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Chapter 1

Mandy opened her eyes early one summer
morning and sat up in bed to look out the window. The sun was still
hiding behind the mountains just past the barn, but its light was
already stretching up into the sky over Mandy’s house.

If she ran downstairs quickly, maybe she
could go with Daddy in his pickup today.

Mandy threw on her clothes any old way. The
collar of her shirt was turned under on one side, and the shoulder
straps on her bib overalls were twisted this way and that. She put
one boot on the wrong foot and had to take it off and start
again.

At the table in the kitchen, Mandy ate every
last scrap of her breakfast and drank all her milk. Then she asked,
“Daddy, may I go with you today in the pickup?”

“I’m sorry, Mandy, but you can’t go today.
I’ll be gone all day long fixing the fence in Wild Goose Canyon.
Come out to the front steps and wave goodby to me, will you?”

Mandy went out to the steps, but she didn’t
wave. Daddy waved his hand at her, and his dog Mutt waved his tail
at her, but Mandy just pouted.

When she went back to the kitchen, Mama said,
“You must play outside this morning, Mandy, because I’m going to
scrub and wax the kitchen floor.”

“I don’t want to play outside,” said Mandy.
“There’s no one to play with out there.”

“Be a good girl, Mandy, and do as Mama
says.”

Mandy went outside and threw rocks at the
side of the chicken coop, making the hens squawk and flutter, until
Mama called out the door for her to stop.

Then Mandy walked in the mud at the edge of
the creek until Mama called out the door, “Mandy! Stop that!”

Mandy went inside the house again, tracking
mud all the way, and stood in the hall to watch Mama wax the
kitchen floor. Just as Mama was finishing, Mandy inched the toes of
her boots over onto the clean, shining floor.

“Amanda!” cried Mama. “Stop that this
minute!”

Mama ran around through the dining room and
into the hall. She took Mandy by the hand.

“You are going to your room! You will stay
there until I call you downstairs for lunch!”

Mandy pouted in her room and at the lunch
table and all through the afternoon. She didn’t stop pouting until
Daddy came home, and the only reason she stopped then was that she
was afraid he wouldn’t take her with him tomorrow if she wasn’t
good.


Chapter 2

Mandy went with Daddy and Mutt the next day
to count the cows and calves in Sitting Duck Canyon and to make
sure they had plenty of water to drink and lots of grass to
eat.

As they rode up the canyon in the pickup,
Daddy suddenly pointed to the side of the road ahead of them.

“Look, Mandy! A mama bear and her two
cubs!”

Mandy looked, and then looked and looked some
more. It was the most exciting thing she had ever seen. The bears
were running as fast as they could, trying to get away from the
pickup. The mama bear was big and round, and the baby bears were
small and even rounder.

“Oh, Daddy!” cried Mandy. “I wish I could
play with the little cubs.”

Daddy laughed.

“The mama bear wouldn’t like that idea,
Mandy, and your own mama wouldn’t care for it much either.”

The bears turned away into the trees on a
hillside and disappeared. Mandy looked after them until her eyes
almost popped out of her head, but she couldn’t see them any
more.

“I’m glad we saw the bears, Daddy,” she
said.


Chapter 3

Mandy had a big surprise the next morning
when she opened her eyes and sat up in bed. There was a round, fat
bear cub sleeping on the little rug beside her bed.

“Hi,” said Mandy.

“Hi,” said the bear, sitting up and rubbing
his eyes with his front paws.

“My name’s Mandy. What’s yours?”

“Mine’s Freddy,” said the bear.

“How did you get here?” asked Mandy.

“I came through the window. I was looking for
someone to play with.”

“Oh, good!” cried Mandy. “I’ve been looking
for someone to play with too. We can play with each other.”

“Okay,” said Freddy. “That suits me just
fine.”

“Let’s get dressed and go downstairs for
breakfast,” said Mandy. “Then we can go outside to play.”

“Okay,” said Freddy, “but I’m already
dressed.”

Mandy hurried, and when she and Freddy came
into the kitchen, Mandy said, “Mama, this is Freddy, the bear cub.
He came to play with me.”

Mama had a funny look on her face for a
minute or two, but then she said, “Hello, Freddy. It’s nice to have
you come to visit us.”

“I’ll set a place at the table for Freddy,”
said Mandy.

“Well,” said Mama, “all right.”

When Daddy finished shaving and came into the
kitchen, he said, “Are we having company for breakfast? Who’s the
extra plate for?”

