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				Enid Blyton (1897–1968) wrote over six hundred books in her lifetime and remains one of the world’s favourite writers for children. Some of her best-loved stories are about the Famous Five, the Secret Seven and the Naughtiest Girl. She wrote about all kinds of things – about life at school, holiday adventures, fantasy stories about made-up creatures, and animal stories. And many stories about Christmas.

				Here is a selection of some of her best Christmas stories. You can also read one long story about a family’s preparations for the festive season, chapter by chapter throughout the book, which tells you how many popular Christmas customs came to be.

				Enjoy the stories – and merry Christmas!
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				‘HURRAH! CHRISTMAS holidays at last!’ said Susan, running into the house joyfully. She was just back from boarding school with her brother Benny, who had broken up the same day.

				He came into the house behind her, carrying a heavy bag. His mother was paying the taxi outside. Benny set down the bag, and gave a yell.

				‘Ann! Peter! Where are you? We’re back!’

				Ann and Peter were the younger brother and sister still at home. They came tearing down the stairs and flung themselves on Benny and Susan.

				‘Oh! Welcome back! You’re earlier than we expected! Do you know we’re going to the pantomime on Boxing Day?’

				‘Are there any Christmas cards for us?’ said Susan. ‘Have any come yet? Ooooh – I do love Christmas time.’

				‘Yes – the Christmas holidays are the best of all,’ said Benny, going off to help his mother with more luggage. ‘Presents – and puddings – and stockings – and cards – and Christmas trees – and pantomimes – it’s a lovely time!’

				‘There are lots of cards already,’ said Peter. ‘We haven’t opened yours, Susan, or Benny’s. And Mum’s ordered a fine Christmas tree – and we’ve stirred the Christmas pudding, and wished. It’s a pity you weren’t here to wish too.’

				‘You haven’t got any decorations up yet,’ said Susan, looking round. ‘I’m glad. I do so like to help with those. I don’t like you to begin Christmas customs without me here. I like to share in them all.’

				‘That’s why we waited!’ said Ann, jumping up and down. ‘We wanted you and Benny to share. What fun we shall have!’

				The luggage was brought in and taken up to the children’s bedrooms. Susan went once more into the room she shared with little Ann, and Benny ran into the one he shared with Peter. How good it was to be home again – and with Christmas to look forward to.

				The children unpacked, and their mother sorted out their clothes, some to be washed, some to be put away, some to be mended. They all talked at once at the tops of their voices.

				Their mother laughed. ‘How any of you can hear what the others say when you don’t stop talking for one moment, I can’t think!’ she said. ‘But it’s nice to hear you all. Benny, what has happened to this sock? It doesn’t seem to have any foot.’

				‘Benny won’t hang that up on Christmas Eve,’ said Ann, with a little giggle.

				‘He won’t hang his stocking up any more, surely?’ said their mother. ‘He’s too big. After all, he’s ten now.’

				‘Well, I’m going to,’ said Benny, firmly. ‘I don’t see why I shouldn’t, just because I’m ten. It doesn’t matter whether I believe in Santa Claus or not, I can still hang up my stocking, and I know it will be filled. So there, Mummy!’

				‘All right, Benny, you hang it up,’ said his mother, still wondering how it was that Benny’s sock had no foot. ‘It’s nice to keep up these old Christmas customs. There are such a lot of them.’

				‘There are, aren’t there?’ said Susan. ‘I wonder how they all began. Mummy, why do we hang up our stockings – who first thought of that?’

				‘I really don’t know,’ said Mother.

				‘And why do we put up holly and mistletoe?’ said Ann. ‘Holly’s so prickly – it’s a silly thing to put up really, I think. And why do we kiss under the mistletoe?’

				‘Oh dear – I don’t really know,’ said Mother. ‘These customs are so very very old – goodness knows how they began!’

				‘Well, I know how Christmas began,’ said Ann. ‘It’s the birthday of the little Christ. Mummy, are you going to tell us the Christmas story, as you always do, on Christmas Eve?’

				‘Would you like me to?’ said Mother.

				‘Oh yes!’ said all the children at once.

				‘Mum, that’s one of our customs,’ said Susan. ‘It’s not a very old one, not nearly as old as the customs we keep at Christmas time – but it’s a very nice family custom of ours, so we’ll go on with it.’

				‘And we’ll choose carols and sing them too,’ said Ann. ‘I like carols better than hymns – they are much merrier, aren’t they?’

