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“And if we sit here staring at our
parcels we are sure to open them
before Christmas Day-—and that
would never do. Let's go to bed.”

“We have & lot to do in the
kitchen getting ready for tomor-
row’s Christmas dinner,
we?"” yawned Pennytop.

“I have done it all”

haven’t

said. Pin.

! Pennytop, indignantly. “It's a hor-|ped.
Irid yellow DUSTER!” “If anyone asks for you, of
course I'Ml brinz him up,” Nan
forced herself to answer politely.

“It's almost nine o'clock, and
Algernon wrote definitely that he'd
make it for Christmas Bve.” Mrs.
Smith glared at Nan. “It's bad
enough being here, let alone try-
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which she hadn't looked at for

Cut out the number-squares, and
colour them if you like, Then;
paste them down, as shown in the

diagram below, on a piece of board

measuring 6% ins. by 6% ins.
From the back, pierce a hole in

the middle of the board. (To find
the centre, simply pencil two lines
from corner to corner on the back
of the card. The centre is where
they cross). .

Paste the hands on card and cut

Idown the points at the back.

years, to “storm”; they explored
the' inside of her grandfather
clock. L;t loose in the lounge,
they tooR about ome minute to
dispose of-the games she had ocare-
fully 1ald qut; instead, they exam-
ined her bookcase and the precious
ornaments which, since she thought
they would be of no interest to

out. Pass a tiny paper-fastener
through the dots in, first, the min-
ute-hand, then the hour hand,
then the oentre of the face. Bend

"t

In early Germany it was a beliet
that water turned into wine dur-
ing the hour before midnight on
Christmas Eve.

THE DEVIL'S KNELL

Seven hundred years ago in the
English town of Dewsbury, in

“The turkey is ready to go in the ing to celebrate alone.” m P > : Yorkshire, a boy was murdered and
oven, I made the pudding weeks “I"m”not celebrating either, Mrs. % o children, she had not bothered to |y, body thrown in a nearby
ago, the mince pies are baked and 5"3:-‘1':‘ Nan tried to sound sym- & r I ‘he Fifth ( :hrlStmaS r%x:o:e;m'lht;}; tf.l]:o:d to her, r:::: stream. The crime was discovered

the vegetables are peeled.” pathetic. abou became
"YO? are cleveg, Pip” sald “Oh, you—youre young and 2 {beneath her woolly rugs, pirates ﬂﬂ.é“’m?&‘iﬂ“&" s:otgﬁlx‘ ?:erf
Pennytop, admiringly. strong, and well, this is your job.” | ez ¢ | beneath her tables "“gl compltote!‘y sented as a penance & tenor bell
The woman sizhed. “How well I thought before the children with- |ignored the carols until gne four- |4, newshury Church. The bell be-

“It's not a case of being clever.”

lay the table as your share—first

thing in the morning, mind! Tt “I'm so sérry, Mrs, Smith, but
should have Dbeen done today, I have some things'I really must
Teally.” do”.

“Well, I've been so0 busy, you The old lady ignored her excuse.
know,” said Pennytop, hastily. —"“The time we invited the church

“What with —er —and —umm —
and —"

“you've simply been visiting your
friends,” retorted Pip.

“Never mind, Pip,” said Penny-
top. “I'm mhking a Christmas res-
olution, instead of a New Year one!
1 am going to do all the house-
work, in future.”

what you said last year. Never
mind, you must dust the house in
the morning whilst I cook the din-
ner.”

followed Pip into their little bed-
rocm, where soon they
fast asleep.

the

next morning.

the dighes.
“You do your

him!”
thinking

“Just like
Pennytop. “Fancy

us. I've a jolly good mind to peep.’
Now this was a dreadful

to do and 7Pennytop was

the hamper.

and out of the sink at

the presents.
He hurried back into

by the open hamper which
Wise Woman has brought them.
“Oh! you rotter”  cried

me."
Then he saw Pennytop's face.
“Why, what's the matter?”
asked. “What is our present?”
“Look!"” cried Pennytop.

