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    This collection gathers novels, short stories, and poems that take Christmas as a shared horizon for reflection, celebration, and critique. Across authors as various as Charles Dickens, Louisa May Alcott, Hans Christian Andersen, Selma Lagerlöf, and Leo Tolstoy, the season becomes a narrative occasion where ethical commitments meet imaginative possibility. Winter’s setting concentrates attention on hunger and hospitality, loneliness and fellowship, faith and festivity. The convergence of different forms allows the holiday to be seen from multiple angles: the patient unfolding of the novel, the quick illumination of the tale, and the distilled resonance of the lyric together illuminate a common drama of renewal.

Within this chorus, works by Harriet Beecher Stowe, Anthony Trollope, and Charles Dickens place seasonal charity beside questions of social responsibility, while Mark Twain and Rudyard Kipling test the season’s ideals with irony and adventurous energy. Robert Louis Stevenson and O. Henry explore turning points of character under the pressure of limited time, a recurring motif of calendars, clocks, and homecomings. Productive contrasts abound: comedy set against reverence, bustling streets beside solitary rooms, public ritual alongside private conscience. The result is a conversation about how generosity is imagined and enacted, and how celebration can expose, as well as heal, the fissures of community.

Another thread braids folklore and fantasy. Hans Christian Andersen and the Brothers Grimm inherit the fairy-tale’s power to place wonder and hardship side by side, while E. T. A. Hoffmann presses the marvelous toward dreamlike intensities. George MacDonald, J. M. Barrie, and L. Frank Baum cultivate child-centered perspectives that reveal how imagination remakes scarcity into abundance. Beatrix Potter’s attentiveness to the natural world suggests companionship beyond the human circle. In their company, Christmas becomes a theatre of metamorphosis, where toys, animals, and ordinary objects appear alive with meaning, and where innocence is not naïveté but a disciplined capacity to hope.

The poets gathered here approach the season with meditative precision. William Wordsworth, Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, Alfred Lord Tennyson, and W. B. Yeats sound themes of time, loss, and consolation, while Emily Dickinson turns toward inward thresholds where silence deepens perception. Clement Moore raises the public face of festivity through memorable imagery, and Henry van Dyke offers parable-like reflections on seekers and gifts. Lyric attention to stars, candles, bells, and snow refines what the stories proclaim, translating ritual into felt rhythm. The poems neither decorate nor dilute the holiday; they interrogate it, balancing communal warmth with private reckonings of belief.

Ethical tests sharpen when the lights burn low. Leo Tolstoy and Fyodor Dostoevsky probe the responsibilities of conscience, measuring ideals of peace and mercy against the pressures of poverty, pride, and fear. Harriet Beecher Stowe links charity to reformist imagination, while Robert Louis Stevenson considers honor and self-command. Louisa May Alcott and Lucy Maud Montgomery trace the textures of domestic life, showing how small decisions shape communal well-being. Humor and surprise, present in Mark Twain and O. Henry, prevent piety from hardening into didacticism. Together these writers ask how generosity relates to justice, and how celebration summons a truer humanity.

For contemporary readers, the force of these works lies in their power to render festivity as an ethical and aesthetic practice. They model forms of belonging that honor both community and solitude, giving language to needs that seasonal custom can overlook. Narratives by Charles Dickens, Anthony Trollope, and Walter Scott widen the social frame of the holiday, while poems by William Wordsworth and Alfred Lord Tennyson deepen its interior cadence. Across the volume, artistry shapes shared images, habits, and hopes that extend beyond any single day. The collection thus functions as cultural memory, renewing attention, gratitude, and imaginative sympathy.

