now. The sun was shining through the window, -

and on the table was Lotta’sj very own cup filled

with hot chocolate. Next to the hot chocolate |
was a piece of toast, covered with red rasp- |

berry jam. Usually Lotta talked all the time, but

now she didn’t say a word. Mother sat there 'f:
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drinking her coffee and reading the paper. She
didn’t say anything, either. | 4

Finally Lotta sighed and said, “Well, if you -
really want me to,” Mother, I'll drink my hot
chocolate.” | |
- “I'm not insisting at all,” said Mother. “And |
besideé, you should get dlressed first.” o

Before, Lotta had only been angry. Now
she was furious! Here she was with nothing .'
to wear except an awful old sweater that tickled
and scratched, a_nd NOW NO food, either! How
badly they treated her!

“Bad Mother!” said Lotta and stamped one 'i.
fobt. N | |
“Now, Lotta,” said Mother. “That’s énough.
Go upstairs td your roorﬁ and stay th.e're until
you are ready to be good again.”

Lotta let out a howl t_hat could be heard all the |
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~way over to Mrs. Berg’s house. She stormed out
through the kitchen door and up the stairs to
" the children’s room, screaming the'whole time.

Next door, Mrs. B_erg shook her hehd and said,
“Poor little Lotta must have a tummy ache!”

- But Lotta didn’t have a tummy ache. She was

' ijust very, very angry. She stomped both feet,
- thoroughly outraged. Suddenly she saw the
striped. sweater lying on a 'chair._' It ‘Iooked
) scrafchier than ever. thta pushed the sweater
- onto the floor. Then she stopped. She became
very quiet. Next to the sweater lay a pair of
scissors. Lotta usually used them to cut out
~ paper c-lolls.. ‘Now she took the scissors and
slowly cut out a big hole in the sweater.

“That’s what you get,” said Lotta, “because
you tickle énd scratch.” She wiggled her hand
| ~ through the hole and frowned. H?w big the hole
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was and how terrible to see her whole hand
stick out, where no hand was supposed to be!
Suddenly Lotta was afraid. .
“I’ll,éay that a dog made this hole,” she said
to _Bamsie. She held the sweater in front of .her‘ |
and looked at it for a long time. Then she I
picked up the scissors and éut off one arm.
- “I'll say that he also chewed it to pieces,” she _‘
said. Shé- held the sweater up and looked-at it
,a.gain. ‘Then she picked up the scissors and :.'
quickly cut 'off the other arm.
“What a bad, bad dog,” said Lotta, shaking her
head. But now Lotta really felt afraid and a little -

bit sick iﬁside,- as well. She rolied the sweater
into a ball and stuffed it intd the wastepaper
basket. She didn’t want to see it anymore.
~ “Lotta, have you decided to be good again?”

Mother called from downstairs.
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Lotta sniffled her nose stubbornly and said to

herself, “Not in the least bit.” She took Bamsie
in her arms and .hu'gged him close to her. “It
'serves them right, Bamsie,” she mumbled.
“They’re all so meantous.”

Lotté knew this wasn’t true, but if you had

' just cut your sweater to pieces,’gjrou_ did need

A
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something besides a dog to blame it on.

“Everybody is mean to us,” said Lotta, stretch-
ing out her arms. “That’s why I cut up things.” Z
|

She glanced over at the wastepaper basket

“Besides, it was a dog, anyway,” she said quietly.

L&&;&n;‘x.i—?:;—-. s
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- Lotta Moves Away
| ~ from Home

A few minutes later, Mother had to do the
laundry. Before going down to. the basement,
-she came into the children’s room and said,
“Hurry ilp and be good again, Lotta. Put your -
- sweater on and you can éome help me Wash the
clothes.” |
Lotta just loved to take the warm things out

- of the dryer. But the sweater shef(rvas supposed
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' to put on was now a rag in the wastepaper
basket. No wonder Lotta let out a new howl _._
that made Mrs. Berg next door shake her head
and wonder all the more. .
“What on earth is the matter with you,
Lotta?” said Mother. - - J
“Nothing,” said Lotta. “Nothing at all.”
“Well, if you are going to make trouble all day,
I'll just have to do the laﬁndry alone. Your hot
chocolate and toast are still on the table if you
want them. I'll be downstairs in the basement.”
Mother left the children’s rbofn, and Lotta
sat down on the floor and cried her eyé_s out.
This wasn’t what she wanted. |
Little by little, she quieted down. Then she
begah to think. She would probably have to sit
in this children’s room all her life just because

of that sweater. Everyone else would be going




to the store and to school and to the office,
; _ha\}ing all kinds of fun, but she would have to
sit alone, without any clothes, on the bedroom
floor with Bamsie.

