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if thing new! You're always angry. 

“That made Lotta angrier still. 

he yelled. “And 

you are just about the stupidest thing there 

is. And so’s Maria!” 

“Now I’m angry,” said Lotta. “Just see 

I’m not!” She glared furiously at Jonas and 

All jolly well am not,” Maria, so that they would know how ang- 

ry she was. 

“So what?” said Jonas. “Tell us som 
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Most of the time Lotta didn’t think 

Jonas and Maria were specially stupid — 

but today! : 

After all, Lotta had been waiting for 

them all afternoon, hadn’t she? 

They were supposed to come home 

from school to begin their Easter holiday. 

And hadn’t they promised each other that 

Lotta and Maria and Jonas would dress up 

as Easter witches, as children do in Sweden, 

and go round to all the houses in the street 

and sing, and perhaps even get some 
sweets, if they sang very nicely? 

Yes, that was what they had promised. 

And instead of that, they had come home 
with the news that someone called Charlie 

had invited the two of them to his birth- 

day party, today of all days! 

“So that’s why we can’t dress up as 

Easter witches till later,” said Maria. 

Later! So they thought Lotta was going 

to sit around, waiting and waiting, and 

then waiting some more, while they were 

eating birthday cake with Charlie! No. 

wonder Lotta was angry! 

“Don’t be too sad, Lotta,” said Maria, 

patting Lotta on the cheek. “We'll be 

home soon.” 

And off they went. 

Lotta was left standing at the gate, and 

she was sad, and lonely, and angry. But 

after a time, funnily enough, she was no 

longer angry — only sad and lonely. 

And then, she didn’t know why, she was 

not even sad any more, just lonely. So she 

began to wonder what she could think of 

to do until Jonas and Maria came home. 

Lotta was great at thinking of things. 
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First she made a trip to the kitchen, to 

see what Mum was doing. Mum was 

standing on a stepladder, busy hanging up 

clean curtains. 

“What are you doing, little Lotta?” 

Mum asked. 

“Nothing,” said Lotta. “What are you 
doing?” 

“Putting up clean curtains for Easter, as 

you see,” said Mum. 

“Must you do that?” Lotta asked. 

“ ‘Must’ is a big word,” said Mum. “I just 

think they look nice. And the Easter 

Bunny will think so too, when he brings 

the eggs.” 

Lotta could feel herself getting happier 

when she thought about the Easter Bunny. 

He always hid eggs for Jonas and Maria 

and Lotta under the bushes in the garden. 

The eggs had chocolate and caramel 

centres, and Dad always said: “You can eat 

yourselves sick for once, but don’t blame 

me if you get a pain in your tummies!” 

No, Lotta didn’t blame Dad. After all, it 

was the Easter Bunny who brought the 

sweets. He came stealing in early on Easter 

Saturday, while everyone was asleep. No 

one ever saw the Easter Bunny, no, not 

ever. They only saw the beautiful eggs he 

left behind in the bushes. 
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Lotta took a walk round the garden to 

tind the best hiding places for the Easter 

Bunny to hide his eggs in. Mh’m, then she 

could rush there right away, ahead of Jonas 

and Maria, when Dad called: “Ready, 

steady, go!” on Easter Saturday morning, 

and they could start hunting. Lotta found 

pay 
= 

lots of hiding places, and one that was. 

specially good. 

“That’s where I'd hide my eggs if I were 

the Easter Bunny — under that bush,” she 

said to herself, so that was the bush she 

would run to at top speed when the time 
came. 
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Then Lotta went to see Mrs Berg, who 

lived next door. Lotta went to see Mrs 

Berg every day. Mrs Berg was a little bit 

poorly, and she sometimes had trouble 

with her breathing. 

“How’s your short breath?” asked Lotta 

politely. 

Mrs Berg was always complaining 

about being short of breath, which was 

why she could not breathe very well. 

“Oh, it’s all right, thanks,” said Mrs 

Berg. “But Lotta, I think I must have left 

my best glasses in the shed. Will you go 

and see if you can find them for me?” 