				‘Very well,’ said Mother. ‘We will keep up our family custom this Christmas as usual – carols on Christmas Eve, and the Christmas story.’

				‘And then off to bed and to sleep, whilst Santa Claus comes down the chimney, very secretly and quietly, to leave his presents!’ said Ann.

				‘It’s funny he should hate to be seen giving his presents,’ said Peter. ‘We are always supposed to be asleep when he comes. Mummy, who was Santa Claus, really?’

				‘Well – I really don’t know,’ said Mother. ‘What a lot of questions you ask me today. I keep saying “I don’t know, I don’t know.” Do ask me a question I can answer now.’

				‘Well – why is Christmas pudding called plum pudding?’ asked Benny, at once. ‘There aren’t any plums in it.’

				‘I don’t know that either,’ said Mother.

				‘And what is the Yule log?’ said Susan. ‘I am always hearing about Yule-tide and the Yule log, but I never know exactly what Yule means.’

				‘Neither do I, really, except that it is another name for Christmas-time. You’d better ask Daddy all these questions when he comes home.’

				Now the trunks were unpacked, and were put up into the loft for four whole weeks. It was tea-time, and the children rushed downstairs to a lovely tea. Their mother always had a special cake for the first day the children came home, and special biscuits.

				‘I love the first few hours at home,’ said Susan. ‘It’s all so deliciously new and exciting – then it gradually gets nice and familiar and homey. Mummy, when are we going to begin the decorating?’

				‘Tomorrow, if you like,’ said Mother. ‘Our holly trees in the garden are full of berries this year – and the farmer has said you may go to the big oak trees in his field and cut some mistletoe for yourselves, if you like.’

				‘But why should we go to the oak trees for mistletoe?’ said Ann, in wonder. ‘Doesn’t mistletoe grow on its own bush or tree?’

				The others shouted with laughter. ‘There isn’t a mistletoe tree,’ said Benny. ‘It only grows on other trees – oak trees, for instance, and apple trees.’

				‘How funny,’ said Ann. ‘I’d like to see it.’

				‘You shall, tomorrow,’ said Mother. ‘Benny shall take you to the farmer’s field, and he can climb up and cut some mistletoe and throw it down for you.’

				‘We’ll cut holly too, and bring stacks of it in,’ said Susan. ‘And we’ll make some paper-chains, and get out the silver stars and bells we had last year, to hang down from the ceiling. Oh, we shall have fun!’

				‘And what about the ornaments for the Christmas tree?’ said Benny. ‘We’ll get those, too. I hope there won’t be many broken, they’re so pretty and shiny.’

				‘We’ll find the big silver star that goes at the very top of the tree,’ said Susan, ‘and we’ll get out the little old fairy doll and put her under it. Mummy, isn’t Christmas time lovely?’

				‘It is,’ said Mother. ‘Well, you children will have plenty to do these few days before Christmas, if you are going to do the decorating of the house, the dressing of the Christmas tree, the sending of cards, and the buying of presents.’

				‘You’ll be busy too, won’t you, Mum?’ said Ann. ‘You said you must boil the pudding again – and make the Christmas cake – and buy some crackers for us – and finish making some of your presents.’

				They finished their tea, and then they heard the sound of a key being put into the front door.

				‘It’s Daddy!’ cried Susan and Benny and they rushed to welcome him.

				‘Well, well, you’ve grown again!’ said Daddy, hugging them both. ‘Have you got good school reports? Who’s going to help with the decorating tomorrow? I’ve got the day off, so I can take you all out to get holly and mistletoe!’

				‘Oh, lovely!’ cried Susan. ‘Yes, we’ve got good reports. I’m top of my form. Oh Daddy, it’s lovely to be home for Christmas!’

				‘Yes – Christmas is a proper family time,’ said Daddy, hanging up his hat. ‘All the old customs to keep up, the old carols to sing, the old tales to tell!’

				‘Well, I hope you know a lot about the old customs, Dick,’ said Mother, kissing him. ‘These children have been pestering me with Christmas questions, and I can’t seem to answer any of them.’

				‘I don’t feel like a lot of questions tonight,’ said Daddy. ‘Tomorrow, perhaps.’

				And with that promise they settled down again. They all felt very happy. They were home together, beneath one roof. It would soon be Christmas, the season of goodwill, good cheer, and kindness.

