SAM
by Timothy Loughman
Carla has a dog Lulu. She does not want to go out to play.
Carla says, “Lulu, we can have fun in the house. I have a new game we can play. You hide and I
look for you.”
Lulu does not run away to hide.
“Hide, Lulu,” Carla says.
Carla cannot get Lulu to hide. So she hides under the table. Lulu comes too.
Carla says, “Lulu, we can’t hide together.”
“Lulu, what do you see?” asks Carla. “What are you looking at? Is it a bird? I must get a box to put
the bird in.
“Get in,”Carla says to the bird.
The bird does.
“What can we name this bird?” Carla asks Lulu. “We can’t name it Carla. I have that name. We
can’t name it Lulu, because this is your name. But we can name the bird Sam.”
Carla wants Sam to sing. But Sam is not going to sing. Carla puts flowers in the box. Flowers do
not make Sam sing. Carla jumps all about. That doesn’t help. The bird remains silent and Sam is not
going to sing at all.
Sam does not like it in the box and Carla understands that.
“Lulu, a box is not a good place for a bird,” Carla says.
“A bird can’t fly in a box. Come on, Lulu.”
She takes the bird and holds it on her hands.
“Now you can fly away,” Carla says to Sam.
Sam goes up and up.
“Sam is flying now,” says Carla. “And Sam is singing.”
Carla and Lulu can see Sam flying far away.
“Now you and I can play,” Carla says.
Lulu jumps over the table. Carla laughs.
“You are quite a good bird,” Carla says to Lulu. “You can fly over tables. Now all you have to do is
sing.”
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THE OWL AND THE GRASSHOPPER
by Aesop
The Owl always takes her sleep during the day. Then after sundown, when the rosy light fades from
the sky and the shadows rise slowly through the wood, out she comes ruffling and blinking from the
old hollow tree. Now her weird "hoo-hoo-hoo-oo-oo" echoes through the quiet wood, and she begins
her hunt for the bugs and beetles, frogs and mice she likes so well to eat.
Now there was a certain old Owl who had become very cross and hard to please as she grew older,
especially if anything disturbed her daily slumbers. One warm summer afternoon as she dozed away in
her den in the old oak tree, a Grasshopper nearby began a joyous but very raspy song. Out popped the
old Owl's head from the opening in the tree that served her both for door and for window.
"Get away from here, sir," she said to the Grasshopper. "Have you no manners? You should at least
respect my age and leave me to sleep in quiet!"
But the Grasshopper answered saucily that he had as much right to his place in the sun as the Owl
had to her place in the old oak. Then he struck up a louder and still more rasping tune.
The wise old Owl knew quite well that it would do no good to argue with the Grasshopper, nor with
anybody else for that matter. Besides, her eyes were not sharp enough by day to permit her to punish
the Grasshopper as he deserved. So she laid aside all hard words and spoke very kindly to him.
"Well sir," she said, "if I must stay awake, I am going to settle right down to enjoy your singing.
Now that I think of it, I have a wonderful wine here, sent me from Olympus, of which I am told Apollo
drinks before he sings to the high gods. Please come up and taste this delicious drink with me. I know
it will make you sing like Apollo himself."
The foolish Grasshopper was taken in by the Owl's flattering words. Up he jumped to the Owl's den,
but as soon as he was near enough so the old Owl could see him clearly, she pounced upon him and ate
him up.
Flattery is not a proof of true admiration.
THE SHEEP AND THE PIG
by Aesop
One day a shepherd discovered a fat Pig in the meadow where his Sheep were pastured. He very
quickly captured the porker, which squealed at the top of its voice the moment the Shepherd laid his
hands on it. You would have thought, to hear the loud squealing, that the Pig was being cruelly hurt.
But in spite of its squeals and struggles to escape, the Shepherd tucked his prize under his arm and
started off to the butcher's in the market place.
The Sheep in the pasture were much astonished and amused at the Pig's behavior, and followed the
Shepherd and his charge to the pasture gate.
"What makes you squeal like that?" asked one of the Sheep. "The Shepherd often catches and
carries off one of us. But we should feel very much ashamed to make such a terrible fuss about it like
you do."
"That is all very well," replied the Pig, with a squeal and a frantic kick. "When he catches you he is
only after your wool. But he wants my bacon! gree-ee-ee!"
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DOING NOTHING
by E. Nesbit
TOMMY didn’t learn his lessons. He upset the ink over his geography book, and smashed his slate. He
tore a leaf out of his grammar and made a paper boat of it. He ought to have been punished, but he wasn’t,
because his Mamma thought that dear Tommy must be ill or he wouldn’t behave so badly; so, thinking the
fresh air would be good for him, she asked him to pick her a bunch of buttercups out of the meadow, but
Tommy said he would rather not—he didn’t want to do anything ever again.
Tommy was not a bad little boy generally, but sometimes the idle fairy, who is no bigger than a grain of
mustard-seed, though very strong, sat in his ear and whispered naughty things to him. He threw all his
lesson-books in a heap on the school-room floor, and went out to the orchard, where he ate seven big
apples one after the other, and lay on his back looking up at the apple-trees, and trying to feel glad that he
had had his own way. Presently he sighed.
‘‘What do you want?” said a voice, and Tommy saw a little red-cheeked man in a green cap, swinging
on one of the apple boughs and looking at him.
