
 



CHRISTMAS REVIVED. 

 
IT was six o'clock in the morning of last Thursday (Christmas morning), when 
Nathan Stoddard, a young saddler, strode through the vacant streets of one of 
our New England towns, hastening to begin his work. The town is an old-
fashioned one, and although the observance of the ancient church festival is 
no longer frowned upon, as in years past, yet it has been little regarded, 
especially in the church of which Nathan is a member. As the saddler 
mounted the steps of his shop, he felt the blood so rush along his limbs, and 
tingle in his fingers, that he could not forbear standing without the door for a 
moment, as if to enjoy the triumph of the warmth within him over the cold 
morning air. The little stone church which Nathan attends stands in the same 
square with his shop, and nearly opposite. It was closed, as usual on 
Christmas day, and a recent snow had heaped the steps and roof, and loaded 
the windows. Nathan thought that it looked uncommonly beautiful in the 
softening twilight of the morning.  
While Nathan stood musing, with his eyes fixed upon the church, he became 
suddenly conscious that another figure had entered the square upon the 
opposite side, and was walking hastily along. He turned his eyes upon it, and 
was greatly surprised by its appearance. He saw a tall old man, although a 
good deal stooping, with long, straight, and very white hair falling over his 
shoulders, which was the more conspicuous from the black velvet cap, as it 
appeared, that he wore, and the close-fitting suit of pure black in which he 
was dressed, and which seemed to Nathan almost to glisten and flash as the 
old man tripped along. He had hardly begun to speculate as to who the 
stranger could be, when he beheld him turn in between the posts by the path 
that leads to the church, tread lightly over the snow, and up the steps, and 
knock hastily and vigorously at the church-door. But half recovered from his 
wonder, he was just raising his voice to utter a remonstrance, when, to his 
sevenfold amazement, the door was opened to the knock, and the old man 
disappeared within.  
It was not without a creeping feeling of awe, mingled with his astonishment, 
that Nathan gazed upon the door through which this silent figure had 
vanished. But he was not easily to be daunted. He did not care to follow the 
steps of the stranger into the church; but he remembered a shed so placed 
against the building, near the farther end, that he had often, when a child, at 
some peril indeed, climbed upon its top, and looked into the church through a 
little window at one side of the pulpit. For this he started; but he did not fail to 
run across the square and leap over the church-gate at the top of his speed, 
in order to gather warmth and courage for the attempt.  
When Nathan Stoddard climbed upon the old shed and pressed his face 
against the glass of the little church-window, he had at first only a confused 
impression of many lamps and many figures in all parts of the church. But as 
his vision grew more clear, he beheld a sight which could not amaze him less 
than the apparition that startled Tam o' Shanter as he glared through the 
darkness into the old Kirk of Alloway. The great chandelier of the church was 
partly lighted, and there were, besides, many candles and lanterns burning in 
different parts of the room, and casting their light upon a large party of young 



men and women, who were dressed in breeches and ruffled shirts, and 
hooped petticoats and towering head-dresses, such as he had only seen in 
old pictures. They were mounted upon benches and ladders, and boards laid 
along the tops of the pews, and were apparently just completing the 
decoration of the church, which was already dressed with green, with little 
trees in the corners, and with green letters upon the walls, and great wreaths 
about the pillars. The whole party appeared full of life and cheerfulness, while 
the old man whom Nathan had seen enter stood near the door, looking quietly 
on, with a little girl holding his hand.  
It was not until Nathan Stoddard had looked for some little time upon this 
spectacle that he began to feel that he was witness of any thing more than 
natural. The whole party had so home-like an air, and appeared so engaged 
with their pleasant occupation, that, notwithstanding their quaint dress, 
Nathan only thought how much he should like to share their company. But the 
more he studied their faces, the more he was filled, for all their appearance of 
youth and their simple manners, with a strange sort of veneration. The sweet 
and cheerful faces of the young women seemed to grow awfully calm and 
beautiful as they brought their task to a close, and their foreheads, with the 
hair brought back in the old-fashioned way, to become more and more serene 
and high. There was a strange beauty, too, about the old man's face. He 
appeared to Nathan as if he felt that the group before him only waited his 
command to fade away in the morning light that struggled among the candles, 
but he could not bear to give the word; and so they kept playing with the 
festoons, and stepping about the pews to please him. Nathan felt a cold thrill, 
partly from pleasure, and partly from awe, running up his back, and a strong 
pain across his forehead, seldom known to one of his temperament. Again 
and again he drew his hand across his brows, until he felt that he was near 
swooning, and like to fall; and he clung desperately to his hold. When the fit 
was over, he dared venture no more, but hastened to the ground.  
It was no fear of ridicule or of incredulity that led Nathan Stoddard to keep 
secret what he had witnessed. But it was like some deep and holy experience 
that would lose its charm if it were spoken of to another. So he went back to 
his shop, and sat looking upon the church, and watching, almost with dread, 
the doves that lighted upon its roof, and fluttered about, and beat their wings 
against its windows.  
The minister of Nathan's parish was a young man by the name of Dudley; and 
it so happened that he had driven out, before light, on the morning we have 
spoken of, to visit a sick man at some distance. In returning home, he had to 
pass along the rather unfrequented street which runs in the rear of his church, 
and close to it. As he was driving rapidly along, his ear caught what seemed 
the peal of an organ. He stopped his horse to listen, and a moment convinced 
him that the sound both of the instrument and of singing voices came from his 
own church; and it was music of a depth and beauty such as he had never 
before heard within it. Filled with astonishment, he put his horse upon its 
fastest trot, and drove round into the square, to the shop of Nathan Stoddard.  
"There is music to-day in our church, Nathan!" he cried to the young saddler. 
"What can it mean?" But Nathan answered not a word. He caught the horse 
by the head, and fastened him to a post before the door. Then stepping to the 
side of the sleigh, he said to Mr. Dudley, "Come with me, Sir." Mr. Dudley 



looked upon the pale face and trembling lips of his parishioner, and followed 
in silence.  
Nathan sprang upon the shed at the side of the church, and scrambled up to 
the little window. Mr. Dudley followed, and, with Nathan's help, gained the 
same precarious foothold. "Look in, Sir," said Nathan, not venturing a glance 
himself. Mr. Dudley looked, and had not Nathan's arm been about his body he 
would have lost his hold, in sheer amazement. The building was crowded, as 
he had never known it before; and crowded with people whom his eye, versed 
in the dress and manners of our forefathers, recognized as the church-goers 
of a century and a half ago. The singers' gallery was filled by a choir of girls 
and boys, while his own place in the pulpit was occupied by a white-haired 
figure, whom he recognized as the original of a portrait which he had 
purchased and hung in his parlor at home for its singular beauty. It was said 
to be a portrait of a minister in the town, who lived in the last century, and is 
still remembered for his virtues. The sight of this old man's face completely 
stilled the agitation of the young minister. He was leaning over the great Bible, 
with his hands folded upon it, and his eyes seemingly filled with tears of 
pleasure and gratitude, and bent upon the choir. Mr. Dudley listened intently, 
and could catch what seemed the words of some old Christmas carol:  

"Thou mak'st my cup of joy run o'er."  

And he was so rapt with the sights and the sounds within, that it needed all 
Nathan's endeavors to uphold him.  
By this time the sound of a gathering crowd below, which he had not heeded 
at first, was forced more and more upon his notice; and the anxious voice of 
his oldest deacon calling, "Mr. Dudley! Mr. Dudley!" rose high and loud; while 
a great thundering at the front door of the church announced that the people 
below had also caught the sound of the music, and were clamorous for 
admission. Mr. Dudley hastened round to prevent their causing any 
disturbance to the congregation within; but he came only in time to see the 
door burst open, and to be borne in with the crowd. All gazed about in 
wonder. The congregation, indeed, were gone, and the preacher, and the 
choir; and the room was cold. But there was a great green cross over the 
pulpit, and words along the walls, and festoons upon the galleries, and great 
wreaths, like vast green serpents, coiled about the cold pillars. The church of 
the Orthodox parish of  had been fairly dressed for Christmas by spirit 
hands.  
When Mr. Dudley reached his home, after the wonder had in part spent itself, 
he found that an enormous Christmas pie had been left at his door by a white-
haired old man dressed in black, about six in the morning, just after he had 
gone to visit his sick parishioner. The girl who received it reported the old man 
as saying, in a tremulous, but very kind voice, "Give your master the 
Christmas blessing of an old Puritan minister." How the meaning of this 
message would have been known to Mr. Dudley, had not the events we have 
told disclosed it, who can say?  
Need I add, that my friend, Mr. Dudley, from whose lips I have taken down the 
above narrative, has directed the decorations to remain in his church during 
the coming month, and that he avows the intention of observing the Christmas 
of the following year with public services, unless, indeed, he should be 



anticipated by his ancient predecessor. It may not be impertinent to observe, 
that I am invited to dine and spend the day with the Dudleys on that occasion, 
and I shall not fail to make an accurate report of whatever glimpse I may 
obtain into the mysterious ceremonies of a Puritan Christmas.  



CHRISTMAS AT FEZZIWIG'S WAREHOUSE  

CHARLES DICKENS  

"Yo Ho! my boys," said Fezziwig. "No more work to-night! Christmas Eve, 
Dick!  Christmas, Ebenezer! Let's have the shutters up!" cried old 
Fezziwig with a sharp clap of his hands, "before a man can say Jack 
Robinson. . . ."  

"Hilli-ho!" cried old Fezziwig, skipping down from the high desk with 
wonderful agility. "Clear away, my lads, and let's have lots of room 
here! Hilli-ho, Dick! Cheer-up, Ebenezer!"  

Clear away! There was nothing they wouldn't have cleared away, or 
couldn't have cleared away with old Fezziwig looking on. It was done in 
a minute. Every movable was packed off, as if it were dismissed from 
public life forevermore; the floor was swept and watered, the lamps 
were trimmed, fuel was heaped upon the fire; and the warehouse was as 
snug, and warm, and dry, and bright a ballroom as you would desire to 
see on a winter's night.  

In came a fiddler with a music book, and went up to the lofty desk and 
made an orchestra of it and tuned like fifty stomach-aches. In came 
Mrs. Fezziwig, one vast substantial smile. In came the three Misses 
Fezziwig, beaming and lovable. In came the six followers whose hearts 
they broke. In came all the young men and women employed in the 
business. In came the housemaid with her cousin the baker. In came the 
cook with her brother's particular friend the milkman. In came the boy 
from over the way, who was suspected of not having board enough from 
his master, trying to hide himself behind the girl from next door but 
one who was proved to have had her ears pulled by her mistress; in they 
all came, anyhow and everyhow. Away they all went, twenty couple at 
once; hands half round and back again the other way; down the middle 
and up again; round and round in various stages of affectionate 
grouping, old top couple always turning up in the wrong place; new top 
couple starting off again, as soon as they got there; all top couples 
at last, and not a bottom one to help them.  

When this result was brought about the fiddler struck up "Sir Roger de 
Coverley." Then old Fezziwig stood out to dance with Mrs. Fezziwig. Top 
couple, too, with a good stiff piece of work cut out for them; three or 
four and twenty pairs of partners; people who were not to be trifled 
with; people who would dance and had no notion of walking.  

But if they had been thrice as many--oh, four times as many--old 
Fezziwig would have been a match for them, and so would Mrs. Fezziwig. 
As to her, she was worthy to be his partner in every sense of the term. 
If that's not high praise, tell me higher and I'll use it. A positive 
light appeared to issue from Fezziwig's calves. They shone in every 



part of the dance like moons. You couldn't have predicted at any given 
time what would become of them next. And when old Fezziwig and Mrs. 
Fezziwig had gone all through the dance, advance and retire; both hands 
to your partner, bow and courtesy, corkscrew, thread the needle, and 
back again to your place; Fezziwig "cut"--cut so deftly that he 
appeared to wink with his legs, and came upon his feet again with a 
stagger.  

When the clock struck eleven the domestic ball broke up. Mr. and Mrs. 
Fezziwig took their stations, one on either side of the door, and 
shaking hands with every person individually, as he or she went out, 
wished him or her a Merry Christmas! 



THE FIR-TREE  
HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN  

Out in the woods stood a nice little Fir-tree. The place he had was a 
very good one; the sun shone on him; as to fresh air, there was enough 
of that, and round him grew many large-sized comrades, pines as well as 
firs. But the little Fir wanted so very much to be a grown-up tree.  

He did not think of the warm sun and of the fresh air; he did not care 
for the little cottage children that ran about and prattled when they 
were in the woods looking for wild strawberries. The children often 
came with a whole pitcher full of berries, or a long row of them 
threaded on a straw, and sat down near the young tree and said, "Oh, 
how pretty he is! what a nice little fir!" But this was what the Tree 
could not bear to hear.  

At the end of a year he had shot up a good deal, and after another year 
he was another long bit taller; for with fir-trees one can always tell 
by the shoots how many years old they are.  

"Oh, were I but such a high tree as the others are!" sighed he. "Then I 
should be able to spread out my branches, and with the tops to look 
into the wide world! Then would the birds build nests among my 
branches; and when there was a breeze, I could bend with as much 
stateliness as the others!"  

Neither the sunbeams, nor the birds, nor the red clouds, which morning 
and evening sailed above them, gave the little Tree any pleasure.  

In winter, when the snow lay glittering on the ground, a hare would 
often come leaping along, and jump right over the little Tree. Oh, that 
made him so angry! But two winters were past, and in the third the tree 
was so large that the hare was obliged to go round it. "To grow and 
grow, to get older and be tall," thought the Tree--"that, after all, is 
the most delightful thing in the world!"  

In autumn the wood-cutters always came and felled some of the largest 
trees. This happened every year; and the young Fir-tree, that had now 
grown to a very comely size, trembled at the sight; for the magnificent 
great trees fell to the earth with noise and cracking, the branches 
were lopped off, and the trees looked long and bare; they were hardly 
to be recognized; and then they were laid in carts, and the horses 
dragged them out of the woods.  

Where did they go to? What became of them?  

In spring, when the Swallows and the Storks came, the Tree asked them, 
"Don't you know where they have been taken? Have you not met them 
anywhere?" 



 
The Swallows did not know anything about it; but the Stork looked 
musing, nodded his head, and said: "Yes, I think I know; I met many 
ships as I was flying hither from Egypt; on the ships were magnificent 
masts, and I venture to assert that it was they that smelt so of fir. I 
may congratulate you, for they lifted themselves on high most 
majestically!"  

"Oh, were I but old enough to fly across the sea! But how does the sea 
look in reality? What is it like?"  

"That would take a long time to explain," said the Stork, and with 
these words off he went.  

"Rejoice in thy growth!" said the Sunbeams, "rejoice in thy vigorous 
growth, and in the fresh life that moveth within thee!"  

And the Wind kissed the Tree, and the Dew wept tears over him; but the 
Fir understood it not.  

When Christmas came, quite young trees were cut down; trees which often 
were not even as large or of the same age as this Fir-tree, who could 
never rest, but always wanted to be off. These young trees, and they 
were always the finest looking, retained their branches; they were laid 
on carts, and the horses drew them out of the woods.  

