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Our hearts grow tender with childhood memories and love of kindred, and we are better throughout the year for having, in spirit, become a child again at Christmastime.

LAURA INGALLS WILDER








Our purpose at Howard Books is to:

• Increase faith in the hearts of growing Christians

• Inspire holiness in the lives of believers

• Instill hope in the hearts of struggling people everywhere

Because He’s coming again!
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The Stories of Christmas

CHILDREN AND CHRISTMAS STORIES


JOSEPH LEININGER WHEELER

“Daddy, is Christmas almost here?”
“No, Dear—it’s a long way off yet.”
Sigh. “How long is that, Daddy?”






To a child, no other event is comparable to Christmas. New Year’s Day, Presidents’ Day, St. Patrick’s Day, Memorial Day, Fourth of July, Veteran’s Day—none of these register in a child’s life. Valentine’s Day, Easter, and Thanksgiving register, but only a little more. Even birthdays last but a day.

So Christmas stands alone as the most anticipated holiday of the year. And rightly so—it contains that magical combination of fantasy and family. Just saying words such as “manger,” “Bethlehem,” “reindeer,” “candy canes,” and “Santa,” wafts even the most troubled children to a place they feel was created just for them.

Our own grandchildren come to what we call to our “Electronically Free Grey House” for Christmas. Even before we wake up, they’ll crawl in beside us and wiggle and talk and cajole until we get up. Then they’ll pounce, begging that we play a game with them. Our electronic equipment ban has blessed us by knowing that while they’re with us, our time is theirs, without reservations. And they love it! No amount of electronic anything can possibly compare to having Grammy and Poppy all to themselves.

We enter the world of children, by invitation only, of course, for we no longer belong there.


Children…, with the dew of heaven scarcely dry on their wings and eyes and ears that still can see and hear, tread sweet wild ways and have no words to tell of them. When they have learnt to pick and choose a telling word and a descriptive phrase the wings have fallen from their shoulders and the old ways are closed. Age has little left to tell of but memories and the trembling hope of returning one day to the old paths.

ELIZABETH GOUDGE,Island Magic



And Christmas is the best of times to enter in; the entrance to this great adventure being only a story away. In fact, a story is like a magic key waiting to open the door to imagination filled with life and love and adventure. For a child and an adult, Story often provides a bridge for the two generations to better understand each other, empathize with each other.

When our children were small, I was privileged, through Story, to briefly enter the magical world they lived in. Then they grew up and moved on, but now that we have grandchildren I am rediscovering that world all over again.

I think what surprises me most about a child’s world was expressed best by Elizabeth Goudge in The Scent of Water:

“In a child’s life there are no empty spaces.”

How very true, even more today! A child’s life is every bit as full as are ours—even their joys and sorrows are proportional to ours. Once upon a time, every child had a chance to explore the world of imagination. A place and a time when dreams could germinate, sprout, and grow. It was a serene world—until electricity—when all children had was family, friends, and a few simple toys.

I’ve always loved reading Longfellow, who spent his childhood in then rural Portland, Maine. On that rugged coast he would lean against a great rock and experience the timeless romance of sea and sand. In Deering Woods, he’d climb his favorite tree, where high up, he would find his personal perch, the place where his dreams were born. It was in these quiet places that his future was conceptualized for the first time.

Attempting to recapture those long ago days, many years later, in “My Lost Youth,” he wrote:


I can see the breezy dome of groves,

The shadows of Deering’s Woods;

And the friendships old and the early loves,

Come back with a Sabbath sound, as of doves

In quiet neighborhoods.

And the verse of that sweet old song,

It flutters and murmurs still:

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”



The Creator, in His great wisdom, gifted each of us with the “long, long thoughts of youth.” In this island in time, free from the hurricanes of adult life, the child is to dream and become. Recent studies reveal that the imagination of a child is born in reading and being read to, both creative processes. We must establish a potent counterforce to the millions of media messages our children are bombarded with.

One such counterforce can be found in Christmas stories written by men and women who understand the true meaning of Christmas. The magic of a well-told story is as irresistible as the magic of Christmas itself. Collections of stories, such as these, when internalized over time, can provide the strength to withstand anything society unleashes on our children.

Thus the answer lies, at least in part, in that refuge provided every year by parents—the reading of the stories of Christmas. You will undoubtedly celebrate this season in many ways; let this be one of them. It’s a magic ticket for you to once again enter the child’s world and for the child to enter a world that can educate and inspire. So, gather your children or grandchildren, make some hot chocolate, and watch their eyes light up as you celebrate this season with them. [image: image]
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The Candle in the Forest

TEMPLE BAILEY

Oh, who could be unhappy at Christmas with a mommy and daddy who loved each other, Pussy-purr-up, Hickory-Dickory-Dock, and onions that would be silver? But was there to be no happiness for the boy-next-door?