Because it unites novels, short stories, and poems, the volume invites reading at different tempos: lingering immersion, brief encounter, and resonant return. Contrasts sharpen understanding—Emily Dickinson’s quiet scrutiny beside Rudyard Kipling’s vigor; Hans Christian Andersen’s fragile wonders near the Brothers Grimm’s stark simplicities; W. B. Yeats’s visionary intensity alongside Alfred Lord Tennyson’s elegiac calm. Clement Moore’s public merriment meets Henry van Dyke’s parabolic searching; Leo Tolstoy and Fyodor Dostoevsky’s moral rigor complements Louisa May Alcott and Lucy Maud Montgomery’s domestic grace. As these voices sound together, Christmas appears not as escape, but as a generative practice of attention and care.
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    Socio-Political Landscape
Victorian Britain’s urban expansion and harsh Poor Law regime shape Charles Dickens’s Christmas novellas—A Christmas Carol, The Chimes, and The Cricket on the Hearth. Debates over workhouses, charity, and Malthusian ‘surplus population’ echo through their spirits, bells, and hearths. Rapid industrialization heightened class stratification, while seasonal relief societies tried to supplement inadequate public aid. The texts dramatize tensions between utilitarian political economy and a humanized ethics rooted in family, memory, and festivity. Though not programmatic, their reformist energy aligns with contemporary campaigns for sanitary, labor, and educational improvements, casting the Christmas table and fireside as counterweights to market calculation and bureaucratic indifference.
Across the Atlantic, American stories register Gilded Age volatility and Progressive Era reform impulses. O. Henry’s The Gift of the Magi frames precarious wage work and tenement frugality within a ritual of mutual sacrifice. Willa Cather’s The Burglar’s Christmas probes respectability, failure, and maternal charity amid urban anonymity. Bret Harte’s frontier tale How Santa Claus Came to Simpson’s Bar considers rough community, miners’ justice, and masculine codes softened by a child’s need. Mark Twain’s A Letter from Santa Claus satirizes sentiment and authority, while Kate Douglas Wiggin’s The Birds’ Christmas Carol promotes organized benevolence, reflecting settlement-house ideals and debates about philanthropy’s obligations to structural poverty.
Transnational pieces tie Christmas to competing models of order and belonging. Washington Irving’s Old Christmas idealizes manor-house hierarchy and parish cohesion, a nostalgic template against modern dislocation. Arthur Conan Doyle’s The Blue Carbuncle offsets convivial ritual with metropolitan policing and property crime, staging mercy within a system of surveillance and class-coded suspicion. Henry van Dyke’s The Other Wise Man, Selma Lagerlöf’s The Holy Night, and Leo Tolstoy’s Where Love Is, God Is emphasize charitable action as civic theology. Poets from John Milton to Christina Rossetti route devotion through English Protestant cultures, where voluntary associations and parish charities negotiated the boundary between public policy and private conscience.
Intellectual & Aesthetic Currents
These works absorb currents from Romanticism into Victorian and American sentimental realism. Washington Irving revives the picturesque feast and folklore of Old Christmas, while Dickens fuses Gothic visitations with journalistic observation to animate conscience. Hans Christian Andersen’s parables press minimalist fantasy into moral intensity, shaping a child-centered aesthetic echoed by Kate Douglas Wiggin. Clement Clarke Moore’s A Visit from St. Nicholas secures a playful domestic mythology in anapaestic verse. Poets such as Milton and Tennyson frame nativity and turning-of-the-year themes with learned rhetoric and elegiac cadence, while Christina Rossetti’s devotional lyric refines Tractarian sensibility into spare, crystalline images of incarnation and humility.
Periodical culture and illustrated gift books fostered these texts’ forms and tones. Serial publication favored compact plots, recurring motifs, and vivid scenes suitable for engraving and later halftone reproduction. Dickens’s holidays blend tableau and moral epiphany; Arthur Conan Doyle adapts the season to the logics of detection, integrating observation and ethical clemency. Bret Harte’s regionalism translates frontier idiom into festive sentiment, while Willa Cather’s realism explores conscience without ornament. Henry van Dyke articulates a Social Gospel orientation, threading Christian ethics into civic service. Across genres, the domestic interior becomes both stage and sanctum, where ritual, dialogue, and gift exchange achieve narrative resolution.
Ritual practice and musical culture underpin the anthology’s aesthetics. Moore’s genial Santa crystallizes a household liturgy of stockings, secrecy, and nocturnal visitation, while Irving’s wassail and games restore communal rhythm to winter. Poetic sequences interact with hymnody: Rossetti’s lyric enters choral tradition; Milton’s nativity ode models learned praise. Carol-singing, midnight services, and decorated interiors serve as recurring mise-en-scène, shaping pacing and atmosphere. The literature mediates emerging consumer culture by dignifying exchange through sacrifice and story, transforming goods into tokens of relation. Even in grim pieces like Andersen’s or Cather’s, spareness and restraint heighten the sense of spiritual economy and ethical choice.
Legacy & Reassessment Across Time
Subsequent reception revolves around canon formation and adaptation. Dickens’s A Christmas Carol has anchored seasonal theater, film, and broadcasting for generations, with The Chimes and The Cricket on the Hearth sustaining a quieter afterlife. The Blue Carbuncle became a staple of Sherlock Holmes stage and screen cycles; The Gift of the Magi inspired innumerable radio plays, teleplays, and re-scorings. Kate Douglas Wiggin’s The Birds’ Christmas Carol supported charitable pageants, while Henry van Dyke’s The Other Wise Man persists in church dramas. Clement Clarke Moore’s poem standardized domestic Santa rituals; Christina Rossetti’s hymn text, and Tennyson’s bell-ringing stanzas, moved from page to pulpit and public squares.
Scholarly reevaluation often scrutinizes sentiment’s politics. Critics test Dickensian charity against structural reform, probing paternalism and the disciplining of the poor. Feminist readings of Alcott, Cather, and Wiggin analyze domestic labor, maternal sacrifice, and philanthropy’s gendered staging. The authorship of A Visit from St. Nicholas remains disputed in some circles, complicating its literary genealogy. Translational lineages of Andersen, Tolstoy, and Lagerlöf provoke debates about tone and theology. Conan Doyle’s holiday clemency attracts legal-historical readings of discretion versus justice. Hardy’s The Oxen sustains wartime reflections on doubt and memory. Consumerist critiques, finally, gauge how these texts continue to sacralize exchange while critiquing excess.
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    Dickens's Christmas Books (A Christmas Carol; The Chimes; The Cricket on the Hearth; The Battle of Life; The Haunted Man)
A cycle of holiday novellas where misers, families, and wayward souls confront conscience and community, blending gothic shimmer with fireside warmth to argue for charity and social responsibility.
Their redemptive glow echoes O. Henry’s tales of self-giving and van Dyke’s quiet parables, while their critique of neglect and want deepens the social shadows explored by Dostoevsky.
Selma Lagerlöf's Christmas Legends (The Legend of the Christmas Rose; The Holy Night)
Folk-rooted tales in which miracles brush against ordinary life, presenting the season as a threshold where humility and wonder unlock hidden grace.
The hushed, numinous tone harmonizes with Andersen’s tender fables and van Dyke’s pilgrim narratives, offering a lyrical counterpoint to Twain’s wry seasonal pieces.
Mark Twain's Santa Letters and Seasonal Satires
Playful missives and sketches filter Christmas through a satirist’s eye and a child’s mailbox, teasing pretension while honoring make-believe and affection.
Their antic spirit pairs with Moore’s jolly visitations yet throws into relief the earnest moral appeals of Stowe and Tolstoy.
Harriet Beecher Stowe's Christmas Tales (Christmas; or, The Good Fairy; Betty’s Bright Idea)
Domestic dramas turn small acts of kindness into transforming gifts, advocating conscience-led generosity within hearth and home.
These gentle moralities sit beside Alcott and Montgomery in tone, and they supply a practical answer to the systemic cares spotlighted by Dickens.
Markheim and A Christmas Sermon (Robert Louis Stevenson)
A psychological tale and a reflective address consider the season as a reckoning with self, where temptation, time, and conscience test the possibility of change.
Their inward gravity converses with Dickens’s hauntings and prepares the ground for the sharper ethical contrasts in Dostoevsky.
Christmas Bells and Other Carols (Henry Wadsworth Longfellow)
Lyric meditations ring hope through hardship, balancing personal sorrow with a wide call to peace and reconciliation.
Their bell-note of consolation harmonizes with Tennyson’s New Year appeals and softens the starker fates in Andersen.
The Gifts of the Child Christ and Other Christmas Stories (George MacDonald)
Stories in which childlike faith disarms adult despair, fusing fairy-tale tenderness with everyday redemption.
They deepen the anthology’s theme of grace from small hands, dialoguing with Barrie’s wistfulness and Potter’s humble miracles.
Wordsworth's Nativity and Winter Lyrics (William Wordsworth)
Nature-framed lines contemplate humility, stillness, and the sacred found in common scenes, offering a contemplative Advent mood.
Their quiet piety resonates with Longfellow and Yeats, tempering the bustling cityscapes of Dickens and Trollope.
A Christmas Dream and Other Stories (Louisa May Alcott)
Young protagonists learn generosity and responsibility through modest trials, narrated with brisk good humor and homely sentiment.
These heartening sketches align with Stowe and Montgomery, yet their practical cheer contrasts the uncanny brio of Hoffmann.
Christmas in the Olden Time (from Marmion) and Seasonal Ballads (Walter Scott)
Romantic stanzas celebrate communal feasting, hospitality, and ancestral ritual, casting the holiday in heraldic warmth.
Their pageantry amplifies Moore’s merry mythos and the Grimm folkway, balancing the anthology’s introspective religious verse.
Christmas at Thompson Hall and Other Stories (Anthony Trollope)
Social comedies of mishap and reconciliation turn travel, etiquette, and misunderstanding into lightly satirical holiday farce.
They complement Dickens’s humor while steering clear of his supernatural machinery, and they gently offset Dostoevsky’s severity.
Christmas in India and Seasonal Verse (Rudyard Kipling)
Poems of distance and duty view the holiday from far-flung posts, mingling homesickness with brisk imperial cadence.
This vantage point counterpoises Moore’s fireside intimacy and finds a sober echo in Tennyson’s chimes for renewal.
The Tailor of Gloucester (Beatrix Potter)
A delicate fable turns artisan toil and animal helpfulness into a quietly enchanted Christmas deliverance, adorned with meticulous domestic detail.
It twines naturally with the Grimm ‘Elves and the Shoemaker’ and affirms the humble-world grace cherished by MacDonald.
Emily Dickinson's Advent and Winter Poems
Compressed lyrics register awe, doubt, and expectancy, catching the season’s light at oblique angles rather than in spectacle.
They converse with Wordsworth and Yeats in meditative key, offering a lyrical stillness beside the narrative climaxes elsewhere.
The Gift of the Magi and Other Christmas Stories (O. Henry)
Urban tales distill love and lack into twist-kissed acts of giving, mixing irony with genuine tenderness.
Their street-level grace answers Dickens’s philanthropy and throws Andersen’s tragic delicacy into sharp relief.
The Life and Adventures of Santa Claus; A Kidnapped Santa Claus (L. Frank Baum)
Imaginative fantasies invent origins and trials for the gift-bringer, populating the North with benevolent beings and playful peril.
They expand Moore’s portrait into mythic breadth and share a fantastical current with Hoffmann.
J. M. Barrie's Christmas Sketches
Gentle vignettes and tales find pathos and laughter in small kindnesses, village rooms, and the wistful borders of childhood.
They bridge MacDonald’s childlike spirituality and Trollope’s social comedy, providing a soft glow beside Andersen’s sharper sorrows.
The Nutcracker and the Mouse King (E. T. A. Hoffmann)
A holiday-night metamorphosis whisks a child into a war of toys and sweets, where imagination tests fear and affection.
Its uncanny sparkle aligns with Baum’s mythmaking and deepens the fairy-tale register shared with Andersen.
The Fir Tree; The Little Match Girl; Other Winter Tales (Hans Christian Andersen)
Fairy tales of fragile hopes and fleeting beauty turn winter streets and forests into stages for compassion and loss.
Their crystalline melancholy balances Longfellow’s consolations and sharpens the anthology’s moral sense alongside Dostoevsky.
The Magi and Seasonal Lyrics (W. B. Yeats)
Symbolist miniatures approach the Nativity as a visionary encounter, sifting history through dream and prophecy.
They echo Longfellow’s bells in a more esoteric register and set a contemplative foil to Twain’s earthbound humor.
The Other Wise Man; The First Christmas Tree (Henry van Dyke)
Parables of pilgrimage and humble service reframe the feast as a lifelong practice of mercy and attentiveness.
They converse closely with Tolstoy’s moral fables and lend a spiritual through-line to Dickens’s social hopes.
Avonlea Christmas Stories (Lucy Maud Montgomery)
Island-set episodes turn misunderstandings, lonely hearts, and homely preparations into reconciliations warmed by community.
They harmonize with Alcott and Stowe’s domestic ethos, offering a pastoral counter to city-set stories by O. Henry.
Where Love Is, God Is and Other Parables (Leo Tolstoy)
Plainspoken narratives reveal the sacred in everyday encounters, insisting that attentive love makes the season’s meaning visible.
They align with van Dyke’s pilgrim tales and challenge the complacency unmasked by Dickens and Dostoevsky.
A Christmas Tree and a Wedding; The Beggar Boy at Christ's Christmas Tree (Fyodor Dostoevsky)
Sharp sketches use holiday settings to expose vanity, cruelty, and the gulf between ceremony and compassion.
Their uneasy poignancy casts a necessary shadow across the anthology’s cheer, heightening the redemptive arcs in Dickens and O. Henry.
Ring Out, Wild Bells and Other New Year Verses (Alfred Lord Tennyson)
Solemn lines toll for renewal, bidding farewell to grief and injustice while inviting a cleansed social spirit.
They resonate with Longfellow’s pealing hope and answer Kipling’s far-off longing with civic resolve.
The Elves and the Shoemaker; The Star Money; Winter Folk Tales (Brothers Grimm)
Archetypal narratives prize humility and charity, where quiet goodness draws unexpected aid and reward.
They pair with Potter’s tailor and Baum’s Claus, infusing the collection’s fantasy strand with folk simplicity.
A Visit from St. Nicholas (Clement Moore)
A jaunty nocturne codifies the modern Santa’s image, capturing secret generosity and household wonder in swift, jovial strokes.
It bookends Baum’s expansive myth and brightens the volume’s meditative and somber pieces with unalloyed festivity.
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  In the rush of early morning,