"Where are they going to?" asked the Fir. "They are not taller than I; 
there was one indeed that was considerably shorter; and why do they 
retain all their branches? Whither are they taken?"  

"We know! we know!" chirped the Sparrows. "We have peeped in at the 
windows in the town below! We know whither they are taken! The greatest 
splendour and the greatest magnificence one can imagine await them. We 
peeped through the windows, and saw them planted in the middle of the 
warm room, and ornamented with the most splendid things--with gilded 
apples, with gingerbread, with toys, and many hundred lights!"  

"And then?" asked the Fir-tree, trembling in every bough. "And then? 
What happens then?"  

"We did not see anything more: it was incomparably beautiful."  

"I would fain know if I am destined for so glorious a career," cried 
the Tree, rejoicing. "That is still better than to cross the sea! What 
a longing do I suffer! Were Christmas but come! I am now tall, and my 
branches spread like the others that were carried off last year! Oh, 
were I but already on the cart. Were I in the warm room with all the 
splendour and magnificence! Yes; then something better, something still 
grander, will surely follow, or wherefore should they thus ornament me? 
Something better, something still grander, MUST follow--but what? Oh, 



how I long, how I suffer! I do not know myself what is the matter with 
me!"  

"Rejoice in our presence!" said the Air and the Sunlight; "rejoice in 
thy own fresh youth!"  

But the Tree did not rejoice at all; he grew and grew, and was green 
both winter and summer. People that saw him said, "What a fine tree!" 
and toward Christmas he was one of the first that was cut down. The axe 
struck deep into the very pith; the tree fell to the earth with a sigh: 
he felt a pang--it was like a swoon; he could not think of happiness, 
for he was sorrowful at being separated from his home, from the place 
where he had sprung up. He knew well that he should never see his dear 
old comrades, the little bushes and flowers around him, any more; 
perhaps not even the birds! The departure was not at all agreeable.  

The Tree only came to himself when he was unloaded in a courtyard with 
the other trees, and heard a man say, "That one is splendid! we don't 
want the others." Then two servants came in rich livery and carried the 
Fir-tree into a large and splendid drawing-room. Portraits were hanging 
on the walls, and near the white porcelain stove stood two large 
Chinese vases with lions on the covers. There, too, were large easy 
chairs, silken sofas, large tables full of picture-books, and full of 
toys worth hundreds and hundreds of crowns--at least the children said 
so. And the Fir-tree was stuck upright in a cask that was filled with 
sand: but no one could see that it was a cask, for green cloth was hung 
all around it, and it stood on a large gayly coloured carpet. Oh, how 
the Tree quivered! What was to happen? The servants, as well as the 
young ladies, decorated it. On one branch there hung little nets cut 
out of coloured paper, and each net was filled with sugar-plums; and 
among the other boughs gilded apples and walnuts were suspended, 
looking as though they had grown there, and little blue and white 
tapers were placed among the leaves. Dolls that looked for all the 
world like men--the Tree had never beheld such before--were seen among 
the foliage, and at the very top a large star of gold tinsel was fixed. 
It was really splendid--beyond description splendid.  

"This evening!" said they all; "how it will shine this evening!"  

"Oh," thought the Tree, "if the evening were but come! If the tapers 
were but lighted! And then I wonder what will happen! Perhaps the other 
trees from the forest will come to look at me! Perhaps the sparrows 
will beat against the window-panes! I wonder if I shall take root here, 
and winter and summer stand covered with ornaments!"  

He knew very much about the matter! but he was so impatient that for 
sheer longing he got a pain in his back, and this with trees is the 
same thing as a headache with us.  

The candles were now lighted. What brightness! What splendour! The Tree 



trembled so in every bough that one of the tapers set fire to the 
foliage. It blazed up splendidly.  

"Help! Help!" cried the young ladies, and they quickly put out the fire.  

Now the Tree did not even dare tremble. What a state he was in! He was 
so uneasy lest he should lose something of his splendour, that he was 
quite bewildered amidst the glare and brightness; when suddenly both 
folding-doors opened, and a troop of children rushed in as if they 
would upset the Tree. The older persons followed quietly; the little 
ones stood quite still. But it was only for a moment; then they shouted 
so that the whole place reechoed with their rejoicing; they danced 
round the tree, and one present after the other was pulled off.  

"What are they about?" thought the Tree. "What is to happen now?" And 
the lights burned down to the very branches, and as they burned down 
they were put out, one after the other, and then the children had 
permission to plunder the tree. So they fell upon it with such violence 
that all its branches cracked; if it had not been fixed firmly in the 
cask, it would certainly have tumbled down.  

The children danced about with their beautiful playthings: no one 
looked at the Tree except the old nurse, who peeped between the 
branches; but it was only to see if there was a fig or an apple left 
that had been forgotten.  

"A story! a story!" cried the children, drawing a little fat man toward 
the tree. He seated himself under it, and said: "Now we are in the 
shade, and the Tree can listen, too. But I shall tell only one story. 
Now which will you have: that about Ivedy-Avedy, or about Klumpy-Dumpy 
who tumbled downstairs, and yet after all came to the throne and 
married the princess?"  

"Ivedy-Avedy!" cried some; "Klumpy-Dumpy" cried the others. There was 
such a bawling and screaming--the Fir-tree alone was silent, and he 
thought to himself, "Am I not to bawl with the rest?--am I to do 
nothing whatever?" for he was one of the company, and had done what he 
had to do.  

And the man told about Klumpy-Dumpy that tumbled down, who 
notwithstanding came to the throne, and at last married the princess. 
And the children clapped their hands, and cried out, "Oh, go on! Do go 
on!" They wanted to hear about Ivedy-Avedy, too, but the little man 
only told them about Klumpy-Dumpy. The Fir-tree stood quite still and 
absorbed in thought; the birds in the woods had never related the like 
of this. "Klumpy-Dumpy fell downstairs, and yet he married the 
princess! Yes! Yes! that's the way of the world!" thought the Fir-tree, 
and believed it all, because the man who told the story was so 
good-looking. "Well, well! who knows, perhaps I may fall downstairs, 
too, and get a princess as wife!" And he looked forward with joy to the 



morrow, when he hoped to be decked out again with lights, playthings, 
fruits, and tinsel.  

"I won't tremble to-morrow," thought the Fir-tree. "I will enjoy to the 
full all my splendour. To-morrow I shall hear again the story of 
Klumpy-Dumpy, and perhaps that of Ivedy-Avedy, too." And the whole 
night the Tree stood still and in deep thought.  

In the morning the servant and the housemaid came in.  

"Now, then, the splendour will begin again," thought the Fir. But they 
dragged him out of the room, and up the stairs into the loft; and here 
in a dark corner, where no daylight could enter, they left him. "What's 
the meaning of this?" thought the Tree. "What am I to do here? What 
shall I hear now, I wonder?"  And he leaned against the wall, lost in 
reverie. Time enough had he, too, for his reflections; for days and 
nights passed on, and nobody came up; and when at last somebody did 
come, it was only to put some great trunks in a corner out of the way. 
There stood the Tree quite hidden; it seemed as if he had been entirely 
forgotten.  

"'Tis now winter out of doors!" thought the Tree. "The earth is hard 
and covered with snow; men cannot plant me now, and therefore I have 
been put up here under shelter till the springtime comes! How 
thoughtful that is! How kind man is, after all! If it only were not so 
dark here, and so terribly lonely! Not even a hare. And out in the 
woods it was so pleasant, when the snow was on the ground, and the hare 
leaped by; yes--even when he jumped over me; but I did not like it 
then. It is really terribly lonely here!"  

"Squeak! squeak!" said a little Mouse at the same moment, peeping out 
of his hole. And then another little one came. They sniffed about the 
Fir-tree, and rustled among the branches.  

"It is dreadfully cold," said the Mouse. "But for that, it would be 
delightful here, old Fir, wouldn't it?"  

"I am by no means old," said the Fir-tree. "There's many a one 
considerably older than I am."  

"Where do you come from," asked the Mice; "and what can you do?" They 
were so extremely curious. "Tell us about the most beautiful spot on 
the earth. Have you never been there? Were you never in the larder, 
where cheeses lie on the shelves, and hams hang from above; where one 
dances about on tallow-candles; that place where one enters lean, and 
comes out again fat and portly?"  

"I know no such place," said the Tree, "but I know the woods, where the 
sun shines, and where the little birds sing." And then he told all 
about his youth; and the little Mice had never heard the like before; 



and they listened and said:  

"Well, to be sure! How much you have seen! How happy you must have 
been!"  

"I?" said the Fir-tree, thinking over what he had himself related. 
"Yes, in reality those were happy times." And then he told about 
Christmas Eve, when he was decked out with cakes and candles.  

"Oh," said the little Mice, "how fortunate you have been, old Fir-tree!"  

"I am by no means old," said he. "I came from the woods this winter; I 
am in my prime, and am only rather short for my age."  

"What delightful stories you know!" said the Mice: and the next night 
they came with four other little Mice, who were to hear what the tree 
recounted; and the more he related, the more plainly he remembered all 
himself; and it appeared as if those times had really been happy times. 
"But they may still come--they may still come. Klumpy-Dumpy fell 
downstairs and yet he got a princess," and he thought at the moment of 
a nice little Birch-tree growing out in the woods; to the Fir, that 
would be a real charming princess.  

"Who is Klumpy-Dumpy?" asked the Mice. So then the Fir-tree told the 
whole fairy tale, for he could remember every single word of it; and 
the little Mice jumped for joy up to the very top of the Tree. Next 
night two more Mice came, and on Sunday two Rats, even; but they said 
the stories were not interesting, which vexed the little Mice; and 
they, too, now began to think them not so very amusing either.  

"Do you know only one story?" asked the Rats.  

"Only that one," answered the Tree. "I heard it on my happiest evening; 
but I did not then know how happy I was."  

"It is a very stupid story. Don't you know one about bacon and tallow 
candles? Can't you tell any larder stories?"  

"No," said the Tree.  

"Then good-bye," said the Rats; and they went home.  

At last the little Mice stayed away also; and the Tree sighed: "After 
all, it was very pleasant when the sleek little Mice sat around me and 
listened to what I told them. Now that too is over. But I will take 
good care to enjoy myself when I am brought out again."  

But when was that to be? Why, one morning there came a quantity of 
people and set to work in the loft. The trunks were moved, the Tree was 
pulled out and thrown--rather hard, it is true--down on the floor, but 



a man drew him toward the stairs, where the daylight shone.  

"Now a merry life will begin again," thought the Tree. He felt the 
fresh air, the first sunbeam--and now he was out in the courtyard. All 
passed so quickly, there was so much going on around him, that the Tree 
quite forgot to look to himself. The court adjoined a garden, and all 
was in flower; the roses hung so fresh and odorous over the balustrade, 
the lindens were in blossom, the Swallows flew by, and said, 
"Quirre-vit! my husband is come!" but it was not the Fir-tree that they 
meant.  

"Now, then, I shall really enjoy life," said he, exultingly, and spread 
out his branches; but, alas! they were all withered and yellow. It was 
in a corner that he lay, among weeds and nettles. The golden star of 
tinsel was still on the top of the Tree, and glittered in the sunshine.  

In the courtyard some of the merry children were playing who had danced 
at Christmas round the Fir-tree, and were so glad at the sight of him. 
One of the youngest ran and tore off the golden star.  

"Only look what is still on the ugly old Christmas tree!" said he, 
trampling on the branches, so that they all cracked beneath his feet. 
And the Tree beheld all the beauty of the flowers, and the freshness in 
the garden; he beheld himself, and wished he had remained in his dark 
corner in the loft; he thought of his first youth in the woods, of the 
merry Christmas Eve, and of the little Mice who had listened with so 
much pleasure to the story of Klumpy-Dumpy.  

"'Tis over--'tis past!" said the poor Tree. "Had I but rejoiced when I 
had reason to do so! But now 'tis past, 'tis past!"  

And the gardener's boy chopped the Tree into small pieces; there was a 
whole heap lying there. The wood flamed up splendidly under the large 
brewing copper, and it sighed so deeply! Each sigh was like a shot.  

The boys played about in the court, and the youngest wore the gold star 
on his breast which the Tree had had on the happiest evening of his 
life. However, that was over now--the Tree gone, the story at an end. 
All, all was over; every tale must end at last. 



LITTLE GIRL'S CHRISTMAS   
WINNIFRED E. LINCOLN  

It was Christmas Eve, and Little Girl had just hung up her stocking by 
the fireplace--right where it would be all ready for Santa when he 
slipped down the chimney. She knew he was coming, because--well, 
because it was Christmas Eve, and because he always had come to leave 
gifts for her on all the other Christmas Eves that she could remember, 
and because she had seen his pictures everywhere down town that 
afternoon when she was out with Mother.  

Still, she wasn't JUST satisfied. 'Way down in her heart she was a 
little uncertain--you see, when you have never really and truly seen a 
person with your very own eyes, it's hard to feel as if you exactly 
believed in him--even though that person always has left beautiful 
gifts for you every time he has come.  

"Oh, he'll come," said Little Girl; "I just know he will be here before 
morning, but somehow I wish--"  

"Well, what do you wish?" said a Tiny Voice close by her--so close that 
Little Girl fairly jumped when she heard it.  

"Why, I wish I could SEE Santa myself. I'd just like to go and see his 
house and his workshop, and ride in his sleigh, and know Mrs. 
Santa--'twould be such fun, and then I'd KNOW for sure."  

"Why don't you go, then?" said Tiny Voice. "It's easy enough. Just try 
on these Shoes, and take this Light in your hand, and you'll find your 
way all right."  

So Little Girl looked down on the hearth, and there were two cunning 
little Shoes side by side, and a little Spark of a Light close to 
them--just as if they were all made out of one of the glowing coals of 
the wood-fire. Such cunning Shoes as they were--Little Girl could 
hardly wait to pull off her slippers and try them on. They looked as if 
they were too small, but they weren't--they fitted exactly right, and 
just as Little Girl had put them both on and had taken the Light in her 
hand, along came a little Breath of Wind, and away she went up the 
chimney, along with ever so many other little Sparks, past the Soot 
Fairies, and out into the Open Air, where Jack Frost and the Star Beams 
were all busy at work making the world look pretty for Christmas.  

Away went Little Girl--Two Shoes, Bright Light, and all--higher and 
higher, until she looked like a wee bit of a star up in the sky. It was 
the funniest thing, but she seemed to know the way perfectly, and 
didn't have to stop to make inquiries anywhere. You see it was a 
straight road all the way, and when one doesn't have to think about 
turning to the right or the left, it makes things very much easier. 



Pretty soon Little Girl noticed that there was a bright light all 
around her--oh, a very bright light--and right away something down in 
her heart began to make her feel very happy indeed. She didn't know 
that the Christmas spirits and little Christmas fairies were all around 
her and even right inside her, because she couldn't see a single one of 
them, even though her eyes were very bright and could usually see a 
great deal.  

