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SU(}J/1( Jl:J.(V SPICE. 

4' FTER all, there is no time like Christmas; 
u1 t least, that is what May says-she 

is my eldest sister you know, and 
I th1'nk I think so too. But I'm 

~- not quite sure, for it's Christmas-
- time now, and I always seem to 

think there never has been a time quite so good 
as the time that is now. 

At Christmas-time, of course, there are no 
lessons, and no horrid sums to add up wrong, and 
one can almost do what on~ likes-though not 
quite-and it is such fun putting up the holly and 





mistletoe and helping to make the pudding, and 
running messages, and a heap of other things 
which only come at Christmas. 

And then there is the snow. Of course, it is 
very dreary when it is snowing, and we are not 
al lowed to go out doors ; but then, when it has all 
come down, and the sun comes out, and we can run 
about and play, and throw snowballs atone another, 
and watch Pongo rolling about, one forgets all 
about the sad time that has just gone. Pongo 
is our little dog, you know, such a funny, fluffy, 
furry little dog he is too, just like a Lall of worsted. 

My big brother Jack says little dogs are no 
use, they are only in the way; but I am quite sure 





they are not, and I am certain we should never 

have got home the other day if it had not been for 
Pongo. The snow had just given 

!, $/''o, OYer, and ''"e asked 1\'lamma _to let us 
: · '?'. go and help J ohn to bring home 
\:.. ~ "--d.- the holly. So she wrapped t:s 

1
-",,--,~ . . up with gloyes and muffiers, 
,. -.. ..... ~,~ - . and cloaks, and our very 

".'- ' strongest coots, and told 
us io take great care of ourse Ives and not to lose 
little Pongo on the ·way. 

"\Ye had great fun gathering the holly-boughs 
which John chopped off; and ,vhen he had 
finished, ,ve each took a branch and started off 

home. But we didn't get very far before the 
snow came on again, and ,Ye ,rent 

first one way and then the other, t 

for we could not see an inch tt;; 

before us, and May said I 
began to cry, though I am 



• ..._: ~-,.. L 

quile sure it was only the cold wind lhat brought 
the tears into my eyes; and then we stood quite 
still until M:iy thought, perhaps Pongo could 
show us the way home. So she said, "Home, 
Pongo ! " and be sniffed about a little and trotted 
off just as fast as enr he could, u nil we could 
scarcely keep up with him, but he found his \\'ay 
home quite right. So you see there 1's some 
use in little dogs; and so l told Jack iYhen ,,..e 
got home. 

Of course, we have other pets besides Pongo. 
There's our old cat Tabby and her two kittens-



0ne grey and one while-Sugar and Spice we call 
them. Sugar is a big strong fellow, and if he goes 
on growing as be does now, he will soon be as 
big as old Tabby herself; but Spice, his little white 
sister , has only just started t'1 grow, and when we 
give them their saucer of milk, he often pushes her 
away, for he is a very greedy little cat; and, indeed, 
I think most cats are until they are properly La.ught. 
So May ta.kes him up on her shoulders when he has 
had his share, and poor little Spice gets some 
after all. 

Thtn, there is our grey parrot \\'ho can ~peak 
quite a number of words, and I think she ought to 
I e able to, for she h:is been 
learning alld learning for ;'~~-- _ 
ever so many years; all(] /0 'x 
l\[amma says she be- .. , ~< 1~((,~~~-1,.:._·:,,t·j :.\:~,: -... 
lieves she is quite as • •·\, 
old as she is, which " 1

-\\ ~~,,.,. \L 
al1rnys seems Yery .- .-:._ ""'fi..!.. ~:~-~ ~ -
funny to us. She- 7.:::-...::;,_:: 

::;:.;- --­----- --



Baby was having his breakfast in his high 
chair, but somehow or other he fe ll out. I 
suppose, though , he didn 't hurt himself; and 
when I came in I saw old Tabby sitting in poor 
Baby 's chair, washing herse lf. She had eaten up 

all his lJreakfast, and was purring away as hard 
as ever she could . 

But I don't think I Joye any of our pets quite 
so much as my two bunnies. One is quite brown 
and the other is white with bla"k spots, and they 





know me so well. They are not at all frightened 
when I take them up and nurse them, but I can 
only see them on fine days, when nurse says we 
may run about in the yard. On rainy days we 
have to sit in and play. Sometimes we borrow 
the very biggest clothes basket and go to sea in it. 
We take Bobby with us, but he does not seem to 
like the sea at all, and always tries to get out. 
Baby, our little sister-she's a year younger than 
I am-thinks, perhaps, he is seasick, but l don't 
see how he can be, because, of course, we are 
only pretending. 
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