and {t's a SCRUBBING BRUSH!"
“Don’t be silly,
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Ewes
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said Pip, somewhat severely. “It is
just hard work on my part! You,
Pennytop, can dust the rooms and

“Hmm'" sniffed Pip. “That was

And, agreeing eagerly, Pennytop
both lay

It was a lovely Christmassy davi

Pip hurried
downstairs and cooked the break-| g
fast—Pennytop secmed extra tir-
ed! When .they had finished, Pip
hurried into the kitchen to wash

dusting whilst 1
‘wash up, Pennytop,” panted Pip,
rushing about as fast as he could.
“Then we can open our presents..’
grumbled
about
dusting on Christmas morning! I'm
dying to see my presents. 1 wonder
what the Wise Woman has brought

thing
very
naughty even to think of it, but
he raised the lid and looked inside

Pip was clattering the dishes in
such a
speed, it was a wonder they didn't
break. He, too, was anxious to see

the room |
and there was Pennytop standing
the
Pip.
“you've opened the hamper without
Pip

“The
card says “To Pennytop and Pip/

Pennytop,” sald

remember Christmasses when I
was your age! Sit down a minute
and I'll tell you about the time
we —"

choir to supper and to help deco-
rate our tree before choir prac-
tice,” she went on. “Well, some-
body began a carol as he tied a
popeorn ball to a branch, and, do
you know, before the last apple
was hung on the tree, we had gone
through our whole blessed pro-
gram.”

“Did you always put a star on
the top of your tree?”

“Oh, my, yes,” Mrs. Smith smil-
ed. “I'll tell you just exactly what
we did use for decorations. Let's
see, now. There were the popcorn
balls, and cranberry chains...”

When the doorbell downstairs
rang suddenly, Mrs. Smith brought
herself up in the middle of a sen-
tence and chuckled. “Thank you

“Nonsense!” retorted Pip. “It's a
lovely scarf—see how nice it looks
round my neck.”
“It locks awful!”  shouted
Pennytop, nearly crying. “I'm go-
ing to open the last parcel and see
if that's any better. OH!” he
groaned, as he pulled away the
paper. “It's a big piece of SOAP!”
“Really, Pennytop, you must be
crazy!” declared Pip.” “This s
chocolate. Look, I'll take a bite to
show you!”
“UGH! Do stop it! It's soap I
tell you!” cried Pennytop. “I would
just like to have that old Wise
Woman here!” ... '
That very moment, there was a
little flash and a bump and, sure,
enough, there was the Wise Wom-l

n. . for listening to an old bore, my
“Thank you for the wonderful| dear. Now.you just go see if that
presents!” cried Pip. “Though|isn’t Algernon.”

Pennytop is not as pleased as I
am, I'm afraid,” he added, sadly.
“I'm not surprised”, sald the
wise Woman, “The gifts you SEE
are the gifts you deserve!” Penny-
top has been lazy and you have
done all the work, Pip, so now you
are having the fun.”

Pennytop’s tears began to fall
and the Wise Woman prodded him
with her stick.

“Take out the rest of the par-
cels from the hamper”, she told
him.

“There aren't any more”, Penny-
top sniffed. “I emptied it myself.”

“You must have missed some, be-
cause I see more,” sald the old
woman, still prodding.

And—magically—three more par-
cels had appeared in the hamper!
All were addressed to Pennytop,
and they looked the same to him as
to Pip; a toy ‘bus, a scarf and
some chocolate! And when Penny-
top looked again at the first pres-
ents, he saw them as they really
were, and not as a scrubbing brush,
a duster arid a piece of soap.

Well, Pennytop was So pleased
that he gave the cottage quite a
spring-clean—although it was
Christmas! By the time the Wise
Woman returned to share the elves’
Christmas dinner, the whole place
shone like a new pin.

“What a lovely day it's been!"

“I'm expecting a visitor tonight.
Where is he?” the old lady snap-
ped.

