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Chapter 1. The Burnished Bells

O’ burnished bells of holiday cheer

Ring me through the coming year.

I cherish the snowflakes and cardinal’s nest,

But the burnished bells I love the best.

O’ burnished bells deeply resounding,

Deeply chime with courage abounding.

As icicles trim the snow covered eaves,

The spruces audition for Christmas trees.

O’ burnished bells of holiday cheer,

Write a symphony for the coming year,

For a moment, hear the echo

Of gentle bliss and peaceful glow.


Chapter 2. The Tale of the Christmas Angel

Only very important angels get their wings on Christmas Eve. Angels earn their wings when they convince people to be especially good to each other if for no other reason than kindness and mercy. The work of Christmas Angels is especially difficult. They have to perform miracles and only receive their wings in heaven. This is the tale of such an angel who was born right here on earth.

Sabrina and I grew up in the same village. From the beginning, she was as sweet as spun sugar. When her elderly neighbor was sick, she would make him chicken noodle soup. When her friends needed her, she was there. She knitted the children socks and she brought blankets to the cold. She didn’t have much money, but she was rich in talent and kindness. Her smile was a gift to the sad, and a treasure to the poor. Her efforts made an impression on the angels in heaven.

They decided that Sabrina would be a perfect Christmas angel, so they set about testing her for her future wings. The first angel declared that Sabrina must give something away that she herself needed to pass her test.

The beautiful angel transformed herself into an old woman and knocked on Sabrina’s door on Christmas Eve.

Sabrina answered the door and found an old woman shivering on her doorstep. The snow was just starting to fall, and the wind had picked up speed.

“Dear girl, I have no place to stay in the cold. May I warm myself by your fire?” The old woman asked.

“You may, dear lady, please come in and stay.” Sabrina said, inviting her in. The old woman followed her. A warm, but dwindling fire burned in the hearth and a hearty soup boiled in the kettle.

“Dear girl, I am hungry, may I have some soup?” The old woman inquired. At once, Sabrina fed her. Patiently and sweetly, she attended the old woman’s every need, with no concern for herself.

When it came time for bed, the old woman noticed that there was only one small bed. She watched the girl rub her back now and then. The old woman watched Sabrina grimace in pain, for her many labors of kindness had made her sore.

“My back hurts. May I have your bed for the night? You are young and can sleep on the floor.” The old woman asked the girl in a selfish tone. She was then surprised that Sabrina not only gave her the only bed in the house, but offered to give her the only blanket.

“You have run out of firewood to warm your house and you have no blanket, yet you give me everything when you yourself could freeze?” The old woman asked Sabrina.

“I give you all, as I should, for how else did I get it, but from a wise woman like yourself? I can’t break the circle of kindness, because it will stop going around and the world will be a sad place.” Sabrina replied with a tired smile. Suddenly the old woman transformed into a beautiful luminous angel with great white wings. Sabrina went to her knees and began to pray. The angel gave Sabrina her blessing.

“All that you give, dear girl, will return to you threefold, for you are surely an angel of generosity.” With that, the angel departed to heaven, pleased and elated that Sabrina had passed her test.

Ever since that day, whenever Sabrina brought food to the poor, it would return to her in some way or another and in three times the amount. If she made a coat for a poor little child, she would find coins in her pocket the next day to buy more material with and even pay others to help her. Sabrina was the first lady to hire people that couldn’t normally find work in the village. If a person could sew, carry fabric or deliver the coats to the children, she would pay them what she could. Every time she would receive something in return for a kindness, she would use her gifts to give even more. She prospered enough buy the things she needed, but was not wealthy, because everything she received she turned into good deeds for others. Our village was a better place with Sabrina in it. I found her to be the most beautiful woman in the world, and I told her so, just about every time I saw her. By the time I grew to be a man, she finally began to take my compliments seriously.

Eventually, I married Sabrina, and we had three children we loved very much. We were very happy, but the angels had devised another test for her, in hopes of granting her more blessings. One of the angels transformed himself into the king and knocked on our door while the children and I were in the woods looking for a Christmas tree.

“Dear lady, I require your service at court. I am need of a trustworthy person to count my gold. We must depart immediately, there is much gold to count.” Sabrina had an immediate response.
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