But that was just it, and Little Girl felt as if she wanted to laugh 
and sing and be glad. It made her remember the Sick Boy who lived next 
door, and she said to herself that she would carry him one of her 
prettiest picture-books in the morning, so that he could have something 
to make him happy all day. By and by, when the bright light all around 
her had grown very, very much brighter, Little Girl saw a path right in 
front of her, all straight and trim, leading up a hill to a big, big 
house with ever and ever so many windows in it. When she had gone just 
a bit nearer, she saw candles in every window, red and green and yellow 
ones, and every one burning brightly, so Little Girl knew right away 
that these were Christmas candles to light her on her journey, and make 
the way dear for her, and something told her that this was Santa's 
house, and that pretty soon she would perhaps see Santa himself.  

Just as she neared the steps and before she could possibly have had 
time to ring the bell, the door opened--opened of itself as wide as 
could be--and there stood--not Santa himself--don't think it--but a 
funny Little Man with slender little legs and a roly-poly stomach which 
shook every now and then when he laughed. You would have known right 
away, just as Little Girl knew, that he was a very happy little man, 
and you would have guessed right away, too, that the reason he was so 
roly-poly was because he laughed and chuckled and smiled all the 
time--for it's only sour, cross folks who are thin and skimpy. Quick as 
a wink, he pulled off his little peaked red cap, smiled the broadest 
kind of a smile, and said, "Merry Christmas! Merry Christmas! Come in! 
Come in!"  

So in went Little Girl, holding fast to Little Man's hand, and when she 
was really inside there was the jolliest, reddest fire all glowing and 
snapping, and there were Little Man and all his brothers and sisters, 
who said their names were "Merry Christmas," and "Good Cheer," and ever 
so many other jolly-sounding things, and there were such a lot of them 
that Little Girl just knew she never could count them, no matter how 
long she tried.  

All around her were bundles and boxes and piles of toys and games, and 
Little Girl knew that these were all ready and waiting to be loaded 
into Santa's big sleigh for his reindeer to whirl them away over 
cloudtops and snowdrifts to the little people down below who had left 
their stockings all ready for him. Pretty soon all the little Good 
Cheer Brothers began to hurry and bustle and carry out the bundles as 
fast as they could to the steps where Little Girl could hear the 



jingling bells and the stamping of hoofs. So Little Girl picked up some 
bundles and skipped along too, for she wanted to help a bit 
herself--it's no fun whatever at Christmas unless you can help, you 
know--and there in the yard stood the BIGGEST sleigh that Little Girl 
had ever seen, and the reindeer were all stamping and prancing and 
jingling the bells on their harnesses, because they were so eager to be 
on their way to the Earth once more.  

She could hardly wait for Santa to come, and just as she had begun to 
wonder where he was, the door opened again and out came a whole forest 
of Christmas trees, at least it looked just as if a whole forest had 
started out for a walk somewhere, but a second glance showed Little 
Girl that there were thousands of Christmas sprites, and that each one 
carried a tree or a big Christmas wreath on his back. Behind them all, 
she could hear some one laughing loudly, and talking in a big, jovial 
voice that sounded as if he were good friends with the whole world.  

And straightway she knew that Santa himself was coming. Little Girl's 
heart went pit-a-pat for a minute while she wondered if Santa would 
notice her, but she didn't have to wonder long, for he spied her at 
once and said:  

"Bless my soul! who's this? and where did you come from?"  

Little Girl thought perhaps she might be afraid to answer him, but she 
wasn't one bit afraid. You see he had such a kind little twinkle in his 
eyes that she felt happy right away as she replied, "Oh, I'm Little 
Girl, and I wanted so much to see Santa that I just came, and here I 
am!"  

"Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho!" laughed Santa, "and here you are! Wanted to see 
Santa, did you, and so you came! Now that's very nice, and it's too bad 
I'm in such a hurry, for we should like nothing better than to show you 
about and give you a real good time. But you see it is quarter of 
twelve now, and I must be on my way at once, else I'll never reach that 
first chimney-top by midnight. I'd call Mrs. Santa and ask her to get 
you some supper, but she is busy finishing dolls' clothes which must be 
done before morning, and I guess we'd better not bother her. Is there 
anything that you would like, Little Girl?" and good old Santa put his 
big warm hand on Little Girl's curls and she felt its warmth and 
kindness clear down to her very heart. You see, my dears, that even 
though Santa was in such a great hurry, he wasn't too busy to stop and 
make some one happy for a minute, even if it was some one no bigger 
than Little Girl.  

So she smiled back into Santa's face and said: "Oh, Santa, if I could 
ONLY ride down to Earth with you behind those splendid reindeer! I'd 
love to go; won't you PLEASE take me? I'm so small that I won't take up 
much room on the seat, and I'll keep very still and not bother one bit!"  



Then Santa laughed, SUCH a laugh, big and loud and rollicking, and he 
said, "Wants a ride, does she? Well, well, shall we take her, Little 
Elves? Shall we take her, Little Fairies? Shall we take her, Good 
Reindeer?"  

And all the Little Elves hopped and skipped and brought Little Girl a 
sprig of holly; and all the Little Fairies bowed and smiled and brought 
her a bit of mistletoe; and all the Good Reindeer jingled their bells 
loudly, which meant, "Oh, yes! let's take her! She's a good Little 
Girl! Let her ride!" And before Little Girl could even think, she found 
herself all tucked up in the big fur robes beside Santa, and away they 
went, right out into the air, over the clouds, through the Milky Way, 
and right under the very handle of the Big Dipper, on, on, toward the 
Earthland, whose lights Little Girl began to see twinkling away down 
below her. Presently she felt the runners scrape upon something, and 
she knew they must be on some one's roof, and that Santa would slip 
down some one's chimney in a minute.  

How she wanted to go, too! You see if you had never been down a chimney 
and seen Santa fill up the stockings, you would want to go quite as 
much as Little Girl did, now, wouldn't you? So, just as Little Girl was 
wishing as hard as ever she could wish, she heard a Tiny Voice say, 
"Hold tight to his arm! Hold tight to his arm!" So she held Santa's arm 
tight and close, and he shouldered his pack, never thinking that it was 
heavier than usual, and with a bound and a slide, there they were, 
Santa, Little Girl, pack and all, right in the middle of a room where 
there was a fireplace and stockings all hung up for Santa to fill.  

Just then Santa noticed Little Girl. He had forgotten all about her for 
a minute, and he was very much surprised to find that she had come, 
too. "Bless my soul!" he said, "where did you come from, Little Girl? 
and how in the world can we both get back up that chimney again? It's 
easy enough to slide down, but it's quite another matter to climb up 
again!" and Santa looked real worried. But Little Girl was beginning to 
feel very tired by this time, for she had had a very exciting evening, 
so she said, "Oh, never mind me, Santa. I've had such a good time, and 
I'd just as soon stay here a while as not. I believe I'll curl up on 
his hearth-rug a few minutes and have a little nap, for it looks as 
warm and cozy as our own hearth-rug at home, and--why, it is our own 
hearth and it's my own nursery, for there is Teddy Bear in his chair 
where I leave him every night, and there's Bunny Cat curled up on his 
cushion in the corner."  

And Little Girl turned to thank Santa and say goodbye to him, but 
either he had gone very quickly, or else she had fallen asleep very 
quickly--she never could tell which--for the next thing she knew, Daddy 
was holding her in his arms and was saying, "What is my Little Girl 
doing here? She must go to bed, for it's Christmas Eve, and old Santa 
won't come if he thinks there are any little folks about."  



But Little Girl knew better than that, and when she began to tell him 
all about it, and how the Christmas fairies had welcomed her, and how 
Santa had given her such a fine ride, Daddy laughed and laughed, and 
said, "You've been dreaming, Little Girl, you've been dreaming."  

But Little Girl knew better than that, too, for there on the hearth was 
the little Black Coal, which had given her Two Shoes and Bright Light, 
and tight in her hand she held a holly berry which one of the Christmas 
Sprites had placed there. More than all that, there she was on the 
hearth-rug herself, just as Santa had left her, and that was the best 
proof of all.  

The trouble was, Daddy himself had never been a Little Girl, so he 
couldn't tell anything about it, but we know she hadn't been dreaming, 
now, don't we, my dears? 



A STORY OF THE CHRIST-CHILD   

A German legend for Christmas Eve as told by  
ELIZABETH HARKISON  

Once upon a time, a long, long time ago, on the night before Christmas, 
a little child was wandering all alone through the streets of a great 
city. There were many people on the street, fathers and mothers, 
sisters and brothers, uncles and aunts, and even gray-haired 
grandfathers and grandmothers, all of whom were hurrying home with 
bundles of presents for each other and for their little ones. Fine 
carriages rolled by, express wagons rattled past, even old carts were 
pressed into service, and all things seemed in a hurry and glad with 
expectation of the coming Christmas morning.  

From some of the windows bright lights were already beginning to stream 
until it was almost as bright as day. But the little child seemed to 
have no home, and wandered about listlessly from street to street. No 
one took any notice of him except perhaps Jack Frost, who bit his bare 
toes and made the ends of his fingers tingle. The north wind, too, 
seemed to notice the child, for it blew against him and pierced his 
ragged garments through and through, causing him to shiver with cold. 
Home after home he passed, looking with longing eyes through the 
windows, in upon the glad, happy children, most of whom were helping to 
trim the Christmas trees for the coming morrow.  

"Surely," said the child to himself, "where there is so must gladness 
and happiness, some of it may be for me." So with timid steps he 
approached a large and handsome house. Through the windows, he could 
see a tall and stately Christmas tree already lighted. Many presents 
hung upon it. Its green boughs were trimmed with gold and silver 
ornaments. Slowly he climbed up the broad steps and gently rapped at 
the door. It was opened by a large man-servant. He had a kindly face, 
although his voice was deep and gruff. He looked at the little child 
for a moment, then sadly shook his head and said, "Go down off the 
steps. There is no room here for such as you." He looked sorry as he 
spoke; possibly he remembered his own little ones at home, and was glad 
that they were not out in this cold and bitter night. Through the open 
door a bright light shone, and the warm air, filled with fragrance of 
the Christmas pine, rushed out from the inner room and greeted the 
little wanderer with a kiss. As the child turned back into the cold and 
darkness, he wondered why the footman had spoken thus, for surely, 
thought he, those little children would love to have another companion 
join them in their joyous Christmas festival. But the little children 
inside did not even know that he had knocked at the door.  

The street grew colder and darker as the child passed on. He went sadly 
forward, saying to himself, "Is there no one in all this great city who 
will share the Christmas with me?" Farther and farther down the street 



he wandered, to where the homes were not so large and beautiful. There 
seemed to be little children inside of nearly all the houses. They were 
dancing and frolicking about. Christmas trees could be seen in nearly 
every window, with beautiful dolls and trumpets and picture-books and 
balls and tops and other dainty toys hung upon them. In one window the 
child noticed a little lamb made of soft white wool. Around its neck 
was tied a red ribbon. It had evidently been hung on the tree for one 
of the children. The little stranger stopped before this window and 
looked long and earnestly at the beautiful things inside, but most of 
all was he drawn toward the white lamb. At last creeping up to the 
window-pane, he gently tapped upon it. A little girl came to the window 
and looked out into the dark street where the snow had now begun to 
fall. She saw the child, but she only frowned and shook her head and 
said, "Go away and come some other time. We are too busy to take care 
of you now." Back into the dark, cold streets he turned again. The wind 
was whirling past him and seemed to say, "Hurry on, hurry on, we have 
no time to stop. 'Tis Christmas Eve and everybody is in a hurry 
to-night."  

Again and again the little child rapped softly at door or window-pane. 
At each place he was refused admission. One mother feared he might have 
some ugly disease which her darlings would catch; another father said 
he had only enough for his own children and none to spare for beggars. 
Still another told him to go home where he belonged, and not to trouble 
other folks.  

The hours passed; later grew the night, and colder grew the wind, and 
darker seemed the street. Farther and farther the little one wandered. 
There was scarcely any one left upon the street by this time, and the 
few who remained did not seem to see the child, when suddenly ahead of 
him there appeared a bright, single ray of light. It shone through the 
darkness into the child's eyes. He looked up smilingly and said, "I 
will go where the small light beckons, perhaps they will share their 
Christmas with me."  

Hurrying past all the other houses, he soon reached the end of the 
street and went straight up to the window from which the light was 
streaming. It was a poor, little, low house, but the child cared not 
for that. The light seemed still to call him in. From what do you 
suppose the light came? Nothing but a tallow candle which had been 
placed in an old cup with a broken handle, in the window, as a glad 
token of Christmas Eve. There was neither curtain nor shade to the 
small, square window and as the little child looked in he saw standing 
upon a neat wooden table a branch of a Christmas tree. The room was 
plainly furnished but it was very clean. Near the fireplace sat a 
lovely faced mother with a little two-year-old on her knee and an older 
child beside her. The two children were looking into their mother's 
face and listening to a story. She must have been telling them a 
Christmas story, I think. A few bright coals were burning in the 
fireplace, and all seemed light and warm within. 



 
The little wanderer crept closer and closer to the window-pane. So 
sweet was the mother's face, so loving seemed the little children, that 
at last he took courage and tapped gently, very gently on the door. The 
mother stopped talking, the little children looked up. "What was that, 
mother?" asked the little girl at her side. "I think it was some one 
tapping on the door," replied the mother. "Run as quickly as you can 
and open it, dear, for it is a bitter cold night to keep any one 
waiting in this storm." "Oh, mother, I think it was the bough of the 
tree tapping against the window-pane," said the little girl. "Do please 
go on with our story." Again the little wanderer tapped upon the door. 
"My child, my child," exclaimed the mother, rising, "that certainly was 
a rap on the door. Run quickly and open it. No one must be left out in 
the cold on our beautiful Christmas Eve."  

The child ran to the door and threw it wide open. The mother saw the 
ragged stranger standing without, cold and shivering, with bare head 
and almost bare feet. She held out both hands and drew him into the 
warm, bright room. "You poor, dear child," was all she said, and 
putting her arms around him, she drew him close to her breast. "He is 
very cold, my children," she exclaimed. "We must warm him." "And," 
added the little girl, "we must love him and give him some of our 
Christmas, too." "Yes," said the mother, "but first let us warm him--"  

The mother sat down by the fire with the little child on her lap, and 
her own little ones warmed his half-frozen hands in theirs. The mother 
smoothed his tangled curls, and, bending low over his head, kissed the 
child's face. She gathered the three little ones in her arms and the 
candle and the fire light shone over them. For a moment the room was 
very still. By and by the little girl said softly, to her mother, "May 
we not light the Christmas tree, and let him see how beautiful it 
looks?" "Yes," said the mother. With that she seated the child on a low 
stool beside the fire, and went herself to fetch the few simple 
ornaments which from year to year she had saved for her children's 
Christmas tree. They were soon so busy that they did not notice the 
room had filled with a strange and brilliant light. They turned and 
looked at the spot where the little wanderer sat. His ragged clothes 
had changed to garments white and beautiful; his tangled curls seemed 
like a halo of golden light about his head; but most glorious of all 
was his face, which shone with a light so dazzling that they could 
scarcely look upon it.  

In silent wonder they gazed at the child. Their little room seemed to 
grow larger and larger, until it was as wide as the whole world, the 
roof of their low house seemed to expand and rise, until it reached to 
the sky.  