A younz man, bare headed, with
coat coliar turned up to meet a
tousel of sandy hair, smiled at her
through the gloom. “Are you the
unfortunate gal who's taking care
of my Granny Smith?” he asked.

An imperious voice called from
upstairs, “Is that you, Algernon?”

sighed Pip, as he crawled into| The young man grinned at Nan.

bed that night. “Awful, {sn't it, but it does help to
Dear Pip,” sald Pennytop.|ghorten it to ‘Al'”

squeezing his friend'’s arm. “I| Nan led the way upstaird. As

really will be a better elf from|iney entered room two Mrs. Smith

now on!” ;

held out her arms affectionately to
the visitor, saying at the same
time, “You look startled, Miss Ray-
mond. I'll wager you never dream-
ed an old fuddy-duddy like me
could have such a personable rel-
ative.”

“Well, T guess I did expect—"

“I can imagine what you did
expect,” Mrs. Smith laughed. Then
turning to her grandson, “You
won't be able to stay with me, as

And he meant it!

LETTERS TO ‘SANTA
CLAUS' COME
FROM WORLD OVER

Postoffice officials In Santa|we had planned, but luckily,
Claus, Ind., are accustomed to |there's a decent little hotel down-
overloaded sacks of mail during | town.”

the pre-Christmas rush. Senders
want vheir cards and gifts stamp-
ed with the famous Santa Claus
postmark, plus thousands of wist-
ful letters, “Santa Claus, Santa
Claus, Ind.” !

And, then there is the annual
crop of “Santa Claus” letters writ-
ten by youngsters in far away
places who haven't heard about
Santa's permanent address in In-
diana, U.8.A. At least a dozen
versions of the time honored note-
in-the-bottle story find their way
into metropolitan newspapers ev-
ery year,

The notes, sealed in small bot-
tles and securely tied to Christmas
trees, are discovered by Christmas
tree dealers, housewives, and even
enlisted men at naval ol s and
militaty barracks; they come from
places like Renous, a village in
New Brunswick, Canada, boasting
a total population of 85 inhabi-
tants.

The notes range from the wist-
ful to the desperate, requesting
such things as a mamma doll, a

“Couldn’'t T stay at your house,
anyway, Granny? A hotel's such a
lonesome place at Christmas time,”
Al pleaded.

“The house is all closed up,”
Mrs, 8mith answered. “But, never
fear, just this evening I have
found a local cure for loneliness.”
She smil at Nan. “This young
Jady sat here this evening and put
up so cheerfully with my long-
winded reminiscences, that T talk-
ed myself right out of a horrible
mood into a pleasant glow. “If
you go at it the right way, I'm
sure she can do the same for you.”

Al sald quickly, “Would having
Christmas dinner with me at the
hotel be a good beginning, Miss
Raymond?”

“I think it would,” Nan agreed.

Royalty receive some strange
Christmas presents. The King of
Biam once visited Queen Victoria
and was so impressed with the
Royal kitchens, that his annual
gift was always something for the
kitohen. Unfortunately, it was al-
ways the same type of gift—a sil-
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When the news went round that
Miss Salt was giving a Christmas
party for children, her friends
were at first surprised and then
vaguely apprehensive. It was kind
of her, they admitted, but was
Miss Salt the person to do it?
Most of those who knew her
described her as a saint because
she had, without question, without
complaint, devoted the best years
of her life to the care of her In-
valid mother, who died on Boxing
Day five years ago.

During her mother's life Miss
Salt's only regular social activity
was a Sunday School class, though
she was not a good teacher and
was unpopular with the children.
After the merciful release Miss
Salt took more time in preparing
the lessons, and vowed to make
closer contact with the children,
and with the world. She joined
various socleties, and she became
fond of the cinema. It happened
that she made new acquaintances,
and so began to notice the respect
with which she was regarded; but
when Christmas came around
again she was still without a real
friend.