“I only want to do nothing,” whined Tommy; “it’s very hard they won’t let me.”
“Oh, if that’s all,” said the little man, “come with me,” and, taking Tommy’s hand, he led him through a
convenient little door which opened in the trunk of the apple-tree. It led straight into the most beautiful
garden in the world.
“Now then,” said the little man, “do nothing as hard as you like.” And he plumped Tommy down on a
grassy bank.
Presently a troop of merry children came by with balls and hoops. Tommy jumped up to catch a golden
ball that rolled his way.
“Lie down, sir,” said the little man, for all the world as though he had been a dog, Tommy thought; “you
wanted to do nothing, remember!”
“I meant no lessons,” said Tommy.
“You didn't say so,” said the little man. “Besides, all those children have done their lessons, or they
would not be allowed to stay here.”
Some more children came by riding on white ponies. One pony had no rider. Tommy started up. It
would be lovely to ride that long-tailed pretty little pony.
“Lie down, sir,” said the apple-man crossly; “you came here to do nothing and I’m going to see that you
do it.”
“I am doing something anyhow,” said Tommy suddenly. “I’m sitting down.”
“All right,” said the apple-man; “we’ll soon settle that;” and a strong hook suddenly caught Tommy by
the back of his clothes and hung him up in the air. “Now you are not doing anything, anyway,” said the
little man; “the hook is doing the work.”
Imagine being hung up by a hook just out of reach of everything, while long processions of little green
men came and offered you all the things you wanted most in the world—cricket-bats and ferrets, paintboxes and hard-bake, guinea-pigs, catapults, and white mice, marbles, buns, and sheaves of letters with
valuable foreign stamps on them. Tommy cried with rage, but the little apple-man only laughed, and kept
saying: “How[56] do you like doing nothing, eh!—jolly, isn’t it?” Then he saw his Mother coming along
the path, and to his horror he saw that a leopard was slinking after her. He called aloud, but she did not
hear.
“Oh, let me go and drive the leopard away,” he cried to the little green man; “it will eat my Mammy—I
know it will. Oh, Mammy, Mammy!” but she did not hear, and the little man said: “Oh, nonsense! if you
haven’t got the pluck to master a simple addition sum, you can’t master a leopard, you know”; but Tommy
struggled so hard that the hook gave way and he fell with a bounce on the orchard grass. He rushed off to
find his Mother. To his delight she was safe, and there was no leopard about in the house or garden.
He threw his arms round her neck. “Mammy,” he said, “I do love you so. I’ll learn everything and do
everything you tell me.”
“Ah!” thought his Mother, “the fresh air has done him good.”
But it was not the fresh air; it was the little apple-man.
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MARILLA CUTHBERT IS SURPRISED
by Lucy Maud Montgomery
MARILLA came briskly forward as Matthew opened the door. But when her eyes fell on the odd little
figure in the stiff, ugly dress, with the long braids of red hair and the eager, luminous eyes, she stopped
short in amazement.
“Matthew Cuthbert, who’s that?” she ejaculated. “Where is the boy?”
“There wasn’t any boy,” said Matthew wretchedly. “There was only her.”
He nodded at the child, remembering that he had never even asked her name.
“No boy! But there must have been a boy,” insisted Marilla. “We sent word to Mrs. Spencer to bring a
boy.”
“Well, she didn’t. She brought her. I asked the station-master. And I had to bring her home. She
couldn’t be left there, no matter where the mistake had come in.”
“Well, this is a pretty piece of business!” ejaculated Marilla.
During this dialogue the child had remained silent, her eyes roving from one to the other, all the
animation fading out of her face. Suddenly she seemed to grasp the full meaning of what had been said.
Dropping her precious carpet-bag she sprang forward a step and clasped her hands.
“You don’t want me!” she cried. “You don’t want me because I’m not a boy! I might have expected it.
Nobody ever did want me. I might have known it was all too beautiful to last. I might have known nobody
really did want me. Oh, what shall I do? I’m going to burst into tears!”
Burst into tears she did. Sitting down on a chair by the table, flinging her arms out upon it, and burying
her face in them, she proceeded to cry stormily. Marilla and Matthew looked at each other deprecatingly
across the stove. Neither of them knew what to say or do. Finally Marilla stepped lamely into the breach.
“Well, well, there’s no need to cry so about it.”
“Yes, there is need!” The child raised her head quickly, revealing a tear-stained face and trembling lips.
“You would cry, too, if you were an orphan and had come to a place you thought was going to be home and
found that they didn’t want you because you weren’t a boy. Oh, this is the most tragical thing that ever
happened to me!”
Something like a reluctant smile, rather rusty from long disuse, mellowed Marilla’s grim expression.
“Well, don’t cry any more. We’re not going to turn you out-of-doors to-night. You’ll have to stay here
until we investigate this affair. What’s your name?”
The child hesitated for a moment.
“Will you please call me Cordelia?” she said eagerly.
“Call you Cordelia? Is that your name?”
“No-o-o, it’s not exactly my name, but I would love to be called Cordelia. It’s such a perfectly elegant
name.”
“I don’t know what on earth you mean. If Cordelia isn’t your name, what is?”