“It’s for Freddy,” said Mandy. “He’s a bear
cub, and he came to play with me.”

“Oh,” said Daddy.

He looked at Mama and she looked at him.

Then Daddy said, “Welcome, Freddy.”

They all sat down, and Mama spooned out their
oatmeal.

“I’m going to drive into the cornfield after
breakfast,” said Daddy. “There might be some ears of corn ripe
enough to eat for dinner. Would you and Freddy like to come with
me, Mandy?”

In the cornfield, Mandy and Freddy helped
Daddy look for ripe ears of corn. They picked one for Mandy, one
for Freddy, one for Mama, and two for Daddy.

“Freddy wants two,” said Mandy.

“I had to finish Freddy’s oatmeal for him
this morning,” said Daddy. “I don’t think he can eat two ears of
corn.”

“Okay,” said Mandy.

Daddy worked all day long on the tractor,
mowing alfalfa for the cows to eat in the winter, and Mutt lay on
the ground near the pickup to sleep.

Mandy and Freddy ran to the granary where
Daddy kept the feed for the cows and horses in bins. Mandy showed
Freddy how to climb up on the side of the oat bin and jump in.

Mandy’s boots made a shr-r-r-u-n-n-n-ch sound
when they sank down into the oats, and little clouds of dust rose
up all around her.

When they got tired and hungry, Mandy took
off her boots and emptied the oats from inside them back into the
bin. Freddy stood in the middle of the bin and shook the oats out
of his fur.

Before they ran back to the house, Mandy
carefully latched the granary door as Daddy had taught her to
do.


Chapter 4

After lunch Mama said, “We must clean up now
and put on our good clothes. We need to take some milk and eggs to
Aunt Agatha and to buy some groceries.”

Mandy didn’t like her good clothes and her
black, patent-leather shoes, but she did like to go to town. Freddy
was quite excited about going to town too.

When they were all ready, they got into the
car. Mandy sat close to Mama to make room for Freddy on the front
seat beside them.

Aunt Agatha met them at her front door and
held it open while Mandy and then Freddy and then Mama all went
inside.

Mama and Aunt Agatha went to the kitchen to
put away the milk and eggs in the icebox. Mandy sat down in the
corner of the sofa, and Freddy sat down close beside her.

When Mama and Aunt Agatha came back, Aunt
Agatha said, “Amanda, my dear, how are you?”

And she sat right down on the sofa on top of
Freddy!

“No! No!” cried Mandy. “Aunt Agatha, you’re
sitting on Freddy!”

Aunt Agatha jumped up off the sofa just like
a big grasshopper leaping around Mama’s garden.

“Where? Who?” cried Aunt Agatha. “What are
you talking about, Amanda?”

“Mandy!” said Mama. “You must not speak to
your Aunt Agatha that way!”

Mandy stared at the toes of her
patent-leather shoes sticking out over the edge of the sofa.

“I’m sorry, Aunt Agatha.”

“That’s quite all right, Amanda, dear,” said
Aunt Agatha, “but I’d like to know who and where Freddy is.”

She peered down at the sofa where Mandy sat
as if Freddy were no bigger than a ladybug.

“This is Freddy,” said Mandy, pointing to
him. “He is my bear cub friend, and he came to live with us because
he wanted someone to play with.”

“Good gracious!” said Aunt Agatha, and she
moved to the far end of the sofa to sit down.

Aunt Agatha shook her head several times.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I just don’t know
what to think about this bear business.”

“Oh, well,” said Mama. “I think it’s all
right.”

“Why a bear?” asked Aunt Agatha. “Why not a
nice little girl instead?”

“I’m sure I don’t know,” said Mama. “Freddy
seems to be a nice bear.”

All the time they were at Aunt Agatha’s, she
kept shaking her head and saying, “I just don’t know what to think
about this bear business.”

As they were leaving, she shook her head
again and said, “Don’t you think you should put a stop to this bear
business immediately?”

Mama smiled.

“It doesn’t seem to do any harm, and it makes
Mandy happy.”

Aunt Agatha was still shaking her head when
they drove away.


Chapter 5

Next they went downtown to the store which
had a sign over the front windows saying, “W. W. Thistlethwaite,
Grocer.”

When Mama’s groceries were all loaded into
two boxes, Mr. Thistlethwaite reached inside the glassed-in candy
counter to take out a chocolate bar which he gave to Mandy.

“Thank you,” said Mandy. “Could Freddy have
one too?”