“Right,” said Lotta. “That will save you 

some puffing.” 

Mrs Berg always started puffing, even 

on the short walk to the shed. 

“But I can walk as far as I like and not 

puff a bit!” said Lotta happily. 



She dashed off to the shed and found 

the classes almost at once. They were on 

top of the trunk in the far corner, behind 

Mrs Bere’s old bike and a stack of rakes 

and picks and shovels and empty soft 

drink bottles and tins and other bits and 

pieces that Mrs Berg had in her shed. 

“What would I do without you, Lotta?” 

said Mrs Berg, when Lotta gave her the 

glasses. 

“I don’t know,” said Lotta. “But you'll be 

all right as long as I’m here to look after 

things for you.” 
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Then Lotta took a walk down the street: 

She thought she might meet Jonas and 

Maria. | x Sma 

“They must have eaten their cake by “ #4<3,2¢ 

now, for goodness sake!” a} 

But there was no sign of Jonas or Maria. 

That’s just like them, she thought. But I 

might as well go and look in Vasilis’ 

window while I’m waiting. 

Vasilis had a sweetshop in the same 

street, and now, just before Easter, his shop . 

would be full of Easter eggs, thought 

Lotta. “Who knows, maybe the Easter 

Bunny will buy his eggs there?” 
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The door was open, so Lotta peeped in. 

There was Vasilis, sitting on a box, and 

that was all there was in the shop. 

“For goodness sake!” said Lotta. “Where 

are the sweets?” 

“Gone,” said Vasilis. “I’ve closed.” 

Vasilis was crying, and Lotta began to 

cry too. 

“I’ve sold off everything,” said Vasilis. 

“Where are we going to buy our Satur- 

day treats?” said Lotta. 

“I don’t know,” said Vasilis. “Not from 

me, anyway. I’m going home to Greece. 

You don’t eat enough sweets in this 

country. It’s nothing but Saturday treats, 

Saturday treats all the time! I can’t live on 

that.” 

Lotta cried even harder, and Vasilis said: 

“Don’t cry! I’ve sold the shop to someone 

who’s going to sell toys. That will be nice, 

won’t it?” 

But Lotta didn’t care about either toys 

or sweets just now. She was sorry that 

Vasilis was going home to Greece. 

“Don’t cry,” said Vasilis. “You always so 

cheerful little girl.” 

Vasilis sometimes said things that 

sounded funny, because Greek was the 

language he spoke best. He stood up. 
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“You look in here,” he said, opening the 

lid of the box. Lotta stopped crying. 

“Well, for goodness sake!” she said. That 

was all she could say. 

“Yes, you look,” said Vasilis. “Father 

Christmases and angels and marzipan pigs 

and snowmen — enough for a dozen 

Christmases. But it’s not Christmas time 

now, it’s Easter.” He broke open a Father 

Christmas, so that the red silver paper tore 

apart and you could see the chocolate 

underneath. 

“Easter!” shouted Vasilis. “Nobody will 

buy a single Father Christmas now, do you 

understand, Lotta? Will you take them? 

You can have the whole lot!” 

Lotta was sure Vasilis was joking. 

“Are the Father Christmases going to 

Greece with you?” she asked. 

“I don’t want to see one more Father 

Christmas as long as I live,” said Vasilis. 

“You take them.” 

Lotta still thought he was joking. 

“Take them,” said Vasilis. “Or I throw 

them in the dustbin.” 

At last Lotta knew that a real miracle 

had happened! 

Vasilis put all the Father Christmases 

and angels and marzipan pigs and snow- 

men in two big paper bags. Vasilis told 
Lotta to see if she could carry them, and 

she could, though they weighed her down. 

“Bye now, Vasilis,” said Lotta. “I’m so 

sorry you are going home to Greece.” 