“Anne Shirley,” reluctantly faltered forth the owner of that name, “but, oh, please do call me Cordelia. It
can’t matter much to you what you call me if I’m only going to be here a little while, can it? And Anne is
such an unromantic name.”
“Unromantic fiddlesticks!” said the unsympathetic Marilla. “Anne is a real good plain sensible name.
You’ve no need to be ashamed of it.”
“Oh, I’m not ashamed of it,” explained Anne, “only I like Cordelia better. I’ve always imagined that my
name was Cordelia—at least, I always have of late years. When I was young I used to imagine it was
Geraldine, but I like Cordelia better now. But if you call me Anne please call me Anne spelled with an E.”
“What difference does it make how it’s spelled?” asked Marilla with another rusty smile as she picked
up the teapot.
“Oh, it makes such a difference. It looks so much nicer. When you hear a name pronounced can’t you
always see it in your mind, just as if it was printed out? I can; and A-n-n looks dreadful, but A-n-n-e looks
so much more distinguished. If you’ll only call me Anne spelled with an E I shall try to reconcile myself to
not being called Cordelia.”
“Very well, then, Anne spelled with an E, can you tell us how this mistake came to be made? We sent
word to Mrs. Spencer to bring us a boy. Were there no boys at the asylum?”

Trumpasis tekstas 4

AT HOME WITH GRANDFATHER
by Johanna Spyri
After Deta had disappeared, the Uncle sat down again on the bench, blowing big clouds of smoke
out of his pipe. He did not speak, but kept his eyes fastened on the ground. In the meantime Heidi
looked about her, and discovering the goat-shed, peeped in. Nothing could be seen inside. Searching
for some more interesting thing, she saw the three old fir-trees behind the hut. Here the wind was
roaring through the branches and the tree-tops were swaying to and fro. Heidi stood still to listen. After
the wind had ceased somewhat, she walked round the hut back to her grandfather. She found him in
exactly the same position, and planting herself in front of the old man, with arms folded behind her
back, she gazed at him. The grandfather, looking up, saw the child standing motionless before him.
"What do you want to do now?" he asked her.
"I want to see what's in the hut," replied Heidi.
"Come then," and with that the grandfather got up and entered the cottage.
"Take your things along," he commanded.
"I do not want them any more," answered Heidi.
The old man, turning about, threw a penetrating glance at her. The child's black eyes were sparkling
in expectation of all the things to come. "She is not lacking in intelligence," he muttered to himself.
Aloud he added: "Why don't you need them any more?"
"I want to go about like the light-footed goats!"
"All right, you can; but fetch the things and we'll put them in the cupboard." The child obeyed the
command. The old man now opened the door, and Heidi followed him into a fairly spacious room,
which took in the entire expanse of the hut. In one corner stood a table and a chair, and in another the
grandfather's bed. Across the room a large kettle was suspended over the hearth, and opposite to it a
large door was sunk into the wall. This the grandfather opened. It was the cupboard, in which all his
clothes were kept. In one shelf were a few shirts, socks and towels; on another a few plates, cups and
glasses; and on the top shelf Heidi could see a round loaf of bread, some bacon and cheese. In this
cupboard the grandfather kept everything that he needed for his subsistence. When he opened it, Heidi
pushed her things as far behind the grandfather's clothes as she could reach. She did not want them
found again in a hurry. After looking around attentively in the room, she asked, "Where am I going to
sleep, grandfather?"
"Wherever you want to," he replied. That suited Heidi exactly. She peeped into all the corners of the
room and looked at every little nook to find a cosy place to sleep. Beside the old man's bed she saw a
ladder. Climbing up, she arrived at a hayloft, which was filled with fresh and fragrant hay. Through a
tiny round window she could look far down into the valley.
"I want to sleep up here," Heidi called down. "Oh, it is lovely here. Please come up, grandfather,
and see it for yourself."
"I know it," sounded from below.
"I am making the bed now," the little girl called out again, while she ran busily to and fro. "Oh, do
come up and bring a sheet, grandfather, for every bed must have a sheet."
"Is that so?" said the old man. After a while he opened the cupboard and rummaged around in it. At
last he pulled out a long coarse cloth from under the shirts. It somewhat resembled a sheet, and with
this he climbed up to the loft. Here a neat little bed was already prepared.
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THE ART OF MONEY GETTING
By P.T. Barnum
DON'T MISTAKE YOUR VOCATION
The safest plan, and the one most sure of success for the young man starting in life, is to select the
vocation which is most congenial to his tastes. Parents and guardians are often quite too negligent in regard
to this. It very common for a father to say, for example: "I have five boys. I will make Billy a clergyman;
John a lawyer; Tom a doctor, and Dick a farmer." He then goes into town and looks about to see what he
will do with Sammy. He returns home and says "Sammy, I see watch-making is a nice genteel business; I
think I will make you a goldsmith." He does this, regardless of Sam's natural inclinations, or genius.