She did not seem to realize that
her reputation for virtue kept at
a distance those who would have
been glad to know her well. She
made the best of them feel a lit-
tle unworthy, a little uneasy in
her »r~gence,

As a gesture of respect to her
mother she spent the first Christ-
mas alone in the vast old-fashion-
ed house that had been left to her.
She did the same for the second
and third, though at last she was
forced to admit she was lonely;
she dreaded the thought of Christ-
mas.

For the fourth Christmas she
broke the routine and accepted an
invitation to stay with the family
of Mr. Welch, the secretary of the
Rambling Society, but even here
she could not rid herself of &
feeling that she was an intruder
in what was really a family af-
fair, It was then that she de-
cided to make different plans for
the fifth Christmas.

When she thought of benevol-
ence and good-will she thought of
children; and this led her to think
of the only children she knew—
those of her Sunday School class.

whole idea, but the plans had al-
ready taken form in her mind and
should make a party more excit-
ing than any child could imagine;
she would show them what Ola
Pepper could do if she wanted
That night she dratted sheets of
notes based on her experiences last
Christmas when, for the first time
since her childhood, she had taken
part in a family gathering.

A Christmas tree was the first
essential, a point of focus, some-
thing to hold the children togeth-
er, something o symbolise...she
could not think what. Then pres-
ents, graded according to age,
presents of great variety yet not
so varied as to cause jealousy. She
wondered how to assess value
through the eyes of a child, how
to know what measure, what
soale, applied? And then food:
cakes, plenty of cakes, and jellies
with cream blobs on top and sand-
wiches with the crusts cut off and
comic hats on the side plates and
crackers. She underlined crackers.
It was not long before she lost
herself in a dream of the house as
it would be when decorated
throughout with fairy lights and
echoing the shouts of happy chil-
dren,

She would be the oentre of ev-
erything, she would be the benev-
olent power. Everything would be
organized to the last detail.

On arrival, the children would
go into the lounge where there
would be a lot of small tables,
each with a different game laid
out ready to be played. ‘At the
same time there would be carols
on gramophone records to keep up
the Christmas atmosphere. Then
at five-thirty they would move in-
to the dining room and see the
table and the fairy lights around
the windows and the great Christ-
mas tree dominating the far end
of the roonm.

The presents would be given out
after tea — Miss Salt was determ-
ined about that, because she kenw
that children must eat, and must
if necessary be made to eat. Then,
at six-thirty, baock to the other
room with the presents and then,
finally, & sing-song. Miss Salt telt
obliged to stress that Christmas
stood for something rather than
mere jollity, and it seemed to her
that the best way of bringing this

out in any way suggesting a Bser-
mon was to let them sing carols
and so encourage them to imag-
ine, in simple terms, the events of
the Nativity. At seven-thirty, with
the departure of the children, her
time-table was complete.

Two weeks before Christmas, at
the end of her lesson, she told the
children some of the plans she
had made. Then, as she looked
round the group of downcast
faces, she said, feeling the answer
and yet impelled to ask the ques-
tion, “How many of you will be
ocoming?"”

There was no reply. She waited.
“You, Leslie?” The child shook
his head. “Pauline? Jack? Harry?
Surely....Rosemary?” 8She went
round the circle, slowly. Then she
gathered up her register and
tucked away her lesson notes.
“Very well” she sald, “that is all
for this afternoon.

. . L

“you see,” the vicar said to her
when she told him what had hap-
pened; “you see, it's really very
difficult, Christmas being such a
family affair. You musn't think
them ungrateful.” Then, as a kind
of desperate afterthought, he add-
ed: “I hope, Miss Salt, you hav-
en't gone to too much trouble.”

She said, “It doesn't matter. It
really doesn't matter at all.”

She was bitter that evening. She
could not bear to move around
the house. Wherever she looked
there was something to remind her

of the party: a scribbled note, a|80De€

box of tinsel, a half-prepared par-
oel for the tree...the symbols of
her kindness stabbed her one af-
ter the other. S8he had time to
indulge in self-pity.

It was late on Tuesday when
the telephone rang and she recog-
nized the vicar's volce. “Miss
Salt,” he 'said, “I don’t know what
your feelings are about that party
you were arranging, but I've been
taiking to my wife and she said
did you know about the orphan-
age at Headington? It's several
miles away, of course, and I don't
know what could be done about
transport on Boxing Day..."”

