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Pippi Goes to a Tea Party

ommy and Annika’s mother had invited some ladies to a tea party,
and as she had baked so very many cakes she decided to let

Tommy and Annika invite Pippi at the same time. In this way, she thought,
she wouldn’t have any bother with her own children.

Tommy and Annika were overjoyed when they were told this, and they
ran straight away over to Pippi to invite her. Pippi was walking about in her
orchard watering the few poor remaining flowers with an old, rusty
watering-can. As it was pouring with rain that day, Tommy told Pippi he
thought it was really rather unnecessary.

‘That’s all very well for �\�R�X to say,’ said Pippi indignantly. ‘But I lay
awake all night looking forward to getting up and watering the flowers. You
can bet your boots I’m not going to let a little rain stop me!’

Now Annika came out with the wonderful news about the tea party.
‘Tea party … �P�H?’ cried Pippi, becoming so nervous that she began to

water Tommy instead of the rosebush in question. ‘Oh, what will happen?
Help! I’m so nervous! What if I can’t behave myself?’

‘Why, ’�F�R�X�U�V�H you can,’ said Annika.
‘Don’t be too sure about that,’ said Pippi. ‘I do try, believe me, but I’ve

noticed lots of times that people don’t think I’m behaving even though I’ve
really truly tried to just as nicely as ever I could. At sea we never did fuss
much with such things. But I promise I’ll put my shoulder to the wheel
good and proper today so you won’t have to be ashamed of me.’

‘Fine,’ said Tommy, and then he and Annika dashed home again through
the rain.

‘This afternoon at three, don’t forget!’ shouted Annika, looking out from
under the umbrella.

At three o’clock that afternoon a very elegant young lady walked up the



steps of the Settergreen home. It was Pippi Longstocking. For the sake of
being different, her red hair was unbraided, and it fell about her like a lion’s
mane. She had painted her mouth a violent red with chalk, and blackened
her eyebrows so much that she looked quite dangerous. With the red chalk
she had also coloured all her nails, and she had put big green bows on her
shoes.

‘I should think I’ll be the fanciest at �W�K�L�V party,’ she muttered, rather
pleased with herself, as she rang the doorbell.

In the parlour of the Settergreen home sat three distinguished ladies,
Tommy and Annika, and their mother. A splendidly laid table stood there,
and a log-fire burned cheerily in the open fireplace. The ladies talked
quietly with each other, and Tommy and Annika sat on the sofa and looked
at an album. It was all very peaceful.

But suddenly the peace was broken.
‘Attaaaaan-�V�K�X�Q!’
A piercing cry came out of the front hall, and the next minute Pippi stood

on the threshold. Her cry had been so loud and so unexpected that the ladies
jumped in their seats.

‘Company, forward MARCH!’ came the next cry, and Pippi went
forward with measured steps to Mrs Settergreen.

‘Company, HALT!’ She stopped.
‘Present arms, one, TWO!’ she yelled, taking Mrs Settergreen’s hand in

both of hers and shaking it heartily.
‘Knees bend!’ she cried, curtsying prettily. Then she leaned forward

towards Mrs Settergreen and said in her usual voice, ‘The fact of the matter
is that I’m shy, so if I don’t do this by commands, I’d just stand in the front
hall and be contrary and not dare come in.’

Thereupon she rushed up to the other ladies and kissed them on the
cheek.

‘Charming, charming, upon my honour!’ she said, for she had once heard
a very fine gentleman say that to a lady. And then she sat down in the best
chair she could see. Mrs Settergreen had thought that the children would
have their party up in Tommy and Annika’s room, but Pippi sat calmly
where she was, slapped her knees, and said with her eyes on the tea-table,
‘�7�K�D�W certainly looks good! When do we begin?’

At the same moment, Ella, the maid, came in with the teapot, and Mrs



Settergreen said, ‘Shall we have tea now?’
‘Bags, I’m first!’ shouted Pippi, and was at the table in two leaps. She

scrambled together as many cakes as she could manage on one plate, slung
five lumps of sugar into a teacup, emptied half the cream-pitcher into it as
well, and returned to the chair with her plunder before the ladies had even
come forward to the table.

Pippi stretched her legs out in front of her and put the plate of cakes
between the tips of her toes. Then she plunged each cake with gusto into the
teacup and pushed so much into her mouth that she couldn’t get a word out,
much as she tried. In a trice she had finished all the cakes on the plate. She
stood up, hit on the plate like on a tambourine, and went up to the table to
see if there were any left. The ladies looked disapprovingly at her, but she
didn’t notice that.

Gaily chattering, she went round the table and took a cake here and a
cake there.

‘It was really nice of you to invite me,’ she said. ‘I’ve never been to a tea
party before.’