				‘Christ-mas,’ said Susan, separating the two syllables. ‘I suppose it means Mass of Christ. What does “mass” mean, in the word Christmas, Daddy?’

				‘Feast or holiday,’ said Daddy. ‘The Feast of Christ, a holiday in His honour. There is Michael-mas, too, and Candle-mas.’

				‘Christ-mas is the nicest time of all,’ said Susan. ‘People in olden times thought so too, didn’t they, Daddy, and feasted and made a holiday?’

				‘They certainly did,’ said Daddy, ‘but I am sure they were not happier then we shall be this Christmas-tide.’
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				DAN HAD made a present for everybody. He had carved a top for Daisy, a pipe-rack for his father, a table napkin ring for his mother, and he had made a jigsaw puzzle for Auntie because she liked them so much.

				‘I shall hide them away in a very safe place,’ he said, when he had wrapped them all up in Christmas paper and tied them with sparkling string. So he put them in an empty hat box at the bottom of the cupboard in the spare room. Nobody went there. It was a very safe place.

				But do you know, when Christmas Eve came and Daisy began to sort out her presents to put on the Christmas table the next morning, Dan couldn’t remember where he had hidden his! He hunted all over the house for them.

				‘That forgettery of yours!’ said Daisy. ‘You just can’t remember anything, Dan.’

				Dan was very sad. ‘Now I shan’t be able to give anyone anything,’ he said. ‘I do feel unhappy.’

				Well, will you believe it, in the very middle of Christmas night, when he and Daisy were in bed, Dan woke up and remembered where he had put the presents. ‘Oh, in the hatbox in the spare room cupboard, of course,’ he said, and he got out of bed. Daisy was fast asleep.

				Dan looked at their stockings on the end of their beds. They were empty. Father Christmas hadn’t come yet. He went creeping along the passage to the spare room. He shut the door so that nobody should see him getting his precious presents.

				Yes, there they all were in the hatbox. He counted them, read the labels, and felt each one to make sure the presents were inside.

				Then he crept back to his bedroom and will you believe it, when he got back his stocking and Daisy’s were full!

				‘Well!’ said Dan, in delight. ‘Father Christmas must only just have gone. I almost met him. Oh, I do feel pleased. I almost met Father Christmas, and I’ve found all my presents again, so I’m happy!’
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				It was Christmas Eve. Betty and Fred were in bed, talking quietly. Mother had tucked them up and said good night a long time ago.

				‘We shall hear quite well if Santa Claus lands on our roof,’ said Betty, ‘because our house is a bungalow, and the roof is very low. Shall we listen for him, Fred? It’s getting near midnight.’

				‘Yes, let’s,’ said Fred. ‘I’d love to hear him come. We shall hear the reindeer hooves on the roof quite easily!’

				So they lay and listened – and do you know, in a few minutes they heard the sound of sleigh-bells ringing in the distance!

				Both children sat up in bed in excitement. ‘Do you hear that, Betty?’ said Fred. ‘It’s Santa Claus! Now we’ll hear the reindeer on the roof!’

				But they didn’t! The bells came nearer and nearer, and then stopped except for a tinkle now and then.

				‘That’s funny,’ said Fred. ‘Santa Claus didn’t land on the roof to come down our chimney.’

				‘Well, where did he land then?’ said Betty. ‘He must have landed somewhere! I hope he didn’t try to land on the garden shed or the greenhouse!’

				‘We should have heard the tinkle of breaking glass if he’d tried to land on the greenhouse roof,’ said Fred with a giggle.

				Just then they did hear the sound of something breaking – but it didn’t sound like glass. They wondered whatever it could be. They sat and listened. Then they heard the sound of bells again, rather soft – and suddenly there came the noise of a very soft thudding at the window.

				‘Goodness! Do you suppose it’s Santa Claus trying to come in at the window?’ said Betty, excited. ‘You open it, Fred – hurry!’

				The soft thudding came again – knock-knock-knock! Fred slipped out of bed and ran to the window. He drew back the curtain and opened the window.

				And whatever do you suppose was poked in at the open window? Guess! It was the long soft nose of a brown reindeer! Yes, in came the nose, and nuzzled up to Fred.

				Then beside the first long nose came another – and another and another! Four large-eyed reindeer looked in at that window!

				‘It was their noses we heard knocking on the window-pane!’ cried Betty. ‘What do they want? Is Santa Claus there?’

				‘No,’ said Fred, puzzled, peering out of the window. One of the reindeer plucked hold of the little boy’s pyjama sleeve and began to pull him gently.