With a sweet and gentle smile the wonderful child looked upon them for 
a moment, and then slowly rose and floated through the air, above the 
treetops, beyond the church spire, higher even than the clouds 



themselves, until he appeared to them to be a shining star in the sky 
above. At last he disappeared from sight. The astonished children 
turned in hushed awe to their mother, and said in a whisper, "Oh, 
mother, it was the Christ-Child, was it not?" And the mother answered 
in a low tone, "Yes."  

And it is said, dear children, that each Christmas Eve the little 
Christ-Child wanders through some town or village, and those who 
receive him and take him into their homes and hearts have given to them 
this marvellous vision which is denied to others. 



WHY THE CHIMES RANG  

RAYMOND MC ALDEN  

There was once in a faraway country where few people have ever 
travelled, a wonderful church. It stood on a high hill in the midst of 
a great city; and every Sunday, as well as on sacred days like 
Christmas, thousands of people climbed the hill to its great archways, 
looking like lines of ants all moving in the same direction.  

When you came to the building itself, you found stone columns and dark 
passages, and a grand entrance leading to the main room of the church. 
This room was so long that one standing at the doorway could scarcely 
see to the other end, where the choir stood by the marble altar. In the 
farthest corner was the organ; and this organ was so loud, that 
sometimes when it played, the people for miles around would close their 
shutters and prepare for a great thunderstorm. Altogether, no such 
church as this was ever seen before, especially when it was lighted up 
for some festival, and crowded with people, young and old. But the 
strangest thing about the whole building was the wonderful chime of 
bells.  

At one corner of the church was a great gray tower, with ivy growing 
over it as far up as one could see. I say as far as one could see, 
because the tower was quite great enough to fit the great church, and 
it rose so far into the sky that it was only in very fair weather that 
any one claimed to be able to see the top. Even then one could not be 
certain that it was in sight. Up, and up, and up climbed the stones and 
the ivy; and as the men who built the church had been dead for hundreds 
of years, every one had forgotten how high the tower was supposed to be.  

Now all the people knew that at the top of the tower was a chime of 
Christmas bells. They had hung there ever since the church had been 
built, and were the most beautiful bells in the world. Some thought it 
was because a great musician had cast them and arranged them in their 
place; others said it was because of the great height, which reached up 
where the air was clearest and purest; however that might be no one who 
had ever heard the chimes denied that they were the sweetest in the 
world. Some described them as sounding like angels far up in the sky; 
others as sounding like strange winds singing through the trees.  

But the fact was that no one had heard them for years and years. There 
was an old man living not far from the church who said that his mother 
had spoken of hearing them when she was a little girl, and he was the 
only one who was sure of as much as that. They were Christmas chimes, 
you see, and were not meant to be played by men or on common days. It 
was the custom on Christmas Eve for all the people to bring to the 
church their offerings to the Christ-Child; and when the greatest and 
best offering was laid on the altar there used to come sounding through 
the music of the choir the Christmas chimes far up in the tower. Some 



said that the wind rang them, and others, that they were so high that 
the angels could set them swinging. But for many long years they had 
never been heard. It was said that people had been growing less careful 
of their gifts for the Christ-Child, and that no offering was brought 
great enough to deserve the music of the chimes.  

Every Christmas Eve the rich people still crowded to the altar, each 
one trying to bring some better gift than any other, without giving 
anything that he wanted for himself, and the church was crowded with 
those who thought that perhaps the wonderful bells might be heard 
again. But although the service was splendid, and the offerings plenty, 
only the roar of the wind could be heard, far up in the stone tower.  

Now, a number of miles from the city, in a little country village, 
where nothing could be seen of the great church but glimpses of the 
tower when the weather was fine, lived a boy named Pedro, and his 
little brother. They knew very little about the Christmas chimes, but 
they had heard of the service in the church on Christmas Eve, and had a 
secret plan which they had often talked over when by themselves, to go 
to see the beautiful celebration.  

"Nobody can guess, Little Brother," Pedro would say; "all the fine 
things there are to see and hear; and I have even heard it said that 
the Christ-Child sometimes comes down to bless the service. What if we 
could see Him?"  

The day before Christmas was bitterly cold, with a few lonely 
snowflakes flying in the air, and a hard white crust on the ground. 
Sure enough Pedro and Little Brother were able to slip quietly away 
early in the afternoon; and although the walking was hard in the frosty 
air, before nightfall they had trudged so far, hand in hand, that they 
saw the lights of the big city just ahead of them. Indeed they were 
about to enter one of the great gates in the wall that surrounded it, 
when they saw something dark on the snow near their path, and stepped 
aside to look at it.  

It was a poor woman, who had fallen just outside the city, too sick and 
tired to get in where she might have found shelter. The soft snow made 
of a drift a sort of pillow for her, and she would soon be so sound 
asleep, in the wintry air, that no one could ever waken her again. All 
this Pedro saw in a moment and he knelt down beside her and tried to 
rouse her, even tugging at her arm a little, as though he would have 
tried to carry her away. He turned her face toward him, so that he 
could rub some of the snow on it, and when he had looked at her 
silently a moment he stood up again, and said:  

"It's no use, Little Brother. You will have to go on alone."  

"Alone?" cried Little Brother. "And you not see the Christmas festival?"  



"No," said Pedro, and he could not keep back a bit of a choking sound 
in his throat. "See this poor woman. Her face looks like the Madonna in 
the chapel window, and she will freeze to death if nobody cares for 
her. Every one has gone to the church now, but when you come back you 
can bring some one to help her. I will rub her to keep her from 
freezing, and perhaps get her to eat the bun that is left in my pocket."  

"But I cannot bear to leave you, and go on alone," said Little Brother.  

"Both of us need not miss the service," said Pedro. "and it had better 
be I than you. You can easily find your way to church; and you must see 
and hear everything twice, Little Brother--once for you and once for 
me. I am sure the Christ-Child must know how I should love to come with 
you and worship Him; and oh! if you get a chance, Little Brother, to 
slip up to the altar without getting in any one's way, take this little 
silver piece of mine, and lay it down for my offering, when no one is 
looking. Do not forget where you have left me, and forgive me for not 
going with you."  

In this way he hurried Little Brother off to the city and winked hard 
to keep back the tears, as he heard the crunching footsteps sounding 
farther and farther away in the twilight. It was pretty hard to lose 
the music and splendour of the Christmas celebration that he had been 
planning for so long, and spend the time instead in that lonely place 
in the snow.  

The great church was a wonderful place that night. Every one said that 
it had never looked so bright and beautiful before. When the organ 
played and the thousands of people sang, the walls shook with the 
sound, and little Pedro, away outside the city wall, felt the earth 
tremble around them.  

At the close of the service came the procession with the offerings to 
be laid on the altar. Rich men and great men marched proudly up to lay 
down their gifts to the Christ-Child. Some brought wonderful jewels, 
some baskets of gold so heavy that they could scarcely carry them down 
the aisle. A great writer laid down a book that he had been making for 
years and years. And last of all walked the king of the country, hoping 
with all the rest to win for himself the chime of the Christmas bells. 
There went a great murmur through the church as the people saw the king 
take from his head the royal crown, all set with precious stones, and 
lay it gleaming on the altar, as his offering to the Holy Child. 
"Surely," every one said, "we shall hear the bells now, for nothing 
like this has ever happened before."  

But still only the cold old wind was heard in the tower and the people 
shook their heads; and some of them said, as they had before, that they 
never really believed the story of the chimes, and doubted if they ever 
rang at all.  



The procession was over, and the choir began the closing hymn. Suddenly 
the organist stopped playing; and every one looked at the old minister, 
who was standing by the altar, holding up his hand for silence. Not a 
sound could be heard from any one in the church, but as all the people 
strained their ears to listen, there came softly, but distinctly, 
swinging through the air, the sound of the chimes in the tower. So far 
away, and yet so clear the music seemed--so much sweeter were the notes 
than anything that had been heard before, rising and falling away up 
there in the sky, that the people in the church sat for a moment as 
still as though something held each of them by the shoulders. Then they 
all stood up together and stared straight at the altar, to see what 
great gift had awakened the long silent bells.  

But all that the nearest of them saw was the childish figure of Little 
Brother, who had crept softly down the aisle when no one was looking, 
and had laid Pedro's little piece of silver on the altar. 



LITTLE WOLFF'S WOODEN SHOES  

A CHRISTMAS STORY BY FRANCOIS COPPEE;  
ADAPTED AND TRANSLATED BY ALMA J. FOSTER  

Once upon a time--so long ago that everybody has forgotten the date--in 
a city in the north of Europe--with such a hard name that nobody can 
ever remember it--there was a little seven-year-old boy named Wolff, 
whose parents were dead, who lived with a cross and stingy old aunt, 
who never thought of kissing him more than once a year and who sighed 
deeply whenever she gave him a bowlful of soup.  

But the poor little fellow had such a sweet nature that in spite of 
everything, he loved the old woman, although he was terribly afraid of 
her and could never look at her ugly old face without shivering.  

As this aunt of little Wolff was known to have a house of her own and 
an old woollen stocking full of gold, she had not dared to send the boy 
to a charity school; but, in order to get a reduction in the price, she 
had so wrangled with the master of the school, to which little Wolff 
finally went, that this bad man, vexed at having a pupil so poorly 
dressed and paying so little, often punished him unjustly, and even 
prejudiced his companions against him, so that the three boys, all sons 
of rich parents, made a drudge and laughing stock of the little fellow.  

The poor little one was thus as wretched as a child could be and used 
to hide himself in corners to weep whenever Christmas time came.  

It was the schoolmaster's custom to take all his pupils to the midnight 
mass on Christmas Eve, and to bring them home again afterward.  

Now, as the winter this year was very bitter, and as heavy snow had 
been falling for several days, all the boys came well bundled up in 
warm clothes, with fur caps pulled over their ears, padded jackets, 
gloves and knitted mittens, and strong, thick-soled boots. Only little 
Wolff presented himself shivering in the poor clothes he used to wear 
both weekdays and Sundays and having on his feet only thin socks in 
heavy wooden shoes.  

His naughty companions noticing his sad face and awkward appearance, 
made many jokes at his expense; but the little fellow was so busy 
blowing on his fingers, and was suffering so much with chilblains, that 
he took no notice of them. So the band of youngsters, walking two and 
two behind the master, started for the church.  

It was pleasant in the church which was brilliant with lighted candles; 
and the boys excited by the warmth took advantage of the music of the 
choir and the organ to chatter among themselves in low tones. They 
bragged about the fun that was awaiting them at home. The mayor's son 
had seen, just before starting off, an immense goose ready stuffed and 



dressed for cooking. At the alderman's home there was a little 
pine-tree with branches laden down with oranges, sweets, and toys. And 
the lawyer's cook had put on her cap with such care as she never 
thought of taking unless she was expecting something very good!  

Then they talked, too, of all that the Christ-Child was going to bring 
them, of all he was going to put in their shoes which, you might be 
sure, they would take good care to leave in the chimney place before 
going to bed; and the eyes of these little urchins, as lively as a cage 
of mice, were sparkling in advance over the joy they would have when 
they awoke in the morning and saw the pink bag full of sugar-plums, the 
little lead soldiers ranged in companies in their boxes, the menageries 
smelling of varnished wood, and the magnificent jumping-jacks in purple 
and tinsel.  

Alas! Little Wolff knew by experience that his old miser of an aunt 
would send him to bed supperless, but, with childlike faith and certain 
of having been, all the year, as good and industrious as possible, he 
hoped that the Christ-Child would not forget him, and so he, too, 
planned to place his wooden shoes in good time in the fireplace.  

Midnight mass over, the worshippers departed, eager for their fun, and 
the band of pupils always walking two and two, and following the 
teacher, left the church.  

Now, in the porch and seated on a stone bench set in the niche of a 
painted arch, a child was sleeping--a child in a white woollen garment, 
but with his little feet bare, in spite of the cold. He was not a 
beggar, for his garment was white and new, and near him on the floor 
was a bundle of carpenter's tools.  

In the clear light of the stars, his face, with its closed eyes, shone 
with an expression of divine sweetness, and his long, curling, blond 
locks seemed to form a halo about his brow. But his little child's 
feet, made blue by the cold of this bitter December night, were pitiful 
to see!  

The boys so well clothed for the winter weather passed by quite 
indifferent to the unknown child; several of them, sons of the notables 
of the town, however, cast on the vagabond looks in which could be read 
all the scorn of the rich for the poor, of the well-fed for the hungry.  

But little Wolff, coming last out of the church, stopped, deeply 
touched, before the beautiful sleeping child.  

"Oh, dear!" said the little fellow to himself, "this is frightful! This 
poor little one has no shoes and stockings in this bad weather--and, 
what is still worse, he has not even a wooden shoe to leave near him 
to-night while he sleeps, into which the little Christ-Child can put 
something good to soothe his misery." 



 
And carried away by his loving heart, Wolff drew the wooden shoe from 
his right foot, laid it down before the sleeping child, and, as best he 
could, sometimes hopping, sometimes limping with his sock wet by the 
snow, he went home to his aunt.  

"Look at the good-for-nothing!" cried the old woman, full of wrath at 
the sight of the shoeless boy. "What have you done with your shoe, you 
little villain?"  

Little Wolff did not know how to lie, so, although trembling with 
terror when he saw the rage of the old shrew, he tried to relate his 
adventure.  

But the miserly old creature only burst into a frightful fit of 
laughter.  

"Aha! So my young gentleman strips himself for the beggars. Aha! My 
young gentleman breaks his pair of shoes for a bare-foot! Here is 
something new, forsooth. Very well, since it is this way, I shall put 
the only shoe that is left into the chimney-place, and I'll answer for 
it that the Christ-Child will put in something to-night to beat you 
with in the morning! And you will have only a crust of bread and water 
to-morrow. And we shall see if the next time, you will be giving your 
shoes to the first vagabond that happens along."  

And the wicked woman having boxed the ears of the poor little fellow, 
made him climb up into the loft where he had his wretched cubbyhole.  

Desolate, the child went to bed in the dark and soon fell asleep, but 
his pillow was wet with tears.  

But behold! the next morning when the old woman, awakened early by the 
cold, went downstairs--oh, wonder of wonders--she saw the big chimney 
filled with shining toys, bags of magnificent bonbons, and riches of 
every sort, and standing out in front of all this treasure, was the 
right wooden shoe which the boy had given to the little vagabond, yes, 
and beside it, the one which she had placed in the chimney to hold the 
bunch of switches.  

As little Wolff, attracted by the cries of his aunt, stood in an 
ecstasy of childish delight before the splendid Christmas gifts, shouts 
of laughter were heard outside. The woman and child ran out to see what 
all this meant, and behold! all the gossips of the town were standing 
around the public fountain. What could have happened? Oh, a most 
ridiculous and extraordinary thing! The children of the richest men in 
the town, whom their parents had planned to surprise with the most 
beautiful presents had found only switches in their shoes!  

Then the old woman and the child thinking of all the riches in their 



chimney were filled with fear. But suddenly they saw the priest appear, 
his countenance full of astonishment. Just above the bench placed near 
the door of the church, in the very spot where, the night before, a 
child in a white garment and with bare feet, in spite of the cold, had 
rested his lovely head, the priest had found a circlet of gold imbedded 
in the old stones.  