We are all, no doubt, born for a wise purpose. There is as much diversity in our brains as in our
countenances. Some are born natural mechanics, while some have great aversion to machinery. Let a dozen
boys of ten years get together, and you will soon observe two or three are "whittling" out some ingenious
device; working with locks or complicated machinery. When they were but five years old, their father
could find no toy to please them like a puzzle. They are natural mechanics; but the other eight or nine boys
have different aptitudes. I belong to the latter class; I never had the slightest love for mechanism; on the
contrary, I have a sort of abhorrence for complicated machinery. I never had ingenuity enough to whittle a
cider tap so it would not leak. I never could make a pen that I could write with, or understand the principle
of a steam engine. If a man was to take such a boy as I was, and attempt to make a watchmaker of him, the
boy might, after an apprenticeship of five or seven years, be able to take apart and put together a watch; but
all through life he would be working up hill and seizing every excuse for leaving his work and idling away
his time. Watchmaking is repulsive to him.
Unless a man enters upon the vocation intended for him by nature, and best suited to his peculiar genius,
he cannot succeed. I am glad to believe that the majority of persons do find their right vocation. Yet we see
many who have mistaken their calling, from the blacksmith up (or down) to the clergyman. You will see,
for instance, that extraordinary linguist the "learned blacksmith," who ought to have been a teacher of
languages; and you may have seen lawyers, doctors and clergymen who were better fitted by nature for the
anvil or the lapstone.
WHATEVER YOU DO, DO IT WITH ALL YOUR MIGHT
Work at it, if necessary, early and late, in season and out of season, not leaving a stone unturned, and
never deferring for a single hour that which can be done just as well now. The old proverb is full of truth
and meaning, "Whatever is worth doing at all, is worth doing well." Many a man acquires a fortune by
doing his business thoroughly, while his neighbor remains poor for life, because he only half does it.
Ambition, energy, industry, perseverance, are indispensable requisites for success in business.
Fortune always favors the brave, and never helps a man who does not help himself. It won't do to spend
your time like Mr. Micawber, in waiting for something to "turn up." To such men one of two things usually
"turns up:" the poorhouse or the jail; for idleness breeds bad habits, and clothes a man in rags. The poor
spendthrift vagabond says to a rich man:
"I have discovered there is enough money in the world for all of us, if it was equally divided; this must
be done, and we shall all be happy together."
"But," was the response, "if everybody was like you, it would be spent in two months, and what would
you do then?"
"Oh! divide again; keep dividing, of course!"
I was recently reading in a London paper an account of a like philosophic pauper who was kicked out of
a cheap boarding-house because he could not pay his bill, but he had a roll of papers sticking out of his coat
pocket, which, upon examination, proved to be his plan for paying off the national debt of England without
the aid of a penny. People have got to do as Cromwell said: "not only trust in Providence, but keep the
powder dry." Do your part of the work, or you cannot succeed. Mahomet, one night, while encamping in
the desert, overheard one of his fatigued followers remark: "I will loose my camel, and trust it to God!"
"No, no, not so," said the prophet, "tie thy camel, and trust it to God!" Do all you can for yourselves, and
then trust to Providence, or luck, or whatever you please to call it, for the rest.
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THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF SANTA CLAUS
by L. Frank Baum
THE FIRST JOURNEY WITH THE REINDEER
Those were happy days for Claus when he carried his accumulation of toys to the children who had
awaited them so long. During his imprisonment in the Valley he had been so industrious that all his
shelves were filled with playthings, and after quickly supplying the little ones living near by he saw he
must now extend his travels to wider fields.
Remembering the time when he had journeyed with Ak through all the world, he know children
were everywhere, and he longed to make as many as possible happy with his gifts.
So he loaded a great sack with all kinds of toys, slung it upon his back that he might carry it more
easily, and started off on a longer trip than he had yet undertaken.
Wherever he showed his merry face, in hamlet or in farmhouse, he received a cordial welcome, for
his fame had spread into far lands. At each village the children swarmed about him, following his
footsteps wherever he went; and the women thanked him gratefully for the joy he brought their little
ones; and the men looked upon him curiously that he should devote his time to such a queer
occupation as toy-making. But every one smiled on him and gave him kindly words, and Claus felt
amply repaid for his long journey.
When the sack was empty he went back again to the Laughing Valley and once more filled it to the
brim. This time he followed another road, into a different part of the country, and carried happiness to
many children who never before had owned a toy or guessed that such a delightful plaything existed.
After a third journey, so far away that Claus was many days walking the distance, the store of toys
became exhausted and without delay he set about making a fresh supply.
From seeing so many children and studying their tastes he had acquired several new ideas about
toys.
The dollies were, he had found, the most delightful of all playthings for babies and little girls, and
often those who could not say "dolly" would call for a "doll" in their sweet baby talk. So Claus
resolved to make many dolls, of all sizes, and to dress them in bright-colored clothing. The older
boys—and even some of the girls—loved the images of animals, so he still made cats and elephants
and horses. And many of the little fellows had musical natures, and longed for drums and cymbals and
whistles and horns. So he made a number of toy drums, with tiny sticks to beat them with; and he
made whistles from the willow trees, and horns from the bog-reeds, and cymbals from bits of beaten
metal.
All this kept him busily at work, and before he realized it the winter season came, with deeper
snows than usual, and he knew he could not leave the Valley with his heavy pack. Moreover, the next
trip would take him farther from home than every before, and Jack Frost was mischievous enough to
nip his nose and ears if he undertook the long journey while the Frost King reigned. The Frost King
was Jack's father and never reproved him for his pranks.