“Sure,” said Mr. Thistlethwaite, and he got
out another one.

“Mandy,” said Mama. “You must not ask Mr.
Thistlethwaite for candy bars. Share the one you have with
Freddy.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” said Mr.
Thistlethwaite, “but who is Freddy?”

“Here he is,” said Mandy, pointing to Freddy.
“He’s my bear cub friend.”

“How do you do, Freddy,” said Mr.
Thistlethwaite, “and here’s your candy bar. Mandy will hold it for
you.”

Mandy looked at Mama, and Mama looked up at
the ceiling.

“Oh, dear,” she said. “Thank you, Mr.
Thistlethwaite.”

“Yes, thank you, Mr. Thistlethwaite,” said
Mandy. “Freddy says thank you too.”

“You’re both very welcome,” said Mr.
Thistlethwaite.

When they got into the car, Mandy gave Freddy
his candy bar and began to eat her own.

When she’d finished, she found that Freddy
hadn’t taken even one tiny bite of his candy bar.

“I don’t like chocolate candy bars,” said
Freddy.

“Mama,” said Mandy, “Freddy doesn’t like
chocolate candy bars.”

“Then give it to me, Mandy,” said Mama. “You
may have it after you’ve finished your supper. And please, don’t
ever ask Mr. Thistlethwaite for a second candy bar again. Promise
me.”

Mandy promised.


Chapter 6

That night Mama tucked
Mandy into bed and kissed her, and Freddy lay down on the little
rug beside the bed to sleep. When they were all settled in, Daddy
read them the story of The Three
Bears.

When it was done and Daddy kissed Mandy,
blown out the lamp and gone downstairs, Mandy leaned over the edge
of her bed.

“Freddy, I’m worried about Aunt Agatha. What
if she gets Mama and Daddy to send you away?”

“I don’t want to go away,” said Freddy.

“Sometimes Mama and Daddy do what Aunt Agatha
tells them and sometimes they don’t. You never know,” said
Mandy.

“Maybe we could find a place for me to hide
in the bar,” said Freddy. “Then if they tell me to go away, I can
hide there, and you can come out to play with me.”

“That’s a good idea,” said Mandy, “and I know
a perfect, secret hiding place for you. I’ll show you in the
morning.”

As soon as they’d had breakfast the next
morning, Mandy and Freddy ran out to the barn and climbed into the
loft. Most of the bales of hay were gone because the cows had eaten
them all winter long. But there were still a few at the far end of
the loft just next to the granary wall.

“There’s a little square hole behind these
bales of hay,” said Mandy. “I don’t think Daddy knows about it.
Look!”

They crawled behind the bales and looked
through the hole down into the granary. The oat bin was right under
the hole.

“If you have to hide,” said Mandy, “you can
come here to the loft. If Daddy comes in the left, you can jump
down into the granary, and if he goes into the granary, you can
climb back up here. Okay?”

“This is a perfect, secret place for me to
hide,” said Freddy. “Have you ever jumped down into the oats from
here?”

“No,” said Mandy. “It might be too high for
me, but you can do it.”

She moved out of the way, and Freddy jumped.
He landed in the soft oats in the bin and looked up at Mandy.

“It’s easy,” he said.

“I guess I’ll try it,” said Mandy, and she
sat down in the hole and pushed herself off. There was a scary
feeling down in her tummy.

It was easy! The oats were soft, and her
boots said, “Shr-r-r-u-n-n-nch,” much louder than when she jumped
from the side of the oat bin.

“Let’s go back up the loft and jump again!”
cried Mandy, and she ran to the granary door.

But the door wouldn’t open, of course. It was
latched on the outside.

Mandy looked at Freddy, and Freddy looked at
Mandy.

“What shall we do?” asked Mandy.

She thought she might cry, maybe.

“We’ll climb back up the side of the oat bin
into the loft,” said Freddy.

“That’s okay for you,” said Mandy, brushing
tears from her eyes with the sleeve of her shirt, “but it’s too
high for me.”

“You’ll have to try,” said Freddy. “Get on
the side of the oat bin and reach up to the hole and pull yourself
up.”

Mandy scrambled up on the side of the bin and
stretched and stretched until she got her hands over the edge of
the hole in the loft.

“Push with your feet on the wall and pull
with your hands,” said Freddy. “You can do it.”

Freddy was right. Mandy pushed with her feet
and pulled with her hands, and in just a minute or two she tumbled
into the loose hay on the barn floor right on her face.

Freddy climbed up after her, but they did not
jump down into the oats again.