Then, they all crossed themselves devoutly, perceiving that this 
beautiful sleeping child with the carpenter's tools had been Jesus of 
Nazareth himself, who had come back for one hour just as he had been 
when he used to work in the home of his parents; and reverently they 
bowed before this miracle, which the good God had done to reward the 
faith and the love of a little child. 



A CHRISTMAS STAR  

KATHERINE PYLE  

"Come now, my dear little stars," said Mother Moon, "and I will tell 
you the Christmas story."  

Every morning for a week before Christmas, Mother Moon used to call all 
the little stars around her and tell them a story.  

It was always the same story, but the stars never wearied of it. It was 
the story of the Christmas star--the Star of Bethlehem.  

When Mother Moon had finished the story the little stars always said: 
"And the star is shining still, isn't it, Mother Moon, even if we can't 
see it?"  

And Mother Moon would answer: "Yes, my dears, only now it shines for 
men's hearts instead of their eyes."  

Then the stars would bid the Mother Moon good-night and put on their 
little blue nightcaps and go to bed in the sky chamber; for the stars' 
bedtime is when people down on the earth are beginning to waken and see 
that it is morning.  

But that particular morning when the little stars said good-night and 
went quietly away, one golden star still lingered beside Mother Moon.  

"What is the matter, my little star?" asked the Mother Moon. "Why don't 
you go with your little sisters?"  

"Oh, Mother Moon," said the golden star. "I am so sad! I wish I could 
shine for some one's heart like that star of wonder that you tell us 
about."  

"Why, aren't you happy up here in the sky country?" asked Mother Moon.  

"Yes, I have been very happy," said the star; "but to-night it seems 
just as if I must find some heart to shine for."  

"Then if that is so," said Mother Moon, "the time has come, my little 
star, for you to go through the Wonder Entry."  

"The Wonder Entry? What is that?" asked the star. But the Mother Moon 
made no answer.  

Rising, she took the little star by the hand and led it to a door that 
it had never seen before.  

The Mother Moon opened the door, and there was a long dark entry; at 



the far end was shining a little speck of light.  

"What is this?" asked the star.  

"It is the Wonder Entry; and it is through this that you must go to 
find the heart where you belong," said the Mother Moon.  

Then the little star was afraid.  

It longed to go through the entry as it had never longed for anything 
before; and yet it was afraid and clung to the Mother Moon.  

But very gently, almost sadly, the Mother Moon drew her hand away. "Go, 
my child," she said.  

Then, wondering and trembling, the little star stepped into the Wonder 
Entry, and the door of the sky house closed behind it.  

The next thing the star knew it was hanging in a toy shop with a whole 
row of other stars blue and red and silver. It itself was gold. The 
shop smelled of evergreen, and was full of Christmas shoppers, men and 
women and children; but of them all, the star looked at no one but a 
little boy standing in front of the counter; for as soon as the star 
saw the child it knew that he was the one to whom it belonged.  

The little boy was standing beside a sweet-faced woman in a long black 
veil and he was not looking at anything in particular.  

The star shook and trembled on the string that held it, because it was 
afraid lest the child would not see it, or lest, if he did, he would 
not know it as his star.  

The lady had a number of toys on the counter before her, and she was 
saying: "Now I think we have presents for every one: There's the doll 
for Lou, and the game for Ned, and the music box for May; and then the 
rocking horse and the sled."  

Suddenly the little boy caught her by the arm. "Oh, mother," he said. 
He had seen the star.  

"Well, what is it, darling?" asked the lady.  

"Oh, mother, just see that star up there! I wish--oh, I do wish I had 
it."  

"Oh, my dear, we have so many things for the Christmas-tree," said the 
mother.  

"Yes, I know, but I do want the star," said the child.  



"Very well," said the mother, smiling; "then we will take that, too."  

So the star was taken down from the place where it hung and wrapped up 
in a piece of paper, and all the while it thrilled with joy, for now it 
belonged to the little boy.  

It was not until the afternoon before Christmas, when the tree was 
being decorated, that the golden star was unwrapped and taken out from 
the paper.  

"Here is something else," said the sweet-faced lady. "We must hang this 
on the tree. Paul took such a fancy to it that I had to get it for him. 
He will never be satisfied unless we hang it on too."  

"Oh, yes," said some one else who was helping to decorate the tree; "we 
will hang it here on the very top."  

So the little star hung on the highest branch of the Christmas-tree.  

That evening all the candles were lighted on the Christmas-tree, and 
there were so many that they fairly dazzled the eyes; and the gold and 
silver balls, the fairies and the glass fruits, shone and twinkled in 
the light; and high above them all shone the golden star.  

At seven o'clock a bell was rung, and then the folding doors of the 
room where the Christmas-tree stood were thrown open, and a crowd of 
children came trooping in.  

They laughed and shouted and pointed, and all talked together, and 
after a while there was music, and presents were taken from the tree 
and given to the children.  

How different it all was from the great wide, still sky house!  

But the star had never been so happy in all its life; for the little 
boy was there.  

He stood apart from the other children, looking up at the star, with 
his hands clasped behind him, and he did not seem to care for the toys 
and the games.  

At last it was all over. The lights were put out, the children went 
home, and the house grew still.  

Then the ornaments on the tree began to talk among themselves.  

"So that is all over," said a silver ball. "It was very gay this 
evening--the gayest Christmas I remember."  

"Yes," said a glass bunch of grapes; "the best of it is over. Of course 



people will come to look at us for several days yet, but it won't be 
like this evening."  

"And then I suppose we'll be laid away for another year," said a paper 
fairy. "Really it seems hardly worth while. Such a few days out of the 
year and then to be shut up in the dark box again. I almost wish I were 
a paper doll."  

The bunch of grapes was wrong in saying that people would come to look 
at the Christmas-tree the next few days, for it stood neglected in the 
library and nobody came near it. Everybody in the house went about very 
quietly, with anxious faces; for the little boy was ill.  

At last, one evening, a woman came into the room with a servant. The 
woman wore the cap and apron of a nurse.  

"That is it," she said, pointing to the golden star. The servant 
climbed up on some steps and took down the star and put it in the 
nurse's hand, and she carried it out into the hall and upstairs to a 
room where the little boy lay.  

The sweet-faced lady was sitting by the bed, and as the nurse came in 
she held out her hand for the star.  

"Is this what you wanted, my darling?" she asked, bending over the 
little boy.  

The child nodded and held out his hands for the star; and as he clasped 
it a wonderful, shining smile came over his face.  

The next morning the little boy's room was very still and dark.  

The golden piece of paper that had been the star lay on a table beside 
the bed, its five points very sharp and bright.  

But it was not the real star, any more than a person's body is the real 
person.  

The real star was living and shining now in the little boy's heart, and 
it had gone out with him into a new and more beautiful sky country than 
it had ever known before--the sky country where the little child angels 
live, each one carrying in its heart its own particular star.    



OLD FATHER CHRISTMAS  

J.H. EWING  

"The custom of Christmas-trees came from Germany. I can remember when 
they were first introduced into England, and what wonderful things we 
thought them. Now, every village school has its tree, and the scholars 
openly discuss whether the presents have been 'good,' or 'mean,' as 
compared with other trees in former years. The first one that I ever 
saw I believed to have come from Good Father Christmas himself; but 
little boys have grown too wise now to be taken in for their own 
amusement. They are not excited by secret and mysterious preparations 
in the back drawing-room; they hardly confess to the thrill--which I 
feel to this day--when the folding doors are thrown open, and amid the 
blaze of tapers, mamma, like a Fate, advances with her scissors to give 
every one what falls to his lot.  

"Well, young people, when I was eight years old I had not seen a 
Christmas-tree, and the first picture of one I ever saw was the picture 
of that held by Old Father Christmas in my godmother's picture-book.  

'"What are those things on the tree?' I asked.  

"'Candles,' said my father.  

"'No, father, not the candles; the other things?'  

"'Those are toys, my son.'  

"'Are they ever taken off?'  

"'Yes, they are taken off, and given to the children who stand around 
the tree.'  

"Patty and I grasped each other by the hand, and with one voice 
murmured; 'How kind of Old Father Christmas!'  

"By and by I asked, 'How old is Father Christmas?'  

"My father laughed, and said, 'One thousand eight hundred and thirty 
years, child,' which was then the year of our Lord, and thus one 
thousand eight hundred and thirty years since the first great Christmas 
Day.  

"'He LOOKS very old,' whispered Patty.  

"And I, who was, for my age, what Kitty called 'Bible-learned,' said 
thoughtfully, and with some puzzledness of mind, 'Then he's older than 
Methuselah.'  



"But my father had left the room, and did not hear my difficulty.  

"November and December went by, and still the picture-book kept all its 
charm for Patty and me; and we pondered on and loved Old Father 
Christmas as children can love and realize a fancy friend. To those who 
remember the fancies of their childhood I need say no more.  

"Christmas week came, Christmas Eve came. My father and mother were 
mysteriously and unaccountably busy in the parlour (we had only one 
parlour), and Patty and I were not allowed to go in. We went into the 
kitchen, but even here was no place of rest for as. Kitty was 'all over 
the place,' as she phrased it, and cakes, mince pies, and puddings were 
with her. As she justly observed, 'There was no place there for 
children and books to sit with their toes in the fire, when a body 
wanted to be at the oven all along. The cat was enough for HER temper,' 
she added.  

"As to puss, who obstinately refused to take a hint which drove her out 
into the Christmas frost, she returned again and again with soft steps, 
and a stupidity that was, I think, affected, to the warm hearth, only 
to fly at intervals, like a football, before Kitty's hasty slipper.  

"We had more sense, or less courage. We bowed to Kitty's behests, and 
went to the back door.  

"Patty and I were hardy children, and accustomed to 'run out' in all 
weathers, without much extra wrapping up. We put Kitty's shawl over our 
two heads, and went outside. I rather hoped to see something of Dick, 
for it was holiday time; but no Dick passed. He was busy helping his 
father to bore holes in the carved seats of the church, which were to 
hold sprigs of holly for the morrow--that was the idea of church 
decoration in my young days. You have improved on your elders there, 
young people, and I am candid enough to allow it. Still, the sprigs of 
red and green were better than nothing, and, like your lovely wreaths 
and pious devices, they made one feel as if the old black wood were 
bursting into life and leaf again for very Christmas joy; and, if only 
one knelt carefully, they did not scratch his nose.  

"Well, Dick was busy, and not to be seen. We ran across the little yard 
and looked over the wall at the end to see if we could see anything or 
anybody. From this point there was a pleasant meadow field sloping 
prettily away to a little hill about three quarters of a mile distant; 
which, catching some fine breezes from the moors beyond, was held to be 
a place of cure for whooping-cough, or kincough, as it was vulgarly 
called. Up to the top of this Kitty had dragged me, and carried Patty, 
when we were recovering from the complaint, as I well remember. It was 
the only 'change of air' we could afford, and I dare say it did as well 
as if we had gone into badly drained lodgings at the seaside.  

"This hill was now covered with snow and stood off against the gray 



sky. The white fields looked vast and dreary in the dusk. The only gay 
things to be seen were the berries on the holly hedge, in the little 
lane--which, running by the end of our back-yard, led up to the 
Hall--and the fat robin, that was staring at me. I was looking at the 
robin, when Patty, who had been peering out of her corner of Kitty's 
shawl, gave a great jump that dragged the shawl from our heads, and 
cried:  

"'Look!'  

"I looked. An old man was coming along the lane. His hair and beard 
were as white as cotton-wool. He had a face like the sort of apple that 
keeps well in winter; his coat was old and brown. There was snow about 
him in patches, and he carried a small fir-tree.  

"The same conviction seized upon us both. With one breath, we 
exclaimed, 'IT'S OLD FATHER CHRISTMAS!'  

"I know now that it was only an old man of the place, with whom we did 
not happen to be acquainted and that he was taking a little fir-tree up 
to the Hall, to be made into a Christmas-tree. He was a very 
good-humoured old fellow, and rather deaf, for which he made up by 
smiling and nodding his head a good deal, and saying, 'aye, aye, to be 
sure!' at likely intervals.  

"As he passed us and met our earnest gaze, he smiled and nodded so 
earnestly that I was bold enough to cry, 'Good-evening, Father 
Christmas!'  

"'Same to you!' said he, in a high-pitched voice.  

"'Then you ARE Father Christmas?' said Patty.  

"'And a happy New Year,' was Father Christmas's reply, which rather put 
me out. But he smiled in such a satisfactory manner that Patty went on, 
'You're very old, aren't you?'  

"'So I be, miss, so I be,' said Father Christmas, nodding.  

"'Father says you're eighteen hundred and thirty years old,' I muttered.  

"'Aye, aye, to be sure,' said Father Christmas. 'I'm a long age.'  

"A VERY long age, thought I, and I added, 'You're nearly twice as old 
as Methuselah, you know,' thinking that this might have struck him.  

"'Aye, aye,' said Father Christmas; but he did not seem to think 
anything of it. After a pause he held up the tree, and cried, 'D'ye 
know what this is, little miss?'  



"'A Christmas-tree,' said Patty.  

"And the old man smiled and nodded.  

"I leant over the wall, and shouted, 'But there are no candles.'  

"'By and by,' said Father Christmas, nodding as before. 'When it's dark 
they'll all be lighted up. That'll be a fine sight!'  

'"Toys, too,there'll be, won't there?' said Patty.  

"Father Christmas nodded his head. 'And sweeties,' he added, 
expressively.  

"I could feel Patty trembling, and my own heart beat fast. The thought 
which agitated us both was this: 'Was Father Christmas bringing the 
tree to us?' But very anxiety, and some modesty also, kept us from 
asking outright.  

"Only when the old man shouldered his tree, and prepared to move on, I 
cried in despair, 'Oh, are you going?'  

"'I'm coming back by and by,' said he.  

"'How soon?' cried Patty.  

"'About four o'clock,' said the old man smiling. 'I'm only going up 
yonder.'  

"'Up yonder!' This puzzled us. Father Christmas had pointed, but so 
indefinitely that he might have been pointing to the sky, or the 
fields, or the little wood at the end of the Squire's grounds. I 
thought the latter, and suggested to Patty that perhaps he had some 
place underground like Aladdin's cave, where he got the candles, and 
all the pretty things for the tree. This idea pleased us both, and we 
amused ourselves by wondering what Old Father Christmas would choose 
for us from his stores in that wonderful hole where he dressed his 
Christmas-trees.  

"'I wonder, Patty,' said I, 'why there's no picture of Father 
Christmas's dog in the book.' For at the old man's heels in the lane 
there crept a little brown and white spaniel looking very dirty in the 
snow.  

"'Perhaps it's a new dog that he's got to take care of his cave,' said 
Patty.  

"When we went indoors we examined the picture afresh by the dim light 
from the passage window, but there was no dog there.  



"My father passed us at this moment, and patted my head. 'Father,' said 
I, 'I don't know, but I do think Old Father Christmas is going to bring 
us a Christmas-tree to-night.'  

"'Who's been telling you that?' said my father.  

But he passed on before I could explain that we had seen Father 
Christmas himself, and had had his word for it that he would return at 
four o'clock, and that the candles on his tree would be lighted as soon 
as it was dark.  

