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The Dog that Hated Christmas


THERE WAS once a dog who hated Christmas. Now this may seem queer to you, who think Christmas is the jolliest time of the year – but, you see, Rollo, this dog, lived with a dull family who always went away at Christmas time to a hotel.


And the hotel wouldn’t take dogs. So poor Rollo was always left behind in the house with the old rather bad-tempered cook. She didn’t like Rollo, so she shut him up in an attic with a dish of dry biscuits and a bowl of water all alone. There he stayed, forlorn and miserable, until his family came back.


It was no wonder that he hated Christmas, was it? As soon as he heard the word, he began to shiver and shake, for nobody but a dog knows how lonely a feeling it is to be shut up all day long and never see a kind face or hear a kind word.


Now there came a time when Rollo’s family wanted to move away to another country altogether, and they didn’t want to take Rollo. So they gave him to the gardener, who took him home to his cottage and showed him to his children.


There had been no children in Rollo’s family, and at first the dog was half scared of the merry shouts and hearty pats he got. But soon he loved it all and made friends with John the boy, Alice the girl and Pip the baby. He loved the children’s mother too; she was so plump and kind and gay.


‘Rollo! Rollo! Where are you?’ shouted the children all day long. ‘Come for a walk. Come for a game. Come for your dinner. Rollo! Rollo!’


And Rollo always scampered up, woofing loudly, his tail wagging as fast as a propeller of an aeroplane. He was as happy as the day is long, and he couldn’t help hoping that his first family would not want him back again.


Then one day he heard the word he hated.


‘Christmas will soon be here,’ said John.


‘Oooh, Christmas!’ said Alice.


‘Ooh!’ said the baby, who had only had one Christmas, but thought it must be something lovely.


Rollo put his tail down when he heard the word ‘Christmas’. He crept into a corner.


‘Gracious! What’s the matter with Rollo?’ said Alice in surprise. ‘Are you ill, Rollo? Have you been naughty? Why do you look so sad and miserable?’


Rollo put his head on his paws and looked at the three children. ‘Woof, woof, woof, woof!’ he said. That meant, ‘Who wouldn’t be miserable when Christmas comes? Horrid time of year.’ But the children didn’t understand at all.


Nearer and nearer Christmas came. Every time Rollo heard people talking about it he shivered and trembled, and thought of being shut up for days alone. And he suddenly made up his mind to run away for Christmas.


Yes, he would run right away, and then nobody could go and leave him shut up in a nasty, musty room without a kind word or pat. He would go to a farm he knew and live in a stable till that horrid Christmas time was over.


So, on Christmas Eve, Rollo crept out of the back door and ran off to the farm nearby. He snuggled himself down in the stable straw, put his head on his paws and thought how he hated Christmas. He didn’t think he would find anything to eat for a few days, unless the horses let him share their corn – but never mind, he would have a good meal when he went back.


Rollo slept peacefully on the straw, while the big carthorses snorted and breathed their steamy breath into the air. He awoke early on Christmas morning and remembered where he was. Good! Nobody had shut him up alone this Christmas. But, tails and whiskers, how hungry he was!


A horse gave him a few grains of corn. While Rollo was chewing them, a big black cat poked her nose in at the door.


‘Oh, there you are, Rollo,’ she said. ‘Why have you left your nice family? The children are crying because they can’t find you.’


‘Haven’t the family gone away then?’ asked Rollo in surprise. ‘My first family always did.’


‘Of course they haven’t,’ said the cat. ‘Families don’t always do the same things. You’d better go back.’


‘But if I do, I shall be locked up alone for days,’ said Rollo. ‘I know all about Christmas, black cat. I’ve seen five Christmases and they were all as horrid as each other.’


‘Well, do as you please,’ said the cat, and walked off, her long tail straight up in the air.


Rollo lay and thought for a while, and then he made up his mind that he couldn’t bear to think of those children crying for him – he would go back, even if they did lock him up for Christmas. So he ran out of the stable and scampered home down the frosty white roads.


The door was shut. He scraped at it with a paw. John opened it – and he gave a great shout.