“But I’m not sorry,” said Vasilis. “Good- 

bye, Lotta. You always so cheerful little 

girl. Keep it up!” 
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‘old shed! There was sure to ao a hid 

place in there, and Mrs Berg would be 
having her usual afternoon nap now. ~ her head! What an enormous : surprise te 

was taking home for the family. And how Lotta trudged over to the shed, puffing 

astonished Jonas and Maria would be! as hard as Mrs Berg. The bags really were 

But not just yet, thought Lotta. She heavy. But very soon they would be where 
wanted to take the little figures out her- Lotta meant them tobe. : 
self, not let Jonas and Maria fall on them Then something awful happened! 

and start poking about. But where could “Lotta, where are you?” 

she hide them? Jonas and Maria might Lotta heard Maria shouting 1 in the 
come home from the party at any distance. She was in a panic. Oh no, 

moment! no one must find her now! 
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“Lotta, where are you?” she heard again. 

Now Jonas was shouting too. Lotta looked 

wildly round and ‘then flung her bags 

behind the bushes. She ran to the fence 

and scrambled over into her own garden. 

Then she ran over to the swing and began 

to swing for all she was worth. 

“lm here!” she yelled. “What do you 

want?” 

“We were going to dress up as witches,” 

yelled Jonas. 

“No, no,” Lotta yelled back. “You'll have 

to go without me!” 

That brought Jonas and Maria running. 
. 
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“So that’s where you are!” said Jonas. 

“And still angry, I see,” said Maria. 

“Don’t make a fuss, Lotta, we have to go 

now.” 

“Not me,” said Lotta. 

“Crosspatch,” said Jonas. “What are you 

cross about?” 

“That’s just what I’m not,” said Lotta. 

“l’m always cheerful, that’s what Vasilis 

says. But I don’t want to come and be an 

Easter witch with you.” 

“Don’t, then,” said Jonas. “Come on, 

Maria!” 

Off they ran, and Lotta was alone again. 
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Now she was in a hurry. Quickly she 

scrambled over the fence. Quickly she 

collected her bags from the bushes and 

struggled off with them to the shed. 

At last! Now for the hiding place. She 

looked around. That big trunk — was 

there anything inside it? , 

She opened the lid: nothing but old 

clothes, with something black and shiny 

on. top. 

26 

“You'll be comfortable in here,” said 

Lotta, emptying out all her Father Christ- 

mases and angels and marzipan pigs and 

snowmen on to the black thing. They 

looked wonderful, she thought. Absolutely 

wonderful! She could hardly tear herself 

away. 

But she had to hurry off again. 
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when Lotta rushed up to them. 
“I can come with you now, thank good- 

ness,” she said. 

“So you're not angry any more?” said 

Jonas. | 
“No, I’m happy, so there!” said Lotta, 

and she felt a sort of tickly feeling inside 

when she remembered what was in the 

trunk. 

“What jolly little Easter witches,” said 

Mrs Berg, looking out of her window just 

as the witches passed by. 

“You've woken up at last,” shouted 

Lotta. What a good thing that Mrs Berg 

had slept so long! 
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nine themselves into Easter witches, 
Yes,” said Mrs Berg, “but T haven’t got 

"any sweeties for you today.” 

No sweeties! That was the message, 

wherever they went. 

“We've had so many Easter witches 

visiting us,” said one man. “The sweeties 

have all gone. You're too late.” 

Jonas and Maria looked disappointed. 

“It’s all because you spent so long eating 

birthday cake,” said Lotta. 

And then she muttered under her 

breath: “Please, God, don’t let‘me tell what 

I’ve got in the trunk!” 

It was almost impossible to keep quiet 

about such a big secret. But Lotta pressed 

her lips together and said nothing. 





Jonas and Maria pulled off their skirts 

and shawls and aprons and head-scarves as 

soon as they were home indoors. They 

were never going to be Easter witches ' 

again! Only Lotta sat at the table like a 

happy, rosy little Easter witch when it was 

time for supper. 

Dad was home, too, but he seemed a 

little worried. 

“What do you think has happened?” he 

said to Mum. “Vasilis has shut up shop. I 

couldn’t buy any eggs.” 

“Oh dear,” said Mum. “Where is the 

Easter Bunny going to get his eggs, then?” 