"We hovered on the outskirts of the rooms till four o'clock came. We 
sat on the stairs and watched the big clock, which I was just learning 
to read; and Patty made herself giddy with constantly looking up and 
counting the four strokes, toward which the hour hand slowly moved. We 
put our noses into the kitchen now and then, to smell the cakes and get 
warm, and anon we hung about the parlour door, and were most unjustly 
accused of trying to peep. What did we care what our mother was doing 
in the parlour?--we, who had seen Old Father Christmas himself, and 
were expecting him back again every moment!  

"At last the church clock struck. The sounds boomed heavily through the 
frost, and Patty thought there were four of them. Then, after due 
choking and whirring, our own clock struck, and we counted the strokes 
quite clearly--one! two! three! four! Then we got Kitty's shawl once 
more, and stole out into the backyard. We ran to our old place, and 
peeped, but could see nothing.  

"'We'd better get up on to the wall,' I said; and with some difficulty 
and distress from rubbing her bare knees against the cold stone, and 
getting the snow up her sleeves, Patty got on to the coping of the 
little wall. I was just struggling after her, when something warm and 
something cold coming suddenly against the bare calves of my legs made 
me shriek with fright. I came down 'with a run' and bruised my knees, 
my elbows, and my chin; and the snow that hadn't gone up Patty's 
sleeves went down my neck. Then I found that the cold thing was a dog's 
nose and the warm thing was his tongue; and Patty cried from her post 
of observation, 'It's Father Christmas's dog and he's licking your 
legs.'  

"It really was the dirty little brown and white spaniel, and he 
persisted in licking me, and jumping on me, and making curious little 
noises, that must have meant something if one had known his language. I 
was rather harassed at the moment. My legs were sore, I was a little 
afraid of the dog, and Patty was very much afraid of sitting on the 
wall without me.  

'"You won't fall,' I said to her. 'Get down, will you?' I said to the 
dog.  



"'Humpty Dumpty fell off a wall,' said Patty.  

"'Bow! wow!' said the dog.  

"I pulled Patty down, and the dog tried to pull me down; but when my 
little sister was on her feet, to my relief, he transferred his 
attentions to her. When he had jumped at her, and licked her several 
times, he turned around and ran away.  

"'He's gone,' said I; 'I'm so glad.'  

"But even as I spoke he was back again, crouching at Patty's feet, and 
glaring at her with eyes the colour of his ears.  

"Now, Patty was very fond of animals, and when the dog looked at her 
she looked at the dog, and then she said to me, 'He wants us to go with 
him.'  

"On which (as if he understood our language, though we were ignorant of 
his) the spaniel sprang away, and went off as hard as he could; and 
Patty and I went after him, a dim hope crossing my mind--'Perhaps 
Father Christmas has sent him for us.'  

"The idea was rather favoured by the fact he led us up the lane. Only a 
little way; then he stopped by something lying in the ditch--and once 
more we cried in the same breath, 'It's Old Father Christmas!'  

"Returning from the Hall, the old man had slipped upon a bit of ice, 
and lay stunned in the snow.  

"Patty began to cry. 'I think he's dead!' she sobbed.  

"'He is so very old, I don't wonder,' I murmured; 'but perhaps he's 
not. I'll fetch father.'  

"My father and Kitty were soon on the spot. Kitty was as strong as a 
man; and they carried Father Christmas between them into the kitchen. 
There he quickly revived.  

"I must do Kitty the justice to say that she did not utter a word of 
complaint at the disturbance of her labours; and that she drew the old 
man's chair close up to the oven with her own hand. She was so much 
affected by the behaviour of his dog that she admitted him even to the 
hearth; on which puss, being acute enough to see how matters stood, lay 
down with her back so close to the spaniel's that Kitty could not expel 
one without kicking both.  

"For our parts, we felt sadly anxious about the tree; otherwise we 
could have wished for no better treat than to sit at Kitty's round 
table taking tea with Father Christmas. Our usual fare of thick bread 



and treacle was to-night exchanged for a delicious variety of cakes, 
which were none the worse to us for being 'tasters and wasters'--that 
is, little bits of dough, or shortbread, put in to try the state of the 
oven, and certain cakes that had got broken or burnt in the baking.  

"Well, there we sat, helping Old Father Christmas to tea and cake, and 
wondering in our hearts what could have become of the tree.  

"Patty and I felt a delicacy in asking Old Father Christmas about the 
tree. It was not until we had had tea three times round, with tasters 
and wasters to match, that Patty said very gently: 'It's quite dark 
now.' And then she heaved a deep sigh.  

"Burning anxiety overcame me. I leaned toward Father Christmas, and 
shouted--I had found out that it was needful to shout--"'I suppose the 
candles are on the tree now?'  

"'Just about putting of 'em on,' said Father Christmas.  

"'And the presents, too?' said Patty.  

"'Aye, aye, TO be sure,' said Father Christmas, and he smiled 
delightfully.  

"I was thinking what further questions I might venture upon, when he 
pushed his cup toward Patty saying, 'Since you are so pressing, miss, 
I'll take another dish.'  

"And Kitty, swooping on us from the oven, cried, 'Make yourself at 
home, sir; there's more where these came from. Make a long arm, Miss 
Patty, and hand them cakes.'  

"So we had to devote ourselves to the duties of the table; and Patty, 
holding the lid with one hand and pouring with the other, supplied 
Father Christmas's wants with a heavy heart.  

"At last he was satisfied. I said grace, during which he stood, and, 
indeed, he stood for some time afterward with his eyes shut--I fancy 
under the impression that I was still speaking. He had just said a 
fervent 'amen,' and reseated himself, when my father put his head into 
the kitchen, and made this remarkable statement:  

"'Old Father Christmas has sent a tree to the young people.'  

"Patty and I uttered a cry of delight, and we forthwith danced round 
the old man, saying, 'How nice; Oh, how kind of you!' which I think 
must have bewildered him, but he only smiled and nodded.  

"'Come along,' said my father. 'Come, children. Come, Reuben. Come, 
Kitty.' 



 
"And he went into the parlour, and we all followed him.  

"My godmother's picture of a Christmas-tree was very pretty; and the 
flames of the candles were so naturally done in red and yellow that I 
always wondered that they did not shine at night. But the picture was 
nothing to the reality. We had been sitting almost in the dark, for, as 
Kitty said, 'Firelight was quite enough to burn at meal-times.' And 
when the parlour door was thrown open, and the tree, with lighted 
tapers on all the branches, burst upon our view, the blaze was 
dazzling, and threw such a glory round the little gifts, and the bags 
of coloured muslin, with acid drops and pink rose drops and comfits 
inside, as I shall never forget. We all got something; and Patty and I, 
at any rate, believed that the things came from the stores of Old 
Father Christmas. We were not undeceived even by his gratefully 
accepting a bundle of old clothes which had been hastily put together 
to form his present.  

"We were all very happy; even Kitty, I think, though she kept her 
sleeves rolled up, and seemed rather to grudge enjoying herself (a weak 
point in some energetic characters). She went back to her oven before 
the lights were out and the angel on the top of the tree taken down. 
She locked up her present (a little work-box) at once. She often showed 
it off afterward, but it was kept in the same bit of tissue paper till 
she died. Our presents certainly did not last so long!  

"The old man died about a week afterward, so we never made his 
acquaintance as a common personage. When he was buried, his little dog 
came to us. I suppose he remembered the hospitality he had received. 
Patty adopted him, and he was very faithful. Puss always looked on him 
with favour. I hoped during our rambles together in the following 
summer that he would lead us at last to the cave where Christmas-trees 
are dressed. But he never did.  

"Our parents often spoke of his late master as 'old Reuben,' but 
children are not easily disabused of a favourite fancy, and in Patty's 
thoughts and in mine the old man was long gratefully remembered as Old 
Father Christmas."   



THE LEGEND OF BABOUSCKA  

ADAPTED FROM THE RUSSIAN  

It was the night the dear Christ-Child came to Bethlehem. In a country 
far away from Him, an old, old woman named Babouscka sat in her snug 
little house by her warm fire. The wind was drifting the snow outside 
and howling down the chimney, but it only made Babouscka's fire burn 
more brightly.  

"How glad I am that I may stay indoors," said Babouscka, holding her 
hands out to the bright blaze.  

But suddenly she heard a loud rap at her door. She opened it and her 
candle shone on three old men standing outside in the snow. Their 
beards were as white as the snow, and so long that they reached the 
ground. Their eyes shone kindly in the light of Babouscka's candle, and 
their arms were full of precious things--boxes of jewels, and 
sweet-smelling oils, and ointments.  

"We have travelled far, Babouscka," they said, "and we stop to tell you 
of the Baby Prince born this night in Bethlehem. He comes to rule the 
world and teach all men to be loving and true. We carry Him gifts. Come 
with us, Babouscka."  

But Babouscka looked at the drifting snow, and then inside at her cozy 
room and the crackling fire. "It is too late for me to go with you, 
good sirs," she said, "the weather is too cold." She went inside again 
and shut the door, and the old men journeyed on to Bethlehem without 
her. But as Babouscka sat by her fire, rocking, she began to think 
about the Little Christ-Child, for she loved all babies.  

"To-morrow I will go to find Him," she said; "to-morrow, when it is 
light, and I will carry Him some toys."  

So when it was morning Babouscka put on her long cloak and took her 
staff, and filled her basket with the pretty things a baby would 
like--gold balls, and wooden toys, and strings of silver cobwebs--and 
she set out to find the Christ-Child.  

But, oh, Babouscka had forgotten to ask the three old men the road to 
Bethlehem, and they travelled so far through the night that she could 
not overtake them. Up and down the road she hurried, through woods and 
fields and towns, saying to whomsoever she met: "I go to find the 
Christ-Child. Where does He lie? I bring some pretty toys for His sake."  

But no one could tell her the way to go, and they all said: "Farther 
on, Babouscka, farther on." So she travelled on and on and on for years 
and years--but she never found the little Christ-Child.  



They say that old Babouscka is travelling still, looking for Him. When 
it comes Christmas Eve, and the children are lying fast asleep, 
Babouscka comes softly through the snowy fields and towns, wrapped in 
her long cloak and carrying her basket on her arm. With her staff she 
raps gently at the doors and goes inside and holds her candle close to 
the little children's faces.  

"Is He here?" she asks. "Is the little Christ-Child here?" And then she 
turns sorrowfully away again, crying: "Farther on, farther on!" But 
before she leaves she takes a toy from her basket and lays it beside 
the pillow for a Christmas gift. "For His sake," she says softly, and 
then hurries on through the years and forever in search of the little 
Christ-Child.  



THE FIRST NEW ENGLAND CHRISTMAS  

G. L. STONE AND M. G. FICKETT  

It was a warm and pleasant Saturday--that twenty-third of December, 
1620. The winter wind had blown itself away in the storm of the day 
before, and the air was clear and balmy. The people on board the 
Mayflower were glad of the pleasant day. It was three long months since 
they had started from Plymouth, in England, to seek a home across the 
ocean. Now they had come into a harbour that they named New Plymouth, 
in the country of New England.  

Other people called these voyagers Pilgrims, which means wanderers. A 
long while before, the Pilgrims had lived in England; later they made 
their home with the Dutch in Holland; finally they had said goodbye to 
their friends in Holland and in England, and had sailed away to America.  

There were only one hundred and two of the Pilgrims on the Mayflower, 
but they were brave and strong and full of hope. Now the Mayflower was 
the only home they had; yet if this weather lasted they might soon have 
warm log-cabins to live in. This very afternoon the men had gone ashore 
to cut down the large trees.  

The women of the Mayflower were busy, too. Some were spinning, some 
knitting, some sewing. It was so bright and pleasant that Mistress Rose 
Standish had taken out her knitting and had gone to sit a little while 
on deck. She was too weak to face rough weather, and she wanted to 
enjoy the warm sunshine and the clear salt air. By her side was 
Mistress Brewster, the minister's wife. Everybody loved Mistress 
Standish and Mistress Brewster, for neither of them ever spoke unkindly.  

The air on deck would have been warm even on a colder day, for in one 
corner a bright fire was burning. It would seem strange now, would it 
not, to see a fire on the deck of a vessel? But in those days, when the 
weather was pleasant, people on shipboard did their cooking on deck.  

The Pilgrims had no stoves, and Mistress Carver's maid had built this 
fire on a large hearth covered with sand. She had hung a great kettle 
on the crane over the fire, where the onion soup for supper was now 
simmering slowly.  

Near the fire sat a little girl, busily playing and singing to herself. 
Little Remember Allerton was only six years old, but she liked to be 
with Hannah, Mistress Carver's maid. This afternoon Remember had been 
watching Hannah build the fire and make the soup. Now the little girl 
was playing with the Indian arrowheads her father had brought her the 
night before. She was singing the words of the old psalm:  

"Shout to Jehovah, all the earth, 
Serve ye Jehovah with gladness; before 



Him bow with singing mirth."  

"Ah, child, methinks the children of Old England are singing different 
words from those to-day," spoke Hannah at length, with a faraway look 
in her eyes.  

"Why, Hannah? What songs are the little English children singing now?" 
questioned Remember in surprise.  

"It lacks but two days of Christmas, child, and in my old home 
everybody is singing Merry Christmas songs."  

"But thou hast not told me what is Christmas!' persisted the child.  

"Ah, me! Thou dost not know, 'tis true. Christmas, Remember, is the 
birthday of the Christ-Child, of Jesus, whom thou hast learned to 
love," Hannah answered softly.  

"But what makes the English children so happy then? And we are English, 
thou hast told me, Hannah. Why don't we keep Christmas, too?"  

"In sooth we are English, child. But the reason why we do not sing the 
Christmas carols or play the Christmas games makes a long, long story, 
Remember. Hannah cannot tell it so that little children will 
understand. Thou must ask some other, child."  

Hannah and the little girl were just then near the two women on the 
deck, and Remember said:  

"Mistress Brewster, Hannah sayeth she knoweth not how to tell why Love 
and Wrestling and Constance and the others do not sing the Christmas 
songs or play the Christmas games. But thou wilt tell me wilt thou 
not?" she added coaxingly.  

A sad look came into Mistress Brewster's eyes, and Mistress Standish 
looked grave, too. No one spoke for a few seconds, until Hannah said 
almost sharply:  

"Why could we not burn a Yule log Monday, and make some meal into 
little cakes for the children?"  

"Nay, Hannah," answered the gentle voice of Mistress Brewster. "Such 
are but vain shows and not for those of us who believe in holier 
things. But," she added, with a kind glance at little Remember, 
"wouldst thou like to know why we have left Old England and do not keep 
the Christmas Day? Thou canst not understand it all, child, and yet it 
may do thee no harm to hear the story. It may help thee to be a brave 
and happy little girl in the midst of our hard life."  

"Surely it can do no harm, Mistress Brewster," spoke Rose Standish, 



gently. "Remember is a little Pilgrim now, and she ought, methinks, to 
know something of the reason for our wandering. Come here, child, and 
sit by me, while good Mistress Brewster tells thee how cruel men have 
made us suffer. Then will I sing thee one of the Christmas carols."  

