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Dedication

For Gilda & Stan
Thanks for wrapping up
Christmas over the years—H. P.
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With love for Jeff and Dr Walend,
who helped me wrap it up!—L. A.
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.1.

Ghosts of Christmases Past

“Ahhhhh-CHOO!”

“Bless you, Amelia Bedelia!” said her father.

“My poor pumpkin,” said her mother. “Are you catching a cold?”

Amelia Bedelia was holding a stack of dusty boxes. “Nope,” she said. “My hands are full. I can’t catch anything.”

Amelia Bedelia and her parents were in the attic getting the Christmas decorations. After five trips up and down the stairs, they began opening the boxes. There were multicolored lights, long sparkly garlands, delicate glass ornaments wrapped in tissue paper, and three bright red stockings with their names embroidered on the white trim.

Amelia Bedelia looked at her dog napping on the rug in front of the tree. “Shouldn’t Finally have a stocking?” she asked.

“We’ll get one for you, Finally,” said Amelia Bedelia’s mother. “Maybe Santa will fill it with chew toys!”

“What do you want for Christmas?” Amelia Bedelia asked her parents.

Her parents smiled. “All we want for Christmas is for us to be together,” said her mother.

“Family hug!” announced her father.

As Amelia Bedelia hugged her parents, she sighed. She loved her mom and dad, but sometimes they were not very helpful.

“Time to trim the tree!” said Amelia Bedelia’s father.

“Goody,” said her mother. “Trimming the tree is my favorite part.” Amelia Bedelia looked at the tree in its stand near the front window. “Does it need to be shorter?” she asked.

“Oh, I didn’t think about that,” said her father. “Is the top scratching the ceiling?”

“Daddy, it’s perfect!” said Amelia Bedelia.

“I picked up trimmings at that flea market last week,” said Amelia Bedelia’s mother. “I can’t wait to put them on. They’re antiques!”

“You’re going to stick old flea-bitten branches on our new tree?” said Amelia Bedelia. “It’s so pretty just the way it is.”

“Our tree is the perfect size,” agreed her mother. “But it could use a few decorations.”

Amelia Bedelia’s father put on some Christmas music. They all sang along as they untangled the lights and strung them on the tree.
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“I’m dreaming of a white Christmas,” Amelia Bedelia’s father sang.

“Oh, if only we’d have a white Christmas,” her mother said wistfully.

“No, thanks,” said her father. “Way too much work.”

Amelia Bedelia looked at the twinkling lights and the boxes of decorations, so colorful and bright. Why would anyone want a white Christmas? she wondered. This is so much prettier!

“Remind me to get tickets to the Holiday Pageant,” said her mother. “It’s so much fun when we all count down together before the mayor lights the tree.”

“That tree is so tall, you can tell they’ve never trimmed it!” said Amelia Bedelia. “Every year they need a ladder to decorate it.”

The Holiday Pageant was held every Christmas Eve. The tree-lighting ceremony was followed by a concert of holiday music. Then everyone gathered for cookies and hot chocolate while Santa handed out candy canes. It was a beloved tradition in Amelia Bedelia’s town.

“I can’t wait to go ice skating,” said Amelia Bedelia as she carefully placed a crystal icicle on the tree. “The pond froze over already.”

“Great idea,” said her father. “Let’s go caroling too. This music is getting me in the spirit!”

“With Mom’s two friends named Carol?” asked Amelia Bedelia.

“That sounds wonderful. I haven’t seen Carol A. and Carol M. in a long time!” said Amelia Bedelia’s mother.

Amelia Bedelia lifted the lid of a box and discovered dozens more ornaments nestled inside. She unwrapped one and held it up. It was a shiny red glass ball with BABY’S FIRST CHRISTMAS painted on it.

Her mother smiled, but her eyes brimmed with tears. “Remember?” she said to her husband. “We gave Amelia Bedelia a teddy bear twice as big as she was!”

Amelia Bedelia’s father laughed. “That’s right,” he said. And do you remember our first Christmas? We were so poor we didn’t have two pennies to rub together.”

“Wow,” said Amelia Bedelia. “You didn’t even have two cents? Why did you want to rub them together? Does that bring good luck?”

“It did for us,” said her mother, lost in the memory. “We made all our ornaments out of glitter and cardboard. They were so cute! When we moved, they got lost in the shuffle.”

“No wonder,” said Amelia Bedelia. “You shouldn’t have been playing cards while you were moving.”

“Hey,” said Amelia Bedelia’s father. “Remember we could only buy one gift for the both of us?”

“But you didn’t even have two pennies,” said Amelia Bedelia. “Did the gift cost one cent?”

Her mother laughed. “We were trying not to spend any money, but we found this wonderful snow globe.”

“A snow globe is my idea of a white Christmas,” said her father. “The flurry only lasts for a few seconds and I don’t have to shovel anything.”

“We just had to have it,” said Amelia Bedelia’s mother. “There was a couple inside it that looked just like us.”

“How come I’ve never seen this snow globe?” said Amelia Bedelia. “Did it get lost in another shuffle?”

Her parents looked at each other and laughed.

“Oh no,” said her mother. “What happened was . . .”

“Uncle Marvin broke it!” her parents said together.

Amelia Bedelia had just hung a painted penguin on the tree. Now she turned around to listen. She had memorized most of her parents’ stories, but this was a new one. “Tell me more!” she said.