A big cream cake stood on the table. It was decorated with a red sweet in
the middle. Pippi stood with her hands behind her back and looked at it.
Suddenly, she bent down and snatched the sweet with her teeth. But she had
bobbed a little too quickly, for when she came up again her whole face was
a block of cream.
 



 
‘Hahaha,’ laughed Pippi. ‘Now we can play blind-man’s-buff, ’cause

here we certainly have the blind-man free of charge. I can’t see a thing!’
She stretched out her tongue and licked off all the cream.
‘Well, it’s terribly too bad about this,’ she said. ‘And the cake’s quite

ruined anyway, so it’s just as well if I eat it up at once.’
And so she did. She went at it with a cake spade, and within a very short

time, the whole cake had disappeared. Pippi rubbed her stomach with
satisfaction. Mrs Settergreen had gone out to the kitchen for a moment and
knew nothing of the accident with the cake. But the other ladies looked very
sternly at Pippi. �7�K�H�\ would have liked some of that cake, too. Pippi noticed
that they looked a bit dissatisfied, and she decided to cheer them up.



‘Now, you mustn’t be upset about such a little accident,’ she said
consolingly. ‘The main thing is that we have our health. And at a tea party
you ought to have fun.’

With these words she took the sugar-bowl from the table and sprinkled a
good deal of sugar on the floor.

‘Have you ever noticed what fun it is to walk on a floor that’s got sugar
on it?’ she asked the ladies. ‘It’s even �P�R�U�H fun, of course, going barefoot,’
she continued, tearing off her shoes and stockings. ‘I think you ought to try
it too, ’cause there just isn’t anything that feels better, you can take my
word for that.’

But now Mrs Settergreen came in, and when she saw the spilled sugar
she took Pippi firmly by the arm and led her over to Tommy and Annika on
the sofa. Then she went and sat with the ladies and offered them another
cup of tea. That the cake had disappeared only pleased her. She thought her
guests had liked it so well they had eaten it all up.

Pippi, Tommy, and Annika talked quietly on the sofa, the fire crackled in
the fireplace, the ladies drank their tea, and all was peace and quiet once
again. As it now and then happens at tea parties, the ladies began talking
about their maids. None of them seemed to have a particularly good one, for
they were not at all satisfied and they agreed that the only solution was not
to have a maid at all. It was far better to do everything oneself, for then at
least one could be sure that it would be properly done.

Pippi sat on the sofa listening, and after a while she said, ‘My
grandmother once had a maid called Martha. She had chilblains on her feet,
but otherwise there wasn’t anything wrong with her. The only awkwardness
was that as soon as strangers came she rushed forward and bit them in the
leg. And scolded! Oh, how she scolded! You could hear it all over the
neighbourhood. But it was only her way of being playful. The strangers
didn’t always understand that, though. There was an old vicar’s wife who
came to see grandmother once when Martha was new to her job. When
Martha came running at her and sank her teeth into the lady’s shin, she let
out a howl which frightened Martha so much she bit her teeth together even
harder, and then she couldn’t get loose. She was stuck to the vicar’s wife all
the week till Friday. So grandmother had to peel the potatoes herself that
day. But it got done properly, anyway. She peeled them so thoroughly that
when she was finished there weren’t any potatoes left. Just peel. After that



Friday the vicar’s wife never visited grandmother any more. She couldn’t
take a joke. And Martha, who was so funny and cheerful! Though for all
that, she could be quite touchy too, no doubt about that. Once when
grandmother drove a fork in her ear she went and sulked all day long.’

Pippi looked around and gave a friendly laugh.
‘Well, that was Martha, �W�K�D�W was,’ she said, twiddling her thumbs.
The ladies looked as if they hadn’t heard anything. They continued to

talk.
‘If my Rosa were at least �F�O�H�D�Q at her work,’ said Mrs Bergen, ‘I could

possibly keep her on. But she’s simply piggish.’
‘Then you should have seen Martha,’ Pippi chimed in. ‘Martha was so

filthy to the core, it was a fright to see, grandmother said. But it was all
genuine washable dirt, to be sure. Once at a bazaar at the Ritz Hotel she got
first prize for the mourning-borders round her nails. Nuisance and miseries,
but that girl was grubby!’

‘Can you imagine,’ said Mrs Granberg, ‘the other evening when my
Britta was going out, she simply borrowed my blue silk dress without a
word! Isn’t that the limit?’

‘Well, I should say,’ said Pippi. ‘She seems on the whole to be made in
the same mould as Martha, I can tell that. Grandmother had a pink vest she
liked an awful lot. The trouble was that Martha liked it too. Each morning
grandmother and Martha had a row over who should have the vest. At last
they agreed to have it every other day, so’s it would be fair. But even then
Martha was troublesome! Sometimes she would come running in when it
wasn’t her turn at �D�O�O and say, “Here! There’ll be no mashed turnip served
today if I can’t have the pink wool vest!” Well now, what was grandmother
to do? Mashed turnip was her favourite dish. Martha got the vest! And
when she’d got it, she went out to the kitchen as sweet as could be and set
to beating the mashed turnip so’s it splashed on the walls.’