With these words she held out her hands to little Remember, who ran 
quickly to the side of Mistress Standish, and eagerly waited for the 
story to begin.  

"We have not always lived in Holland, Remember. Most of us were born in 
England, and England is the best country in the world. 'Tis a land to 
be proud of, Remember, though some of its rulers have been wicked and 
cruel.  

"Long before you were born, when your mother was a little girl, the 
English king said that everybody in the land ought to think as he 
thought, and go to a church like his. He said he would send us away 
from England if we did not do as he ordered. Now, we could not think as 
he did on holy matters, and it seemed wrong to us to obey him. So we 
decided to go to a country where we might worship as we pleased."  

"What became of that cruel king, Mistress Brewster?"  

"He ruleth England now. But thou must not think too hardly of him. He 
doth not understand, perhaps. Right will win some day, Remember, though 
there may be bloody war before peace cometh. And I thank God that we, 
at least, shall not be called on to live in the midst of the strife," 
she went on, speaking more to herself than to the little girl.  

"We decided to go to Holland, out of the reach of the king. We were not 
sure whether it was best to move or not, but our hearts were set on 
God's ways. We trusted Him in whom we believed. Yes," she went on, "and 
shall we not keep on trusting Him?"  

And Rose Standish, remembering the little stock of food that was nearly 
gone, the disease that had come upon many of their number, and the five 
who had died that month, answered firmly: "Yes. He who has led us thus 
far will not leave us now."  

They were all silent a few seconds. Presently Remember said: "Then did 
ye go to Holland, Mistress Brewster?"  

"Yes," she said. "Our people all went over to Holland, where the Dutch 
folk live and the little Dutch children clatter about with their wooden 
shoes. There thou wast born, Remember, and my own children, and there 
we lived in love and peace."  

"And yet, we were not wholly happy. We could not talk well with the 
Dutch, and so we could not set right what was wrong among them. 'Twas 
so hard to earn money that many had to go back to England. And worst of 



all, Remember, we were afraid that you and little Bartholomew and Mary 
and Love and Wrestling and all the rest would not grow to be good girls 
and boys. And so we have come to this new country to teach our children 
to be pure and noble."  

After another silence Remember spoke again: "I thank thee, Mistress 
Brewster. And I will try to be a good girl. But thou didst not tell me 
about Christmas after all."  

"Nay, child, but now I will. There are long services on that day in 
every church where the king's friends go. But there are parts of these 
services which we cannot approve; and so we think it best not to follow 
the other customs that the king's friends observe on Christmas.  

"They trim their houses with mistletoe and holly so that everything 
looks gay and cheerful. Their other name for the Christmas time is the 
Yuletide, and the big log that is burned then is called the Yule log. 
The children like to sit around the hearth in front of the great, 
blazing Yule log, and listen to stories of long, long ago.  

"At Christmas there are great feasts in England, too. No one is allowed 
to go hungry, for the rich people on the day always send meat and cakes 
to the poor folk round about.  

"But we like to make all our days Christmas days, Remember. We try 
never to forget God's gifts to us, and they remind us always to be good 
to other people."  

"And the Christmas carols, Mistress Standish? What are they?"  

"On Christmas Eve and early on Christmas morning," Rose Standish 
answered, "little children go about from house to house, singing 
Christmas songs. 'Tis what I like best in all the Christmas cheer. And 
I promised to sing thee one, did I not?"  

Then Mistress Standish sang in her dear, sweet voice the quaint old 
English words:  

As Joseph was a-walking, 
He heard an angel sing: 
"This night shall be the birth-time 
Of Christ, the heavenly King.  

"He neither shall be born 
In housen nor in hall, 
Nor in the place of Paradise, 
But in an ox's stall.  

"He neither shall be clothed 
In purple nor in pall, 



But in the fair white linen 
That usen babies all.  

"He neither shall be rocked 
In silver nor in gold, 
But in a wooden manger 
That resteth in the mould."  

As Joseph was a-walking 
There did an angel sing, 
And Mary's child at midnight 
Was born to be our King.  

Then be ye glad, good people, 
This night of all the year, 
And light ye up your candles, 
For His star it shineth clear.  

Before the song was over, Hannah had come on deck again, and was 
listening eagerly. "I thank thee, Mistress Standish," she said, the 
tears filling her blue eyes. "'Tis long, indeed, since I have heard 
that song."  

"Would it be wrong for me to learn to sing those words, Mistress 
Standish?" gently questioned the little girl.  

"Nay, Remember, I trow not. The song shall be thy Christmas gift."  

Then Mistress Standish taught the little girl one verse after another 
of the sweet old carol, and it was not long before Remember could say 
it all.  

The next day was dull and cold, and on Monday, the twenty-fifth, the 
sky was still overcast. There was no bright Yule log in the Mayflower, 
and no holly trimmed the little cabin.  

The Pilgrims were true to the faith they loved. They held no special 
service. They made no gifts.  

Instead, they went again to the work of cutting the trees, and no one 
murmured at his hard lot.  

"We went on shore," one man wrote in his diary, "some to fell timber, 
some to saw, some to rive, and some to carry; so no man rested all that 
day."  

As for little Remember, she spent the day on board the Mayflower. She 
heard no one speak of England or sigh for the English home across the 
sea. But she did not forget Mistress Brewster's story; and more than 
once that day, as she was playing by herself, she fancied that she was 



in front of some English home, helping the English children sing their 
Christmas songs. And both Mistress Allerton and Mistress Standish, whom 
God was soon to call away from their earthly home, felt happier and 
stronger as they heard the little girl singing:  

He neither shall be born 
In housen nor in hall, 
Nor in the place of Paradise, 
But in an ox's stall.  



A CHRISTMAS FAIRY  

JOHN STRANGE WINTER  

It was getting very near to Christmas time, and all the boys at Miss 
Ware's school were talking about going home for the holidays.  

"I shall go to the Christmas festival," said Bertie Fellows," and my 
mother will have a party, and my Aunt will give another. Oh! I shall 
have a splendid time at home."  

"My Uncle Bob is going to give me a pair of skates," remarked Harry 
Wadham.  

"My father is going to give me a bicycle," put in George Alderson.  

"Will you bring it back to school with you?" asked Harry.  

"Oh! yes, if Miss Ware doesn't say no."  

"Well, Tom," cried Bertie, "where are you going to spend your holidays?"  

"I am going to stay here," answered Tom in a very forlorn voice.  

"Here--at school--oh, dear! Why can't you go home?"  

"I can't go home to India," answered Tom.  

"Nobody said you could. But haven't you any relatives anywhere?"  

Tom shook his head. "Only in India," he said sadly.  

"Poor fellow! That's hard luck for you. I'll tell you what it is, boys, 
if I couldn't go home for the holidays, especially at Christmas--I 
think I would just sit down and die."  

"Oh, no, you wouldn't," said Tom. "You would get ever so homesick, but 
you wouldn't die. You would just get through somehow, and hope 
something would happen before next year, or that some kind fairy 
would--"  

"There are no fairies nowadays," said Bertie.  

"See here, Tom, I'll write and ask my mother to invite you to go home 
with me for the holidays."  

"Will you really?"  

"Yes, I will. And if she says yes, we shall have such a splendid time. 
We live in London, you know, and have lots of parties and fun." 



 
"Perhaps she will say no?" suggested poor little Tom.  

"My mother isn't the kind that says no," Bertie declared loudly.  

In a few days' time a letter arrived from Bertie's mother. The boy 
opened it eagerly. It said:  

My own dear Bertie:  

I am very sorry to tell you that little Alice is ill with scarlet 
fever. And so you cannot come for your holidays. I would have been glad 
to have you bring your little friend with you if all had been well here.  

Your father and I have decided that the best thing that you can do is 
to stay at Miss Ware's. We shall send your Christmas present to you as 
well as we can.  

It will not be like coming home, but I am sure you will try to be 
happy, and make me feel that you are helping me in this sad time.  

Dear little Alice is very ill, very ill indeed. Tell Tom that I am 
sending you a box for both of you, with two of everything. And tell him 
that it makes me so much happier to know that you will not be alone.  

          Your own mother.  

When Bertie Fellows received this letter, which ended all his Christmas 
hopes and joys, he hid his face upon his desk and sobbed aloud. The 
lonely boy from India, who sat next to him, tried to comfort his friend 
in every way he could think of. He patted his shoulder and whispered 
many kind words to him.  

At last Bertie put the letter into Tom's hands. "Read it," he sobbed.  

So then Tom understood the cause of Bertie's grief. "Don't fret over 
it," he said at last. "It might be worse. Why, your father and mother 
might be thousands of miles away, like mine are. When Alice is better, 
you will be able to go home. And it will help your mother if she thinks 
you are almost as happy as if you could go now."  

Soon Miss Ware came to tell Bertie how sorry she was for him.  

"After all," said she, smiling down on the two boys, "it is an ill wind 
that blows nobody good. Poor Tom has been expecting to spend his 
holidays alone, and now he will have a friend with him--Try to look on 
the bright side, Bertie, and to remember how much worse it would have 
been if there had been no boy to stay with you."  

"I can't help being disappointed, Miss Ware," said Bertie, his eyes 



filling with tears.  

"No; you would be a strange boy if you were not. But I want you to try 
to think of your poor mother, and write her as cheerfully as you can."  

"Yes," answered Bertie; but his heart was too full to say more.  

The last day of the term came, and one by one, or two by two, the boys 
went away, until only Bertie and Tom were left in the great house. It 
had never seemed so large to either of them before.  

"It's miserable," groaned poor Bertie, as they strolled into the 
schoolroom. "Just think if we were on our way home now--how different."  

"Just think if I had been left here by myself," said Tom.  

"Yes," said Bertie, "but you know when one wants to go home he never 
thinks of the boys that have no home to go to."  

The evening passed, and the two boys went to bed. They told stories to 
each other for a long time before they could go to sleep. That night 
they dreamed of their homes, and felt very lonely. Yet each tried to be 
brave, and so another day began.  

This was the day before Christmas. Quite early in the morning came the 
great box of which Bertie's mother had spoken in her letter. Then, just 
as dinner had come to an end, there was a peal of the bell, and a voice 
was heard asking for Tom Egerton.  

Tom sprang to his feet, and flew to greet a tall, handsome lady, 
crying, "Aunt Laura! Aunt Laura!"  

And Laura explained that she and her husband had arrived in London only 
the day before. "I was so afraid, Tom," she said, "that we should not 
get here until Christmas Day was over and that you would be 
disappointed. So I would not let your mother write you that we were on 
our way home. You must get your things packed up at once, and go back 
with me to London. Then uncle and I will give you a splendid time."  

For a minute or two Tom's face shone with delight. Then he caught sight 
of Bertie and turned to his aunt.  

"Dear Aunt Laura," he said, "I am very sorry, but I can't go."  

"Can't go? and why not?"  

"Because I can't go and leave Bertie here all alone," he said stoutly. 
"When I was going to be alone he wrote and asked his mother to let me 
go home with him. She could not have either of us because Bertie's 
sister has scarlet fever. He has to stay here, and he has never been 



away from home at Christmas time before, and I can't go away and leave 
him by himself, Aunt Laura."  

For a minute Aunt Laura looked at the boy as if she could not believe 
him. Then she caught him in her arms and kissed him.  

"You dear little boy, you shall not leave him. You shall bring him 
along, and we shall all enjoy ourselves together. Bertie, my boy, you 
are not very old yet, but I am going to teach you a lesson as well as I 
can. It is that kindness is never wasted in this world."  

And so Bertie and Tom found that there was such a thing as a fairy 
after all. 



LITTLE GRETCHEN AND THE WOODEN SHOE  

ELIZABETH HARRISON  

The following story is one of many which has drifted down to us from 
the story-loving nurseries and hearthstones of Germany. I cannot recall 
when I first had it told to me as a child, varied, of course, by 
different tellers, but always leaving that sweet, tender impression of 
God's loving care for the least of his children. I have since read 
different versions of it in at least a half-dozen story books for 
children.  

Once upon a time, a long time ago, far away across the great ocean, in 
a country called Germany, there could be seen a small log hut on the 
edge of a great forest, whose fir-trees extended for miles and miles to 
the north. This little house, made of heavy hewn logs, had but one room 
in it. A rough pine door gave entrance to this room, and a small square 
window admitted the light. At the back of the house was built an 
old-fashioned stone chimney, out of which in winter usually curled a 
thin, blue smoke, showing that there was not very much fire within.  

Small as the house was, it was large enough for the two people who 
lived in it. I want to tell you a story to-day about these two people. 
One was an old, gray-haired woman, so old that the little children of 
the village, nearly half a mile away, often wondered whether she had 
come into the world with the huge mountains, and the great fir-trees, 
which stood like giants back of her small hut. Her face was wrinkled 
all over with deep lines, which, if the children could only have read 
aright, would have told them of many years of cheerful, happy, 
self-sacrifice, of loving, anxious watching beside sick-beds, of quiet 
endurance of pain, of many a day of hunger and cold, and of a thousand 
deeds of unselfish love for other people; but, of course, they could 
not read this strange handwriting. They only knew that she was old and 
wrinkled, and that she stooped as she walked. None of them seemed to 
fear her, for her smile was always cheerful, and she had a kindly word 
for each of them if they chanced to meet her on her way to and from the 
village. With this old, old woman lived a very little girl. So bright 
and happy was she that the travellers who passed by the lonesome little 
house on the edge of the forest often thought of a sunbeam as they saw 
her. These two people were known in the village as Granny Goodyear and 
Little Gretchen.  

The winter had come and the frost had snapped off many of the smaller 
branches from the pine-trees in the forest. Gretchen and her Granny 
were up by daybreak each morning. After their simple breakfast of 
oatmeal, Gretchen would run to the little closet and fetch Granny's old 
woollen shawl, which seemed almost as old as Granny herself. Gretchen 
always claimed the right to put the shawl over her Granny's head, even 
though she had to climb onto the wooden bench to do it. After carefully 
pinning it under Granny's chin, she gave her a good-bye kiss, and 



Granny started out for her morning's work in the forest. This work was 
nothing more nor less than the gathering up of the twigs and branches 
which the autumn winds and winter frosts had thrown upon the ground. 
These were carefully gathered into a large bundle which Granny tied 
together with a strong linen band. She then managed to lift the bundle 
to her shoulder and trudged off to the village with it. Here she sold 
the fagots for kindling wood to the people of the village. Sometimes 
she would get only a few pence each day, and sometimes a dozen or more, 
but on this money little Gretchen and she managed to live; they had 
their home, and the forest kindly furnished the wood for the fire which 
kept them warm in cold weather.  

In the summer time Granny had a little garden at the back of the hut 
where she raised, with little Gretchen's help, a few potatoes and 
turnips and onions. These she carefully stored away for winter use. To 
this meagre supply, the pennies, gained by selling the twigs from the 
forest, added the oatmeal for Gretchen and a little black coffee for 
Granny. Meat was a thing they never thought of having. It cost too much 
money. Still, Granny and Gretchen were very happy, because they loved 
each other dearly. Sometimes Gretchen would be left alone all day long 
in the hut, because Granny would have some work to do in the village 
after selling her bundle of sticks and twigs. It was during these long 
days that little Gretchen had taught herself to sing the song which the 
wind sang to the pine branches. In the summer time she learned the 
chirp and twitter of the birds, until her voice might almost be 
mistaken for a bird's voice; she learned to dance as the swaying 
shadows did, and even to talk. to the stars which shone through the 
little square window when Granny came home too late or too tired to 
talk.  

