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I ntrodution

It is my sincere wish that this book will be used to create wonderful memories for you and
your family. In our society there are so many things that vie for our attention that we often don’t
spend time with those we love mostidndred years ago things were very different. Families spent
time in the evenings talking, reading, singing, and just fellowshipping. With the creation of the radio
things changed and when television became a staple in every home the interaction between family
members decreased even more. Now with computers, movies, and a myriad of other gadgets,
families spend very little time building relationships. This book has a mission to help families grow
closer together.

Before you jump into this book | have a few things I'd like to $ag.book is broken up into
daily sections. Each day has a story and an activity that should take about 30 to 45 minutes. The story
is first but feel free to change it around and start with the activity if it works best for you. Some of the
activities (such as the cooking) may take more than the allotted time, so preview the activity before
you get started. For instance on December 4th there are recipes for making two bread puddings and
vanilla pudding. Wu might get the vanilla pudding started and while the children are stirring it you
could read the storplso if one of the activities doesn’t sound like much fun, feel free to implement
your own. If you have a special recipe you make every year, do this on one of the cooking days, or if
you have a craft that you enjoy do that on a craft day.

Nearly all the stories in this book were written in the 1800s and early 1900s so some of the
language may seem old fashioned. | have modernized some of the spelling but | left most of the
stories intact because the Victorian people had such a beaatyfof using words. It is always good
to stretch our own vocabulary. Many of these stories have not been reprinted since their first
publication and I’'m so excited to share these with a whole new generation. Most of the stories can be
used to help teach children important lessons. At the end of each story you could think of a few
guestions to ask your children, or maybe even have the children ask you questions! For instance on
December 1st you could ask, “What are some things that you really dislike doing, and how can you
be cheerful about doing them anyway®u¥ould also have the children look up Bible verses that
talk about a virtue that was mentioned in the story. On December 2nd you could look up
“contentment” in a concordance and read a few passages. There are lots of different ways that you
can make this experience more meaningful for your family. Just make sure that you have fun!

I've tried to include activities that will appeal to a variety of age groups. Obviously not every
activity will be fun for each child. On several days | give two or more options; you can pick the one
that will be enjoyed the most.

Thank you for taking the time to read this introduction and | pray that your family will grow
closer to each other and to God during this Christmas season.

May the Lord bless you this Christmas season,
Amy Puetz
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A Merry Christmas
m |n| m By Frances Ridley Havergal

“A Merry Christmas to you!”
For we serve the Lord with mirth,
And we carol forth glad tidings
Of our holy Savior's birth.

So we keep the olden greeting
With its meaning deep and true,
And with “A Merry Christmas”
And a happy Newe¥dr to you!

My

&

Oh, yes! “A Merry Christmas”
With blithest song and smile,
Bright with the thought of Him who dwelt
On earth a little while,
That we might dwell forever
Where never falls a tear:
So “A Merry Christmas” to you,
And a happy, happy year!
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Becky’s Christmas
Dream e

By Louisa May Alcott
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Il alone, by the kitchen fire, sat little Becky, for everyone else had gone away to keep
}f"Christmas and left her to take care of the house. Nobody had thought to give her any
:ﬁ presents, or take her to any merrymaking, or remembered that Christmas should be made a
%\;ﬂ 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 someone 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 aftes gatiently 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.

Tonight 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 | 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 dearif you want advice, | 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, &bby?” said the child, at last.

“Of course | did. If you wish a godmother, here am.”

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

“Well, ma’am, I'm ready to listen,” said Blegrespectfully.

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

“To be loved by everybogyanswered Becky.

“Good!” said the cat. “I'm pleased with that answes, $#nsible, and I'll tell you how to get
your wish. Learn to make people love you by loving them.”

“I'don’t know how,” sighd Becky.

“No more did I in the beginning,” returned Puss. “When | first came here, a shy young kitten,
| thought only of keeping out of everybody’s wiyr | was afraid of everyone. | hid under the barn
and only came out when no one was near. | wasn'’t higdywvanted to be petted, but didn’t know
how to begin.

“One day | heard Aunt Sally say to the masiames, 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, | guess, so we will give her another trial and maybe she
will come to trust us after a while,” said the good master

“I thought over these things as | lay under the barn and resolved to do my best, for | did not
want to be drowned. It was hard at first, but | began by coming out when little Jane called me and
letting her play with me. Then | ventured into the house, and finding a welcome at my first visit, |
went again and took a mouse with me to show that | wasn't idle. No one hurt or frightened me and
soon | was the household pet. For several years | have led a happy life here.”

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

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

“Iwill. Thank you, dear old Puss, for your advice.”