~ - “Then we might as well move,” said Lotta to
-.Bamsie. That was an idea! Mother had said that
Brigit, Mrs. Larson’s maid, had moved because
" she wasn't happy at the Larsons’.

"

~“And I'm not happy at the Nymans said
Lotta. The Nymans were Mother and Father and
' Jonas and Maria . . . and Lotta herself, of course.
- “The Nymans are mean,”. said Lotta. “It will
serve them right if we move.” She made up her
': mind to move right away. “We must hurry before
Mother comes upstairs,” she said to Bamsie,

“because otherwise it won’t work.”

Moving away wouldn’t be as good if nobody

~noticed it. And Lotta wanted thé’ Nymans to




It meant: 1 have moved. Look in the waste-

basket.

“When Mother looks in the wastebasket, she

will know why we've move'd,” she told Bamsie.

i

So Lotta picked up Bamsie Bear and moved
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out, dressed exactly as she was, in her under-
“ghirt, a pair of panties, 'fmd her shoes and.
stockings. On her way she remembered to stop
1n the kitchen and drink her hot chocolate. She
'tcl)ok the toast and jam along ahd finished it in
.'..t_he hallway.




Where Is Lotta
Going?

It’s all right to move, thought Lotta, if you know z
‘where you re movmg to. But she hadn’t the
faintest idea.

“I'll ask Mrs. Befg if I can live with her,” she
decided. She threw Bamsie over the fence;
between the Nymans’ garden and Mrs. Berg’s,: 1
and then climbed over herself. Scotty, Mrs. 1

Berg’s dog, barked when he ‘saw. them, but;
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: he didn’t scare Lotta in the least. She walked
fight up and knncked on. Mrs. Berg'’s kitchen
door.
. “Hello,” she said. “May I live here?”

“Hello, Lotta,” said Mrs. Berg, 'through, the
| .5creen door. “I thought you lived at home with

your mother and father.”

“Yes but I'm movmg,” said Lotta “Idon't like
i_t. at the Nyman_s .

3 “Well, then, I can understand why you would
Want to move,” said Mrs. Berg, and She"opehed
| the door wide. “But don’t you thmk you ought
| ;.'.:to put some more clothes on?”

: “I don't get either food or clothes at the
Nymans " said Lotta, and she walked into
the kltchen | | |
| Mrs Berg happened to kmt sweaters, caps,

-_a_nd gloves to sell to people who ééOuldnt knit




themselves. She went over to a drawer and}

pulled out a striped sweater. She slipped it overi_

Lotta’s head. It was too big and hung dowﬁ}

looée like a dress.
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_ “How does it feel?” asked Mrs. Berg.

“Fine,” said Lotta. “It doesn’t tri'ck.ie and
scratch.”
“That’s fine,” said Mrs. Berg. |
“Yeé, that is fine,” said Lotta. Then she began
- to look around. |
_ “Where are you going to put my bed?” she
asked. |
| “That’s the problem,” said Mrs. Berg. “You

"-_know, Lotta, I really don’t think ybu can live
here. I don’t have room for another bed.”

“But I have to live someplace, Mrs. Berg.”

\ Mré. Berg thoijght for a while and then.said,‘
f."‘l think you ought to live all by yourself.”

“But I don’t have a house,” said Lotta.

- “You can rent my junk-room attic,” said Mrs. _
HﬂBerg. -

In the farthest corner of Mrs.FBerg’s garden

23




was a shed where Mrs. Berg kept her lawn
mowei', her rake, her shovel, two sacks of pota-
toes, some wood, and a bit of everything. On
the second floor Was an attic where she kept
old furniture and other odds and ends. “It's
only junk,” Mrs. Berg would say. “ |

Sometimes Jonas, Maria, and Lotta liked to

| sn_eak up the stairs to the junk room to look at

all those dusty things. But Mrs. Berg would

 always catch them and call from her window,

“No, you-mustn't go up there!”