Her father shook his head slowly. “Poor Uncle Marvin. He was walking into the living room, carrying a tray of eggnog for everyone—”

“And Daddy was under the tree, watering it,” said her mother. “Uncle Marvin didn’t see your dad and tripped over his legs. He fell into the tree and knocked it over. Since our ornaments were cardboard, none of them broke. But the tree toppled onto the mantel and knocked off our snow globe. It smashed into a million pieces.”

“At least a million,” said Amelia Bedelia’s father, shaking his head. “There was glitter, glass, and eggnog everywhere. What a mess! Luckily no one was hurt.”

Her mother nodded. “Poor Uncle Marvin felt terrible. He tried for years to replace our snow globe, but he never found another one just like it.”

“That’s really sad,” said Amelia Bedelia. But inside, she was jumping for joy. Now she knew exactly what to get her parents for Christmas this year. She was going to find them the perfect snow globe!
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.2.

Rap for a Wrapper

“Good morning, Mr. Jack!” Amelia Bedelia sang out the next day

Mr. Jack, the school custodian, held the front door open for her. “Good morning to you, Amelia Bedelia. Look at the roses in your cheeks!” he said.

Amelia Bedelia’s mittened hands flew to her chilly cheeks. “I don’t have roses in my cheeks,” she said.

“You sure do,” said Mr. Jack. “Big pink ones!”

“On my cheeks?” said Amelia Bedelia. “Growing?”

“Blooming like it’s a summer day,” said Mr. Jack. “Brrr. Now hurry inside.”

The building felt warm and cozy after her walk to school. Amelia Bedelia took off her hat and unwrapped her scarf as she raced down the hallway. She rushed into the bathroom and looked in the mirror. Nope. No roses. But her cheeks were certainly rosy from the cold.

As she passed the teachers’ lounge, she heard a loud POP! followed by a gasp and giggles. Curious, she peered through the doorway. Angel and Dawn were sitting on the couch, surrounded by streamers and other party decorations. They were blowing up balloons.

“Amelia Bedelia!” said Angel. “Did that mean balloon scare you? I jumped three feet in the air when it popped!”

Amelia Bedelia was impressed. “Three feet? Wow.” She looked around the room. “What are you guys doing?”

“It’s Mrs. Hotchkiss’s birthday,” said Dawn. “The teachers are throwing a party for her after school. We volunteered to decorate. Want to help?”

“Sure!” said Amelia Bedelia.

The girls blew up more balloons, hung streamers and a HAPPY BIRTHDAY banner, and covered the table with a colorful cloth. Then they tossed sparkly confetti all over it.

“It looks great!” said Amelia Bedelia.

“Give me five,” said Dawn, holding up her hand.

“Five what?” asked Amelia Bedelia.

“Five!” said Angel, holding up her hand.

“Like this,” said Dawn, reaching up and slapping Angel’s hand.

“Why didn’t you just say so,” said Amelia Bedelia, slapping both girls’ hands. “Now give me ten!”

When the bell rang, Amelia Bedelia and her friends ran to class. They got to their classroom just as their teacher, Mrs. Shauk, was taking attendance. She handed the slip to Amelia Bedelia, whose classroom job was Message Deliverer.

Amelia Bedelia skipped down the hallway to the office and gave the attendance form to Mrs. Roman.

“How are you today, Mrs. Roman?” she asked.

Mrs. Roman looked up, startled. Amelia Bedelia was surprised to see the principal’s assistant looking so frazzled.

“There’s so much to do, and I still haven’t wrapped Mrs. Hotchkiss’s present,” Mrs. Roman said. “I don’t even have paper or ribbon. I’ve got a lot on my plate today.”

Amelia Bedelia looked at the fancy plate on Mrs. Roman’s desk. There was nothing on the plate at all.

“It’s empty,” Amelia Bedelia said.

“What’s empty?” asked Mrs. Roman.

“Your plate,” said Amelia Bedelia, pointing at it.

“This isn’t my plate,” said Mrs. Roman. “This is a birthday present for Mrs. Hotchkiss. We all chipped in.”

Amelia Bedelia looked closer. “Where’s the plate chipped?” she asked.

“Chipped?” cried Mrs. Roman, examining the plate. “No, no, it’s fine. Don’t scare me like that.”

“Where’s your plate?” Amelia Bedelia asked.

Mrs. Roman looked puzzled. “There’s only one plate. This one. And I need to wrap it. Where will I find the time?”

Amelia Bedelia smiled. “Well, I can help you with both things,” she said. “First of all, you can find the time on the clock behind you. Second of all, I would be happy to wrap that plate.”

A look of utter relief came over Mrs. Roman’s face. “Why, thank you, Amelia Bedelia!” She placed the fancy plate in a box and handed it to Amelia Bedelia, giving her permission to go to the art room during recess and wrap it.

“Hello, Amelia Bedelia,” said Mr. Forest, the art teacher, when Amelia Bedelia skipped into his classroom at recess. “May I help you?”

Amelia Bedelia explained her mission.

“Gee, I don’t have wrapping paper,” Mr. Forest said. “But you are welcome to use any of my art supplies to do something special for Mrs. Hotchkiss.”

“I know she likes hot chocolate and riding her bike,” said Amelia Bedelia.

Mr. Forest nodded and said, “Her favorite flowers are daisies.”

“Mine too!” said Amelia Bedelia. Daisy was also one of her best friends.

“As I recall,” continued Mr. Forest, “Mrs. Hotchkiss told me
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