“Let’s go to the house,” said Mandy. “I want
to see Mama for a minute.”

Mama gave them cookies and milk, but they
didn’t tell her about the secret hiding place in the barn.


Chapter 7

Aunt Agatha always came to dinner on Sunday.
When Aunt Agatha saw Freddy’s place set on the dining room table,
she asked, “Is someone else coming to dinner today?”

“Just Freddy,” said Mama.

“Freddy!” cried Aunt Agatha. “Does he eat at
the table?”

“Sure,” said Daddy. “He has very good table
manners.”

Aunt Agatha shook her head.

“I just don’t like this bear business at
all,” she said.

“We’re very fond of Freddy,” said Daddy.
“Mandy has been a very good girl ever since Freddy came to stay
with us.”

“Well, maybe so,” said Aunt Agatha, “but why
a bear?”

“I don’t know,” said Daddy. “He just happened
to come along at the right time, I guess.”

When Aunt Agatha was getting in her car to go
home, she said, “I think you should put a stop to this bear
business. I’m sure it’s not a good thing.”

Mandy and Freddy watched her drive away and
then looked at each other. They weren’t worried any more because
Freddy had a perfect, secret hiding place if Mama and Daddy gave in
to Aunt Agatha and told Freddy to go away.


Chapter 8

On Monday morning Freddy and Mandy thought it
would be nice to have some ears of corn for dinner again.

They walked all the way down to the
cornfield. It was hard to tell which ears of corn were ready to
eat. They had to spread the husk apart and push the beard out of
the way to look at the little kernels of corn.

At last, after walking up and down, and back
and forth among the rows of cornstalks for a long time, they found
five ears that looked just the same as the ones Daddy had
picked.

Mandy stuffed them in the pockets of her
overalls where they stuck out and made her look like a short, round
cornstalk that could walk.

“Come on, Freddy,” she cried. “Let’s take
them to Mama.”

“Okay,” said Freddy.

Mandy turned around trying to think which way
home was, but the stalks of corn were so high that she couldn’t see
which way to go.

“Freddy! I don’t know where to go to find
Mama!”

They ran this way and that way, up the rows
of corn and back down, back and forth across the rows and even in
circles.

Mandy began to cry, and her eyes were so full
of tears that she kept running into the cornstalks because she
couldn’t see where she was going.

“Wait!” said Freddy. “Stop and think a
minute.”

Mandy stopped to think, and while she was
thinking she wiped the tears from her eyes with her shirt
sleeve.

“Look,” said Freddy, pointing with his paw
straight down between two rows of corn. “There are the mountains
where I lived before I came to play with you.”

“Oh, yes!” said Mandy.

She turned slowly around and looked the other
way.

“And there are the mountains where the sun
comes up in the morning.”

“Then the house must be that way,” said
Freddy.

“It is that way!” cried Mandy. “I can
see the top of the tall tree beside the living room
windows!”

And Freddy and Mandy went marching home to
give the ears of corn to Mama.

Mama was pleased to have the corn, and she
gave Freddy and Mandy cookies and milk. They didn’t tell her about
getting lost in the cornfield, though.


Chapter 9

Day after day, Mandy and Freddy played
together for the rest of the summer, and Mandy was a very, very
good girl. Freddy was good too, of course, but he had always been
good.

One night just after supper, Mama called
Mandy.

“Come sit with Daddy and me on the sofa,” she
said. “We have some good news for you, Mandy.”

“Can Freddy come too?” asked Mandy.

“Of course he may,” said Mama.

Mandy and Freddy climbed onto the sofa
between Mama and Daddy.

“This is Monday,” said Daddy. “Next Monday,
one week from today, you, Amanda, are going to start
kindergarten.”

“I am?” said Mandy. “What kind of garden is a
kindergarten? What grows in it?”

Mama and Daddy laughed.

“It isn’t a garden,” said Mama. “It’s a
school. You will ride on the yellow bus that goes past our gate,
and it will take you to school in town. There will be lots of other
children to play with, and the teacher will have lots of new,
exciting things for you to do.”

“Will you go with me?” asked Mandy.

“I’ll go with you the first day,” said Mama,
“but after that you must go by yourself.”

“You’re big enough to do that, Mandy,” said
Daddy, “and you’re going to like kindergarten.”

“Can Freddy go with me?” asked Mandy.

“I’m afraid not,” said Mama. “They just don’t
allow bears at school. He can stay here at home and wait for
you.”