Sometimes, when the weather was fine, or her Granny had an extra bundle 
of newly knitted stockings to take to the village, she would let little 
Gretchen go along with her. It chanced that one of these trips to the 
town came just the week before Christmas, and Gretchen's eyes were 
delighted by the sight of the lovely Christmas-trees which stood in the 
window of the village store. It seemed to her that she would never tire 
of looking at the knit dolls, the woolly lambs, the little wooden shops 
with their queer, painted men and women in them, and all the other fine 
things. She had never owned a plaything in her whole life; therefore, 
toys which you and I would not think much of, seemed to her to be very 
beautiful.  

That night, after their supper of baked potatoes was over, and little 
Gretchen had cleared away the dishes and swept up the hearth, because 
Granny dear was so tired, she brought her own small wooden stool and 
placed it very near Granny's feet and sat down upon it, folding her 
hands on her lap. Granny knew that this meant she wanted to talk about 
something, so she smilingly laid away the large Bible which she had 
been reading, and took up her knitting, which was as much as to say: 
"Well, Gretchen, dear, Granny is ready to listen." 



 
"Granny," said Gretchen slowly, "it's almost Christmas time, isn't it?"  

"Yes, dearie," said Granny, "only five more days now," and then she 
sighed, but little Gretchen was so happy that she did not notice 
Granny's sigh.  

"What do you think, Granny, I'll get this Christmas?" said she, looking 
up eagerly into Granny's face.  

"Ah, child, child," said Granny, shaking her head, "you'll have no 
Christmas this year. We are too poor for that."  

"Oh, but, Granny," interrupted little Gretchen, "think of all the 
beautiful toys we saw in the village to-day. Surely Santa Claus has 
sent enough for every little child."  

"Ah, dearie," said Granny, "those toys are for people who can pay money 
for them, and we have no money to spend for Christmas toys."  

"Well, Granny," said Gretchen, "perhaps some of the little children who 
live in the great house on the hill at the other end of the village 
will be willing to share some of their toys with me. They will be so 
glad to give some to a little girl who has none."  

"Dear child, dear child," said Granny, leaning forward and stroking the 
soft, shiny hair of the little girl, "your heart is full of love. You 
would be glad to bring a Christmas to every child; but their heads are 
so full of what they are going to get that they forget all about 
anybody else but themselves." Then she sighed and shook her head.  

"Well, Granny," said Gretchen, her bright, happy tone of voice growing 
a little less joyous, "perhaps the dear Santa Claus will show some of 
the village children how to make presents that do not cost money, and 
some of them may surprise me Christmas morning with a present. And, 
Granny, dear," added she, springing up from her low stool, "can't I 
gather some of the pine branches and take them to the old sick man who 
lives in the house by the mill, so that he can have the sweet smell of 
our pine forest in his room all Christmas day?"  

"Yes, dearie," said Granny, "you may do what you can to make the 
Christmas bright and happy, but you must not expect any present 
yourself."  

"Oh, but, Granny," said little Gretchen, her face brightening, "you 
forget all about the shining Christmas angels, who came down to earth 
and sang their wonderful song the night the beautiful Christ-Child was 
born! They are so loving and good that they will not forget any little 
child. I shall ask my dear stars to-night to tell them of us. You 
know," she added, with a look of relief, "the stars are so very high 



that they must know the angels quite well, as they come and go with 
their messages from the loving God."  

Granny sighed, as she half whispered, "Poor child, poor child!" but 
Gretchen threw her arm around Granny's neck and gave her a hearty kiss, 
saying as she did so: "Oh, Granny, Granny, you don't talk to the stars 
often enough, else you wouldn't be sad at Christmas time." Then she 
danced all around the room, whirling her little skirts about her to 
show Granny how the wind had made the snow dance that day. She looked 
so droll and funny that Granny forgot her cares and worries and laughed 
with little Gretchen over her new snow-dance. The days passed on, and 
the morning before Christmas Eve came. Gretchen having tidied up the 
little room--for Granny had taught her to be a careful little 
housewife--was off to the forest, singing a birdlike song, almost as 
happy and free as the birds themselves. She was very busy that day, 
preparing a surprise for Granny. First, however, she gathered the most 
beautiful of the fir branches within her reach to take the next morning 
to the old sick man who lived by the mill. The day was all too short 
for the happy little girl. When Granny came trudging wearily home that 
night, she found the frame of the doorway covered with green pine 
branches.  

"It's to welcome you, Granny! It's to welcome you!" cried Gretchen; 
"our old dear home wanted to give you a Christmas welcome. Don't you 
see, the branches of evergreen make it look as if it were smiling all 
over, and it is trying to say, 'A happy Christmas' to you, Granny!"  

Granny laughed and kissed the little girl, as they opened the door and 
went in together. Here was a new surprise for Granny. The four posts of 
the wooden bed, which stood in one corner of the room, had been trimmed 
by the busy little fingers, with smaller and more flexible branches of 
the pine-trees. A small bouquet of red mountain-ash berries stood at 
each side of the fireplace, and these, together with the trimmed posts 
of the bed, gave the plain old room quite a festival look. Gretchen 
laughed and clapped her hands and danced about until the house seemed 
full of music to poor, tired Granny, whose heart had been sad as she 
turned toward their home that night, thinking of the disappointment 
which must come to loving little Gretchen the next morning.  

After supper was over little Gretchen drew her stool up to Granny's 
side, and laying her soft, little hands on Granny's knee, asked to be 
told once again the story of the coming of the Christ-Child; how the 
night that he was born the beautiful angels had sung their wonderful 
song, and how the whole sky had become bright with a strange and 
glorious light, never seen by the people of earth before. Gretchen had 
heard the story many, many times before, but she never grew tired of 
it, and now that Christmas Eve had come again, the happy little child 
wanted to hear it once more.  

When Granny had finished telling it the two sat quiet and silent for a 



little while thinking it over; then Granny rose and said that it was 
time for them to go to bed. She slowly took off her heavy wooden shoes, 
such as are worn in that country, and placed them beside the hearth. 
Gretchen looked thoughtfully at them for a minute or two, and then she 
said, "Granny, don't you think that somebody in all this wide world 
will think of us to-night?"  

"Nay, Gretchen," said Granny, "I don't think any one will."  

"Well, then, Granny," said Gretchen, "the Christmas angels will, I 
know; so I am going to take one of your wooden shoes, and put it on the 
windowsill outside, so that they may see it as they pass by. I am sure 
the stars will tell the Christmas angels where the shoe is."  

"Ah, you foolish, foolish child," said Granny, "you are only getting 
ready for a disappointment To-morrow morning there will be nothing 
whatever in the shoe. I can tell you that now."  

But little Gretchen would not listen. She only shook her head and cried 
out: "Ah, Granny, you don't talk enough to the stars." With this she 
seized the shoe, and, opening the door, hurried out to place it on the 
windowsill. It was very dark without, and something soft and cold 
seemed to gently kiss her hair and face. Gretchen knew by this that it 
was snowing, and she looked up to the sky, anxious to see if the stars 
were in sight, but a strong wind was tumbling the dark, heavy 
snow-clouds about and had shut away all else.  

"Never mind," said Gretchen softly to herself, "the stars are up there, 
even if I can't see them, and the Christmas angels do not mind 
snowstorms."  

Just then a rough wind went sweeping by the little girl, whispering 
something to her which she could not understand, and then it made a 
sudden rush up to the snow-clouds and parted them, so that the deep, 
mysterious sky appeared beyond, and shining down out of the midst of it 
was Gretchen's favourite star.  

"Ah, little star, little star!" said the child, laughing aloud, "I knew 
you were there, though I couldn't see you. Will you whisper to the 
Christmas angels as they come by that little Gretchen wants so very 
much to have a Christmas gift to-morrow morning, if they have one to 
spare, and that she has put one of Granny's shoes upon the windowsill 
ready for it?"  

A moment more and the little girl, standing on tiptoe, had reached the 
windowsill and placed the shoe upon it, and was back again in the house 
beside Granny and the warm fire.  

The two went quietly to bed, and that night as little Gretchen knelt to 
pray to the Heavenly Father, she thanked him for having sent the 



Christ-Child into the world to teach all mankind how to be loving and 
unselfish, and in a few moments she was quietly sleeping, dreaming of 
the Christmas angels.  

The next morning, very early, even before the sun was up, little 
Gretchen was awakened by the sound of sweet music coming from the 
village. She listened for a moment and then she knew that the 
choir-boys were singing the Christmas carols in the open air of the 
village street. She sprang up out of bed and began to dress herself as 
quickly as possible, singing as she dressed. While Granny was slowly 
putting on her clothes, little Gretchen, having finished dressing 
herself, unfastened the door and hurried out to see what the Christmas 
angels had left in the old wooden shoe.  

The white snow covered everything--trees, stumps, roads, and 
pastures--until the whole world looked like fairyland. Gretchen climbed 
up on a large stone which was beneath the window and carefully lifted 
down the wooden shoe. The snow tumbled off of it in a shower over the 
little girl's hands, but she did not heed that; she ran hurriedly back 
into the house, putting her hand into the toe of the shoe as she ran.  

"Oh, Granny! Oh, Granny!" she exclaimed, "you didn't believe the 
Christmas angels would think about us, but see, they have, they have! 
Here is a dear little bird nestled down in the toe of your shoe! Oh, 
isn't he beautiful?"  

Granny came forward and looked at what the child was holding lovingly 
in her hand. There she saw a tiny chick-a-dee, whose wing was evidently 
broken by the rough and boisterous winds of the night before, and who 
had taken shelter in the safe, dry toe of the old wooden shoe. She 
gently took the little bird out of Gretchen's hands, and skilfully 
bound his broken wing to his side, so that he need not hurt himself by 
trying to fly with it. Then she showed Gretchen how to make a nice warm 
nest for the little stranger, close beside the fire, and when their 
breakfast was ready she let Gretchen feed the little bird with a few 
moist crumbs.  

Later in the day Gretchen carried the fresh, green boughs to the old 
sick man by the mill, and on her way home stopped to see and enjoy the 
Christmas toys of some other children whom she knew, never once wishing 
that they were hers. When she reached home she found that the little 
bird had gone to sleep. Soon, however, he opened his eyes and stretched 
his head up, saying just as plain as a bird could say, "Now, my new 
friends, I want you to give me something more to eat." Gretchen gladly 
fed him again, and then, holding him in her lap, she softly and gently 
stroked his gray feathers until the little creature seemed to lose all 
fear of her. That evening Granny taught her a Christmas hymn and told 
her another beautiful Christmas story. Then Gretchen made up a funny 
little story to tell to the birdie. He winked his eyes and turned his 
head from side to side in such a droll fashion that Gretchen laughed 



until the tears came.  

As Granny and she got ready for bed that night, Gretchen put her arms 
softly around Granny's neck, and whispered: "What a beautiful Christmas 
we have had to-day, Granny! Is there anything in the world more lovely 
than Christmas?"  

"Nay, child, nay," said Granny, "not to such loving hearts as yours." 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL  

CHARLES DICKENS  

Master Peter, and the two ubiquitous young Cratchits went to fetch the 
goose, with which they soon returned in high procession.  

Such a bustle ensued that you might have thought a goose the rarest of 
all birds; a feathered phenomenon, to which a black swan was a matter 
of course--and in truth it was something very like it in that house. 
Mrs. Cratchit made the gravy (ready beforehand in a little saucepan) 
hissing hot; Master Peter mashed the potatoes with incredible vigour; 
Miss Belinda sweetened up the apple-sauce; Martha dusted the hot 
plates; Bob took Tiny Tim beside him in a tiny corner at the table; the 
two young Cratchits set chairs for everybody, not forgetting 
themselves, and mounting guard upon their posts, crammed spoons into 
their mouths, lest they should shriek for goose before their turn came 
to be helped. At last the dishes were set on, and grace was said. It 
was succeeded by a breathless pause, as Mrs. Cratchit, looking slowly 
all along the carving-knife, prepared to plunge it in the breast; but 
when she did, and when the long expected gush of stuffing issued forth, 
one murmur of delight arose all round the board, and even Tiny Tim, 
excited by the two young Cratchits, beat on the table with the handle 
of his knife, and feebly cried Hurrah!  

There never was such a goose. Bob said he didn't believe there ever was 
such a goose cooked. Its tenderness and flavour, size and cheapness, 
were the themes of universal admiration. Eked out by the apple-sauce 
and mashed potatoes, it was a sufficient dinner for the whole family; 
indeed, as Mrs. Cratchit said with great delight (surveying one small 
atom of a bone upon the dish), they hadn't ate it all at last! Yet 
every one had had enough, and the youngest Cratchits in particular, 
were steeped in sage and onion to the eyebrows! But now, the plates 
being changed by Miss Belinda, Mrs. Cratchit left the room alone--too 
nervous to bear witnesses--to take the pudding up and bring it in.  

Suppose it should not be done enough! Suppose it should break in 
turning out. Suppose somebody should have got over the wall of the 
back-yard and stolen it, while they were merry with the goose--a 
supposition at which the two young Cratchits became livid! All sorts of 
horrors were supposed.  

Hallo! A great deal of steam! The pudding was out of the copper. A 
smell like a washing-day! That was the cloth. A smell like an 
eating-house and a pastrycook's next door to each other, with a 
laundress's next door to that! That was the pudding! In half a minute 
Mrs. Cratchit entered--flushed, but smiling proudly--with the pudding, 
like a speckled cannon-ball, so hard and firm, blazing in half of 
half-a-quartern of ignited brandy, and bedight with Christmas holly 
stuck into the top. 



 
Oh, a wonderful pudding! Bob Cratchit said, and calmly too, that he 
regarded it as the greatest success achieved by Mrs. Cratchit since 
their marriage. Mrs. Cratchit said that now the weight was off her 
mind, she would confess she had had her doubts about the quantity of 
flour. Everybody had something to say about it, but nobody said or 
thought it was at all a small pudding for a large family. It would have 
been, flat heresy to do so. Any Cratchit would have blushed to hint at 
such a thing.  

At last the dinner was all done, the cloth was cleared, the hearth 
swept, and the fire made up. The compound in the jug being tasted, and 
considered perfect, apples and oranges were put upon the table, and a 
shovel-full of chestnuts on the fire. Then all the Cratchit family drew 
round the hearth, in what Bob Cratchit called a circle, meaning half a 
one; and at Bob Cratchit's elbow stood the family display of glasses. 
Two tumblers, and a custard-cup without a handle.  

These held the hot stuff from the jug, however, as well as golden 
goblets would have done; and Bob served it out with beaming looks, 
while the chestnuts on the fire sputtered and cracked noisily. Then Bob 
proposed:  

"A Merry Christmas to us all, my dears. God bless us!"  

Which all the family re-echoed.  

"God bless us every one!" said Tiny Tim, the last of all.    