  When the red burns through the gray,

  And the wintry world lies waiting

  For the glory of the day,

  Then we hear a fitful rustling

  Just without upon the stair,

  See two small white phantoms coming,

  Catch the gleam of sunny hair.

  

  Are they Christmas fairies stealing

  Rows of little socks to fill?

  Are they angels floating hither

  With their message of good-will?

  What sweet spell are these elves weaving,

  As like larks they chirp and sing?

  Are these palms of peace from heaven

  That these lovely spirits bring?

  

  Rosy feet upon the threshold,

  Eager faces peeping through,

  With the first red ray of sunshine,

  Chanting cherubs come in view:

  Mistletoe and gleaming holly,

  Symbols of a blessed day,

  In their chubby hands they carry,

  Streaming all along the way.

  

  Well we know them, never weary

  Of this innocent surprise;

  Waiting, watching, listening always

  With full hearts and tender eyes,

  While our little household angels,

  White and golden in the sun,

  Greet us with the sweet old welcome,—

  "Merry Christmas, every one!"
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  "I'm so tired of Christmas I wish there never would be another one!" exclaimed a discontented-looking little girl, as she sat idly watching her mother arrange a pile of gifts two days before they were to be given.


  "Why, Effie, what a dreadful thing to say! You are as bad as old Scrooge; and I'm afraid something will happen to you, as it did to him, if you don't care for dear Christmas," answered mamma, almost dropping the silver horn she was filling with delicious candies.


  "Who was Scrooge? What happened to him?" asked Effie, with a glimmer of interest in her listless face, as she picked out the sourest lemon-drop she could find; for nothing sweet suited her just then.


  "He was one of Dickens's best people, and you can read the charming story some day. He hated Christmas until a strange dream showed him how dear and beautiful it was, and made a better man of him."


  "I shall read it; for I like dreams, and have a great many curious ones myself. But they don't keep me from being tired of Christmas," said Effie, poking discontentedly among the sweeties for something worth eating.


  "Why are you tired of what should be the happiest time of all the year?" asked mamma, anxiously.


  "Perhaps I shouldn't be if I had something new. But it is always the same, and there isn't any more surprise about it. I always find heaps of goodies in my stocking. Don't like some of them, and soon get tired of those I do like. We always have a great dinner, and I eat too much, and feel ill next day. Then there is a Christmas tree somewhere, with a doll on top, or a stupid old Santa Claus, and children dancing and screaming over bonbons and toys that break, and shiny things that are of no use. Really, mamma, I've had so many Christmases all alike that I don't think I _can_ bear another one." And Effie laid herself flat on the sofa, as if the mere idea was too much for her.


  Her mother laughed at her despair, but was sorry to see her little girl so discontented, when she had everything to make her happy, and had known but ten Christmas days.


  "Suppose we don't give you _any_ presents at all,--how would that suit you?" asked mamma, anxious to please her spoiled child.


  "I should like one large and splendid one, and one dear little one, to remember some very nice person by," said Effie, who was a fanciful little body, full of odd whims and notions, which her friends loved to gratify, regardless of time, trouble, or money; for she was the last of three little girls, and very dear to all the family.


  "Well, my darling, I will see what I can do to please you, and not say a word until all is ready. If I could only get a new idea to start with!" And mamma went on tying up her pretty bundles with a thoughtful face, while Effie strolled to the window to watch the rain that kept her in-doors and made her dismal.


  "Seems to me poor children have better times than rich ones. I can't go out, and there is a girl about my age splashing along, without any maid to fuss about rubbers and cloaks and umbrellas and colds. I wish I was a beggar-girl."


  "Would you like to be hungry, cold, and ragged, to beg all day, and sleep on an ash-heap at night?" asked mamma, wondering what would come next.


  "Cinderella did, and had a nice time in the end. This girl out here has a basket of scraps on her arm, and a big old shawl all round her, and doesn't seem to care a bit, though the water runs out of the toes of her boots. She goes paddling along, laughing at the rain, and eating a cold potato as if it tasted nicer than the chicken and ice-cream I had for dinner. Yes, I do think poor children are happier than rich ones."


  "So do I, sometimes. At the Orphan Asylum today I saw two dozen merry little souls who have no parents, no home, and no hope of Christmas beyond a stick of candy or a cake. I wish you had been there to see how happy they were, playing with the old toys some richer children had sent them."


  "You may give them all mine; I'm so tired of them I never want to see them again," said Effie, turning from the window to the pretty baby-house full of everything a child's heart could desire.


  "I will, and let you begin again with something you will not tire of, if I can only find it." And mamma knit her brows trying to discover some grand surprise for this child who didn't care for Christmas.


  Nothing more was said then; and wandering off to the library, Effie found "A Christmas Carol," and curling herself up in the sofa corner, read it all before tea. Some of it she did not understand; but she laughed and cried over many parts of the charming story, and felt better without knowing why.


  All the evening she thought of poor Tiny Tim, Mrs. Cratchit with the pudding, and the stout old gentleman who danced so gayly that "his legs twinkled in the air." Presently bedtime arrived.