Mandy asked 1,206 questions about
kindergarten that night and every day after that. It sounded as if
kindergarten would be fun, but she didn’t like to have to leave
Freddy at home all by himself.

During the rest of the week, Mandy and Freddy
talked a lot about kindergarten, and on Saturday night Freddy made
up his mind what he should do.

“I think,” he said, “that I should go back to
the mountains tomorrow. You are going to be too busy at school to
play with me now, and there are lots of other bear cubs in the
mountains who will play with me.”

Mandy was quite sure she liked this idea.

“If I wanted you to come back to play with me
sometimes, would you come?”

“Sure,” said Freddy. “Just whistle and I’ll
hurry right back any time.”

“Well, okay,” said Mandy. “Tomorrow I’ll walk
with you back to the mountains.”


Chapter 10

On Sunday morning Mandy and Freddy jumped
into the oat bin, climbed apple trees, played with Mandy’s wagon
and dropped rocks in the creek to make big splashes.

Then Mama called them into the house for
cookies and milk.

“You have time to play some before dinner,”
said Mama, “but I want you to come in to clean up before Aunt
Agatha gets here.”

“Okay,” said Mandy.

“Okay,” said Freddy.

When they went outside again, Freddy said, “I
guess we’d better start for the mountains. Since Aunt Agatha
doesn’t like me anyway, I don’t need to stay for dinner.”

“Okay,” said Mandy sadly. “We’d better walk
beside the creek so that we don’t get lost.”

They walked and walked, stopping to pick
wildflowers for Mama which Mandy stuck into her overall pockets
until she looked like a walking flower garden.

They walked on some more and threw a few
rocks into the creek to make splashes and picked up pretty rocks
which Mandy put into her pockets with the flowers.

They went over a hill beside the creek and
into some trees.

At last Freddy said, “I can find my way from
here alone. You’d better go back so that you can clean up before
Aunt Agatha comes for dinner.”

“Okay,” said Mandy, “but remember that you
promised to come play again any time I whistle.”

“I’ll remember,” said Freddy.

“Bye,” said Mandy.

“Bye” said Freddy.

Mandy watched Freddy walk away into the
mountains. Just before he disappeared into the trees, he turned
around to wave at her.

Then Mandy started home. Twice she almost
made up her mind to whistle because she already wanted Freddy back.
The trouble was that Mandy didn’t know how to whistle. If she
wanted Freddy to come back, she’d have to ask Daddy to whistle for
him.

When Mandy came to the top of the little hill
that looked down on her house and the barn and granary and chicken
coop, she saw something very funny going on down there.

Daddy was running in and out of the barn and
granary. Mama was trotting around looking up into the apple trees
behind the house, and Aunt Agatha came hurrying out of the chicken
coop. They all met in the front yard and then began to run off in
every direction again.

“I wonder what’s wrong with them?” Mandy
asked herself.

She began to walk as fast as she could
because she knew Mama was going to be cross that Mandy had not
cleaned up before Aunt Agatha came.

When she got closer, Mandy could hear them
all calling, “Mandy!” “Mandy, where are you?” “Amanda!”

Mandy was tired from her long walk to the
mountains, but she began to run anyway, and in a few minutes she
was in the front yard.

“Here I am!” she called, and Mama, Daddy, and
Aunt Agatha all came running.

Mandy pulled Mama’s flowers from her pockets
and held them out.

“Look what I found for you, Mama.”

“Thank you, Mandy!” cried Mama, and she went
down on her knees and hugged Mandy much too tightly.

Daddy got down beside them and hugged both
Mandy and Mama at once.

“Where were you, Mandy? We couldn’t find you
anywhere.”

“I took Freddy back to the mountains,” said
Mandy. “I’m sorry you couldn’t find me.”

Mama and Daddy sat back on their heels and
stared at Mandy.

Aunt Agatha said, “Good gracious!”

“He wanted to go,” said Mandy. “He didn’t
want to stay here with no one to play with when I’m gone to
kindergarten. There are lots of bear cubs in the mountains for him
to play with, you know.”

“I see,” said Mama.

“Daddy,” said Mandy, “will you teach me to
whistle, please? Freddy promised to come back to play if I will
just whistle, but I don’t know how.”

“Of course I will, Mandy,” said Daddy, “if
you’ll promise never to go back to the mountains again by
yourself.”

“Oh, sure,” said Mandy. “I promise.”

“Well, then,” said Aunt Agatha, “that’s the
end of the bear business, isn’t it?”
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