				‘Let go!’ said Fred in surprise. ‘You’ll pull me out of the window.’

				‘That’s what he wants to do, Fred,’ said Betty, watching. ‘Look – here’s your dressing-gown and your shoes. Put them on, and I’ll put mine on too. I think the reindeer have come to fetch us for something.’

				As soon as the four reindeer saw the children putting on their clothes, they stopped pulling at Fred’s sleeve. They stood patiently at the window, waiting, their bells tinkling very softly as they moved now and again.

				The children climbed out of the window on to the grass outside. They had both got their torches, and they flashed them on to see where Santa Claus was.

				And what do you think had happened to poor old Santa Claus? He had gone across the garden with his big sack of toys, and had walked right over the thinly-frozen pond, without knowing it was there – and the ice had broken, and into the pond had tumbled Santa Claus, toys and all! The reindeer had seen him and come to Fred and Betty for help.

				The pond was large and deep. As soon as Fred saw what had happened, he ran to the garden shed. He got a rope from there and threw it to Santa Claus. Then very carefully he and Betty dragged out the poor, wet old man!

				‘Oh, Santa Claus! What a shame that you should have fallen into our pond!’ said Betty. ‘You must be so cold and wet! Why didn’t you land on our roof?’

				‘Well, your house is a small bungalow and I never land on bungalow roofs,’ said Santa Claus. ‘I’m too easily seen from the road if I do – so I usually land in the garden then. Is there anywhere that I can dry myself?’

				‘We’ve a fire in the kitchen,’ said Fred. ‘Everyone is in bed and asleep, so come along and get dry. Aren’t your reindeer clever to come and fetch us to help you, Santa!’

				The children took Santa Claus into their bedroom and then led the way quietly to the kitchen. There was a nice fire there. Tibs, the cat, was sitting by it. She seemed delighted to see Santa Claus.

				‘Hello! There’s the cat I brought you for a present last year when she was a kitten!’ said Santa. ‘I remember that she wouldn’t stay in your stocking, Betty! Hello, Puss! You’ve grown into a nice cat!’

				Betty made up the fire, feeling really excited. The little girl got a saucepan and poured some milk in it to put on the stove to heat for poor, cold Santa Claus. He took off his wet coat and boots, and did his best to squeeze the water out of his trousers.

				‘Ah! I shall soon be dry in front of this nice hot fire,’ he said. ‘Well, it’s kind of you children to rescue me! My goodness! I didn’t want to spend the night in your pond, I can tell you.’

				‘Tell us a story, Santa Claus,’ begged Betty. So the jolly old chap began to tell the two children how all the toys were made in his enormous castle.

				‘And, you know, even when the toys are made, they still are not ready to go with me,’ said Santa. ‘The teddy bears have to be taught to growl – and you wouldn’t believe how stupid some of them are! Do you know, I had a bear last year who would keep thinking he was a duck – and every time I pressed his tummy he said, “Quack, quack!”

				The children laughed. ‘I do wish you’d given him to us,’ said Fred. ‘He would have made us laugh. Tell us some more, Santa Claus.’

				‘Well, another time I had a doll that we had to teach to open and shut her eyes,’ said Santa, turning himself round so that the fire might dry his back. ‘And do you know, she would wrinkle her nose and screw up her mouth every time she opened and shut her eyes. So we couldn’t give her to anybody either! Fancy having a doll that did that!’

				‘I think she sounds lovely,’ said Betty, imagining a doll that wrinkled her little nose and screwed up her rosebud mouth.

				‘And another time I had a . . .’ began Santa Claus – and then he suddenly stopped and listened. There was a noise at the kitchen door. He went and opened the door – and in walked the four reindeer, dragging the sleigh behind them!

				‘Oh no! Oh no!’ said Santa, trying to push them out. ‘You can wait for me outside. How dare you walk in here as if it was your stable!’

				The children laughed loudly. It was so funny to see Santa pushing the reindeer on the noses, making them go out backwards, their bells jingling. But they had forgotten that their father and mother were asleep in their bedroom not far off!

				And suddenly they heard the sound of their mother’s light being switched on. ‘That’s mother waking up!’ said Fred, in a fright. ‘Quick, drink up your milk, Santa! Mother may see you. We’ll have to pop back to bed!’

				Santa drank up the hot milk, snatched up his clothes and his sack, and disappeared into the garden. The children ran to go to their bedroom – but their mother came into the kitchen before they could escape.

