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Merry Christmas! In this magazine you'll find
a combination of stories, activities, and coloring
pages that we hope will be an inspiration in your
children’ lives this season. The stories focus on acts
of love and compassion, and the coloring pages and
other activities provide some fun for your little ones,
giving them something challenging to do, while
also reinforcing positive values. The content of this
magazine i generally geared toward children between
the ages of 5 and 8, but may also be suitable for
children who are a bit younger. It's our hope that this
magazine will provide you with fun and meaningful

things to read and do together as a family!

Your Motivated Family




CHURISTMAS gy

Nrean Dust

By Christiana Heins

Clayton Mansion stood You made me lose count of My presents.
magmﬁcenﬂy, surrounded by perfectly Why dontyou countyour presents?
mowed lawns. Elegant rows of Maybe we can see who has more!
rosebushes lined the pebbled pathways ‘I dont wantmore presents. 1just
leading to the house, though no roses want somebody to play with! Jeffrey
bloomed in December. perfectly clipped turned sadly and wentback to his room.
hedges circled the peautiful property. It ¥
was a preathtaking sight. “Wake up,J essiel Wake up!' the little
The inside of Clayton Mansion was voice lisped. The chubby hands reached
richly furnished and absolutely spotless. outand shook Jessicas shoulders
Large paintings lined the walls of the insistently.
wide hallways. The doors inthe mansion ‘Go away,J effrey, she muttered and
were all intricately carved out of oak. turned over.
Jessicawas sitting by the “r'm not Jeffrey. 'm Kenny, came the
Christmas tree, wearing a lovely green voice again.
and gold velvet dress.A mountain of “Who's Kenny?' Jessica asked, as she
presents lay under the tree,and the opened her €yes sleepily. As soon as she
eightyear/old girl was pusily sorting looked around the dark, cold room, she
through them, carefully inspecting polted out of ped. This wasn't her room
the ones that bore her name onthe atalll
tag. Newspaper was stuffed into cracks
‘Canyou play with me? her little in the walls to keep the cold air out.
brother's voice asked. She saw tattered curtains and arickety
: Jessica didnteven ook up.'Go away, dresser. Four beds were crammed
A\l%é?f\(:: g"ggg’z‘:g Jeffrey, she saidina nasty voice. 1dont into the tiny room. The blankets on
: have time to play with you. And plus, you the beds were patched and stitched
EDITORS: always ruin things’ from continual wear. She looked out

Christina Lane "Miss Jessica, a maid called from the the window and saw the bustle of

Souad Apuhalim hext room. You need to get ready for a fairly busy street “Albertson Drive?!
your horse-riding lessons. she exclaimed, reading the street sign
‘LLUSTRA“ONS: " dont want to 80 riding today, outside the window." Where am ¢4
Agnes Lemaire, ' ’ ’
Kristen Dufrane answered Jessica lazily. Her puzzled thoughts were soon
The maid sighed and continued interrupted by a little questioning voice
COLOR: cleaning. peside her."Canyou comb my hair?”
Doug Calder Jeffrey came into the entrance hall, Kenny asked. His eyes squinted as he
DESIGN: this time with his train set. “please will smiled and held outa comb.
Giselle LeFavre you help me et up my train, Jess? he “Ask someone else to comb your hair,
Jon Archer asked."T cant do it myself’ Jessica replied. “Where are my clothes?’
‘1 told you no pefore, Jessica She looked down, horrified, at the well-
snapped.'Go getone of the servants to used and threadbare nightgown she
help you, and dontbotherme anymore. was wearing. 'Oh, wheres my nightie?’

Jessica looked around the room




crash!

Oneof thehnwlsfelltothe ground

for her clothes. On the dresser she found

a set of folded clothes, but though they
were clean and repaired nicely, they were
obviously very old and frequently used. She
put them on-

Kenny still stood there, holding out his
comb”Please?” he asked once more. But
Jessica didn'teven ook at him. ‘Go askyour
mommy to do it foryou, she told him.

Justthena womans head peeked
around the door- ‘Good morning, Jessica,
she called.] trust you slept well Her eyes
sparkled kindly as she spoke.There was
a tired look on her face, but her peautiful
smile disguised it well.

/I slept fine; Jessica answered.

“Once youve made your bed, would
you please set the table for breakfast? the
woman asked sweetly.

1sntthe maid supposed to do that?’
Jessica snappedback, pefore she could catch
herself. Having grown up with maids and
servants in Clayton Mansion, the idea of
setting the table was nhew to Jessica.

Mother looked puzzled for a moment,
and thena gmile spread across her face.
“That mustve been quite some dream, child!
she said with a little laugh. Butwe really
mustbe on with our day.You can tell me
all aboutyour dream later. Father will be
returning from his night shift shortly and
well eat preakfast together. Please come
and give me ahand as soon as youre done
tidying your room.