There was a moment’s silence. Then Mrs Alexanderson said, ‘Now, I’m
not absolutely certain, but I strongly suspect that my Hilda steals. I �N�Q�R�Z
that things have been disappearing.’

‘Martha … ’ began Pippi, but Mrs Settergreen said firmly:
‘The children may go upstairs immediately!’
‘Yes—but, I was just going to tell how Martha stole too,’ said Pippi.

‘Like a magpie! Thick and fast! She used to get up in the middle of the



night and steal a thing or two ’cause otherwise she couldn’t sleep well, she
said. Once she pinched grandmother’s piano and jammed it in the top
drawer of her bureau. She was very light-fingered, grandmother said.’

Now Tommy and Annika took Pippi by the arms and pulled her up the
stairs. The ladies drank still more tea, and Mrs Settergreen said, ‘I shouldn’t
really complain about my Ella, but she �G�R�H�V break a great deal of china.’

A red head appeared at the top of the stairs.
‘Speaking of Martha,’ said Pippi, ‘perhaps you’re wondering if �V�K�H used

to break any china. Well, I should say she did! She had picked a special day
of the week for it. It was on Tuesdays, grandmother said. And already about
five o’clock on Tuesday mornings you could hear that brick of a girl
smashing china in the kitchen. She began with cups and glasses and other
light things, and went on later to those deep plates, and then the flat ones,
and ended up with the platters. There was just one crash in the kitchen the
whole morning, so �W�K�D�W was a blessing, grandmother used to say. If Martha
had some extra time in the afternoon, she’d go into the parlour with a little
hammer and knock down all the antique East Indian plates that hung on the
walls. Grandmother bought new china on Wednesdays,’ said Pippi,
disappearing up the stairs like a jack-in-the-box.

Now Mrs Settergreen’s patience had come to an end. She ran up the
stairs, into the children’s room and up to Pippi, who had just begun teaching
Tommy how to stand on his head.

‘You may never come here again,’ said Mrs Settergreen, ‘since you
behave so badly.’

Pippi looked at her with surprise, and her eyes slowly filled with tears.
‘Well, that’s that. I might have known I couldn’t behave myself!’ she

said. ‘There’s no use trying. I just never will learn how. I should have
stayed at sea.’

Then she curtsied to Mrs Settergreen, said goodbye to Tommy and
Annika, and walked slowly down the stairs.

But now the ladies were also leaving. Pippi sat down by the umbrella
stand in the front hall and looked at them while they put on their hats and
coats.

‘It’s a pity you don’t like your maids,’ she said. ‘You ought to have
someone like Martha! A better girl you’ll never find, grandmother always
used to say. Just think, once at Christmas-time when Martha was going to



serve the whole roasted pig, can you imagine what she did? She’d read in a
cookery book that the Christmas pig should be served with curled paper and
an apple in the mouth. Poor Martha didn’t understand that it was the �S�L�J
that should have the apple. You should have seen her when she came in on
Christmas Eve, dressed in a starched white apron and with a big red Pippin
in her mouth. Grandmother said to her, “You are a �Q�X�W, Martha!” and
’course Martha couldn’t get a word out for an answer. She just wiggled her
ears so the paper rustled. She was trying to say something, but it just
became “Blubb, blubb, blubb”. ’Course, she couldn’t bite people in the leg
as she was used to doing, either, and just when there were so many
strangers coming! No, there wasn’t much fun for poor little Martha �W�K�D�W
Christmas Eve,’ said Pippi sadly.

The ladies now had their street-clothes on, and so they said a last
goodbye to Mrs Settergreen. And Pippi ran up to her and whispered, ‘I’m
sorry I couldn’t behave myself. Goodbye!’

Then she slung on her big hat and followed the ladies out. Their ways
separated outside. Pippi went towards Villekulla Cottage, and the ladies in
the opposite direction.

When they had gone a little way, they heard something panting behind
them. Pippi came bolting up to them.

‘You can bet grandmother missed Martha when she lost her. Imagine, one
Tuesday morning when Martha hadn’t broken more than a dozen teacups,
she went her way and took to the sea. So grandmother had to break the
china herself that day. And she wasn’t used to it, poor thing, so she got
blisters on her hands. She never saw Martha again. And that was a shame,
what with such a first-rate girl, grandmother said.’

Then Pippi went, and the ladies hurried on. But when they had gone a
few hundred yards they heard Pippi from far off shouting with all her
might:

‘S-h-e    n-e-v-e-r     s-w-e-p-t     u-n-d-e-r     t-h-e     b-e-d-s,     M-a-r-t-
h-a!’