So Claus remained at his work-bench; but he whistled and sang as merrily as ever, for he would
allow no disappointment to sour his temper or make him unhappy.
One bright morning he looked from his window and saw two of the deer he had known in the Forest
walking toward his house.
Claus was surprised; not that the friendly deer should visit him, but that they walked on the surface
of the snow as easily as if it were solid ground, notwithstanding the fact that throughout the Valley the
snow lay many feet deep. He had walked out of his house a day or two before and had sunk to his
armpits in a drift.
So when the deer came near he opened the door and called to them:
"Good morning, Flossie! Tell me how you are able to walk on the snow so easily."
"It is frozen hard," answered Flossie.
"The Frost King has breathed on it," said Glossie, coming up, "and the surface is now as solid as
ice."
"Perhaps," remarked Claus, thoughtfully, "I might now carry my pack of toys to the children."
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"Is it a long journey?" asked Flossie.
"Yes; it will take me many days, for the pack is heavy," answered Claus.
"Then the snow would melt before you could get back," said the deer. "You must wait until spring,
Claus."
Claus sighed. "Had I your fleet feet," said he, "I could make the journey in a day."
"But you have not," returned Glossie, looking at his own slender legs with pride.
"Perhaps I could ride upon your back," Claus ventured to remark, after a pause.
"Oh no; our backs are not strong enough to bear your weight," said Flossie, decidedly. "But if you
had a sledge, and could harness us to it, we might draw you easily, and your pack as well."
"I'll make a sledge!" exclaimed Claus. "Will you agree to draw me if I do?"
"Well," replied Flossie, "we must first go and ask the Knooks, who are our guardians, for
permission; but if they consent, and you can make a sledge and harness, we will gladly assist you."
"Then go at once!" cried Claus, eagerly. "I am sure the friendly Knooks will give their consent, and
by the time you are back I shall be ready to harness you to my sledge."
Flossie and Glossie, being deer of much intelligence, had long wished to see the great world, so
they gladly ran over the frozen snow to ask the Knooks if they might carry Claus on his journey.
Meantime the toy-maker hurriedly began the construction of a sledge, using material from his
wood-pile. He made two long runners that turned upward at the front ends, and across these nailed
short boards, to make a platform. It was soon completed, but was as rude in appearance as it is possible
for a sledge to be.
The harness was more difficult to prepare, but Claus twisted strong cords together and knotted them
so they would fit around the necks of the deer, in the shape of a collar. From these ran other cords to
fasten the deer to the front of the sledge.
Before the work was completed Glossie and Flossie were back from the Forest, having been granted
permission by Will Knook to make the journey with Claus provided they would to Burzee by daybreak
the next morning.
"That is not a very long time," said Flossie; "but we are swift and strong, and if we get started by
this evening we can travel many miles during the night."
Claus decided to make the attempt, so he hurried on his preparations as fast as possible. After a time
he fastened the collars around the necks of his steeds and harnessed them to his rude sledge. Then he
placed a stool on the little platform, to serve as a seat, and filled a sack with his prettiest toys.
"How do you intend to guide us?" asked Glossie. "We have never been out of the Forest before,
except to visit your house, so we shall not know the way."
Claus thought about that for a moment. Then he brought more cords and fastened two of them to the
spreading antlers of each deer, one on the right and the other on the left.
"Those will be my reins," said Claus, "and when I pull them to the right or to the left you must go in
that direction. If I do not pull the reins at all you may go straight ahead."
"Very well," answered Glossie and Flossie; and then they asked: "Are you ready?"
Claus seated himself upon the stool, placed the sack of toys at his feet, and then gathered up the
reins.
"All ready!" he shouted; "away we go!"
The deer leaned forward, lifted their slender limbs, and the next moment away flew the sledge over
the frozen snow. The swiftness of the motion surprised Claus, for in a few strides they were across the
Valley and gliding over the broad plain beyond.
The day had melted into evening by the time they started; for, swiftly as Claus had worked, many
hours had been consumed in making his preparations. But the moon shone brightly to light their way,
and Claus soon decided it was just as pleasant to travel by night as by day.
The deer liked it better; for, although they wished to see something of the world, they were timid
about meeting men, and now all the dwellers in the towns and farmhouses were sound asleep and
could not see them.
Away and away they sped, on and on over the hills and through the valleys and across the plains
until they reached a village where Claus had never been before.
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Here he called on them to stop, and they immediately obeyed. But a new difficulty now presented
itself, for the people had locked their doors when they went to bed, and Claus found he could not enter
the houses to leave his toys.
"I am afraid, my friends, we have made our journey for nothing," said he, "for I shall be obliged to
carry my playthings back home again without giving them to the children of this village."
"What's the matter?" asked Flossie.
"The doors are locked," answered Claus, "and I can not get in."
Glossie looked around at the houses. The snow was quite deep in that village, and just before them
was a roof only a few feet above the sledge. A broad chimney, which seemed to Glossie big enough to
admit Claus, was at the peak of the roof.
"Why don't you climb down that chimney?" asked Glossie.
Claus looked at it.
"That would be easy enough if I were on top of the roof," he answered.
"Then hold fast and we will take you there," said the deer, and they gave one bound to the roof and
landed beside the big chimney.
"Good!" cried Claus, well pleased, and he slung the pack of toys over his shoulder and got into the
chimney.