“THE CANDLE IN THE FOREST” IS AN OLD STORY THAT HAD ALMOST BEEN FORGOTTEN. BUT HERE AND THERE WERE THOSE WHO, HAVING ONCE HEARD IT, WERE INCAPABLE OF FORGETTING IT, FOR IT HAD WARMED THEIR HEARTS ALL THROUGH THE YEARS. IT REMINDS US THAT WEALTH MAY BE MEASURED IN MANY WAYS; SO CAN POVERTY. OFTEN, EITHER IS MERELY A MATTER OF PERSPECTIVE. WHAT A JOY IT IS TO BRING BACK FROM THE EDGE OF EXTINCTION SUCH A WONDROUS STORY!

TEMPLE BAILEY, WHO WAS BORN IN 1869 AND DIED IN 1953, WAS ONE OF AMERICA’S MOST POPULAR (AND HIGHEST PAID) WRITERS EARLY IN THIS CENTURY. BOTH HER STORIES AND BOOKS HAD A HUGE READERSHIP. LITTLE IS KNOWN OF HER PRIVATE LIFE—INCLUDING THE EXACT DATE OF HER BIRTH—AND HER WRITING REFLECTS BOTH HER CHRISTIAN PERSPECTIVE AND HER INNATE IDEALISM. WHY DO CHILDREN LOVE THE STORIES OF TEMPLE BAILEY SO MUCH? PERHAPS BECAUSE IT’S SO EASY TO LOVE THE BOYS AND GIRLS IN HER STORIES, BECAUSE THE LINES HAVE A RHYTHM TO THEM, AND BECAUSE THEY’RE SO WONDERFUL TO HEAR READ OUT LOUD.



The small girl’s mother was saying, “The onions will be silver, and the carrots will be gold—”

“And the potatoes will be ivory,” said the small girl, and they laughed together. The small girl’s mother had a big white bowl in her lap, and she was cutting up vegetables. The onions were the hardest, because she cried over them.

“But our tears will be pearls,” said the small girl’s mother, and they laughed at that and dried their eyes, and found the carrots much easier, and the potatoes the easiest of all.

Then the next-door-neighbor came in and said, “What are you doing?”

“We are making a vegetable pie for our Christmas dinner,” said the small girl’s mother.

“And the onions are silver, and the carrots are gold, and the potatoes are ivory,” said the small girl.

“I am sure I don’t know what you are talking about,” said the next-door-neighbor. “We are going to have turkey for dinner, and cranberries and celery.”

The small girl laughed and clapped her hands. “But we are going to have a Christmas pie—and the onions will be silver and the carrots gold—”

“You said that once,” said the next-door-neighbor, “and I should think you’d know they weren’t anything of the kind.”

“But they are,” said the small girl, all shining eyes and rosy cheeks.

“Run along, darling,” said the small girl’s mother, “and find poor Pussy-purr-up. He’s out in the cold. And you can put on your red sweater and red cap.”

So the small girl hopped away like a happy robin, and the next-door-neighbor said, “She’s old enough to know that onions aren’t silver.”

“But they are,” said the small girl’s mother. “And carrots are gold and the potatoes are—”

The next-door-neighbor’s face was flaming. “If you say that again, I’ll scream. It sounds silly to me.”

“But it isn’t in the least silly,” said the small girl’s mother, and her eyes were blue as sapphires, and as clear as the sea. “It is sensible. When people are poor, they have to make the most of little things. And we’ll have only inexpensive things in our pie, but the onions will be silver—”

The lips of the next-door-neighbor were folded in a thin line. “If you had acted like a sensible creature, I shouldn’t have asked you for the rent.”

The small girl’s mother was silent for a moment; then she said, “I am sorry—it ought to be sensible to make the best of things.”

“Well,” said the next-door-neighbor, sitting down in a chair with a very stiff back, “a pie is a pie. And I wouldn’t teach a child to call it anything else.”

“I haven’t taught her to call it anything else. I was only trying to make her feel that it was something fine and splendid for Christmas Day, so I said that the onions were silver—”

“Don’t say that again,” snapped the next-door-neighbor, “and I want the rent as soon as possible.”

With that, she flung up her head and marched out of the front door, and it slammed behind her and made wild echoes in the little home.

And the small girl’s mother stood there alone in the middle of the floor, and her eyes were like the sea in a storm.

But presently the door opened, and the small girl, looking like a red-breast robin, hopped in, and after her came a great black cat with his tail in the air, and he said, “Purr-up,” which gave him his name.

And the small girl said, out of the things she had been thinking, “Mother, why don’t we have turkey?”

The clear look came back into the eyes of the small girl’s mother, and she said, “Because we are content.”

And the small girl said, “What is ‘content’?”

And her mother said, “It is making the best of what God gives us. And our best for Christmas Day, my darling, is our Christmas pie.”

So she kissed the small girl, and they finished peeling the vegetables, and then they put them to simmer on the back of the stove.

After that, the small girl had her supper of bread and milk, and Pussy-purr-up had milk in a saucer on the hearth, and the small girl climbed up in her mother’s lap and said, “Tell me a story.”

But the small girl’s mother said, “Won’t it be nicer to talk about Christmas presents?”

And the small girl sat up and said, “Let’s.”

And the mother said, “Let’s tell each other what we’d rather have in the whole wide world.”

