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. . AND FRIENDS

BRAD
Molly's five-year-old
brother—a little pest.

LINDA SUSAN
One of Molly's best friends, Molly’s other best friend,
a practical schemer. a cheerful dreamer.

MRS. GILFORD

I'he housekeeper, who

rules the roost when
Mom is at work.
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MOLLY’S
PUPPY TALE

olly McIntire and her two best

friends, Linda and Susan, were
hurrying to Molly’s house after school on
a sunny afternoon in May. They couldn’t
wait to play with Molly’s puppy, Bennett.
“You are so lucky, Molly,” sighed Susan.
“l wish I had a dog of my very own,
especially one like Bennett. He’s adorable.”
“"He’'s smart, too,” said Linda. “He’ll be

like Lassie, probably, when he grows up.”
Molly smiled. She believed Linda and
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Susan were absolutely right. Bennett was
the cutest and smartest puppy in the
world. She loved everything about him,
from his soft black nose to his always
wagging tail. He was lively and cuddly
and full of atfection. “Bennett already
knows his name,” Molly told her friends.
“This morning he ran straight to me
when I called him.”

“Gosh!” said Susan. “That is smart for
a puppy. You've only had him since your
birthday in April.”

“Most nights I put his basket right
on the bed next to me so he won't feel
lonely,” said Molly.

“Oh, that’s so sweet!” said Susan.

“Do you ever get tired of taking care of
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him?” asked Linda, who liked to ask
practical questions.

“Oh, no,” said Molly. “I'd do anything
tor Bennett. I love him. And he loves me
best of anyone in the world.”

When the girls got to Molly’s house,
they said hello to Mrs. Giltord, the
McIntires” housekeeper. She

was working in her Victory
garden, turning over the earth
to get it ready for spring R
planting. Ricky was outside, g
. Ly
too, playing tug-of-war with %77
Bennett. Ricky was holding
on to one end of an old rag, and Bennett’s
jaws were clamped onto the other end.

Bennett was tossing his head, growling,
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and wagging his tail wildly.

Molly hardly recognized the muddy,
frisky dog as her sweet, cuddly puppy. She
felt a little pinch of annoyance. Bennett was
clearly having a great time—without her.

“Bennett!” she called. “Here, boy! Come
here, Bennett!”

Bennett did not even glance her way.

Molly clapped her hands and whistled.
“Bennett! Come!” she called, a little louder
this time. “Come here now!”

Bennett ignored her.

Now Molly was more than annoyed. She
had just bragged to Linda and Susan about
how much Bennett loved her, and now
Ricky was making it look as if Bennett liked
liim better than he liked fier!
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Ricky didn’t notice the frown on Molly’s
tace. “Hey, look at this!” he said. “I taught
Bennett how to fetch a ball.” He tossed the
ball past Molly. “Go get it, boy!” he said to
Bennett.

Bennett bounded after the ball. But
before he got to it, Molly snatched him up
in her arms. “Just look at him,” she

said to Ricky crossly. “You've got- ; |

ten him all muddy.” &:"* W
"And you tired him out,” Susan )‘

accused. ‘i }

“"And he was having so much tun with
you, he didn’t pay attention when Molly
called him,” added Linda, pointing out
the exact thing Molly had hoped no one
else had noticed.

J1
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“A little mud won’t hurt him,” said
Ricky. “Bennett’s not a baby anymore. He
wants to rough-and-tumble with me. He
likes it. And it’s good for him.”

“I'll decide what’s good for him,” said
Molly sharply. “He’s my puppy.” Bennett
squirmed in her arms, trying to get down.
Molly tightened her grip, turned her back
on Ricky, and marched into the house.
Linda and Susan followed her, leaving
behind whatever else Ricky had to say.

*

That night, Molly put
Bennett’s basket right next to
her pillow. Bennett licked her

face with his rough tongue,
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then nestled down and tell asleep. Molly
tell asleep, too, with her hand on his warm
little head.

[n the middle of the night, Molly woke
up. She peeked into the basket to be sure
Bennett was sleeping peacefully.

Bennett was gone.

Molly sat up, switched on her lamp, and
put on her glasses. “Bennett?” she said
anxiously. “Bennett?” Quickly, she looked
under the beds, behind the chair, under
her dressing table, and even in the closet.
Bennett was nowhere to be found.

“Bennett!” Molly whispered. “Where
are you?”