There was plenty of soot on the bricks, but he did not mind that, and by placing his hands and knees
against the sides he crept downward until he had reached the fireplace. Leaping lightly over the
smoldering coals he found himself in a large sitting-room, where a dim light was burning.
From this room two doorways led into smaller chambers. In one a woman lay asleep, with a baby
beside her in a crib.
Claus laughed, but he did not laugh aloud for fear of waking the baby. Then he slipped a big doll
from his pack and laid it in the crib. The little one smiled, as if it dreamed of the pretty plaything it was
to find on the morrow, and Claus crept softly from the room and entered at the other doorway.
Here were two boys, fast asleep with their arms around each other's neck. Claus gazed at them
lovingly a moment and then placed upon the bed a drum, two horns and a wooden elephant.
He did not linger, now that his work in this house was done, but climbed the chimney again and
seated himself on his sledge.
"Can you find another chimney?" he asked the reindeer.
"Easily enough," replied Glossie and Flossie.
Down to the edge of the roof they raced, and then, without pausing, leaped through the air to the top
of the next building, where a huge, old-fashioned chimney stood.
"Don't be so long, this time," called Flossie, "or we shall never get back to the Forest by daybreak."
Claus made a trip down this chimney also and found five children sleeping in the house, all of
whom were quickly supplied with toys.
When he returned the deer sprang to the next roof, but on descending the chimney Claus found no
children there at all. That was not often the case in this village, however, so he lost less time than you
might suppose in visiting the dreary homes where there were no little ones.
When he had climbed down the chimneys of all the houses in that village, and had left a toy for
every sleeping child, Claus found that his great sack was not yet half emptied.
"Onward, friends!" he called to the deer; "we must seek another village."
So away they dashed, although it was long past midnight, and in a surprisingly short time they came
to a large city, the largest Claus had ever visited since he began to make toys. But, nothing daunted by
the throng of houses, he set to work at once and his beautiful steeds carried him rapidly from one roof
to another, only the highest being beyond the leaps of the agile deer.
At last the supply of toys was exhausted and Claus seated himself in the sledge, with the empty sack
at his feet, and turned the heads of Glossie and Flossie toward home.
Presently Flossie asked:
"What is that gray streak in the sky?"
"It is the coming dawn of day," answered Claus, surprised to find that it was so late.
"Good gracious!" exclaimed Glossie; "then we shall not be home by daybreak, and the Knooks will
punish us and never let us come again."
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"We must race for the Laughing Valley and make our best speed," returned Flossie; "so hold fast,
friend Claus!"
Claus held fast and the next moment was flying so swiftly over the snow that he could not see the
trees as they whirled past. Up hill and down dale, swift as an arrow shot from a bow they dashed, and
Claus shut his eyes to keep the wind out of them and left the deer to find their own way.
It seemed to him they were plunging through space, but he was not at all afraid. The Knooks were
severe masters, and must be obeyed at all hazards, and the gray streak in the sky was growing brighter
every moment.
Finally the sledge came to a sudden stop and Claus, who was taken unawares, tumbled from his seat
into a snowdrift. As he picked himself up he heard the deer crying:
"Quick, friend, quick! Cut away our harness!"
He drew his knife and rapidly severed the cords, and then he wiped the moisture from his eyes and
looked around him.
The sledge had come to a stop in the Laughing Valley, only a few feet, he found, from his own
door. In the East the day was breaking, and turning to the edge of Burzee he saw Glossie and Flossie
just disappearing in the Forest.
"SANTA CLAUS!"
Claus thought that none of the children would ever know where the toys came from which they
found by their bedsides when they wakened the following morning. But kindly deeds are sure to bring
fame, and fame has many wings to carry its tidings into far lands; so for miles and miles in every
direction people were talking of Claus and his wonderful gifts to children. The sweet generousness of
his work caused a few selfish folk to sneer, but even these were forced to admit their respect for a man
so gentle-natured that he loved to devote his life to pleasing the helpless little ones of his race.
Therefore the inhabitants of every city and village had been eagerly watching the coming of Claus,
and remarkable stories of his beautiful playthings were told the children to keep them patient and
contented.
When, on the morning following the first trip of Claus with his deer, the little ones came running to
their parents with the pretty toys they had found, and asked from whence they came, they was but one
reply to the question.
"The good Claus must have been here, my darlings; for his are the only toys in all the world!"
"But how did he get in?" asked the children.
At this the fathers shook their heads, being themselves unable to understand how Claus had gained
admittance to their homes; but the mothers, watching the glad faces of their dear ones, whispered that
the good Claus was no mortal man but assuredly a Saint, and they piously blessed his name for the
happiness he had bestowed upon their children.
"A Saint," said one, with bowed head, "has no need to unlock doors if it pleases him to enter our
homes."
And, afterward, when a child was naughty or disobedient, its mother would say:
"You must pray to the good Santa Claus for forgiveness. He does not like naughty children, and,
unless you repent, he will bring you no more pretty toys."
But Santa Claus himself would not have approved this speech. He brought toys to the children
because they were little and helpless, and because he loved them. He knew that the best of children
were sometimes naughty, and that the naughty ones were often good. It is the way with children, the
world over, and he would not have changed their natures had he possessed the power to do so.