‘Rollo! Dear, dear Rollo! We thought you were lost for ever. Happy Christmas, Rollo.’


He hugged the surprised dog, and then Alice patted him hard, crying, ‘Happy Christmas, Rollo darling. Where have you been? We were so miserable without you – but now Christmas will be lovely.’


‘Lovely,’ said the baby, crawling to Rollo and hanging on to his tail.


‘Rollo, here’s your Christmas present,’ said John, and he gave Rollo the very biggest, juiciest bone he had ever seen.


‘And here’s what I’ve bought you,’ said Alice, and she gave him a bag of his favourite biscuits. ‘I bought them with my own money for you because I love you. You are the dearest dog in the world.’


‘Woof! Woof!’ said Rollo, and he wanted to cry because he was so surprised and happy.


Then Pip the baby stroked Rollo and gave him a red ball. ‘Ball,’ said Pip. ‘Ball.’


Bones and biscuits, thought the happy dog. What sort of a Christmas is this? Aren’t they going to lock me up alone?


‘Good dog, Rollo,’ said the children’s mother, and she held out a grand new collar for his neck. ‘This is for a good dog. See if it fits him, John.’


It did – and Rollo did look fine. Then the children’s father tied a red ribbon to the collar to make Rollo look Christmassy.


‘Woof!’ said Rollo, wishing he could show himself to the black cat. ‘Happy Christmas, everybody. So this is what Christmas is really like – all kindness and love. Ah, I’ll never say I hate it again.’


That afternoon he took a few biscuits to the horse who had shared his corn with him.


‘Happy Christmas,’ he said to the horse. ‘Did you know it was Christmas? Christmas is a lovely time.’


‘Ah, you’ve changed your mind,’ said the horse, munching the biscuit. ‘Christmas is what people make it, Rollo. Just you tell everybody that, and it will be a wonderful time for grown-ups and children and animals too.’


So Rollo sends you a message, children. He says, ‘Make others happy at Christmas and you’ll be happy yourself too.’
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The Little Fir Tree


ONCE UPON a time there was a little fir tree not much bigger than you. It grew in a forest on the mountainside. It was an evergreen, so it did not drop all its narrow green leaves in the autumn, but held on to some of them all the year round.


Many little fir trees grew around it. Nearby were some full-grown firs, tall and straight and strong. Sometimes men came to cut them down and to send them away. Then the little fir tree would wonder where they were going, and would feel sad.


‘It is dreadful to be cut down,’ said the little tree. ‘Dreadful to have our branches sawn off, and to be nothing but a straight pole!’


‘Do not be sad,’ said a big fir tree nearby. ‘We are going to be made into straight telegraph poles – and some of us will be the masts of ships. Ah, that’s a grand end for a fir tree – to be planted in a ship, and to hold the flapping sails that send the ship along!’


The little fir tree thought that would indeed be a grand life. It hoped that when it had grown tall and straight it too would end as a mast in a ship.


It would be grand to drive along over the water, hearing the wind once again, being of use for many, many years, thought the little fir tree.


All the small growing fir trees hoped the same thing, and they grew a little each year. Then one winter there came a great storm.


It broke on the mountainside where the forest of fir trees grew. It sent a great wind blowing through their branches.


‘We shall fall, we shall fall!’ said the fir trees, and their branches tossed and shouted in the wind.


‘We have no deep roots!’ they said. ‘Do not blow so hard, wind! You will blow us over!’


‘You should grow big deep roots,’ said the wind. ‘I cannot uproot the strong oak, because it sends its roots deep down. But your roots are too near the surface!’


One big fir tree gave a deep groan. The wind had blown so strongly against it that it was pulled right out of the ground. It toppled over – it fell!


It crashed against the next fir tree and made that fall too. That one fell against a third tree, and down this went as well. Crash! Crash! Crash!


Each falling tree hit the one next to it, and soon many were falling, like a row of dominoes, through the forest. The last one fell on the little fir tree, and pulled it up by its roots.


The gale died down. The sun came out. Men came into the forest to see what trees had been blown down.


