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Look out for more life-affirming books
by Enid Blyton

Noah’s Ark
and Other Stories from the Old Testament

 

The Land of Far Beyond





Introduction

I grew up on the stories of Enid Blyton. So did my children and grandchildren. In a prolific writing career that stretched from the nineteen twenties to the late sixties, Enid’s tales of unforgettable characters in series like The Famous Five, The Secret Seven, Malory Towers, Noddy and Brer Rabbit have enchanted and entertained young readers around the world. She understood what children enjoy most in any story – excitement, intrigue, adventure, danger, and a satisfying explanation encapsulated in a great storyline that keeps them turning page after page.

So, when her mind was constantly brimming with her own fictional characters, what did Enid consider to be the most important story that children needed to hear? For her, that story should tell of ‘the greatest figure the world has ever seen,’ a man she described as ‘a perfect hero, just, fearless and merciful.’ That man is Jesus Christ, the Son of God, whose story is told in the Gospels of the New Testament, the second half of the Bible.

What worried Enid was the complexities of language and storylines in these ancient texts which are sometimes hard for adults, let alone children – so she set about rewriting some of the most important and memorable episodes from Christ’s life with young readers in mind. She managed to keep the stories simple, reflecting the drama and beauty of the original text as closely as possible. In other hands, the end result might have been way above children’s heads, but as the wonderful storyteller she was, these tales have the power to capture a child’s imagination and interest from beginning to end.

In the Gospels, we hear Jesus explaining moral truths in parables, his own form of storytelling. In these, He teaches us to ‘love one another’, with helpful examples of goodness, kindness, unselfishness and justice. This book of Enid Blyton’s retelling of Christ’s own stories and the meaning of His time on earth, is full of love – Christ’s love for us, our love for each other, and Enid’s caring and timeless love for children everywhere.


Pam Rhodes





The First Christmas

Nearly two thousand years ago there lived in the town of Nazareth in Palestine a girl called Mary. One day an angel came to her with great news.

‘Hail, Mary!’ said the angel. ‘I bring you great tidings. You will have a little baby boy, and you must call Him Jesus. He shall be great, and shall be called the Son of the Highest. He will be the Son of God, and of His kingdom there shall be no end.’

Now Mary was only a village girl, and she could hardly believe this news; but as she gazed up at the angel, she knew it was true. She was full of joy and wonder. She was to have a baby boy of her own, and He was to be the little Son of God.

Mary married a carpenter called Joseph, and together they lived in a little house on the hillside. Her heart sang as she thought of the tiny baby who was to come to her that winter.

The summer went by, and it was autumn. Then the winter came – and with it arrived men who put up a big notice in the town. Mary went to read it.

It was a notice saying that everyone must go to their own home town and pay taxes. This meant that Mary and Joseph must leave Nazareth, and go to Bethlehem, for that was where their families had once lived.

‘You shall ride on the donkey,’ said Joseph. ‘I will walk beside you. We shall be three or four days on the way, but the litte donkey will take you easily.’

So Mary and Joseph set off to go to Bethlehem. Mary rode on the little donkey, and Joseph walked beside her, leading it. Many other people were on the roads too, for everyone had to go to pay their taxes. Mary and Joseph travelled for some days, and one night Mary felt very tired.

‘When shall we be there?’ said Mary, ‘I feel tired. I want to lie down and rest.’

‘There are the lights of Bethlehem,’ said Joseph, pointing through the darkness to where some lights twinkled on a hilltop. ‘We shall soon be there.’

‘Shall we find room at Bethlehem?’ said Mary. ‘There are so many people going there.’

‘We will go to an inn,’ said Joseph. ‘There you will find warmth and food, comfort and rest. We shall soon be there.’

When they climbed up the hill to the town of Bethlehem, Mary felt so tired that she longed to go to the inn at once.

‘Here it is,’ said Joseph, and he stopped the little donkey before a building that was well-lighted. Joseph called for the innkeeper, and a man came to the door, holding up a lantern so that he might see the travellers.

‘Can you give us a room quickly?’ said Joseph. ‘My wife is very tired, and needs to rest at once.’

‘My inn is full, and there is not a bed to be had in the whole town,’ said the innkeeper. ‘You will find nowhere to sleep. There is no room at the inn.’

‘Can’t you find us a resting place somewhere?’ said Joseph, anxiously. ‘My wife has come far and is so tired.’

The man swung his lantern up to look at Mary, who sat patiently on the donkey, waiting. He saw how tired she was, how white her face looked, and how patiently she sat there. He was filled with pity, and he wondered what he could do.

‘I have a cave at the back of my inn, where my oxen sleep,’ he said. ‘Your wife could lie there. I will have it swept for you and new straw put down. But that is the best I can offer you.’

So Joseph said they would sleep in the cave that night, and he helped Mary off the donkey. She walked wearily round to the cave in the hillside, and saw the servant putting down piles of clean straw for her.

Mary lay down in the straw. Joseph looked after her tenderly. He brought her milk to drink, he made her a pillow of a rug, and he hung his cloak over the doorway so that the wind could be kept away.

Their little donkey was with them in the stable too. He ate his supper hungrily, looking round at Mary and Joseph as he munched. Mary smelt the nearby oxen, and felt the warmth their bodies made.

And that night Jesus was born to Mary, in the little stable at Bethlehem. Mary held Him closely in her arms, looking at Him with joy and love. The oxen looked round too, and the little donkey stared with large eyes. The doves watched and cooed softly. The little Son of God was there!

‘Joseph, bring me the clothes I had with me,’ said Mary. ‘I thought perhaps the baby would be born whilst we travelled and I brought His swaddling clothes with me.’

In those far-off days the first clothes a baby wore were called his swaddling clothes. He was wrapped round and round in a long piece of linen cloth. Mary took the linen from Joseph, and wrapped the baby in His swaddling clothes. Then she wondered where to put Him, for she wanted to sleep.

‘He cannot lie on this straw,’ said Mary, anxiously. ‘Oh, Joseph, we have no cradle for our little baby.’
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‘See,’ said Joseph, ‘there is a manger here full of soft hay. It will be a cradle for Him.’

Joseph put the tiny child into the manger, laying Him down carefully in the soft hay. How small He was! How downy His hair was, and how tiny His fingers were with their pink nails!

Then Mary, tired out, fell asleep on the straw, whilst Joseph kept watch beside her, and the baby slept peacefully in the manger nearby. The lantern light flickered when the wind stole in, and sometimes the oxen stamped on the floor.

That was the first Christmas, the birthday of the little Christ Child. The little Son of God was born, the great teacher of the world – but only Joseph and Mary knew that at last He had come.

No bells rang out at His birth. The people in the inn slept soundly, not guessing that the Son of God was in a nearby stable.

But the angels in heaven knew the great happening. They must spread the news. They must come to our world and tell someone. They had kept watch over the city of Bethlehem that night, and they were filled with joy to know that the little Son of God was born.





The Shepherds in the Night

Who was awake to hear the angels’ news? There was no one in the town awake that night, but on the hillside outside Bethlehem there were some shepherds, watching their sheep.

They talked quietly together. They had much to talk about that night, for they had watched hundreds of people walking and riding by their quiet fields, on the way to pay their taxes at Bethlehem. It was seldom that the shepherds saw so many people.

As the shepherds talked, looking round at their quiet sheep, a very strange thing happened. The sky became bright, and a great light appeared in it, and shone all round them. The shepherds were surprised and frightened. What was this brilliant light that shone in the darkness of the night?
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