And that is how our Claus became Santa Claus. It is possible for any man, by good deeds, to
enshrine himself as a Saint in the hearts of the people.
CHRISTMAS EVE
The day that broke as Claus returned from his night ride with Glossie and Flossie brought to him a
new trouble. Will Knook, the chief guardian of the deer, came to him, surly and ill-tempered, to
complain that he had kept Glossie and Flossie beyond daybreak, in opposition to his orders.
"Yet it could not have been very long after daybreak," said Claus.
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"It was one minute after," answered Will Knook, "and that is as bad as one hour. I shall set the
stinging gnats on Glossie and Flossie, and they will thus suffer terribly for their disobedience."
"Don't do that!" begged Claus. "It was my fault."
But Will Knook would listen to no excuses, and went away grumbling and growling in his illnatured way.
For this reason Claus entered the Forest to consult Necile about rescuing the good deer from
punishment. To his delight he found his old friend, the Master Woodsman, seated in the circle of
Nymphs.
Ak listened to the story of the night journey to the children and of the great assistance the deer had
been to Claus by drawing his sledge over the frozen snow.
"I do not wish my friends to be punished if I can save them," said the toy-maker, when he had
finished the relation. "They were only one minute late, and they ran swifter than a bird flies to get
home before daybreak."
Ak stroked his beard thoughtfully a moment, and then sent for the Prince of the Knooks, who rules
all his people in Burzee, and also for the Queen of the Fairies and the Prince of the Ryls.
When all had assembled Claus told his story again, at Ak's command, and then the Master
addressed the Prince of the Knooks, saying:
"The good work that Claus is doing among mankind deserves the support of every honest immortal.
Already he is called a Saint in some of the towns, and before long the name of Santa Claus will be
lovingly known in every home that is blessed with children. Moreover, he is a son of our Forest, so we
owe him our encouragement. You, Ruler of the Knooks, have known him these many years; am I not
right in saying he deserves our friendship?"
The Prince, crooked and sour of visage as all Knooks are, looked only upon the dead leaves at his
feet and muttered: "You are the Master Woodsman of the World!"
Ak smiled, but continued, in soft tones: "It seems that the deer which are guarded by your people
can be of great assistance to Claus, and as they seem willing to draw his sledge I beg that you will
permit him to use their services whenever he pleases."
The Prince did not reply, but tapped the curled point of his sandal with the tip of his spear, as if in
thought.
Then the Fairy Queen spoke to him in this way: "If you consent to Ak's request I will see that no
harm comes to your deer while they are away from the Forest."
And the Prince of the Ryls added: "For my part I will allow to every deer that assists Claus the
privilege of eating my casa plants, which give strength, and my grawle plants, which give fleetness of
foot, and my marbon plants, which give long life."
And the Queen of the Nymphs said: "The deer which draw the sledge of Claus will be permitted to
bathe in the Forest pool of Nares, which will give them sleek coats and wonderful beauty."
The Prince of the Knooks, hearing these promises, shifted uneasily on his seat, for in his heart he
hated to refuse a request of his fellow immortals, although they were asking an unusual favor at his
hands, and the Knooks are unaccustomed to granting favors of any kind. Finally he turned to his
servants and said:
"Call Will Knook."
When surly Will came and heard the demands of the immortals he protested loudly against granting
them.
"Deer are deer," said he, "and nothing but deer. Were they horses it would be right to harness them
like horses. But no one harnesses deer because they are free, wild creatures, owing no service of any
sort to mankind. It would degrade my deer to labor for Claus, who is only a man in spite of the
friendship lavished on him by the immortals."
"You have heard," said the Prince to Ak. "There is truth in what Will says."
"Call Glossie and Flossie," returned the Master.
The deer were brought to the conference and Ak asked them if they objected to drawing the sledge
for Claus.
"No, indeed!" replied Glossie; "we enjoyed the trip very much."
"And we tried to get home by daybreak," added Flossie, "but were unfortunately a minute too late."
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"A minute lost at daybreak doesn't matter," said Ak. "You are forgiven for that delay."
"Provided it does not happen again," said the Prince of the Knooks, sternly.
"And will you permit them to make another journey with me?" asked Claus, eagerly.
The Prince reflected while he gazed at Will, who was scowling, and at the Master Woodsman, who
was smiling.
Then he stood up and addressed the company as follows:
"Since you all urge me to grant the favor I will permit the deer to go with Claus once every year, on
Christmas Eve, provided they always return to the Forest by daybreak. He may select any number he
pleases, up to ten, to draw his sledge, and those shall be known among us as Reindeer, to distinguish
them from the others. And they shall bathe in the Pool of Nares, and eat the casa and grawle and
marbon plants and shall be under the especial protection of the Fairy Queen. And now cease scowling,
Will Knook, for my words shall be obeyed!"
He hobbled quickly away through the trees, to avoid the thanks of Claus and the approval of the
other immortals, and Will, looking as cross as ever, followed him.
But Ak was satisfied, knowing that he could rely on the promise of the Prince, however grudgingly
given; and Glossie and Flossie ran home, kicking up their heels delightedly at every step.
"When is Christmas Eve?" Claus asked the Master.
"In about ten days," he replied.