‘Look – a great path has been made in the forest, by one tree uprooting the next,’ said one of the men. ‘We will clear away the fallen trees.’


So, very soon, the sound of axes was heard in the forest, and one after another of the fallen trees was chopped away from its roots, its branches trimmed off, and it was taken away to be made into a telegraph pole or the mast of a ship.


The men came to the little fir tree, which had been uprooted by the last falling tree. ‘Look,’ said one, ‘here is a young tree uprooted. It is almost dead.’


‘Give it a chance,’ said another man. ‘We will replant it and see if it will grow.’


So they put the little fir tree back into the ground and stamped down the earth around its roots.


The little tree was almost dead. Its roots were half frozen. It felt ill and weak.


But soon its roots took firm hold of the earth again, and began to feed the tree. It felt better. Its branches stiffened a little. It put its topmost spike straight. All spruce firs have a spear at the top, which they stick straight upwards to the sky. The little fir tree was glad to point its spike up again too.


But, because it had been uprooted for so long, the little fir tree did not grow well. It was short and stunted. It did not grow freely upwards as the other young trees did. It remained small and short, not much bigger than you.


‘You must try to grow,’ said the other trees. ‘If you don’t, you will be pulled up and burnt, for you will be of no use to anyone. Try to grow, little fir tree.’


‘I am trying,’ said the little tree. ‘But something has happened to me. I am afraid I shall always be small. I have lost the power of growing.’


It did grow a very little – but by the time the other firs were tall and straight, the little fir tree was very tiny still. It was sad.


‘I know I shall be thrown away,’ it said to itself. ‘I know I shall. I did want to be of some use in the world – but now I shan’t be. When the men come to look at the other young trees they will think they are fine – but they are sure to pull me up.’


Sure enough, when the men came round just before Christmas, they were very pleased with the other young firs – but they did not think much of the little one.


‘This is a poor tree,’ said one. ‘It will never be any good.’


They went on into the forest. But later on one of the men came back to the little fir tree. He dug round its roots, and then pulled it out of the ground. He put it over his shoulder.


‘Goodbye!’ called the little fir tree to all its friends. ‘Goodbye! I am going to be thrown away. I am of no use. But I wanted to be; I did want to be!’


The man walked down the mountainside with the little tree. He came to a cosy house, with lights shining from the windows, for it was almost dark. He stamped into the house, shook the snow off his shoulders and called loudly, ‘Peter! Ann! I’ve got something for you!’


Two children came running out, and they shouted for joy to see the little fir tree. ‘Oh, what a dear little tree! It’s just the right size!’


Then a good many things happened that puzzled the little fir tree very much. It was put into a big tub. The tub was wound round and round with bright red silk, and looked very gay.


Then clips were put on the branches of the little tree, and candles were stuck into the clips! Soon it had candles from top to bottom!


Then bright, shining ornaments were hung from every branch. Some were blue, some were red, some were green and some were yellow. They were very lovely, made of the finest glass.


‘I am beautiful!’ said the little tree in surprise. ‘I may be small and undergrown – but how lovely I am, dressed in these shining things! How the children must love me!’


Then other things were hung on the little tree – presents wrapped in bright paper. Some of them pulled down the branches, for they were heavy, but the little tree didn’t mind. It was too happy to mind anything.


Strings of glittering tinsel were hung everywhere on the tree. And then, at the very top, a wonderful fairy doll was put, with a silver crown and wand, and a fluffy frock that stood out all round her.


‘I never saw such a beautiful tree as you!’ said the fairy doll. ‘Never! I am proud to be at the top of you. You have a nice straight spike there that I can lean against.’


‘All spruce firs have those spikes at the top,’ said the fir tree proudly. ‘That is how you can tell us from other fir trees. Why have the children made me so beautiful, little doll?’


‘You are their Christmas tree!’ said the doll. ‘Didn’t you know that children take little fir trees at Christmas time, dress them up and hang their presents there? Ah, it is a wonderful thing to be a Christmas tree, and bring happiness and joy to many people.’


