
It was the 
season of 
hospitality, 

merriment, & 
open-

heartedness.

Fine old 
Christmas, with 
the snowy hair 
and ruddy face, 
had done his 

duty that year in 
the noblest 

fashion, and had 
set off his rich 
gifts of warmth 
and color with all 
the heightening 
contrast of frost 

and snow.

The rooms were 
very still while 
the pages were 

softly turned and 
the winter 

sunshine crept in 
to touch the 

bright heads and 
serious faces with 

a Christmas 
greeting.



We are better 
throughout the 

year for having, 
in spirit, 

become a child 
again at 

C hristmas-
time.

C hristmas!
‘Tis the season 
for kindling the 

fire of 
hospitality in 
the hall, the 

genial flame of 
charity in the 

heart.

I will honor 
C hristmas in 
my heart and 
try to keep it 
all the year.

Then the Grinch 
thought of 

something he 
hadn’t before! 

What if 
C hristmas, he 
thought, doesn’t 

come from a store. 
What if C hristmas 
perhaps means a 

little bit more!



It was the 
beginning of 
the greatest 

Christmas ever. 
Little food. 
No presents. 
But there was 
a snowman in 
their basement.

“A merry 
C hristmas, 
Bob!” said 

Scrooge, with 
an earnestness 

that could not be 
mistaken, as he 
clapped him on 

the back.

A bundle of little 
spruce trees had 
been flung off 
near the freight 
office, and sent a 

smell of 
Christmas into 
the cold air.

Glimpses were 
caught of 
Christmas 
trees, with 

people decking 
them by 

firelight—
reminders that 

this was 
Christmas Eve.
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