“Oh, let’s,” said the small girl. “And I’ll tell you first that I want a doll—and I want it to have a pink dress—and I want it to have eyes that open and shut—and I want it to have shoes and stockings—and I want it to have curly hair—” She had to stop, because she didn’t have any breath left in her body, and when she got her breath back, she said, “Now, what do you want, Mother, more than anything else in the whole wide world?”

“Well,” said the mother, “I want a chocolate mouse.”

“Oh,” said the small girl scornfully, “I shouldn’t think you’d want that.”

“Why not?”

“Because a chocolate mouse isn’t anything.”

“Oh, yes, it is,” said the small girl’s mother. “A chocolate mouse is Dickory-Dock, and Pussy-Cat-Pussy-Cat-where-have-you-beenwas-frightened-under-a-chair, and the mice in Three-Blind-Mice ran after the farmer’s wife, and the mouse in A-Frog-Would-a-Wooing-Go went down the throat of the crow—”

And the small girl said, “Could a chocolate mouse do all that?”

“Well,” said the small girl’s mother, “we could put him on the clock, and under a chair, and cut his tail with a carving knife, and at the very last we could eat him like a crow—”

The small girl said, shivering deliciously, “And he wouldn’t be a real mouse?”

“No, just a chocolate one, with cream inside.”

“Do you think I’ll get one for Christmas?”

“I’m not sure,” said the mother.

“Would he be nicer than a doll?”

The small girl’s mother hesitated, then told her the truth. “My darling, Mother saved up money for a doll, but the next-door-neighbor wants the rent.”

“Hasn’t Daddy any more money?”

“Poor Daddy had been sick so long.”

“But he’s well now.”

“I know. But he has to pay for the doctors, and money for medicine, and money for your red sweater, and money for milk for Pussy-purr-up, and money for our pie.”

“The boy-next-door says we’re poor, Mother.”

“We are rich, my darling. We have love, each other, and Pussy-purr-up—”

“His mother won’t let him have a cat,” said the small girl, with her mind still on the boy-next-door. “But he’s going to have a radio.”

“Would you rather have a radio than Pussy-purr-up?”

The small girl gave a crow of derision. “I’d rather have Pussy-purr-up than anything else in the whole wide world.”

[image: image]

At that, the great cat, who had been sitting on the hearth with his paws tucked under him and his eyes like moons, stretched out his satin-shining length and jumped up on the arm of the chair beside the small girl and her mother, and began to sing a song that was like a mill-wheel away off. He purred to them so loud and so long that at last the small girl grew drowsy.

“Tell me some more about the chocolate mouse,” she said, and nodded, and slept.

The small girl’s mother carried her into another room, put her to bed, and came back to the kitchen, and it was full of shadows.

But she did not let herself sit among them. She wrapped herself in a great cape and went out into the cold dusk. There was a sweep of wind, heavy clouds overhead, and a band of dull orange showing back of the trees, where the sun had burned down.

She went straight from her little house to the big house of the next-door-neighbor and rang the bell at the back entrance. A maid let her into the kitchen, and there was the next-door-neighbor, and the two women who worked for her, and a daughter-in-law who had come to spend Christmas. The great range was glowing, and things were simmering, and things were stewing, and things were steaming, and things were baking, and things were boiling, and things were broiling, and there were the fragrances of a thousand delicious dishes in the air.

And the next-door-neighbor said, “We are trying to get as much done as possible tonight. We have plans for twelve people for Christmas dinner tomorrow.”

And the daughter-in-law, who was all dressed up and had an apron tied about her, said in a sharp voice, “I can’t see why you don’t let your maids work for you.”

And the next-door-neighbor said, “I have always worked. There is no excuse for laziness.”

And the daughter-in-law said, “I’m not lazy, if that’s what you mean. And we’ll never have any dinner if I have to cook it.” And away she went out of the kitchen with tears of rage in her eyes.

And the next-door-neighbor said, “If she hadn’t gone when she did, I should have told her to go,” and there was rage in her eyes but no tears.

She took her hands out of the pan of breadcrumbs and sage, which was being mixed for the stuffing, and said to the small girl’s mother, “Did you come to pay the rent?”

The small girl’s mother handed her the money, and the next-door-neighbor went upstairs to write a receipt. Nobody asked the small girl’s mother to sit down, so she stood in the middle of the floor and sniffed the entrancing fragrances, and looked at the mountain of food which would have served her small family for a month.

While she waited, the boy-next-door came in and said, “Are you the small girl’s mother?”

“Yes.”

“Are you going to have a tree?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want to see mine?”

“It would be wonderful.”

So he led her down a long passage to a great room, and there was a tree which touched the ceiling, and on the very top branches and on all the other branches were myriads of little lights which shone like stars, and there were gold bells and silver ones, and red and blue and green balls, and under the tree and on it were toys for boys and toys for girls, and one of the toys was a doll in a pink dress! At that, the heart of the small girl’s mother tightened, and she was glad she wasn’t a thief, or she would have snatched at the pink doll when the boy wasn’t looking, and hidden it under her cape, and run away with it.
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