				‘Betty! Fred! How very naughty of you! And you have been heating milk for yourselves too! I suppose you thought you would see Santa Claus if you waited up so late. Really, it’s very naughty of you. Anyway, there isn’t such a person as Santa Claus!’

				‘Oh, Mother, there is! He’s just been here,’ said Fred. ‘We heated the milk for him. He fell into our pond and got so wet.’

				‘Don’t tell naughty stories,’ said Mother, really cross with them.

				‘Well, Mother, can’t you hear the sleigh-bells?’ said Betty. She heard them quite clearly as Santa Claus galloped off. ‘Oh, Mother, I wish you hadn’t come in quite so soon – because now Santa Claus has galloped away without leaving us any presents!’

				Mother hustled them into bed and tucked them up again. The children were sad. They were very tired too, and in a few moments they were asleep.

				And do you know, in the morning they found two very peculiar toys sitting on the end of their beds! One was a teddy bear that said ‘Quack, quack!’ instead of growling, and the other was a doll who wrinkled her nose and screwed up her mouth whenever she shut and opened her eyes!

				‘So it couldn’t have been a dream!’ said Betty, hugging her doll. ‘Oh, Fred – aren’t we lucky?’

				I think they were lucky, don’t you?
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				THE FIRST day of the holidays was sunny and bright. Frost had come in the night, and the grass outside was white and crisp – good to walk on. The children looked out of the window, and longed to be out in the sun, cutting the holly.

				‘It’s lovely that Daddy’s got the day off today,’ said Susan. ‘He’s such fun to be with and he’s not like some fathers I know. He really talks to us!’

				After breakfast they all put on hats and coats, and went out into the garden. Daddy, Benny and Susan had sharp knives for cutting holly sprays. Peter and Ann were to set the cut sprays neatly together on the grass, ready for taking indoors. Then they would all help in putting them up.

				‘Now, you two take those thick tall bushes,’ said Daddy to Benny and Susan. ‘I’ll have to get the ladder to go up this tree. I’ll cut some beautiful sprays from it. Aren’t the berries lovely and thick this year?’

				‘Yes – and what a lovely scarlet!’ said Susan. ‘Daddy, why do you put up holly at Christmas time! Does holly mean holy tree?’

				‘Yes,’ said Daddy. ‘It’s been used for so many, many years as a decoration in our churches, you see. There are quite a number of legends about it. I’ll tell you some when we have finished cutting, and are having a bit of a rest and a cup of cocoa at eleven o’clock. But I can’t talk and cut holly at the same time.’

				Daddy fetched the ladder and went up the tree. Soon big sprays of the prickly branches were falling to the ground, and Ann and Peter were kept very busy picking them up.

				‘They are spiny!’ said Ann, in dismay. ‘Look, this leaf has made my finger bleed, Peter.’

				Peter looked. ‘It’s nothing,’ he said. ‘I say, Ann, that little drop of blood on your finger is just the colour of the holly berry, look!’

				So it was – as brilliant a scarlet as the gleaming berries. Ann wiped away the blood, and went to fetch her gloves. Then she wouldn’t feel the pricks so much.

				Susan and Benny worked hard at their bushes. Daddy had shown them how to cut out sprays from the very thickest part, so that they would not spoil the shape of the trees.

				Ann and Peter ran in and out of the house with the berried sprays. At eleven o’clock Mummy came out with a tray. On it was an enormous jug of cocoa, and a plate of biscuits.

				‘Oooh, lovely!’ said Ann. ‘Where shall we have it?’

				‘In the summer-house,’ said Susan. So the tray was taken there, for it was a nice day. Susan poured out the cocoa. Daddy climbed down his ladder, and came to join them. He had a bright spray of holly stuck into his coat.

				‘That’s for the Christmas pudding,’ he said. ‘It’s such a thickly berried little spray.’

				‘I like holly,’ said Benny. ‘Its leaves are so smooth and shiny, and the berries are so brilliant. Daddy, the birds don’t go for holly berries nearly as quickly as they go for other berries, do they?’

				‘No, they don’t,’ said Daddy. ‘They are not so nice – and if you ate them, they would make you terribly sick.’

				‘Is the holly berry like a gooseberry?’ said Ann, squeezing one.

				‘Open one and see,’ said Daddy. ‘They are not like them at all. They have four tiny “stones” inside, containing the seed.’