‘I am glad I didn’t grow,’ said the little tree. ‘Oh, I am glad I didn’t grow. Once I wanted to be the mast of a ship. Now I am glad to be a Christmas tree.’


It shone softly when the candles were lit. ‘We have never had such a lovely Christmas tree before,’ said Peter. ‘Isn’t it beautiful? Its branches are just the right size. It is a dear little tree.’


‘We will plant it out in the garden when Christmas is over,’ said their mother. ‘Then it will take root there – and maybe next year we can dig it up again and have it once more for our tree!’


‘And the year after – and the year after!’ cried the children.


So I expect they will. What a lovely life for the little fir tree – to grow in the wind and the sun all the year, and to be a shining Christmas tree in the winter!
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Julia Saves Up


JULIA WONDERED what to give her mother for Christmas. She could ask her what she wanted, of course, but that wouldn’t make it a surprise for Mother. And Julia really did want to give her mother a proper surprise present.


She found out quite by accident something that her mother really would like. It was a red and green scarf in the draper’s shop! Mother stopped by the shop, looked in and said, ‘Oh, what a lovely scarf! Just what I want to go with my new red coat with the green pattern in it! Dear me – it’s ten shillings! I can’t afford that just before Christmas time.’


Julia looked hard at the scarf. She too thought that it was very pretty, and just right for her gay, dark-haired mother. She would look sweet in it, either tied round her neck, or over her curly hair.


And Julia then and there made up her mind that she would most certainly buy that scarf for Mother’s Christmas present!


She opened her moneybox when she got home. She had three shillings in it. Oh, dear! That wasn’t very much. Could she possibly save seven more shillings before Christmas time? There were other people to buy presents for too – but perhaps she could make the presents, instead of buying them. Yes, she would do that, and spend all her money on her mother.


So she began to save. She had sixpence a week, and each week the sixpence went into her box for Mother’s scarf. She earned pennies by running errands, and those went into the box too. Daddy gave her an extra sixpence for cleaning his bicycle. Good! That was another sixpence towards the red and green scarf.


Then Auntie Dora came to stay for two days, and she gave Julia a whole shilling for herself. ‘Buy something at the toy shop,’ she told Julia.


But Julia didn’t. She put it into her moneybox. Soon she had eight shillings! What a lot of money. Only two more shillings were needed and she could go and buy the scarf!


Then Auntie Dora fell ill. ‘You must buy her a little bunch of flowers and take them to her,’ said Mother. ‘You have plenty of money in your moneybox. Buy her a bunch of violets, Julia. There are some in the shops already.’


‘But I’m saving up for something, Mother!’ said Julia.


‘Well, surely you can spare just a shilling for a few flowers for poor Auntie Dora,’ said Mother.


‘Mother, it’s your present I’m saving up for,’ said Julia. ‘It’s something special I know you want.’


‘But there’s nothing special I want,’ said Mother, puzzled. ‘You haven’t even asked me what I want!’


‘Well, I know, all the same,’ said Julia. ‘I can’t buy flowers for Auntie Dora, Mother.’


‘You must,’ said Mother, ‘even if it means that you can’t buy me the present you want to. I shan’t mind what you give me, dear!’


But Julia minded. She minded very much. She did so badly want to give Mother that scarf. Still, she had to take a shilling from her box and spend it on flowers for Auntie Dora – and then she had only seven shillings.


It’s Christmas next week! thought Julia in a panic. Oh, dear! I shall never, never earn three shillings in time. And that scarf may be sold this week. Somebody else may want to buy it for their mother!


This was a dreadful thought. Julia didn’t know what to do. Then she made up her mind.


I’ll go to the shop, and ask them if they will let me have the scarf if I pay them seven shillings now and six Saturday sixpences for six weeks after Christmas, she thought. That’s the only way I can do it. Mother would lend me the money, I know – but I simply can’t borrow money from her to buy her a present!


So Julia took her seven shillings and went off to the shop. She went in and spoke to the shopwoman there. ‘Please, you have a pretty red and green scarf in the window, and it’s ten shillings. I’ve got seven, and if you’ll let me have the scarf for my mother’s Christmas present, I’ll bring you my Saturday sixpence each Saturday for six weeks.’