  "Come, now, and toast your feet," said Effie's nurse, "while I do your pretty hair and tell stories."


  "I'll have a fairy tale to-night, a very interesting one," commanded Effie, as she put on her blue silk wrapper and little fur-lined slippers to sit before the fire and have her long curls brushed.


  So Nursey told her best tales; and when at last the child lay down under her lace curtains, her head was full of a curious jumble of Christmas elves, poor children, snow-storms, sugarplums, and surprises. So it is no wonder that she dreamed all night; and this was the dream, which she never quite forgot.


  She found herself sitting on a stone, in the middle of a great field, all alone. The snow was falling fast, a bitter wind whistled by, and night was coming on. She felt hungry, cold, and tired, and did not know where to go nor what to do.


  "I wanted to be a beggar-girl, and now I am one; but I don't like it, and wish somebody would come and take care of me. I don't know who I am, and I think I must be lost," thought Effie, with the curious interest one takes in one's self in dreams.


  But the more she thought about it, the more bewildered she felt. Faster fell the snow, colder blew the wind, darker grew the night; and poor Effie made up her mind that she was quite forgotten and left to freeze alone. The tears were chilled on her cheeks, her feet felt like icicles, and her heart died within her, so hungry, frightened, and forlorn was she. Laying her head on her knees, she gave herself up for lost, and sat there with the great flakes fast turning her to a little white mound, when suddenly the sound of music reached her, and starting up, she looked and listened with all her eyes and ears.


  Far away a dim light shone, and a voice was heard singing. She tried to run toward the welcome glimmer, but could not stir, and stood like a small statue of expectation while the light drew nearer, and the sweet words of the song grew clearer.


  From our happy home

  Through the world we roam

  One week in all the year,

  Making winter spring

  With the joy we bring,

  For Christmas-tide is here.


  Now the eastern star

  Shines from afar

  To light the poorest home;

  Hearts warmer grow,

  Gifts freely flow,

  For Christmas-tide has come.


  Now gay trees rise

  Before young eyes,

  Abloom with tempting cheer;

  Blithe voices sing,

  And blithe bells ring,

  For Christmas-tide is here.


  Oh, happy chime,

  Oh, blessed time,

  That draws us all so near!

  "Welcome, dear day,"

  All creatures say,

  For Christmas-tide is here.


  A child's voice sang, a child's hand carried the little candle; and in the circle of soft light it shed, Effie saw a pretty child coming to her through the night and snow. A rosy, smiling creature, wrapped in white fur, with a wreath of green and scarlet holly on its shining hair, the magic candle in one hand, and the other outstretched as if to shower gifts and warmly press all other hands.


  Effie forgot to speak as this bright vision came nearer, leaving no trace of footsteps in the snow, only lighting the way with its little candle, and filling the air with the music of its song.


  "Dear child, you are lost, and I have come to find you," said the stranger, taking Effie's cold hands in his, with a smile like sunshine, while every holly berry glowed like a little fire.


  "Do you know me?" asked Effie, feeling no fear, but a great gladness, at his coming.


  "I know all children, and go to find them; for this is my holiday, and I gather them from all parts of the world to be merry with me once a year."


  "Are you an angel?" asked Effie, looking for the wings.


  "No; I am a Christmas spirit, and live with my mates in a pleasant place, getting ready for our holiday, when we are let out to roam about the world, helping make this a happy time for all who will let us in. Will you come and see how we work?"


  "I will go anywhere with you. Don't leave me again," cried Effie, gladly.


  "First I will make you comfortable. That is what we love to do. You are cold, and you shall be warm, hungry, and I will feed you; sorrowful, and I will make you gay."


  With a wave of his candle all three miracles were wrought,--for the snow- flakes turned to a white fur cloak and hood on Effie's head and shoulders, a bowl of hot soup came sailing to her lips, and vanished when she had eagerly drunk the last drop; and suddenly the dismal field changed to a new world so full of wonders that all her troubles were forgotten in a minute.


  Bells were ringing so merrily that it was hard to keep from dancing. Green garlands hung on the walls, and every tree was a Christmas tree full of toys, and blazing with candles that never went out.


  In one place many little spirits sewed like mad on warm clothes, turning off work faster than any sewing-machine ever invented, and great piles were made ready to be sent to poor people. Other busy creatures packed money into purses, and wrote checks which they sent flying away on the wind,--a lovely kind of snow-storm to fall into a world below full of poverty.


  Older and graver spirits were looking over piles of little books, in which the records of the past year were kept, telling how different people had spent it, and what sort of gifts they deserved. Some got peace, some disappointment, some remorse and sorrow, some great joy and hope. The rich had generous thoughts sent them; the poor, gratitude and contentment. Children had more love and duty to parents; and parents renewed patience, wisdom, and satisfaction for and in their children. No one was forgotten.


  "Please tell me what splendid place this is?" asked Effie, as soon as she could collect her wits after the first look at all these astonishing things.


  "This is the Christmas world; and here we work all the year round, never tired of getting ready for the happy day. See, these are the saints just setting off; for some have far to go, and the children must not be disappointed."


  As he spoke the spirit pointed to four gates, out of which four great sleighs were just driving, laden with toys, while a jolly old Santa Claus sat in the middle of each, drawing on his mittens and tucking up his wraps for a long cold drive.


  "Why, I thought there was only one Santa Claus, and even he was a humbug," cried Effie, astonished at the sight.


  "Never give up your faith in the sweet old stones, even after you come to see that they are only the pleasant shadow of a lovely truth."


  Just then the sleighs went off with a great jingling of bells and pattering of reindeer hoofs, while all the spirits gave a cheer that was heard in the lower world, where people said, "Hear the stars sing."


  "I never will say there isn't any Santa Claus again. Now, show me more."


  "You will like to see this place, I think, and may learn something here perhaps"


  The spirit smiled as he led the way to a little door, through which Effie peeped into a world of dolls. Baby-houses were in full blast, with dolls of all sorts going on like live people. Waxen ladies sat in their parlors elegantly dressed; black dolls cooked in the kitchens; nurses walked out with the bits of dollies; and the streets were full of tin soldiers marching, wooden horses prancing, express wagons rumbling, and little men hurrying to and fro. Shops were there, and tiny people buying legs of mutton, pounds of tea, mites of clothes, and everything dolls use or wear or want.


  But presently she saw that in some ways the dolls improved upon the manners and customs of human beings, and she watched eagerly to learn why they did these things. A fine Paris doll driving in her carriage took up a black worsted Dinah who was hobbling along with a basket of clean clothes, and carried her to her journey's end, as if it were the proper thing to do. Another interesting china lady took off her comfortable red cloak and put it round a poor wooden creature done up in a paper shift, and so badly painted that its face would have sent some babies into fits.


  "Seems to me I once knew a rich girl who didn't give her things to poor girls. I wish I could remember who she was, and tell her to be as kind as that china doll," said Effie, much touched at the sweet way the pretty creature wrapped up the poor fright, and then ran off in her little gray gown to buy a shiny fowl stuck on a wooden platter for her invalid mother's dinner.


  "We recall these things to people's minds by dreams. I think the girl you speak of won't forget this one." And the spirit smiled, as if he enjoyed some joke which she did not see.


  A little bell rang as she looked, and away scampered the children into the red-and-green school-house with the roof that lifted up, so one could see how nicely they sat at their desks with mites of books, or drew on the inch-square blackboards with crumbs of chalk.


  "They know their lessons very well, and are as still as mice. We make a great racket at our school, and get bad marks every day. I shall tell the girls they had better mind what they do, or their dolls will be better scholars than they are," said Effie, much impressed, as she peeped in and saw no rod in the hand of the little mistress, who looked up and shook her head at the intruder, as if begging her to go away before the order of the school was disturbed.