Miss Salt went to Headington
the next day and saw the matron.
The orphanage was small, but

even so Miss Salt did not at first

She would give a children’s party
on Boxing Day.

One Sunday in November she
mentioned the idea to the vicar,
who disguised his surprise. Later
in the afternoon, he said to his
wife: “I had better have a word
with the children, I -suppose. It
would be a terrible shame if no-
body turned up. She'd be awfully
hurt.”

Miss Salt did not concentrate on
her lesson that afternoon; when
the moment came for her an-
nouncement of the party, she was
uneasy and hesitant, more aware
than ever of her lack of contact
with the children who, sensing her
uncertainty, stared and fidgetted.
Perhaps her preamble was too
long, for when at last she reached
the operative word, “party”, one
child let out an explosive “Oh
boy!” and the atmosphere cleared
like magic. Momentarily, she felt
very happy.

“Of course you know what chil-
dren are,” the vicar said to her
afterwards, “you can never rely on
them. They are much in demand
at Christmas.”

But no hint could shake her
confidence in that ecstatic “Oh
boy!” and she began to wonder if,
despite her strict manner and her
refusal to unbend, she was all the
same a popular figure with the
children. On the way out she
paused on the steps to button her
coat, and as she stood there she
heard a child’s voice, very clear,
from somewhere out of sight. “Hi!"
it bawled, “what d'you think? Old
Pepper’s giving a party—bet that'll
be grim!”

She did not move for several
moments. What she had heard
mitigated her earlier happiness
because she was sure, sure beyond
all doubt, that the voice which bet
her party would be grim was the
same voice that had K exclaimed
such a jubilant “Oh boy!” As she
walked home she struggled against

sled, n sweater, or & pair of over-
shoes, ver frying pan!