				‘So they have,’ said Anne. ‘Daddy, why are the leaves so spiny?’

				‘Well, you could think of that for yourself,’ said Daddy. ‘Spines or thorns are nearly always grown by plants to prevent themselves being eaten.’

				‘That holly tree you have been cutting has smooth-edged leaves right at its top,’ said Susan. ‘There are no spines at all on the top branches, Daddy.’

				‘Well, there is no fear of a cow or horse having a long enough neck to reach right up to the top!’ said Daddy. ‘So spines often don’t grow on the leaves higher up. Now – what was it you were asking me before, about the holly?’

				‘You said you would tell us some old tales about the holly,’ said Susan. ‘Daddy, was holly first used as a decoration when Jesus was born?’

				‘Oh no,’ said Daddy. ‘Holly was used long before that. Years before, the Roman people used to hold a great feast at this time of year, the feast of their god Saturn, and they decked his temples with the holly, as well as with other evergreens.’

				‘Why did they use evergreens?’ asked Ann. ‘Just because they were green?’

				‘People of olden times had a strange belief,’ said Daddy. ‘They thought, you see, that there were many gods and goddesses living in the woods and in the hills among the trees and bushes. Well, when the wintry weather came, they thought these gods would be cold. So they brought evergreen boughs into their houses and temples, thinking that the forest gods and goddesses would be able to come with them, and nestle in the greenery to escape the bitter frosts outside.’

				‘Oh,’ said Benny, ‘what a strange idea. Did the old folk long ago hang up sprays just as we do?’

				‘They often made them into long festoons,’ said Daddy, ‘and they sometimes used fruit, leaves, flowers and grain to make their festoons. We too use festoons, but ours are made of paper – your paper-chains, for instance.’

				‘We are doing what people did hundreds and hundreds of years ago then, when we hang up our paper-chains, for our festoons, and put up evergreens,’ said Susan. ‘Do you know anything else about the holly, Daddy?’

				‘Well, there are curious old tales or legends about it,’ said Daddy. ‘One is that the crown of thorns that Christ was made to wear, was of holly, and that the blood the thorns caused, made the berries scarlet.’

				Ann remembered how scarlet her blood had gleamed when she had pricked it with the holly. She was sad when she thought of such a cruel crown for Jesus.

				‘Another old tale tells about the robin and how he got his red breast,’ said Daddy.

				‘How did he?’ asked Peter, looking at a robin who had flown down nearby, hoping for a crumb or two.

				‘Well, a robin saw Jesus on the cross,’ said Daddy, ‘and he noticed his crown of thorns. The little bird saw how the thorns pricked Christ’s brow, and he flew down to try and peck them out. He stained his breast in the blood of Jesus, and made it red – and, as you see, it is still red to this day.’

				‘That’s a nice old legend,’ said Susan. ‘I can quite well imagine a robin doing a thing like that, Daddy – they are such friendly little creatures, aren’t they?’

				‘Yes, they are,’ said her father. ‘I suppose that is why we put them on Christmas cards. Also because they are still with us at Christmas time. They seem to suit the kindly, friendly spirit of Christmas time.’

				‘Here’s a big crumb for you, robin red-breast,’ called Ann, and threw out a bit of biscuit. The robin flew down to it, gave a little creamy carol, picked it up and flew off with it.

				‘I love his rich little voice,’ said Susan. ‘Well, Daddy – shall we go back to the holy tree, now, to “Christ’s thorn,” and cut a few more sprays for decoration?’

				‘We will,’ said Daddy, and up they all got, leaving the summer-house to the little robin, who at once flew down and perched on the handle of the empty cocoa-jug.

				Soon they had finished cutting the holly, and they took it into the house to put up.

				‘A big bunch over the doorway please,’ said Mother.

				‘That’s where the old, old folk used to hang evergreens,’ said Daddy, laughing. ‘Here you are – here’s a lovely bunch for the doorway.’

				‘I’ll decorate the pictures in the hall,’ said Susan. ‘Ann, you go up to the bedrooms with these little sprays and do your share there.’

				‘And here’s a beautiful piece for the pudding,’ said Daddy, taking the little berried spray from his coat.

				‘How lovely the holly looks, shining brightly all round the rooms!’ said Mother. ‘Now – what about some mistletoe? You had better get that after dinner. There’s not enough time now.’

				‘Right,’ said everyone. And after dinner off they trooped to get the mistletoe.
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