  Effie retired at once, but could not resist one look in at the window of a fine mansion, where the family were at dinner, the children behaved so well at table, and never grumbled a bit when their mamma said they could not have any more fruit.


  "Now, show me something else," she said, as they came again to the low door that led out of Doll-land.


  "You have seen how we prepare for Christmas; let me show you where we love best to send our good and happy gifts," answered the spirit, giving her his hand again.


  "I know. I've seen ever so many," began Effie, thinking of her own Christmases.


  "No, you have never seen what I will show you. Come away, and remember what you see to-night."


  Like a flash that bright world vanished, and Effie found herself in a part of the city she had never seen before. It was far away from the gayer places, where every store was brilliant with lights and full of pretty things, and every house wore a festival air, while people hurried to and fro with merry greetings. It was down among the dingy streets where the poor lived, and where there was no making ready for Christmas.


  Hungry women looked in at the shabby shops, longing to buy meat and bread, but empty pockets forbade. Tipsy men drank up their wages in the bar- rooms; and in many cold dark chambers little children huddled under the thin blankets, trying to forget their misery in sleep.


  No nice dinners filled the air with savory smells, no gay trees dropped toys and bonbons into eager hands, no little stockings hung in rows beside the chimney-piece ready to be filled, no happy sounds of music, gay voices, and dancing feet were heard; and there were no signs of Christmas anywhere.


  "Don't they have any in this place?" asked Effie, shivering, as she held fast the spirit's hand, following where he led her.


  "We come to bring it. Let me show you our best workers." And the spirit pointed to some sweet-faced men and women who came stealing into the poor houses, working such beautiful miracles that Effie could only stand and watch.


  Some slipped money into the empty pockets, and sent the happy mothers to buy all the comforts they needed; others led the drunken men out of temptation, and took them home to find safer pleasures there. Fires were kindled on cold hearths, tables spread as if by magic, and warm clothes wrapped round shivering limbs. Flowers suddenly bloomed in the chambers of the sick; old people found themselves remembered; sad hearts were consoled by a tender word, and wicked ones softened by the story of Him who forgave all sin.


  But the sweetest work was for the children; and Effie held her breath to watch these human fairies hang up and fill the little stockings without which a child's Christmas is not perfect, putting in things that once she would have thought very humble presents, but which now seemed beautiful and precious because these poor babies had nothing.


  "That is so beautiful! I wish I could make merry Christmases as these good people do, and be loved and thanked as they are," said Effie, softly, as she watched the busy men and women do their work and steal away without thinking of any reward but their own satisfaction.


  "You can if you will. I have shown you the way. Try it, and see how happy your own holiday will be hereafter."


  As he spoke, the spirit seemed to put his arms about her, and vanished with a kiss.


  "Oh, stay and show me more!" cried Effie, trying to hold him fast.


  "Darling, wake up, and tell me why you are smiling in your sleep," said a voice in her ear; and opening her eyes, there was mamma bending over her, and morning sunshine streaming into the room.


  "Are they all gone? Did you hear the bells? Wasn't it splendid?" she asked, rubbing her eyes, and looking about her for the pretty child who was so real and sweet.


  "You have been dreaming at a great rate,--talking in your sleep, laughing, and clapping your hands as if you were cheering some one. Tell me what was so splendid," said mamma, smoothing the tumbled hair and lifting up the sleepy head.


  Then, while she was being dressed, Effie told her dream, and Nursey thought it very wonderful; but mamma smiled to see how curiously things the child had thought, read, heard, and seen through the day were mixed up in her sleep.


  "The spirit said I could work lovely miracles if I tried; but I don't know how to begin, for I have no magic candle to make feasts appear, and light up groves of Christmas trees, as he did," said Effie, sorrowfully.


  "Yes, you have. We will do it! we will do it!" And clapping her hands, mamma suddenly began to dance all over the room as if she had lost her wits.


  "How? how? You must tell me, mamma," cried Effie, dancing after her, and ready to believe anything possible when she remembered the adventures of the past night.


  "I've got it! I've got it!--the new idea. A splendid one, if I can only carry it out!" And mamma waltzed the little girl round till her curls flew wildly in the air, while Nursey laughed as if she would die.


  "Tell me! tell me!" shrieked Effie. "No, no; it is a surprise,--a grand surprise for Christmas day!" sung mamma, evidently charmed with her happy thought. "Now, come to breakfast; for we must work like bees if we want to play spirits tomorrow. You and Nursey will go out shopping, and get heaps of things, while I arrange matters behind the scenes."


  They were running downstairs as mamma spoke, and Effie called out breathlessly,--


  "It won't be a surprise; for I know you are going to ask some poor children here, and have a tree or something. It won't be like my dream; for they had ever so many trees, and more children than we can find anywhere."


  "There will be no tree, no party, no dinner, in this house at all, and no presents for you. Won't that be a surprise?" And mamma laughed at Effie's bewildered face.


  "Do it. I shall like it, I think; and I won't ask any questions, so it will all burst upon me when the time comes," she said; and she ate her breakfast thoughtfully, for this really would be a new sort of Christmas.


  All that morning Effie trotted after Nursey in and out of shops, buying dozens of barking dogs, woolly lambs, and squeaking birds; tiny tea-sets, gay picture-books, mittens and hoods, dolls and candy. Parcel after parcel was sent home; but when Effie returned she saw no trace of them, though she peeped everywhere. Nursey chuckled, but wouldn't give a hint, and went out again in the afternoon with a long list of more things to buy; while Effie wandered forlornly about the house, missing the usual merry stir that went before the Christmas dinner and the evening fun.


  As for mamma, she was quite invisible all day, and came in at night so tired that she could only lie on the sofa to rest, smiling as if some very pleasant thought made her happy in spite of weariness.


  "Is the surprise going on all right?" asked Effie, anxiously; for it seemed an immense time to wait till another evening came.


  "Beautifully! better than I expected; for several of my good friends are helping, or I couldn't have done it as I wish. I know you will like it, dear, and long remember this new way of making Christmas merry."


  Mamma gave her a very tender kiss, and Effie went to bed.


  
    *  *  *
  


  The next day was a very strange one; for when she woke there was no stocking to examine, no pile of gifts under her napkin, no one said "Merry Christmas!" to her, and the dinner was just as usual to her. Mamma vanished again, and Nursey kept wiping her eyes and saying: "The dear things! It's the prettiest idea I ever heard of. No one but your blessed ma could have done it."


  "Do stop, Nursey, or I shall go crazy because I don't know the secret!" cried Effie, more than once; and she kept her eye on the clock, for at seven in the evening the surprise was to come off.


  The longed-for hour arrived at last, and the child was too excited to ask questions when Nurse put on her cloak and hood, led her to the carriage, and they drove away, leaving their house the one dark and silent one in the row.


  "I feel like the girls in the fairy tales who are led off to strange places and see fine things," said Effie, in a whisper, as they jingled through the gay streets.


  "Ah, my deary, it _is_ like a fairy tale, I do assure you, and you _will_ see finer things than most children will tonight. Steady, now, and do just as I tell you, and don't say one word whatever you see," answered Nursey, quite quivering with excitement as she patted a large box in her lap, and nodded and laughed with twinkling eyes.


  They drove into a dark yard, and Effie was led through a back door to a little room, where Nurse coolly proceeded to take off not only her cloak and hood, but her dress and shoes also. Effie stared and bit her lips, but kept still until out of the box came a little white fur coat and boots, a wreath of holly leaves and berries, and a candle with a frill of gold paper round it. A long "Oh!" escaped her then; and when she was dressed and saw herself in the glass, she started back, exclaiming, "Why, Nursey, I look like the spirit in my dream!"


  "So you do; and that's the part you are to play, my pretty! Now whist, while I blind your eyes and put you in your place."