“Father does a night shift?" Jessica
thought aloud.

The woman turned with a sigh.'Jessica,
1 don't have time for your games right now.
1 need your Thelp. well talk later if you have
something thats troubling you!

“‘Uh, yes/ Jessica stuttered. She stared
blankly at the bed, trying to think how

to go about making it. Her attempt ended in
frustration; the bed was all wrinkles and lumps.

Kenny giggled as he watched. Jessica
scowled at him fiercely, and the little boy
stopped laughing and tried to help her finish
making the bed.

Jessica gingerly creptout of the room, not
sure where she was supposed to go.From the
doorway of her room she could see the living
room and Kitchen. The house was small and
shabby, but there were homemade Christmas
decorations strung around the living room.
Aroaring fire blazed in the fireplace, andin
the corner stood a scrawiny tree decorated
with simple, homemade decorations. Jessica
went to the Kkitchen to set {he table, butsoon
realized she didn't know how- Not knowing
where anything was, she began to open every
cupboard doorin search of bowls and utensils.

CRASH! One of the bowls fell to the

ground and shattered. The house
went completely silentas
everyone
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turned and eyedJ essica. The family was 0 poor
that every bowl was valuable.Jessica readied
herself fora rebuke, but Mother only saidk:
'sweep itup carefully, so as notto cut yourse\f”
And she went pack to her cooking.

Jessica bent to pickup the larger pieces of
the broken bowl.As she did, she cuther finger
on the broken bowl, and letouta cry of pain.
Mother quickly turned, saw the situation, and
grabbed a cloth.She wrapped it tightly around
the cut to stop the bleeding. “1¢1 be okay, she
said softly.

Ty sorry, was all Jessica could mutter.

Maureen, her mother called, and a bright-
eyed girl of about six came instantly. Please
finish setting the table foryour sister, she
instructed.

“ves, Mother, Maureen resp(mded, and
instantly went about her work.

When the father had returned, the family
gathered around the table. Everyone folded
their hands and bowed their heads. For what
we are aboutto receive, the father began, may
the Lord make us truly thankful. Amen.

“Aen, came the chorus of voices, followed
instantly by the clatter of spoons.

As Jessica took a bite of her porridge. she
cringed. 1t had no butter and very little sugar in
it. But she was sO hungry that she gingeﬂy took
another bite and then another. Its not toobad,1
guess, she thought to herself.

After breakfast there were dishes to do.The
woman asked Sara, the eldest sister, to do the
dishes, while Jessica was to keep an eye on the
two younger ones, Kenny and Becky, sO that she
could go out.

“But 1 was going to go play withmy...
Jessica started to answer, but stopped.

‘Al vight, continued Jessica, and called the
little kids to follow her.

That afternoon, after Mother had returned
from the market, she came o see Jessica. She
was carryinga small basin of warm water anda
cloth."How's your hand doing, Jessie?' she asked.

“Fine.The pleeding stopped a while ago,but
it's alittle sore.

‘I sure itis. I'm so sorry about that. Letime

clean it, soO thatitwont get infected.” Mother
removed the bandage and gently cleaned
the cut.

s everything okay?' she asked Jessica.
“You seem alittle out of sorts!

~you could say that, Jessica replied.

‘And why's that?’

.. ldont know, was all Jessica could
answer.

" pnoticed that youre finding your
jobs harder to do around the house.You
question doing them much more than
you used to’

Jessica stared at the floor,
embarrassed py what she heard. But
howam supposed o react? she
asked herself.

There is something! want
you to know, “Mother said,as
she wrapped a clean bandage
on Jessicas hand.'Twantyou
to know how much Ineed and
appreciate your help around the
house. Imsure its difficult
foryou to have to look after
your youngey brothers and
sisters, when youd
prefer to be doing
something else.

Sara and you are
bhoth so

helpful,
and it makes
things alot
easier forme.

" can't imagine how it
would beif! didn't have you to help me. 50
[ wanted to thank you for helping me, even
if there are other things thatyou would
prefer to be doing instead”

Jessica had never had anyone thank her
for helping, because she had never taken
the time to help another person. Jessica felt




“I'dlike to give some of my presents

away tomake them happy.”

ashamed of how selfish and unkind she
had been. TKnow you want to do the right
thing, Jessica, and1 understand thatits
not always easy- 5o thankyou very much
for doing it anyway. and for helping me all
the time.1loveyou so much’

Mother hugged Jessica fora few
moments pefore she left the room.

Jessica sat there for afew minutes
reflecting. 1 want tobe kinder to other
people, she thought. 1 don't know how
exactly, but T'm sure there are things that!
can do to help and 1 wanttotry to do that.