‘The scarf is sold,’ said the shopwoman. ‘It was bought about ten minutes ago, miss! What a pity! But even if it hadn’t been sold I couldn’t have let you have it for seven shillings and the rest paid later. We don’t do that sort of thing here.’


Julia was very disappointed. Sold! The scarf she had saved up for and wanted so badly for Mother! It was really too bad.


She felt the tears coming into her eyes and was ashamed to let the shopwoman see them. So she ran out of the shop into the street.


It was a very windy day, and the wind blew Julia’s tears away. The little girl went down the street and turned into the lane that went to her home. And, would you believe it, there, lying in the muddy gutter, was a red and green scarf!


Julia couldn’t believe her eyes. How had it got there? It must have blown off the neck of the person who had bought it only a little while ago – and she hadn’t noticed it.


Julia picked up the scarf. It was muddy, but it could be washed. Suppose – yes, just suppose – she took it home, and washed and ironed it, and gave it to Mother – nobody would ever know. She did so badly want Mother to have that pretty scarf!


‘It’s for Mother, not for myself,’ said Julia. ‘It would be dishonest if I took it for myself. But surely it wouldn’t be dishonest if I took it for Mother. She wouldn’t know I’d found it. And I don’t know who it belongs to.’


She set off home with the scarf – but she hadn’t gone very far before she swung round, and walked back down the lane again, her cheeks burning.


‘It would be dishonest. I know it would. Mother would be dreadfully upset if she knew. And I can find out who it belongs to. I can ask at the shop. Oh, how could I ever have thought for a moment that I could pick it up and take it for Mother. I’m horrid, horrid, horrid!’


She went back to the shop. ‘Oh, yes,’ said the woman. ‘It was Mrs Peters who bought it. She lives just down the lane, you know. She will be glad to have it.’


Julia hurried off to Mrs Peters’ house. She rang the bell. Mrs Peters came to the door.


‘Is this your scarf?’ asked Julia, holding it out. ‘I found it down the lane.’


‘Oh, yes,’ said Mrs Peters, taking it. ‘The wind must have blown it off my shoulders. I looked everywhere for it, but I couldn’t see it. What a very nice, honest child you are to bring it back to me!’


Julia went red. She remembered how nearly she had taken the scarf home, not meaning to tell anyone she had found it. Then she remembered how badly she had wanted to have it for her mother, and looked suddenly miserable.


‘What’s the matter, dear?’ asked Mrs Peters kindly. ‘Are you upset about something? Come inside for a minute and have a biscuit.’


Julia felt herself pushed gently into a room where a big fire was burning. ‘Now, you tell me what’s the matter,’ said Mrs Peters, opening a biscuit tin.


‘Nothing much,’ said Julia in rather an unsteady voice. ‘It was only that – that I had been saving up to buy that scarf for my mother for Christmas – and I’d only got seven shillings – and I went to ask the shopwoman if she’d let me have it for that, and I could pay the rest afterwards – and she told me it had been sold.’


‘What a dreadful disappointment for you!’ said Mrs Peters. ‘And then you suddenly find it in the gutter! I expect you wished you could run off with it, back home!’


‘Oh, I did,’ said Julia. ‘I was horrid for a few minutes and I’m so ashamed. I – I almost did take it back home, Mrs Peters.’


‘Well, you needn’t worry that that,’ said Mrs Peters. ‘We are all tempted at times, you know, to do horrid things, and we can’t help that – but we can help saying “No” to the temptation, and that is what you did. It isn’t the temptation that matters – it is the saying “No”. And you did say “No”.’


‘Yes, I did. But I’m most dreadfully disappointed about the scarf all the same,’ said Julia, feeling much better now.


‘Well, I wonder if you’d like to have the scarf for half price,’ said Mrs Peters. ‘I thought it would go with my red and green dress, but it doesn’t. I’d be glad to let you have it for five shillings, if you’d like it.’


‘Oh, no! Why, you paid ten shillings for it only this morning!’ cried Julia.
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