  "Shall I be afraid?" whispered Effie, full of wonder; for as they went out she heard the sound of many voices, the tramp of many feet, and, in spite of the bandage, was sure a great light shone upon her when she stopped.


  "You needn't be; I shall stand close by, and your ma will be there."


  After the handkerchief was tied about her eyes, Nurse led Effie up some steps, and placed her on a high platform, where something like leaves touched her head, and the soft snap of lamps seemed to fill the air.


  Music began as soon as Nurse clapped her hands, the voices outside sounded nearer, and the tramp was evidently coming up the stairs.


  "Now, my precious, look and see how you and your dear ma have made a merry Christmas for them that needed it!"


  Off went the bandage; and for a minute Effie really did think she was asleep again, for she actually stood in "a grove of Christmas trees," all gay and shining as in her vision. Twelve on a side, in two rows down the room, stood the little pines, each on its low table; and behind Effie a taller one rose to the roof, hung with wreaths of popcorn, apples, oranges, horns of candy, and cakes of all sorts, from sugary hearts to gingerbread Jumbos. On the smaller trees she saw many of her own discarded toys and those Nursey bought, as well as heaps that seemed to have rained down straight from that delightful Christmas country where she felt as if she was again.


  "How splendid! Who is it for? What is that noise? Where is mamma?" cried Effie, pale with pleasure and surprise, as she stood looking down the brilliant little street from her high place.


  Before Nurse could answer, the doors at the lower end flew open, and in marched twenty-four little blue-gowned orphan girls, singing sweetly, until amazement changed the song to cries of joy and wonder as the shining spectacle appeared. While they stood staring with round eyes at the wilderness of pretty things about them, mamma stepped up beside Effie, and holding her hand fast to give her courage, told the story of the dream in a few simple words, ending in this way:--


  "So my little girl wanted to be a Christmas spirit too, and make this a happy day for those who had not as many pleasures and comforts as she has. She likes surprises, and we planned this for you all. She shall play the good fairy, and give each of you something from this tree, after which every one will find her own name on a small tree, and can go to enjoy it in her own way. March by, my dears, and let us fill your hands."


  Nobody told them to do it, but all the hands were clapped heartily before a single child stirred; then one by one they came to look up wonderingly at the pretty giver of the feast as she leaned down to offer them great yellow oranges, red apples, bunches of grapes, bonbons, and cakes, till all were gone, and a double row of smiling faces turned toward her as the children filed back to their places in the orderly way they had been taught.


  Then each was led to her own tree by the good ladies who had helped mamma with all their hearts; and the happy hubbub that arose would have satisfied even Santa Claus himself,--shrieks of joy, dances of delight, laughter and tears (for some tender little things could not bear so much pleasure at once, and sobbed with mouths full of candy and hands full of toys). How they ran to show one another the new treasures! how they peeped and tasted, pulled and pinched, until the air was full of queer noises, the floor covered with papers, and the little trees left bare of all but candles!


  "I don't think heaven can be any gooder than this," sighed one small girl, as she looked about her in a blissful maze, holding her full apron with one hand, while she luxuriously carried sugar-plums to her mouth with the other.


  "Is that a truly angel up there?" asked another, fascinated by the little white figure with the wreath on its shining hair, who in some mysterious way had been the cause of all this merry-making.


  "I wish I dared to go and kiss her for this splendid party," said a lame child, leaning on her crutch, as she stood near the steps, wondering how it seemed to sit in a mother's lap, as Effie was doing, while she watched the happy scene before her.


  Effie heard her, and remembering Tiny Tim, ran down and put her arms about the pale child, kissing the wistful face, as she said sweetly, "You may; but mamma deserves the thanks. She did it all; I only dreamed about it."


  Lame Katy felt as if "a truly angel" was embracing her, and could only stammer out her thanks, while the other children ran to see the pretty spirit, and touch her soft dress, until she stood in a crowd of blue gowns laughing as they held up their gifts for her to see and admire.


  Mamma leaned down and whispered one word to the older girls; and suddenly they all took hands to dance round Effie, singing as they skipped.


  It was a pretty sight, and the ladies found it hard to break up the happy revel; but it was late for small people, and too much fun is a mistake. So the girls fell into line, and marched before Effie and mamma again, to say goodnight with such grateful little faces that the eyes of those who looked grew dim with tears. Mamma kissed every one; and many a hungry childish heart felt as if the touch of those tender lips was their best gift. Effie shook so many small hands that her own tingled; and when Katy came she pressed a small doll into Effie's hand, whispering, "You didn't have a single present, and we had lots. Do keep that; it's the prettiest thing I got."


  "I will," answered Effie, and held it fast until the last smiling face was gone, the surprise all over, and she safe in her own bed, too tired and happy for anything but sleep.


  "Mamma, it was a beautiful surprise, and I thank you so much! I don't see how you did it; but I like it best of all the Christmases I ever had, and mean to make one every year. I had my splendid big present, and here is the dear little one to keep for love of poor Katy; so even that part of my wish came true."


  And Effie fell asleep with a happy smile on her lips, her one humble gift still in her hand, and a new love for Christmas in her heart that never changed through a long life spent in doing good.


  Becky's Christmas Dream
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  All alone by the kitchen fire, sat little Becky, for every one else had gone away to keep Christmas and left her to take care of the house. Nobody had thought to give her any presents, or take her to any merrymaking, or remembered that Christmas should be made a happy time to every child, whether poor or rich.


  She was only twelve years old,—this little girl from the poorhouse, who was bound to work for the farmer’s wife till she was eighteen. She had no father or mother, no friends or home but this, and as she sat alone by the fire her little heart ached for some one to love and cherish her.


  Becky was a shy, quiet child, with a thin face and wistful eyes that always seemed trying to find something that she wanted very much. She worked away, day after day, so patiently and silently that no one ever guessed what curious thoughts filled the little cropped head, or what a tender child’s heart was hidden under the blue checked pinafore.


  To-night she was wishing that there were fairies in the world, who would whisk down the chimney and give her quantities of pretty things, as they did in the delightful fairy tales.


  "I’m sure I am as poor and lonely as Cinderella, and need a kind godmother to help me as much as ever she did," said Becky to herself. She sat on her little stool staring at the fire, which didn’t burn very well, for she felt too much out of sorts to care whether things looked cheerful or not.


  There is an old belief that all dumb things can speak for one hour on Christmas Eve. Now, Becky knew nothing of this story and no one can say whether what happened was true or whether she fell asleep and dreamed it. But certain it is when Becky compared herself to Cinderella, she was amazed to hear a small voice: reply,— "Well, my dear, if you want advice, I shall be very glad to give you some, for I’ve had much experience in this trying world.


  Becky stared about her, but all she saw was the old gray cat, blinking at the fire.


  "Did you speak, Tabby?" said the child, at last.


  "Of course I did. If you wish a godmother, here l am."


  Becky laughed at the idea; but Puss, with her silver-gray suit, white handkerchief crossed on her bosom, kind, motherly old face, and cosy purr, did make a very good Quakerish little godmother after all.


  "Well, ma’am, I’m ready to listen," said Becky respectfully.


  "First, my child, what do you want most?" asked the godmother, quite in the fairy-book style.


  "To be loved by everybody," answered Becky.


  "Good!" said the cat. "I’m pleased with that answer, it’s sensible, and I’ll tell you how to get your wish. Learn to make people love you by loving them."


  "I don’t know how," sighed Becky.