"Then I can not use the deer this year," said Claus, thoughtfully, "for I shall not have time enough to
make my sackful of toys."
"The shrewd Prince foresaw that," responded Ak, "and therefore named Christmas Eve as the day
you might use the deer, knowing it would cause you to lose an entire year."
"If I only had the toys the Awgwas stole from me," said Claus, sadly, "I could easily fill my sack for
the children."
"Where are they?" asked the Master.
"I do not know," replied Claus, "but the wicked Awgwas probably hid them in the mountains."
Ak turned to the Fairy Queen.
"Can you find them?" he asked.
"I will try," she replied, brightly.
Then Claus went back to the Laughing Valley, to work as hard as he could, and a band of Fairies
immediately flew to the mountain that had been haunted by the Awgwas and began a search for the
stolen toys.
The Fairies, as we well know, possess wonderful powers; but the cunning Awgwas had hidden the
toys in a deep cave and covered the opening with rocks, so no one could look in. Therefore all search
for the missing playthings proved in vain for several days, and Claus, who sat at home waiting for
news from the Fairies, almost despaired of getting the toys before Christmas Eve.
He worked hard every moment, but it took considerable time to carve out and to shape each toy and
to paint it properly, so that on the morning before Christmas Eve only half of one small shelf above the
window was filled with playthings ready for the children.
But on this morning the Fairies who were searching in the mountains had a new thought. They
joined hands and moved in a straight line through the rocks that formed the mountain, beginning at the
topmost peak and working downward, so that no spot could be missed by their bright eyes. And at last
they discovered the cave where the toys had been heaped up by the wicked Awgwas.
It did not take them long to burst open the mouth of the cave, and then each one seized as many toys
as he could carry and they all flew to Claus and laid the treasure before him.
The good man was rejoiced to receive, just in the nick of time, such a store of playthings with
which to load his sledge, and he sent word to Glossie and Flossie to be ready for the journey at
nightfall.
With all his other labors he had managed to find time, since the last trip, to repair the harness and to
strengthen his sledge, so that when the deer came to him at twilight he had no difficulty in harnessing
them.
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"We must go in another direction to-night," he told them, "where we shall find children I have never
yet visited. And we must travel fast and work quickly, for my sack is full of toys and running over the
brim!"
So, just as the moon arose, they dashed out of the Laughing Valley and across the plain and over the
hills to the south. The air was sharp and frosty and the starlight touched the snowflakes and made them
glitter like countless diamonds. The reindeer leaped onward with strong, steady bounds, and Claus'
heart was so light and merry that he laughed and sang while the wind whistled past his ears:
"With a ho, ho, ho!
And a ha, ha, ha!
And a ho, ho! ha, ha, hee!
Now away we go
O'er the frozen snow,
As merry as we can be!"
Jack Frost heard him and came racing up with his nippers, but when he saw it was Claus he laughed
and turned away again.
The mother owls heard him as he passed near a wood and stuck their heads out of the hollow places
in the tree-trunks; but when they saw who it was they whispered to the owlets nestling near them that it
was only Santa Claus carrying toys to the children. It is strange how much those mother owls know.
Claus stopped at some of the scattered farmhouses and climbed down the chimneys to leave
presents for the babies. Soon after he reached a village and worked merrily for an hour distributing
playthings among the sleeping little ones. Then away again he went, signing his joyous carol:
"Now away we go
O'er the gleaming snow,
While the deer run swift and free!
For to girls and boys
We carry the toys
That will fill their hearts with glee!"
The deer liked the sound of his deep bass voice and kept time to the song with their hoofbeats on
the hard snow; but soon they stopped at another chimney and Santa Claus, with sparkling eyes and
face brushed red by the wind, climbed down its smoky sides and left a present for every child the
house contained.
It was a merry, happy night. Swiftly the deer ran, and busily their driver worked to scatter his gifts
among the sleeping children.
But the sack was empty at last, and the sledge headed homeward; and now again the race with
daybreak began. Glossie and Flossie had no mind to be rebuked a second time for tardiness, so they
fled with a swiftness that enabled them to pass the gale on which the Frost King rode, and soon
brought them to the Laughing Valley.
It is true when Claus released his steeds from their harness the eastern sky was streaked with gray,
but Glossie and Flossie were deep in the Forest before day fairly broke.
Claus was so wearied with his night's work that he threw himself upon his bed and fell into a deep
slumber, and while he slept the Christmas sun appeared in the sky and shone upon hundreds of happy
homes where the sound of childish laughter proclaimed that Santa Claus had made them a visit.
God bless him! It was his first Christmas Eve, and for hundreds of years since then he has nobly
fulfilled his mission to bring happiness to the hearts of little children.
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Vertimų projektas „TAVO ŽVILGSNIS 2017“
1. Švietimo įstaigos pavadinimas
2. Moksleivio (-ės) vardas, pavardė
(spausdintinėmis raidėmis)
3. Mokytojo (darbo vadovo) vardas, pavardė
4. Verčiamo teksto pavadinimas (lietuvių
kalba)
5. Užsienio kalba, iš kurios verčiama
6. Tai Jūsų pirmoji ar antroji užsienio kalba?
7. Moksleivio klasė/kursas
8. Moksleivio amžius
9. Užsienio kalbos mokymosi metai

Vertimo lapas