Molly tiptoed out into the hall. Ricky’s
door was open, so she peered into his

/
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room. There was Bennett, curled up at the
foot of Ricky’s bed, his sweet, sleeping
face resting on his paws.

Molly’s heart sank. Could it be that
Bennett really was beginning to like Ricky
more than he liked her? Right then and
there, she made up her mind that she
would not share Bennett with Ricky at all
anymore. She scooped the puppy up off
Ricky’s bed, carried him back to her room,
and put him in his basket. She was careful
to close her bedroom door so that it was
shut tight.

*

The next morning, Molly came down

late to breakfast. She felt cranky and out of
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There was Bennett, curled up at the foot of Ricky's bed,

hus sweet, sleeping face resting on his pauws.
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sorts as she let Bennett out the back door.
“You're too late for pancakes,” said

Mrs. Gilford. She was at the sink, water-

ing seedlings she’d nursed along through

/* the winter for her Victory

' garden. “It’ll have to be

m’ cornflakes. Get yourselt
e m rr
~ abowl.
Ricky jumped up from

the table. “I’ll feed Bennett,” he said.
“No, you will not,” said Molly.
“What’s eating you?” asked Ricky.
“I’'m just trying to do you a tavor.”
“Well,  don’t need any favors from
you,” said Molly as she poured too
much milk on her cornflakes. “I can
take care of Bennett all by myself. You

10
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will not do anything with him anymore.
That’s tinal.”

An unhappy look crossed Ricky’s
tace. Then he shrugged. “Fine with me,
Miss Selfish,” he said. He grabbed his
schoolbooks and slammed out the door.

Molly ate her soggy corntlakes in
silence. When she went to the sink to
rinse out her bowl and fix Bennett’s
breaktast, Mrs. Giltord spoke to her.

“It you ask me, that dog 1s being
mollycoddled. He’s not a helpless little
ball of fur anymore,” she said. “Soon
he’ll reach the chewing stage, and noth-
ing will be sate. Mark my words, you’ll
have to keep your eye on him every

minute. And he’s going to need exercise

11
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and training, too. It you're smart, you'll
let your brother Ricky help you.”

“I don’t need his help!” Molly said.
“Bennett is my dog, and [ will be respon-
sible for him.”

Mrs. Giltord raised her eyebrows.
“Very well,” she said. “But remember,
you might be able to keep Bennett out
of trouble, but there’s no way you can
keep him from liking other people. You
can pen up a dog, but you can’t pen up
his atfections. It isn’t right, and anyway,
it’s impossible.”

Molly did not want to hear any more.
She put Bennett in his pen, fed him,
kissed him, and hurried off to school.

12
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> . ¢

For the next week or so, Molly had no
trouble taking care of Bennett all by her-
selt. He seemed happy to spend the day in
his pen snoozing. Molly played with him
when she came home from school, and he
usually fell asleep at her teet while she
was doing her homework in her room
after dinner.

But as time passed, taking care of
Bennett became more of a problem. One
day, Molly stayed atter school for Girl
Scouts and came home later than usual.
Bennett went crazy barking as soon as he
saw her. He scrabbled wildly with his
paws in the dirt. When Molly opened his
pen, he bolted past her! He scooted under

13
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the hedge and ran off down the block.

“Bennett!” Molly yelled as she chased
after him. “Bennett! Come back!”

But Bennett seemed to think it was
oreat fun to have Molly chasing him and
shouting at him. Molly couldn’t grab hold
of him until he stopped to scatter the
neighbors’ newspaper all over their lawn.

“Now why’d you run off like that?”
Molly asked Bennett as she carried him
home. “I guess you were tired of being in
your pen.” Molly knew the puppy had
never been left alone for such a long time
before. Ricky used to play with him on
Girl Scout days. Molly realized that from
now on, she’d have to come straight home

from school to care for Bennett.

14
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And that’s exactly what Molly did.

But even so, the next few e
e

weeks were dittficult. It Molly
took her eyes off Bennettforone o4
second, he got into mischietf. .
He tracked mud across the

kitchen floor that Mrs. Giltord 'f:

had just washed. He grabbed

:

Linda’s bag lunch and ate it in 2%
one gulp. He chewed up a letter
from Dad that Mom had not even
read yet.

Molly had to admit that Ricky

and Mrs. Giltord had been right
about one thing. Now that Bennett

S
a®

oo L\
was older, he was a lot friskier. [t was K

no longer enough just to cuddle and

1o
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baby him. Molly realized that he needed
to be more active. So she began to throw
sticks for Bennett to tetch. She played tug-
of-war with Bennett and took him for long
walks on his leash. Bennett loved his walks.
He sniffed enthusiastically at every tree,
bush, and pole and barked a friendly hello
to every person they passed.