But now it was different. Mrs. Berg was

v actually sitting there, telling Lotta that she

“could rent her attic! Lotta laughed. “That’s the
best news I've heard in a long time,” she said.
“May I move in right away?” » |

“First let’s go and see what it looks like,”

said Mrs. Berg. So Lotta and Mrs. Berg went

24




" outside and climbed up to the attic together.
" Mrs. Berg shook her head when she saw it.
“You can'’t live in all this mess, Lotta.”

“Of course I can,” said Lotta. “This is won-
; ) derful! And it's so nice and warm.”

“Almost too nice and warm,” said Mrs. Berg,
and she opened the l-ittle window to air the
place out. | _

Lotta ran to the window and leaned out.
“Look! I can see the Nymans’ house from
| _here,” she shouted.

| “Yes, fhey have a lovely house and garden,”
said Mrs. Berg. |

Lotta stuck her tongue out at the yellow
é_'house and laughed. “I'm never going to live
there again. I'm gbing to live right heré all my
life. And I already have the curtains,” said

Lotta, happily touching the reqd-and-white-
. ; .
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checkered curtains that hung at the window.
“Now all I need is furniture.”
“Do you want to fix it up all by yourself or
shall | help you‘?”' asked Mrs. Berg.
“You can help a little bit,” said Lotta. “But I
must do the deciding.” :
“Well, decide then,” said Mrs. Berg. “What
furniture do YOu want?” “
Lotta gave Mrs. Berg a big grin. This was
more fun than she had ever dreamed of. She
should have ‘moved aWay from home a long
time ago! '.
“1 would like that,” said Lotta, pointing to a
small chést of drawers. |
“You're welcome to it,” said Mrs. Berg. -
“And.l’ll need chairs,” said Lotta. “Do you
have chairs?” '

“Yes, but they’re broken,” said Mrs. Berg.

26




“That doesn’t matter,” said Lotta. “Now, let's
see . . . what else? How about a bed? Do you
'hav\e'qne?” |

“Yes, I think sb,” said Mrs. Berg. “There’s a
| small bed behind those packing cases and
there’s even a doll’s bed'somewhere. My daugh-
ter slept in it when she was little.”

“In the doll’s bed?” asked Lotta.

 “No, in the child’s bed, of course,” said Mrs.
1 Berg. |

~ “ThenlI can sleep in it now,” said Lotta. “And
" Bamsie can sleep in the doll’s bed so he_ won't
' be so crowded. Do you have any bedclothes?”
B ;‘Yes, there is a mattress, some pillows, and
B maybe a blanket,” said Mrs. Berg. “But no
| sheets.” |

“I don’t care about sheets,” said Lotta. “Would

‘you help mé with the furniture, 1\@}3. Berg?”

27




Mrs. Berg obligingly pulled‘ out the furniture
and helped Lotta arrange the small room. They
put the table and the chairs next to the window,
and the chest of drawers against one wall and
the bed against thé other. They put the doll’s
bed next to the big bed, and Lotta propped
Bamsie up on the little pillow.

“It’s juét like a real room!” Lotta exclaimed.

Mrs. Berg found an old strip of carpet, which
she put on the floor. The carpet made it look
even more like a real room. Next Mrs. Berg
put a round, fly-speé_ked mirror over thej;
chest. Above Lotta’s bed she hung a picture -
of Little Red Riding Hood and the wolf. Lotta
liked it.

“You're quite right—I must have pictures,”
she said. “Otherwise it isn’t a real home. That's

~ apretty one, Mrs. Berg.”
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Lotta used to say that when she grew up,

“she would have corns on her tfdes like Mrs.
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she said. “These are real dpll’s dishes.”

Berg's and a househole like her mother’s. Now,
as she looked around her little room; she felt
very content. “I already have my househole,”

she sighed.

“But don’t be in too big a hurry about the

corns,” smiled Mrs. Berg.

“No, I guess they’ll have to wait awhile,” said
Lotta, and she snee.zed three timés. in a row. J
“It’s awfully dusty in- here',” sai'.d Mrs. Berg. %
“T.hat’s. why you’re sneezing.” | ’
“I'll 'clustf_’ said Lotta. “Doi you have a dust- 5'3:

cloth?”