the temptation to abandon the

A Card to Colour

teen-year-ald called: “Please Mlss,

haven't you got some jlve?:‘ . tamé known as the

) and every Christmas
ed once for each year

Devil's Knell
eve it is toll-
of the

LU » )Y J
her time-table, she turned on the
radio and they gathered around
her. Some kind of music that she
never listened to was just what
they wanted, and they dnm:edI
around like savages and she had |
to smile. The time went like magic
because in the end she had to join,
with them and be a bear or a
pirate or admit —with a certain
reticence — that the house was
haunted, or help in an ardent
search for schnoodles (she never
discovered what they were) in the
cupboards. )
Then, at roughly the right time,
she announced tea in the other
room and they swept her through
on a tide of waving arms and legs
and paper caps and streamers.
But the routine went wrong when
they saw the tree so laden that
many of the presents lay scatter-
ed on the floor, and Miss Salt
had to distribute the gifts before
tea, eyeing each parcel n!:r {,;1: : -
little blue code mark indioat Not all little boys who love Santa
boy or girl and praying that all|ciaus this thnnyol year have a
would be sabisfied. . sublime trust in the old gent. This
Then they set upon the table |young man obviously wishes he
and she was thrilled to see them,|were somewhere else.
eating and enjoying (though they a
didn't like her sandwiches and she
had to get some hunks of bread
and treacle) with no particular
finesse but with life, with raw,
geniuine animal abandon. At the| You can make a big, long-burm-
end, when all but a few cakes had | ing candle to fit into your Christ-
, & nine-year voice pipe€|mas decorations if you have &
“Wot?” it said, | number of odds and ends of partly
“no crackers?” burned candles around the house.
The assembly let out a concert- [Melt them and pour into card-
ed groan, and Miss Salt paled. board containers and remold. Use
“My goodness,”’ she said, “I com- ‘ice cream containers, oat meal con-
pletely forgot them.” They loved |tainers or others. Use plain cord
her for it. for a wick. When the wax is be-
They streamed back into the ginning to set, tle the wick to a
lounge and for a moment .there pencil and suspend it in the wax
was hesitation; they had seen the |Let set hard, remove carton and
room before, its attractions were |there is a nice candle for your
exhausted. This was the time for | table.
the carols, but Miss Salt did noi
feel like carols. Once again she |y B C. AND 1 A. D,
had succumbed to her environ-|wERE NOT A YEAR APAR1
ment; the tm-ubhhmmmm' led
in the hearth; but she didn't care.| Aqcording to our calendar,
“Wanne play murders” sald|yould nlr;‘urally assume that be-
someone and within a few seconds |iween the year 1 B.C. and the
the cry was unanimous. year 1 AD, there should be a year
“Wouldn't you prefer—?" MIss|qlled zero. As a matter of facl,
Salt_ began. = no such year exists, as far as his-
‘sh:urd‘m; ’;‘v:;“‘:n 4 a lanky |lovisns are concerned, and the
e gav 3 fter
youth explained the intricacies of {::tyelu.AiD .Btgllqwa directly &
the game, for all of which Miss| ™, “hureon porn in 3 B.C. would
Salt only understood that at af o . que years old at 2 A.D.
given signal she had to plungethe |, would be four years old when
entire house into darkness. S8he| ' "." oioulating  data in that
went into the back kitchen and period. When adding B.O and A.
switched off the mains. For some D eclra it 18 nec ' to always
moments there was silence, and|D: YV ogmary
subtract one to compensate for
she crept back into the hall. Then th ero omitted between 1
it began. Moans and plercing nec y:;’d irXD
shrieks, squeals of horror and|™™ ey
pleasure, thumping feet high above
her, doubtless in her bedroom; she | joined in, “O Come All Ye Faith-
accepted everything as part of the| ful, Joyful and Triumphant”; well,
fun. Something flimsy brushed | she thought, joyful anyway.
past her/ a hand clutched at her| The coach arrived late and there
wrist and then vanished, some-|was general confusion in finding
body on the ground touched her|the right coats and hats. Then off
feet and whispered: “You'redead!” | they went, strageling down the
On the contrary, she thought, I|pathway, shouting and waving and
have only now begun to live. brandishing their presents and she
There was a call for lights and | followed them and called as many
1t appeared, so far as she could|as she could remember by their
understand, that she had been|names. When they had climbed
murdered and there had to be an|into the coach one of them leaned
inquest to find the culprit. The|out of a window and said: “Miss,
inquest, however, was not you musn't worry about thsm
and was soon abandoned in favour | crackers. It was a super party.
of another plunge into darkness.| Back in the house she faced &
After the thind or fourth game,| wlld and bedraggled scene; for '.h{
the children collapsed on the floor | first tfme that she ocould clearly
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above the others.
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of the lounge, and she brought|remember it loooked as if some-
them lemonade and the remains|one had been there, someone who
of the cakes, While they were|had lived. She could . feel the life
eating they were quiet, and very|still throbbing in the air, and she
suddenly Miss Salt asked: “Ohil-| went from one room to the other
dren, what is Christmas?” to catch it, breathe it, hold it,

“This Ohristmas,” someone | while it lasted. Then she feil into
shouted back.

s & chair opposite the tree and let
“yes, but what is {t? Why are|her arms hang loosely over the
we having a party?” sides and her heart was beating
“To have a good time" sald|fast with joy, “
another voice, “Oh boy,” she murmured, “On
Somebody thréew an apple core boy, oh boy, oh boy.”
at him. “Stoopid! That isn't what A g
(Copyright: .N.P'.L.)
LI

she means. She means it's Jesus's
3
The characters in this story are

birthday."”

“That's ' it,” sald Miss BSalt,

“ihat's what 1 mean” This was|imaginary. No reference is intend-
the moment that she had intend- ed to any living person or to any

ed to play the ocarol records, but |public or private company.

Kﬂlbﬂm'

now the ideas seemed artificial, B v Y
theatrical, Almost withdut| December 25th was & feast-day

thinking she nnhm.mmmuxmammm

and, without asked, they the birth of Christ.