  "No more did I in the beginning," returned Puss. "When I first came here, a shy young kitten, I thought only of keeping out of everybody’s way, for I was afraid of every one. I hid under the barn and only came out when no one was near. I wasn’t happy, for I wanted to be petted, but didn’t know how to begin. One day I heard Aunt Sally say to the master, ‘James, that wild kitten isn’t any use at all, you had better drown her and get a nice tame one to amuse the children and clear the house of mice.’ ‘The poor thing has been abused, I guess, so we will give her another trial and may be she will come to trust us after a while,’ said the good master. I thought over these things as I lay under the barn and resolved to do my best, for I did not want to be drowned. It was hard at first, but I began by coming out when little Jane called me and letting her play with me. Then I ventured into the house, and finding a welcome at my first visit, I went again and took a mouse with me to show that I wasn’t idle. No one hurt or frightened me and soon I was the household pet. For several years I have led a happy life here."


  Becky listened eagerly and when Puss had ended, she said timidly, "Do you think if I try not to be afraid, but to show that I want to be affectionate, the people will let me and will like it?"


  "Very sure. I heard the mistress say you were a good, handy little thing. Do as I did, my dear, and you will find that there is plenty of love in the world."


  "I will. Thank y u, dear old Puss, for your advice."


  Puss came to rub her soft cheek against Becky’s hand, and then settled herself in a cosy hunch in Becky’s lap. Presently another voice spoke, a queer, monotonous voice, high above her.


  "Tick, tick; wish again, little Becky, and I’ll tell you how to find your wish."


  It was the old moon-faced clock behind the door, which had struck twelve just before Tabby first spoke.


  "Dear me," said Becky, "how queerly things do act to-night!" She thought a moment then said soberly, "I wish I liked my work better. Washing dishes, picking chips and hemming towels is such tiresome work, I don’t see how I can go on doing it for six more years."


  "Just what I used to feel," said the clock. "I couldn’t bear to think that I had got to stand here and do nothing but tick year after year. I flatly said I wouldn’t, and I stopped a dozen times a day. Bless me, what a fuss I made until I was put in this corner to stand idle for several months. At first I rejoiced, then I got tired of doing nothing and began to reflect that as I was born a clock, it would be wiser to do my duty and get some satisfaction out of it if I could."


  "And so you went to going again? Please teach me to be faithful and to love my duty," cried Becky.


  "I will;" and the old clock grandly struck the half hour, with a smile on its round face, as it steadily ticked on.


  Here the fire blazed up and the tea-kettle hanging on the crane began to sing.


  "How cheerful that is!" said Becky, as the whole kitchen brightened with the ruddy glow. "If I could have a third wish, I’d wish to be as cheerful as the fire."


  "Have your wish if you choose, but you must work for it, as I do," cried the fire, as its flames embraced the old kettle till it gurgled with pleasure.


  Becky thought she heard a queer voice humming these words


  "I’m an old black kettle,

  With a very crooked nose.

  But I can’t help being gay

  When the jolly fire glows."


  "I shouldn’t wonder a mite if that child had been up to mischief to-night, rummaged all over the house, eaten herself sick, or stolen something and run away with it," fretted Aunt Sally, as the family went jingling home in the big sleigh about one o’clock from the Christmas party.


  "Tut, tut, Aunty, I wouldn’t think evil of the poor little thing. If I’d had my way she would have gone with us and had a good time. She doesn’t look as if she had seen many, and I have a notion it is what she needs," said the farmer kindly.


  "The thought of her alone at home has worried me all the evening, but she didn’t seem to mind, and I haven’t had time to get a respectable dress ready for her to wear, so I let it go," added the farmer’s wife, as she cuddled little Jane under the cloaks and shawls, with a regretful memory of Becky knocking at her heart.


  "I’ve got some pop corn and a bouncing big apple for her," said Billy, the red-faced lad perched up by his father playing drive.


  "And I’ll give her one of my dolls. She said she never had one, wasn’t that dreadful?" put in little Jane, popping out her head like a bird from its nest.


  "Better see what she has been doing first, advised Aunt Sally. "If she hasn’t done any mischief and has remembered to have the kettle boiling so I can have a cup of hot tea after my ride, and if she has kept the fire up and warmed my slippers, I don’t know but I’ll give her the red mittens I knit."


  They found poor Becky lying on the bare floor, her head pillowed on the stool, and old Tabby in her arms, with a corner of the blue pinafore spread over her. The fire was burning splendidly, the kettle simmering, and in a row upon the hearth stood, not only Aunt Sally’s old slippers, but those of master and mistress also, and over a chair hung two little nightgowns warming for the children.


  ‘Well now, who could have been more thoughtful than that!" said Aunt Sally. "Becky shall have those mittens, and I’ll knit her two pairs of stockings, that I will."


  So Aunt Sally laid the gay mittens close to the little rough hand that had worked so busily all day. Billy set his big red apple and bag of pop corn just where she would see them when she woke. Jane laid the doll in Becky’s arms, and Tabby smelt of it approvingly, to the children’s delight. The farmer had no present ready, but he stroked the little cropped head with a fatherly touch that made Becky smile in her sleep, as he said within himself, "I will do by this forlorn child as I would wish any one to do by my Janey if she were left alone." But the mother gave the best gift of all, for she stooped down and kissed Becky as only mothers can kiss. The good woman’s heart reproached her for neglect of the child who had no mother.


  That unusual touch wakened Becky at once, and looking about her with astonished eyes, she saw such a wonderful change in all the faces, that she clapped her hands and cried with a happy laugh, "My dream’s come true! Oh, my dream’s come true !"


  Kitty's Class Day
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  "A stitch in time saves nine."


  "O Pris, Pris, I'm really going! Here's the invitation--rough paper--Chapel--spreads--Lyceum Hall--everything splendid; and Jack to take care of me!"


  As Kitty burst into the room and performed a rapturous _pas seul_, waving the cards over her head, sister Priscilla looked up from her work with a smile of satisfaction on her quiet face.


  "Who invites you, dear?"


  "Why, Jack, of course,--dear old cousin Jack. Nobody else ever thinks of me, or cares whether I have a bit of pleasure now and then. Isn't he kind? Mayn't I go? and, O Pris, what _shall_ I wear?"


  Kitty paused suddenly, as if the last all-important question had a solemnizing effect upon both mind and body.


  "Why, your white muslin, silk sacque, and new hat, of course," began Pris with an air of surprise. But Kitty broke in impetuously,--


  "I'll never wear that old muslin again; it's full of darns, up to my knees, and all out of fashion. So is my sacque; and as for my hat, though it does well enough here, it would be absurd for Class Day."


  "You don't expect an entirely new suit for this occasion,--do you?" asked Pris, anxiously.


  "Yes, I do, and I'll tell you how I mean to get it. I've planned everything; for, though I hardly dreamed of going, I amused myself by thinking how I could manage if I _did_ get invited."


  "Let us hear." And Pris took up her work with an air of resignation.


  "First, my dress," began Kitty, perching herself on the arm of the sofa, and entering into the subject with enthusiasm. "I've got the ten dollars grandpa sent me, and with eight of it I'm going to buy Lizzie King's organdie muslin. She got it in Paris; but her aunt providentially--no, unfortunately--died; so she can't wear it, and wants to get rid of it. She is bigger than I am, you know; so there is enough for a little mantle or sacque, for it isn't made up. The skirt is cut off and gored, with a splendid train--"


  "My dear, you don't mean you are going to wear one of those absurd, new-fashioned dresses?" exclaimed Pris, lifting hands and eyes.


  "I do! Nothing would induce me to go to Class Day without a train. It's been the desire of my heart to have one, and now I _will_, if I never have another gown to my back!" returned Kitty, with immense decision.


  Pris shook her head, and said, "Go on!" as if prepared for any extravagance after that.


  "We can make it ourselves," continued Kitty, "and trim it with the same. It's white with blue stripes and daisies in the stripes; the loveliest thing you ever saw, and can't be got here. So simple, yet distingue, I know you'll like it. Next, my bonnet,"--here the solemnity of Kitty's face and manner was charming to behold. "I shall make it out of one of my new illusion undersleeves. I've never worn them; and the puffed part will be a plenty for a little fly-away bonnet of the latest style. I've got blue ribbons to tie it with, and have only to look up some daisies for the inside. With my extra two dollars I shall buy my gloves, and pay my fares,--and there I am, all complete."