All that day, whenever she was asked,
Jessica helped with the children, and
cleaned the house. She also helped Mother
and Sara cook dinner. 1t was alot of work,
putJessica found thatitwas actually fun.
Every time she helped someone or shared
something with others, she felt good
inside. That nightshe went to bed feeling
contentand satisfied.

'Good morning, Jessica! Merry
Christmas! a voice called from beside her
bed. Jessica opened her eyes slowly and
there standingbeside her bed was Jeffrey.
She was pack in her own room, in Clayton
Mansion!

“How did 1 getback?” she cried, as
she jumped out of bed.'Oh my goodness,

Joffrey! It must have all justbeen a dream!

she laughed happily. 1ts wonderful to
be back. And it's so good to see youl' she
said as she gave him a big hug. Jeffrey's
eyes were wide with surprise!

‘1love you, Joffrey. Im s0 SOYTY I haven't
peen very nice toyou lately. Please forgive
me? Lets g0 sot the table for breakfast.
The two of them went downstairs to the
dining room.

‘Merry Christmas, Maria!' the two

chorused, as the maid came in with a big
tray of food. She was SO surprised at the
sight of the set table that she almost
dropped the tray on the floor.

"Why, thank you for helping, Maria said
witha smile."Thats just wonderful!’

After breakfast, their mother asked if
they wanted to open their presents.

Jessica exclaimed, '0h, Mother. have
anidea. Why dontwe finda poor family
who doesn't have anything special for
Christmas, and bring them some presents?
1d like to give some of my presents away to
make them happy-

There were tears in her mother’s eyes
when Jessica had finished.

"Thatis such a kind thought,
Sweetheavt.”

Her mother told the maid to get
abasketwith food to give to the poor
family. Jessica also asked fora sack to put
the presents in- Maria quickly hurried off,
surprised by all that she was hearing and
seeing.

As Jessicawas putting presents intoa
big red sack, Jeffrey came o her."Twant to
share my presents 00! he said softly.

Jessica and Jeffrey fnished filling the
sack with presents, and tied it shut witha
gold ribbon.

When they got to the shalbby house
on Albertson Drive, they set the sack and
pasket outside the door. Jessica peeked out
from behind a push and saw the woman,
with a few small children behind her,
coming out of the house and looking in
surprise at the bundle on the doorstep.

“Look what God has sent us!’ she happily
exclaimed.

Jessica smiled and felt warm inside. It
really did feel good to be kind and sharing
and to do nice things for other people. k




Color the picture.



Draw a line from the shapes to the part of the picture that they match.



How many of each of these shapes
can you find on the tree?
Fill in the blanks.



Find the 5 differences between these pictures and circle them.
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The House N é\
thal Glowed L2

It was Christmas Eve, and pooY little little boy.

Rami, an orphan with no home or family Very bravely he walked up to the front

to go to,was trudging wearily through door,and by standing on tiptoe, managed
to catch hold of the handle of the pell. He

the snow. His coat was ragged, and wet
pulled it hard, and there was such a noise

with melted snoW: His shoes were worn
and splitat the seams, so that his feet inside thatit frightened him. But he was
were humb with cold. His cap. pulled well more frightened still when the great oak
down over his ears and forehead, had a door was thrown back and abig man
tear thatletin the biting wind. Night was dressed in the finest clothes 1ooked out
falling, and the gathering darkness found athim.
the homeless Jittle boy still plodding on ‘Did you ring that bell?” asked the
his sad and lonely way. If only! could find putler, frowning.
some shelter, some place where 1 could y-y-y-yes, stammered Rami, T1Im
get warm, he thought. If only someone very cold and hungry, and 1 thought you...
would give me some food to eat, and “This is Christimas Eve/ snapped the
something hot to drink! butler,‘and the house is full of guests.Im
Coming to the edge of the forest, sorry butwe haven't time to bother with
he caught sightof a little village in the the likes of you just now- Good night. And
valley below, with several fine, large the door was shut.
houses filling the hillside all around. ‘Oh!" said Rami to himself, Tnever
Lights were twinkling in the windows, thought anyone would do that. But
while the smoke from many chimneys, perhaps they are to0 busy here.1 must
curling upward, blended with the cloudy ty somewhere else! Sohe walked on
sky. Hope sprang up in little Ramis heart. down into the village itself passing by
Here atlast, among so many lovely the other big mansions for fear the
homes, he felt he would no doubt find people inside might also be too busy
someone to care for him. He walked more to care about hungry little bhoys on
quickly, sO sure he was thathis troubles Christmas Eve.
were almost over: From the first village house he
reached there came sounds of music

the entrance ofa
e that there

goon he came to
and laughter, and feeling sur

fine, big mansion. There were many lights
in the windows and avery bright one must be very friendly people living there,
over the front door. surely, he thought, he knocked gently on the door.But there
people who couldlive in such a house was so much noise inside that he had to
must have lots of money and would be knock again and again, each time louder
than before.

only too pleased to help a poot. hungry




At
last the
door swung oper, and ayoung man
wearing a funny paper cap looked out.