Of course, all of this new exercise took
up most of Molly’s free time. Some days
she felt as if s/ie were the one on a leash.
But Molly was determined not to share
her dog. She was still convinced that she
could do everything for Bennett. He did

not need anyone else but her.

*
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As Molly and Bennett set forth on their
walk one day, Bennett stopped suddenly.

He barked eagerly and wagged his tail
hard.

“What is it, Bennett?” Molly asked.
Then she saw. It was Ricky.
He was in the driveway

shooting baskets. Bennett

strained at the leash, trying
to get to him.

“No, Bennett,” said Molly quickly. She
tried to drag him away tor their walk, but
he refused to go. Finally, Molly picked
him up. He squirmed in her arms, whin-
ing and wiggling, struggling to get down.

Molly decided to bring him up to her
room and play with him there. She felt a

17
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little guilty because no matter what she
did to amuse him, he kept scratching at
the door, begging to go out. He didn’t
give up until the sound of the basketball
bouncing on the driveway had stopped.

By then, Bennett had worn himself out.
Molly left him asleep in his basket when
she went to dinner. When she came back
upstairs to do her homework, she could
not believe her eyes.

“Oh, Bennett!” she gasped. It lookea
as if it had snowed in her room. Bennett
had ripped open her pillow and scattered
the feathers everywhere! He had eaten
several chapters of her arithmetic work-
book, chewed the sleeve off her best blouse,
and gnawed on the handle of her book bag.

18
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her precious princess paper dolls.

'H‘

“Bennett, you are a very bad dog
scolded Molly. Bennett just looked up at
her with his big sott eyes. Molly grimly
set to work cleaning up the mess.

*

19
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Atter school a few days later, Linda
asked, “Want to come over
to my house and jump rope
with Susan and me?”

Molly hesitated. She knew

Bennett was waiting tor her.

But it was such a beautitul spring day!
And it had been so long since she had
had an afternoon off from dog duty.
Surely Bennett couldn’t do any harm
while he was sately in his pen.

“Well, I guess it would be O.K. tfor just
a little while,” she said at last.

Jumping rope was fun, and Molly
stayed longer than she’d meant to. When
she got home, Bennett met her at the end

of the driveway, grinning a slobbery

20
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doggy grin and looking very pleased
with himselt.

“How did you get out of your pen?”
Molly asked him. She sighed with exas-
peration when she saw that Bennett had
dug an enormous hole and had made
himself an escape tunnel out of his pen.

“Bad dog!” Molly said sternly. “You
shouldn’t have dug like that!”

Bennett didn’t look the least bit sorry.
He barked happily and scampered oft
to play.

While Molly was kicking the dirt back
into the hole Bennett had dug, she hap-
pened to look over at Mrs. Giltord’s Victory
garden. Her jaw dropped. She walked

toward the garden, staring in dismay.

2]
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The seedlings Mrs. Giltord had tended
so long and transplanted so lovingly had

been yanked out of the ground. Bulbs were
dug up and gnawed. The seed-packet
labels that used to stand so proudly at the
end of every row were torn and scattered.
Even the rocks Mrs. Giltord had lined

up around the edges of the garden haad
been knocked every which way. All of
Mrs. Gilford’s careful work was ruined. It
had been torn apart by the paws and jaws
of Bennett.

Molly knelt, defeated and miserable, in
the dirt at the edge of what used to be the
Victory garden.

“Looks pretty bad,” said Ricky. He was
standing behind her.

22
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Molly knelt, defeated and miserable, i the dirt
at the edge of what used to be the Victory garden.

23
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“Yeah,” said Molly.

“Mrs. Giltord’s going to be mad,” said
Ricky.

“Yeah,” said Molly again.

“You know,” Ricky went on, “today is
Friday. Mrs. Gilford won’t be back until
Monday morning. We could clean up this
mess and get a good start at replanting
everything by Monday if we worked at it
this weekend.”

“You'd help me?” Molly asked. She
couldn’t believe her ears.

“Yeah, well, you'd have to pay me back
somehow,” said Ricky:.

“How?"” asked Molly. She was suspi-
cious, but she was desperate, too.

“Bennett,” said Ricky quickly. “Let me

24
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play with him and teach him stuff and
help take care of him.”

