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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!

			

		

	
		
			
				

				[image: Part1.pdf]

				

			

		

	
		
			
				

				[image: Chapters2.pdf]

				‘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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