“Excuse me; said Rami, but 1
wondered ifyou could..”

‘Sorry, the youns man answered,
~were having a Christmas Eve party in
here, and we cantstop now!

"But please, please!” pleaded Rami.

'Sorry, g0od night! said the young
man. Bang! The door was shut.

Terribly disapp ointed, Rami went
next door, but the people there were
making so much noise that they
didn't even hear him atall, loud as he
knocked.

At the next house, a crabby old
gentleman merely told him to run
home and not bother the neighbors.
‘Run home?’ thought Rami."How can
1do that?’

At another house he was told to call
again another day. They would help
him then, perhaps, the people said.
But he needed help now!

S0, going from house to
house through the entire
village, he sought shelter
and food, and found none.

Almost hopeless and
heartbroken, he trudged
out into the night, leaving
the twinkling lights pehind
him. He felt like giving up-

[ —

He was SO tired, so hungry. so
discouraged.
Just then he happened to look
up and found himself passing an old
cottage, so darkand gmall thathe
probably wouldnthave seen itatall
put for the white carpet of snow on the
ground showing it up. Ablind covered
the one window, but faint streaks of
light gleamed from under the door and
through cracks inthe woodwork.

Rami stood still and wondered
whathe should do. Should he knock
here? What would be the use? surely
if the people who lived in all the big
houses—who had money for lovely
parties and things~cou1dn’t afford to
help a poor boy, how could the folks in
a house like this? No,itwas of no use.
Better notbother them.

Then he thought again. He had
knocked at so many houses; there could
be no harmin trying one more. So he
turned from the road up the SNOW-
covered garden path and tapped gently
on the door.

Amomentlater the door opened

cautiously, and an
elderly
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woman peered out. Bless my soul!’
she exclaimed. “whatever are you
doing out there in the cold tonight?’

"Please.. began Rami. But before
he could say another word she had
flung the door wide open and pulled
him inside.

“You poor little child! she
exclaimed.'Deary. deary me! You
look so cold and hungry and wet
through. Lets get those things off at
once! Waita moment while [ stirup
the fire and put the kettle on’

Rami looked about him and saw
that the little one-room cottage
was as bare as could be. The light he
had seen through the crack came
from one lone candle set on the
mantelpiece. But he hadnt time to
see much else, for the kind woman
was wrapping himina blanket, and
setting him up at the table before a
bow! of steaming soup:

Then she went backto stir the
poton the stove.AS she did so,
she suddenly noticed something
and looked up. Was it a dream, OF
were her eyes deceiving her? The
candlelight had given placetoa
warm and 1ovely glow that seemed
to be getting brighter every minute,
filling every corner of the cottage
witha heavenly radiance. Every
drab piece of furniture seemed
o be shining and glistening like
pol'lshed. And the rich man. looking
down from his mansion on the
hill, suddenly exclaimed, “There's
a strange light in the valley. Look!

Widow Greathearts cottage ison
fire!’

The news spread swiftly from
house to house, and soon the
parties were abandoned as the
people, wrapping themselves up in
their coats and shawls, rushed out
to see whatwas the matter.

They saw the light, too, and
running toward the widow's
cottage, beheld the poor old
house as it glowed. Peering
inside, all they could see
was the dear old woman
caring for the very same
little boy who
had called that
nightat all
their homes.

Then, as
the light
faded,
they
knocked
on the
door
to ask
anxiously
what
could have
happened.

1 really do not
know, said Widow Greatheart,
with a smile of wondrous joy and
satisfaction on her face. Tjust
seemed to heara Voice saying to
me, Tnasmuch asyou have done it
unto one of the least of these My
children,youhave doneitunto Me.”(%




Go through the maze,
starting at the arrow
and ending at the stars.
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THE MEST
SPECIAL GIFT

Can you remember a time when you wanted something so badly that
it seemed that special something would never come?—And then when it
finally did come, it was something even better than you expected? That's
the kind of wonderful gift God gave us on the first Christmas.

Since the beginning of time, people had wished for a special something
to make their lives truly happy and complete. Who would have ever
thought that all of that would come in the form of a tiny baby born in a

cave in the land of Palestine? But that’s exactly what happened.
God looked at every human heart He had created and every heart
to come, and He knew just what we needed. So He prepared the perfect
answer, and sent the answer into the world. The answer was Jesus
Christ, the Spirit of love and Word of God!