“Well, all the shops will be shut to- 

morrow, because it’s Good Friday,” said 

Dad. “I'll have to buy some in town. So the 

Easter Bunny won’t be able to come before 

Easter Sunday this year.” 

“That’s silly,” said Maria. “We 

always look for eggs on Easter 

Saturday. First thing in the 

morning.” 
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Lotta sat in silence. What did it all 

mean? Why couldn’t the Easter Bunny get 

his own eggs? What did it have to do with 

Dad? After supper she asked Jonas, who 

laughed. 

“Don’t you know that Dad is the Easter 

Bunny? He’s Father Christmas, too, if you 

want to know.” 

No, Lotta did not want to know at all. 

An Easter Bunny ought to be a proper 

Easter Bunny, and Father Christmas ought 

to be a proper Father Christmas. That was 

what made Christmas and Easter so exci- 

ting and mysterious and wonderful. Dad 

was always nice, of course, but Lotta didn’t 

want him mixed up with Easter Bunnies 

and real Father Christmases. 

Lotta felt herself getting sad again. 

What a rotten Easter Saturday it would be, 

with no Easter eggs and no proper 

Easter Bunny! She would have to think 

about this. So Lotta thought. 



Mrs Berg slept for a long time on Easter 

Saturday morning, too. Otherwise she 

might have seen someone coming out of 

the shed, someone in blue pyjamas, 

carrying two big bags, one in each hand. 

But no one was awake, not even in the 

yellow house down the road — no one but 

Lotta. 

And when Lotta had finished the 

wonderful thing she had to do that Easter 

Saturday morning, she crept back in to her 

lovely bed, and went to sleep. 

Jonas and Maria were up and dressed 
already when Lotta woke up. 

“Come on, Lotta,” said Maria. “Perhaps 

the Easter Bunny has been here after all.” 

“Yes, or it won’t really be Easter Satur- 

day,” said Jonas. 

Lotta said nothing, just smiled quietly 

to herself. 

Maria helped her to dress, to make it 

quicker. 

Mum and Dad sat in the kitchen, 

drinking coffee. 

“Hasn’t the Easter Bunny been here 

after all?” asked Maria. 

“My dear child, you know he hasn’t,” 

said Mum. 

“He'll be coming tomorrow, you know 

that,” said Dad. 

Maria pouted. “Tomorrow’s not the 

same.” 

“It should be the way it usually is,” said 

Jonas. 
Lotta went to the door. 

“T think I'll have a look, anyway.” 

And in a flash she had gone. 

Dad was just going to comfort Jonas 

and Maria, when they heard Lotta’s happy, 

excited voice from the garden. 

“Come and see something funny! 

shouted Lotta. 

Jonas and Maria ran outside. Lotta was 

there, pointing eagerly at something in the 

erass under the birch-tree. 

Something unbelievable! 

“Oh no! Now I know Dad’s gone 

completely crazy,” said Jonas. 

” 
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The green grass was heaped with red 

Father Christmases and white angels and 

marzipan pigs and snowmen. 

They looked as if they were enjoying 

themselves. As if they had just decided to 

start playing some great game. 

Jonas and Maria began to laugh. 

“They are all made of chocolate,” said Jonas. 

“Except for the marzipan pigs,” said Maria. 

Mum and Dad came out too. 

“What’s this?” said Dad. “Where has all this 

come from?” 

Maria shrieked with laughter. 

“And you said the Easter Bunny wasn’t 

coming!” 

“But he didn’t,” said Lotta. “A little 

Christmas Bunny came instead!” 

She was giggling so hard she could barely 

stand up. ns 
“I don’t know anything about it,” said Dad. ‘yyy 

“No, nor do I,” said Mum. ae 

“Nor do I,” said Lotta, giggling even more. 

She thought how much she would like to 

give them all lovely surprises every day. Then 

she remembered what was left in the trunk: 

one Father Christmas, one angel, one 

marzipan pig and one snowman. But they 

wouldn’t be much of a surprise. 

“Anyway, I so cheerful little girl, that’s 

what Vasilis says, and I’m specially 

cheerful now,” said Lotta. 
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