Molly didn’t answer. Just then, Bennett
ran to her with something in his mouth.
He stood in front of her wagging his tail
so hard, his whole rear end was moving.
He nudged her with his head and wrig-
gled with joy when she hugged him. O#,
Bennett, Molly thought, I love you so much.
Molly knew Bennett loved her, too. But
she realized that sharing Bennett with
Ricky was the right thing for the puppy—
and for her.

“0O.K.,” she said to Ricky. “It’s a deal.”

“Good,” said Ricky. He sat next to
Molly and said to Bennett, “Here, boy!”

Bennett jumped up on Ricky, smearing

2D
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dirt all over his shirt. Then he jumped on
Molly and dropped what he had in his
mouth so that he could lick her tface.
Molly looked down at her lap and saw
one of Mrs. Gilford’s gardening gloves.
Bennett had chewed off all the fingers.
Molly grinned. She held the glove up to

26
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show Ricky and said, “You can start
sharing Bennett right now. I think he’s
been mollycoddled long enough!”

2/
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alerie Tripp and her tamily named
Vtheir dog Sunday because that’s the
day they first met him. Just like Bennett,
Sunday is lively, friendly, and lovable. He
also likes to chew things, just as Bennett
did. So tar, Sunday has chewed up five
welcome mats!

Valerie Tripp has written forty-seven books in

The American Girls Collection, including eleven
about Molly.
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LOOKING
BACK
1944

A PEEK INTO
THE PAST



DOGS
IN
1944

During World War Two, dogs played
an important role in the war etfort—both
at home and overseas. On the home front,
dogs were loving, lively companions who
kept their owners’ spirits up. Girls and
boys who were responsible for caring for
a pet—especially a mischievous puppy
like Bennett—had less time to worry about

the war.

Even children
without pets found
~ comfort in America’s

5, =
_______
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gl favorite furry movie
star, Lassie. In the
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1943 movie Lassie Come Home, the collie
is separated from the people she loves

and will stop at nothing to find her way
back to them. Many children

during World War Two knew % oA & ; ¢
just how Lassie felt. They, too, % { o
were separated from family @ = BT
members—those fighting
the war overseas.
Perhaps Lassie

gave children

hope that their ~ [EESCTMASNETU ™o
loved ones would ' S S0 »
soon find their

way home.

Soldiers and sailors missed
their dogs back home.



Some dogs did more than cheer up
people on the home front. Between 1942
and 1945, the United States military
trained thousands of dogs to work along-
side soldiers in the heat of battle. Some
worked as guard dogs, others as mes- ‘fz
sengers, and still others as rescue dogs
that brought help to wounded soldiers.

Most of the dogs in the military

were family pets volunteered by their

owners. People with smart, obedient
dogs were proud to sign them up

- : s 90
for service because 1t was o il
another way to help the war
effort. But not all dogs
could become soldiers.

Dogs had to weigh at %6

32 o




' Jeast fitty pounds,

be at least twenty

inCheS tallf and be N -‘_f_"_Hm.mh"‘dmﬂkmnaforn;lmu?fl;f;::ﬂ
ivi = P SXEARS A"ﬁu
between the ages - i N

your attitude toward strangers?
————Have you '

of one and five.
Small dogs like
Bennett weren'’t
accepted because
it was thought
that the enemy

Dogs “signed” their application
f L (
wouldn’t fear them! forms with paw prints.

German shepherds, on the other
hand, were natural soldiers. Because
of their keen senses, intelligence, and
steady nerves, they were the most
popular breed in the military. Many

other large dogs—trom Dobermans to

s
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Dalmatians—joined the service, too.
All dogs that entered the service had

to go through basic training. Handlers

taught the dogs simple commands like

rr if

“heel,” “sit,” “down,” “stay,” and “come.”
After basic training, dogs learned more
advanced skills, like crawling low to the
ground or through barbed wire, climbing

up ramps, and jumping over obstacles.

Crawling was usually the first war skill that dogs learned.




The hardest

lesson for

most dogs,
though, was
learning not to

fear guntfire.

To train dogs,
handlers rewarded
them with praise
and a pat on the
head for what

was done right—not punishment for

Some dogs even learned to parachute!

what was done wrong. And because
dogs learn best from each other, handlers
enlisted the help of more experienced

dogs when training the new “recruits.”

oo
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Many dogs

were trained to

=% work as sentry, or
% . guard, dogs.