Puss came to rub her soft cheek against Becky’s hand, and then settled herself in a cozy
hunchin Becky’s lap. Presently another voice spoke—a queantonous voice, high above her.

“Tick, tick; wish again, little Beckyand I'll tell you how to find your wish.”

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

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

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

“Have your wish if you choose, but you must work for it, as | 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 avoked nose,
But | cant help being happy
When the jolly fire glows.”

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

“Tut, tut, Aunty, | wouldnt 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 seemdhdmgve a notion
itis 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 | haven’t had time to get a respectable dress ready for her to wear, so | letit 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 popcorn and a bouncing big apple for her,” said, Bl 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. SHllshe hasn’'t done any
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mischief and has remembered to have the kettle boiling so | can have a cup of hot tea after my ride,
and if she has kept the fire up and warmed my slippers, | don’t know but I'll give her the red mittens |
knitted.”

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

“Well now, if that don’t beat all for thoughtfulness and sense! Bestigll have them
mittens, and I'll knit her a couple of pair of stockings as sure as she’s living,AgaidSally,
completely won by this unusual proof of “forehandedness” in a servant.

So Aunt Sally laid the pretty mittens close to the little rough hand that had worked so busily
all day. Billy set his big red apple and bag of popcorn just where she would see them when she woke.
Jane laid the doll in Becky’'s arms, arabby smelt of it approvingly, to the childremelight. 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, “l will do by this forlorn child as | 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 dreambdme true!”

A Christmas Carol for Children
By Martin Luther

Good news from heaven the angels bring, In my distress Thou casthto me:
Glad tidings to the earth they sing: What thanks shall | return to Thee?
To us this day a child is given,
To crown us with the joy of heaven. Were earth a thousand times as fair
Beset with gold and jewels rare,
This is the Christ, our God and Lord, She yet were far too poor to be
Who in all need shall aid afford: A narrow cradle, Lal, for Thee.
He will Himself our Saviour be,
From sin and sorrow set ugér. Ah, dearest Jesus, Holy Child!
Make Thee a bed, soft, undefiled,
To us that blessedness He brings, Within my heart, that it may be
Which from the Fathex’bounty springs: A quiet chamber kept for Thee.
That in the heavenly realm we may
With Him enjoy eternal day Praise God upon His heavenly throne,
Who gave to us His only Son:
All hail, Thou noble Guest, this morn, For this His hosts, on joyful wing,
Whose love did not the sinner scorn! A blest Newedér of mercy sing.
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Blind-Man’s Buff

This game was a favorite of early Victorians. Charles Dickens mentions it several times in
A Christmas Carol It is a perfect addition to our modern Christmas traditions. ~Amy

A blindfolded player is led into the center of a room, taken by the shoulders, and turned abou
three times, after which he must catch somebody to replace him.

Blind-man’s Buff is a very ancient game; it was invented by the Greeks; the Italians call it the
“Blind Cat.” Gustavus, the great king of Sweden, often took pleasure in playing this game with the
officers of his army

The English name, “Hoodman-blind,” is deriv
from the manner of blindfolding formerly in use. When ¢
were worn which could be drawn at will over the face,
caps, reversed so as to cover the countenance, formg
mask. This game belongs to all ages and most countrie
iIs known by many different names, frequently taken f
animals, for example: “Blind Cow” in Germany; “Bli
Goat” in Sweden; “Blind Mouse” in South Germany
Servia; “Blind Hen” in Spain. d the English name, “Blinc '

Man’s Buff,” correspond the Polish “Blind Old Man,” and the Norweglan “Bl‘h[daf ”

A familiar variation makes this a ring-game. The blindfolded person stands in the center
with a staff, while the ring circles about him. When he strikes the floor three times, the ring must
pause. The person in whose direction he points must grasp the staff, and utter some sound, disguis
the voice as much as possible. The first must then guess the name from the sound.drkae Y
form of the game is called “ Peggy in the Ring,” and the request is “to squeak.”

Hunt the Slipper

The game is played thus: The players (who should be many) sit in a circle close together ol
low stools or on the carpet. In the center of the group stands the one who is to “chase the slipper by
sound.”

The players’ hands are clasped behind their backs, one of them holding aBhpmenter
player, of course, must not know who holds it. If there are a sufficient number of players, it adds
greatly to the fun of this game to make an outer and inner circle. The slipper is passed from hand 1

‘ hand; at length someone taps with it on the ground outside the
circle. The hunter darts to the place indicated by the sound,
but, alas! ©o late generally to catch it. While seeking it there,
he or she hears it tap the floor in quite an opposite direction,
and again darts off on a vain search. It is generally some time
before the slipper is caught. When it is, the hunter sits down,
and the player from whom he or she obtained it takes his or
her place.
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