“Look in the chest_ of drawers,” said Mrs. Berg.

Lotta pulled out the top drawer. “Oh, my!”

Mrs. Berg looked into the drawer. “Oh, yes, | o
had forgotten all about those doll’s dishes.”
~“What luck that I found them!” said Lotta,
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and she unpacked the dis_hes on the tabIe._'The"y‘.

Lotta Jumped up and down. |
“If Maria saw this,_ she would go out of her -
" mind,” she laughed. |

“I can hardly believe that,” 'said Mrs. Berg, w1th 4.
thereis a dustclot_h in one of the other drawers.
' big doll with blue eyes and black hair. o
“Oh!” sald Lotta. “Ohf” : -

“Well, well there is Vlola Lou sald Mrs Berg: o

- tiful! Bam51e cant have the doll’s bed nOW'

31

- were white with small blue flowers. There were —
cups and saucers and a servmg dlsh and a .

coffeepot a sugar bowl, and a cream pitcher. '.

a twmkle in her eyes. “Take a look and see if -

. Lotta pulled out the next drawe_r'ahd .f(_iund a o

“Is that her name?” said Lotta “She is beau- SR

" because that's where Vlola Lou- is gomg to |

sleep. . . . Will you let me have her, Mrs Berg?” s




“Yes, if you take good care of her,” said Mrs,
.Berg. “Of course she will have to sleep in her 3
own bed, and Bamsie will have to move out.”
~ Lotta nodded. “Yes. Besides, 1 think’- he’d
really prefef to sleep.'with me.”
| “Try the bottom drawer,” said Mrs. Berg.

“You'll probably find some doll’s clothes there.




| for that doll.” 4
“ Lotta pulled out t_hé bottom dra\werf;j .I;t: was :
.-fille'd with sweaters and dresses and coats and
hats and underwéar and hi_ghtgowns_,r'__all efdr

Viola Lou.

I remember sewing such an awful lot of _thihgs o

_ “If Maria saw this, she would really goout of

her mind,” Lotta said again. She pulled all-the_ ::;'E

clothes out of the drawer. Then she sat down in L
?;]the middle of the floor and began-trying them
~on Viola Lou. Mrs. Berg found a torn towel-an.d:'.__ '
%.handed it to Lotta for her dusting. But Lotta

ésh_ook her head. | R
“I can dust latekr-, Mrs. Berg. Now ] 'h'aye_.to”
'—i_"'make up my mind which dress is going to be
her Sunday best.” R '

- It was hard to pick the right-dress--—_thére- g

E_-:-were so many of them! There were i‘ed: ones.

- 33




and yellow ones and blue and white ones
and checkered ones and some that were dot
ted and some that were flowered. |

“The White embroidered dress is going to be
her best,” said Lotta at last. “She will only be
allowed to wear it on Sundays.”

“You're absolutely right,” sald Mrs. Berg “You
mustn't let her wear it for every day.”

Then Mrs. Berg stroked Lotta’s cheek and
said, “Now that we've finished here, I think I'd

better go home.”

Lotta nodded. “All right, but you must com

and visit me sometime. If you see the Nymans

tell them that I live in my'own house now an

that I'm never coming back again.”

- “T'll do that,” said Mrs. Berg.

When she was haliway down the stairs, Lott

shouted, “Oh, Mrs. Berg, what about my food?
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“Yes, of course,” said Mrs. Berg.
~“Will you. glve me some?” asked Lotta.
“Yes, but you will have to come and get it
i yourself,” said Mrs. Berg._ “I don’t feel like run—_ o
- ning up and down these stairs.” ' _ '
~ Just then Lotta rlooked" up and saw a b_asket?' ]
 that was hanging from a hook on the'éeiling.--
“Mrs. Berg,” she called, “I have a wd.nd.'e'rf_t_il' "

- ideal”

. Lotta’s idea was to tie a long string to the .

basket and lower it from the window so that

~ Mrs. Berg could put food in it. -

“Then T'll just pull it up and wham! There is - .

~ the food!” said Lotta.

“You're a clever one,” said Mrs. Berg.-She

- laughed and went to get some food for Lotta.