Y | Because of their
:sl

u\\ shaIp senses, dogs

.l"

W e =0 -~ were able to warn
Sentry dogs helped the Coast Guard thelr handlers if
protect beaches on the home front.

the enemy was
nearby. Sentry dogs were especially help-
ful at night, when most attacks happened.
[f a sentry dog smelled or heard a stranger
approaching, the dog would bark or
growl to alert its handler. Other dogs
called scouts learned to warn their han-
dlers silently so that the enemy wouldn't

hear the barking and be able to escape.

36



Dogs trained as messengers carried
important information back and forth
between two handlers. Maps and letters
were placed in metal tubes that were
attached to the dogs’ collars. If a troop of
soldiers was cut oft from its command
post, the soldiers could send a messenger
dog to get help or information about

where the enemy was.

A nessengyger tf{‘!g receroes
his mission.




Messenger dogs swam rivers, climbed
walls, and crawled through barbed wire—
anything to complete their missions. Dogs

made good messengers

No wall was too high
for this dog to climb!

because they could

run much faster

than men and
were lower to the
ground, so they
were less likely
to be seen or
shot. Still, many
messenger dogs
were wounded
while on the
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[Labrador retriever, was shot in the back
and shoulder while running through
enemy territory. He didn’t stop running
until he had delivered his message. Then,
safely back with his handler, Dick died
from his wounds.

Human soldiers who
were wounded on the
battlefield were sometimes

helped by another group of
military dogs called rescuers. \
Rescue dogs were trained Y
to find wounded soldiers

and keep them awake—and

until nurses could
reach them. And pack dogs,
which were usually larger

- o -~ . w.-
Rescue dogs wore the i ST

Red Cross symbol.

alive



Rescue dogs—uwith first-aid kits strapped to their backs—
& :
practice leaping over obstacles to get to wounded soldiers.

breeds like Great Danes and Saint
Bernards, carried medical supplies,
food, and water to soldiers in need.
When the war ended, dogs in the
military were considered true heroes.
These tour-footed soldiers had saved
many lives and even may have helped

to shorten the war. But now it was time to

40
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return to their families at home. Military
dogs were trained to go back to civilian
life, and by 1947, every volunteer dog
had been returned to its owner. Imagine
how children felt when they were

reunited with their pets after so many

years!
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MAKE DOG 1REATS

Your dog will woof for these waffles!

When dogs in the military per-
tormed a task well, they were rewarded
with a simple word of praise or a pat on
the head. On the home front, though,
Molly might have spoiled Bennett with a
treat like these wattle-shaped dog biscuits.
Even Mrs. Giltord would have approved
of this recipe—the biscuits are made
without rationed items like meat, sugar,
or butter! Try making them for your
favorite pooch.



YOU WILL NEED:
@ An adult to help you

Ingredients
I teaspoon shortening
4 cups whole wheat flour
/2 cup cornmeal
Iegg
2 tablespoons
vegetable oil

17+ cups water

Equipment
Cookie sheet

Large mixing bowl
Rolling pin

Butter knife
Waffle iron

Plastic storage bags



1. Preheat oven to 325 degrees. Grease
the cookie sheet with the shortening.

2. Measure remaining ingredients into a
large bowl. Use your hands to mix the
dough thoroughly.



3. Use the rolling pin to roll out dough
until it is 4 inch thick. Use the knife
to cut squares of dough to fit your
wattle iron.

4. Press the dough scraps into a ball
and repeat step 3 until all dough has
been used.



5. Place each square
of dough on a
cold (unplugged)
walffle iron and
press.

o 6. Place “waftles”

- ——— T T _— z oy = i

%

;- [,
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il

e on a cookie
sheet. Have an
adult help you
bake them for

45 minutes.




7. Let wattles cool. Break them into

quarters.

8. Store waftles in plastic storage bags to
keep them fresh.
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MoLLy’s PuPPY
TALE

In Molly’s Puppy Tale, Molly tries to
care for her new puppy, Bennett,
without any help from anyone—
especially her big brother, Ricky.
But caring for a puppy is a lot

of hard work, and Molly soon

wonders whether she can do it all
by herself.
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MOLLY'S FAMILY

DAD MOM
Molly'’s father, a doctor Molly’s mother, who
who is somewhere in holds the family together

England, taking care of
wounded soldiers.

while Dad 1s away.

A ten-year-old who
1S growing up on
the home front
m America during

World War Tuwo.

JILL RICKY
Molly’s fourteen-year-old Molly’s twelve-year-old
sister, who 1s always tryimng brother—a big pest.

to act grown-up.