  She looked so happy, so pretty, and full of girlish satisfaction, that sister Pris couldn't bear to disturb the little plan, much as she disapproved of it. They were poor, and every penny had to be counted. There were plenty of neighbors to gossip and criticise, and plenty of friends to make disagreeable remarks on any unusual extravagance. Pris saw things with the prudent eyes of thirty, but Kitty with the romantic eyes of seventeen; and the elder sister, in the kindness of her heart, had no wish to sadden life to those bright young eyes, or deny the child a harmless pleasure. She sewed thoughtfully for a minute, then looked up, saying, with the smile that always assured Kitty the day was won,--


  "Get your things together, and we will see what can be done. But remember, dear, that it is both bad taste and bad economy for poor people to try to ape the rich."


  "You're a perfect angel, Pris; so don't moralize. I'll run and get the dress, and we'll begin at once, for there is much to do, and only two days to do it in." And Kitty skipped away, singing "Lauriger Horatius," at the top of her voice.


  Priscilla soon found that the girl's head was completely turned by the advice and example of certain fashionable young neighbors. It was in vain for Pris to remonstrate and warn.


  "Just this once let me do as others do, and thoroughly enjoy myself." pleaded Kitty; and Pris yielded, saying to herself, "She shall have her wish, and if she learns a lesson, neither time nor money will be lost."


  So they snipped and sewed, and planned and pieced, going through all the alternations of despair and triumph, worry and satisfaction, which women undergo when a new suit is under way. Company kept coming, for news of Kitty's expedition had flown abroad, and her young friends must just run in to hear about it, and ask what she was going to wear; while Kitty was so glad and proud to tell, and show, and enjoy her little triumph that many half hours were wasted, and the second day found much still to do.


  The lovely muslin didn't hold out, and Kitty sacrificed the waist to the train, for a train she must have or the whole thing would be an utter failure. A little sacque was eked out, however, and when the frills were on, it was "ravishing," as Kitty said, with a sigh of mingled delight and fatigue. The gored skirt was a fearful job, as any one who has ever plunged into the mysteries will testify; and before the facing, even experienced Pris quailed.


  The bonnet also was a trial, for when the lace was on, it was discovered that the ribbons didn't match the dress. Here was a catastrophe! Kitty frantically rummaged the house, the shops, the stores of her friends, and rummaged in vain. There was no time to send to the city, and despair was about to fall on Kitty, when Pris rescued her by quietly making one of the small sacrifices which were easy to her because her life was spent for others. Some one suggested a strip of blue illusion,--and that could be got; but, alas! Kitty had no money, for the gloves were already bought. Pris heard the lamentations, and giving up fresh ribbons for herself, pulled her sister out of a slough of despond with two yards of "heavenly tulle."


  "Now the daisies; and oh, dear me, not one can I find in this poverty-stricken town," sighed Kitty, prinking at the glass, and fervently hoping that nothing would happen to her complexion over night.


  "I see plenty just like those on your dress," answered Pris, nodding toward the meadow full of young whiteweed.


  "Pris, you're a treasure! I'll wear real ones; they keep well, I know, and are so common I can refresh my bonnet anywhere. It's a splendid idea."


  Away rushed Kitty to return with an apron full of American daisies. A pretty cluster was soon fastened just over the left-hand frizzle of bright hair, and the little bonnet was complete.


  "Now, Pris, tell me how I look," cried Kitty, as she swept into the room late that afternoon in full gala costume.


  It would have been impossible for the primmest, the sourest, or the most sensible creature in the world to say that it wasn't a pretty sight. The long train, the big chignon, the apology for a bonnet, were all ridiculous,--no one could deny that,--but youth, beauty, and a happy heart made even those absurdities charming. The erect young figure gave an air to the crisp folds of the delicate dress; the bright eyes and fresh cheeks under the lace rosette made one forget its size; and the rippling brown hair won admiration in spite of the ugly bunch which disfigured the girl's head. The little jacket set "divinely," the new gloves were as immaculate as white kids could be, and to crown all, Lizzie King, in a burst of generosity, lent Kitty the blue and white Paris sunshade which she couldn't use herself.


  "Now I could die content; I'm perfect in all respects, and I know Jack won't be ashamed of me. I really owe it to him to look my best, you know, and that's why I'm so particular," said Kitty, in an apologetic tone, as she began to lay away her finery.


  "I hope you will enjoy every minute of the time, deary. Don't forget to finish running up the facing; I've basted it carefully, and would do it if my head didn't ache so, I really can't hold it up any longer," answered Pris, who had worked like a disinterested bee, while Kitty had flown about like a distracted butterfly.


  "Go and lie down, you dear, kind soul, and don't think of my nonsense again," said Kitty, feeling remorseful, till Pris was comfortably asleep, when she went to her room and revelled in her finery till bedtime. So absorbed was she in learning to manage her train gracefully, that she forgot the facing till very late. Then, being worn out with work and worry, she did, what girls are too apt to do, stuck a pin here and there, and, trusting to Priscilla's careful bastings, left it as it was, retiring to dream of a certain Horace Fletcher, whose aristocratic elegance had made a deep impression upon her during the few evenings she had seen him.


  Nothing could have been lovelier than the morning, and few hearts happier than Kitty's, as she arrayed herself with the utmost care, and waited in solemn state for the carriage; for muslin trains and dewy roads were incompatible, and one luxury brought another.


  "My goodness, where did she get that stylish suit?" whispered Miss Smith to Miss Jones, as Kitty floated into the station with all sail set, finding it impossible to resist the temptation to astonish certain young ladies who had snubbed her in times past, which snubs had rankled, and were now avenged.


  "I looked everywhere for a muslin for to-day and couldn't find any I liked, so I was forced to wear my mauve silk," observed Miss Smith, complacently settling the silvery folds of her dress.


  "It's very pretty, but one ruins a silk at Class Day, you know. I thought this organdie would be more comfortable and appropriate this warm day. A friend brought it from Paris, and it's like one the Princess of Wales wore at the great flower-show this year," returned Kitty, with the air of a young lady who had all her dresses from Paris, and was intimately acquainted with the royal family.


  "Those girls" were entirely extinguished by this stroke, and hadn't a word to say for themselves, while Kitty casually mentioned Horace Fletcher, Lyceum Hall, and Cousin Jack, for _they_ had only a little Freshman brother to boast of, and were _not_ going to Lyceum Hall.


  As she stepped out of the cars at Cambridge, Jack opened his honest blue eyes and indulged in a low whistle of astonishment: for if there was anything he especially hated, it was the trains, chignons and tiny bonnets then in fashion. He was very fond of Kitty, and prided himself on being able to show his friends a girl who was charming, and yet not over-dressed.


  "She has made a regular guy of herself; I won't tell her so, and the dear little soul shall have a jolly time in spite of her fuss and feathers. But I do wish she had let her hair alone and worn that pretty hat of hers."


  As this thought passed through Jack's mind he smiled and bowed and made his way among the crowd, whispering as he drew his cousin's arm through his own,--


  "Why, Kitty, you're


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Rosa's Tale


  
    Table of Contents
  


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Tilly's Christmas


  
    Table of Contents
  


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
VARIOUS AUTHORS

THE GREA T EST

CHRISTMAS
NOVELS, SHORT

| STORIES & POEMS
IN ONE VOLUME

R

T u_-z_ " (ILLUSTRATED)






OEBPS/Images/DigiCat-logo.png





OEBPS/Images/table1.gif
3 Estelle Valnor
"Witnesses: \ Theodore Laurence.