- When she came back, Lotta had -already.lowgé i

_ered the basket. .. o BT




“Wham! Here is the food,” shouted Mrs. Berg.
“Don’t tell me what 'm getting,” called Lotta. |

“I want to be surprised.” |
She pulled up the basket and inside were an
brangeade, two straws, a cold potato pancake '}
wrapped in a piece of paper, and a small jar
of jam. A |
“Better than at the Nyn‘ians’,’-’ said Lotta.
“Good-by, Mrs. Berg, and thank you very much.”
- Mrs. Berg left, and Lotté put the pancake on
the table and smothered it with jam. Then she
rolled it up'and held it with.‘ both hands and
took big bites. In bétween, she drank the
orangeade through the straws. | |
“Couldn’t be better,” said Lotta. “And no
dishes! I wonder why people say it’s so hard
to keep house.” |

When she had finished eating, she wiped her
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- fingers on the dustcloth. Then she dusted 'th'e.- N
furniture. She dusted the tabie ‘the chest 'Of--_:'_‘\ A
drawers, the chairs, the bed, the doll’s bed, the-'_,.-"
ii?::"mlrror and. the. picture of thtle Red Rldmg;_”-,___'j;.‘_: |
Hood and the wolf. Then she. made up Vlola :. ;
Lou’s bed and the blgger bed for herself and
,_ :_Bamsw. Lotta was 0 happy about her ho_ase_-—r: i
'I_zole..that She sang and hummed a'so-t_l'g.'sl'lle'ha’c_l'-.__:

learned.

I come into my little house— . ST
It’s night
-And dark
And I'm alon'e.' B
. I click on my yellow light. .- .‘

My cat purrs, “Welcome home.” .

“But I don’t have a cat sald Lottarquletly-;g_,_:_‘:'__




' Lotta Gets
| aVisifor

Lotta played hdppily with Viola Lou, Bamsie,
and the doll’s dishes for a long time-.' Then she
dusted he;' furniture five more times, and th.en
she sat down on a chair and began to think.

" “What on earth do you do in" a househole all

day long?” she asked Bamsie.

But just then footsteps came pounding up

the stairs. It was Jonas and Maria.
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“I've moved ” Lotta announced.

‘»“Yes we know,” said Jonas. “Mrs Berg told us.”

-“I'm going to live here all my life,” sald Lotta S

“That’s what you think,” said Jonas
: Marla had gone stralght to the doll dlshes I
“Oh!” was all she said as she tenderly plcke_d.;'.iz

_ up the cups, the serving dish, anc_l the coffeepot. o

- Then she saw Viola Lou and all her'p'retty clothes: ) |

“Oh!” she said again, and she began going through | o

all the dresses to see how many there were

“Don’t touch them!” warned Lotta. “Th;s 15 my. S

house now, and these are my thlngs .
s

“Won't you let me play with them‘ for ]-ust; a ol

little while?” said Marla pleadmgly

“All right,” Lotta consented “But only for a'j__j"_ i

little while.”

After a moment Lotta asked, “Is Mothercry— i

- ing?” I I




“Of course not,” said Jonas.

R “Of course I'm crying,” said a voice from the :
stairs,. and suddenly there stood Mother. “Of
course I’m'crying for my little Lotta.” |
Lotta looked very pleased. “I'm sorry, Mother,” -
she said. “but I've moved now and have niy own
househole to keep up. It keeps me very busy.”
“So I'see,” said Mother. “You have a-vefy nice

place here.”

‘Much better than at home,” said Lottaﬁ, 'f'luff; -'

ing out the curtains.

“ brought you a plant. That's the custom ;

‘when someone moves,” said Mother, and she gy
gave Lotta a potted begonia.- .
~ “How nice,” said Lotta. *T'll put it on my
windowsill. Thank you very much.”

Lotta dusted all her furniture again so that

‘Mother, Maria, and Jonas could watch her. They
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agfeed' that she was very good at keeping hduse.

When Lotta was through with her dusting,
Mother asked, “Are you coming home for dinner
with Jonas and Maria?” | |

“No, Mrs. Berg is giving me my food said
Lotta, and she showed them how cleverly thé.
basket system worked. N

“You're not so dumb after all,” said Jonas,
and he sat down on the floor and thumbed
through some old mag_azi'nes that.he had found
in a corner. '_ |

“Weil, good-by, Lotta,” said Mother. “If jrou
should decide that you wént to. move back
home around Christmastime, you know we'll be
happy to have you.” |
 “How much longer before Christmas?” Lotta
wanted to know. |

“Seven months,” said Mother.
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“Oh, I;ll probably be living here longer than |

seven months,” said Lotta

laughed. -

magazines.

“Isn’t my place'fun, Maria?” said Lotta. -.

" “It’s the best playhouse I've ever .seén;?j-- e
“It isn’t a playhouse,” said Lotta. “It’'s my i'eél

liome.”

.w}ay. It was Daddy. -
- “P've heard some bad news,” he said. “Peopie S
around town are saying that jmu’ve moved away o
| from home, Lotta. Is it true?” |
Lotta nodded. “Yes, 1 have.”

“This is going to be a very sad'nigﬁt' for me, -

- 43

“That’s what you think,” said Jonas and. he -

- Mother left, and Lotta a“d Maria played With_ o ,

Viola Lou. Jonas sat on the floor reading his

Suddenly, heavy footsteps came up the stair- - -




Lotta. Just think how bad I'll feel when I come
into the children’s room to say good night. . . .

There will be your empty bed. My Lotta will be

gone!”
¢ can’t be helped,” said Lotta firmly. o
“Poor Daddy,” Lotta sighed to herself. She

really felt sorry for him.

“No, T guess it can’t be helped,” said Daddy.
“Jonas and Maria, you'd better come home now,
we're having hamburgers and stewed apricots
for supper.” |

“Good-by, Lotta dear,” said Daddy as he went
‘downstairs. |

“Good-by,” said Lotta.

“So long,” said Jonas and Maria.

“So long,” said Lotta, and she went to the

window to wave good-by.
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Its Nightand

| Lotta was alone. Mrs. Berg broughi.. hersome
| dinner, and Lotta hauled it up -/i.n-'.thé b-as:két'-".'_'.
" There was another orangeade, two straws and--
| acold pork chop o _ | |
| “Just as good as-at the NymanS’;-f’ said 'L.'(')‘ffa,‘:';..
| and she offered a bite to Bamsie. RE |
|  After she had eaten, she dusted her furmture_ | 1

again. Then she went to t_he w_lgidow and
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watched the Nymans in their backyard. Jonas

and Maria were playing croquet ‘with Daddy. |

‘The apple trees were in bloom and they looked

like big bunches of flowers. It was a very pretty
sight. |

“Croquet is fun,” said Lotta to Bamsie, “but
not as much fun as keeping your own house.”

It began to get dark, and Daddy, Jonas, and

Maria went inside their warm yellow house.

Lotta sighed. Now she didn't have anything
more to look at.
While she had been looking out the window, f' .

something had happened in Mrs. Berg's attic— .

something Lotta hadn’t planned on. It had

gotten dark. The darkness had settled in the E
nooks and in the corners, and it looked very
black. It crept closer and closer to Lotta and

fille_d the room until there was only one small
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- spot of light over Wh_ere the wincl_c:)w‘Was'-,_* .
“We’d better go to Bed -Bamsié' Soon: we ;

won't be able to see a thing,” said Lotta.:

She quickly tucked Viola Lou into the doll’ o

“bed and bedded Bamsxe_ down in her own.Then

“she crawled in beside him and pulled the !

. covers up over her head.

“]ts not that I'm afra:d of the dark * Lottai

_said, “it’s just very sad. Be81des I'm sleepy
She SIghed deeply. A couple of tlmes, _s_he s,at. |
up and looked out into the dark. Then she .

‘shivered and crawled down under her blanket - -

| again; hugging Bamsie closer than ever.. *

“By this time, Jonas and Maria are probdb"lyi B

‘in bed too,” she said. “And Mother and Daddy =

_-will be coniing in to say good night to them. But -
not to me. - | '

She sighed agaln and she noticed' that her: -

A
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sigh was the only sound in the attic; otherwise,
all was still. 7
It shouldn’t be so very, very quiet, thought

Lotta. So she started to sing her song again. -

I come into my little house—
- It’s night
~ And dark

- And I’'m alone.

Then Lotta stopped. Her voice was quaver--

ing. She tried _againﬁ

I come into my little house—
It’s night
And dark

And I'm alone.
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- I click on my yellow light. -

My cat purrs “Welcome home

cat,” she sobbed

~his arms.
Chrlstmas?”

‘arms and carried them back to the yellow

| house and to Mother. : Sy
-

49

- But Lotta couldn’t sing-'anymore She broke.
into sobs Then she heard Daddys heavy foot- )

f.'5steps on the stairs, and he was smgmg e Q

Daddy plcked Lotta up and held her 1nh |

“You know, Lotta Mother 1s SO. sad D0n t'

_you think you ’ll be able to come home before o

“I want to move back nght now, ’ said Lotta e

- So Daddy took Lotta and Bam51e_ up in .h_ls ,

Lotta sat up. in bed. “Daddy, 1f L only had a | _'
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“Lotta has moved back home!” Daddy called
out as they came into the front hallway.
Mother was sitting in front of the fire in the

living room. She stretched out her arms to .
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‘Lotta and smiled. “Is it true? Have you really

rnoved back home Lotta?”

Lotta threw herself into her mother’s _,a'rn-is_' A

- and cried so hard that the tears streamed down

her face. .

“I'm gomg to live w1th you all my hfe RN |

- Mother,” she sobbed.

“That’s wonderful ”? said Mother

Lotta curled up in Mothers lap and- dldn t

| say a word for a long time. Finally, through "h.er'f __

sniffles, she said, “Mother I have another

striped sweater. Mrs. Berg gave it to me; Is that

~all right?”

Mother didn’t answer. She }ust sat there qu1—'.";-j : : i;'

etly looking at Lotta. Then Lotta lowered her: 5

| eyes and mumbled, “I cut the other _one ._to'.'

pieces and I want to say that I'm sorry, but it's - i

very hard.” e

g
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‘E‘What if  say I'm sorry too?” said Mother.
“Then we can say I'm sorry together,” said g
Lotta. |
She threw her arms around her mother’s -
neck and 'sqﬁeezed her as hard as she could. |
“Tm sorry, Pm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry,” .
she said. | | |
So Mother carried Lotta and Bamsie up to “
the"children’s room and tucked them into their
own comfortable bed, with clean sheets and a
pink blanket that Lotta used to pick fluffy bits -
out of when she w_és falling asleep.

Daddy came upstairs too, and both Mother
and Daddy kissed Lotta good nigh’t and said,
“Good night, dear little Lotta.” |

Then they went back downstairs.

“They are 50 nice,” said Lotta to Bamsie.

Jonas and Maria were almost asleep, but
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Jonas woke up enough to say, “I knew you'd be-
too scared to stay over there all night.”

“I've decided to stay there in the daytime,
‘instead, and play and keep my househole, so -':
there!” said Lotta. “And if you and Maria hit
Bamsie again, I'm going t_b hé{re to give you'ii_
both a licking!” - | |

“Hit Bamsie? We never touched your old - |
piggly bear.” Jonas laughed and fell.asleep.

But Lotta lay awake for a little while, éinging

her song to herself:

I come into my litile house—
Is night
And_ dark
And I'm alone.
I click on my yellow light.

My cat purrs, “Welcome home.”
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“But that song isn’t about me anymore.

That's about another Lotta,_" said Lotta to

Bamsie. Then she hugged him tight and fell fast

asleep.
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Little Lotta has BIG troubles

Poor Lotta s having a very bad day. First, she wakes up mad
because in her dream her older brother and sister were mean
to her. Then, Mother expects her to wear a sweater that
“scratches and tickles.” Madder than ever, Lotta decides to
ran away and find a new place to live. After all, everyone at
her house is mean, so she won't miss her family at all-will she?

This hilarious and authentic look at a very bad day in the
life of a very spunky five-year-old is sure to resonate with
every reader.

“Lindgren has a finely tuned sense of child behavior, Lotta's
musings and petulance ring very true. . . ."—Booklist

Astrid Lindgren is the author of the ever-popular
Pippi Longstocking.

Look for more of Lotta's adventures with her family:
FETEERTIE

The Chilklen
on Toobiraber Sfreat

ISBN 0-329-252k0-7
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