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pathways leading to the house.
Perfectly clipped hedges circled
the property. It was a
breathtaking sight.
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The inside of Clayton Mansion
was richly furnished and
absolutely spotless. Large
paintings lined the walls of the
wide hallways. The doors in
the mansion were all
intricately carved out of oak.

Jessica was sitting by the
Christmas tree, wearing a
lovely green and gold dress. A
mountain of presents lay under
the tree, and the eight-year-old
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“Can you play with me?” her little brother’s
voice asked

Jessica didn’t even look up. “Go away, Jeffrey,” she
said in a nasty voice. “I don’t have time to play with
you. And plus, you always ruin things.”

“Miss Jessica,” a maid called from the next room.
“You need to get ready for your horse-riding
lessons.”

“I don’t want to go riding today,” answered Jessica

lazily.
The maid sighed and continued cleaning.

Jeffrey came into the entrance hall, this time with his
train set. “Please will you help me set up my train,
Jess?” he asked. “I can’t do it myself.”

“I told you no before,” Jessica snapped. “Go get one
of the servants to help you, and don’t bother me
anymore.”

******

“Wake up, Jessie! Wake up!” the little voice lisped.
The chubby hands reached out and shook Jessica’s
shoulders insistently.

“Go away, Jeffrey,” she muttered and turned over.
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“I’m not Jeffrey. I’'m Kenny,” came the voice
again.

“Who’s Kenny?” Jessica asked, as she opened her
eyes sleepily. As soon as she looked around the
dark, cold room, she bolted out of bed. This wasn’t
her room at all!

Newspaper was stuffed into cracks in the walls to
keep the cold air out. She saw tattered curtains and
a rickety dresser. Four beds were crammed into the
tiny room. The blankets on the beds were patched
and stitched from continual wear. She looked out
the window and saw the bustle of a fairly busy
street. “Albertson Drive?!” she exclaimed, reading
the street sign outside the window. “Where am 1?”

Jessica looked around the room 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.

Just then a woman’s head peeked around the door.
“Good morning, Jessica,” she called. “I trust you
slept well.”

“I slept fine,” Jessica answered.
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“Once you’ve made your bed, would you

please set the table for breakfast?” the
woman asked sweetly.

“Isn’t the maid supposed to do that?”
Jessica snapped back, before she
could catch herself.

Mother looked puzzled for a moment,
and then a smile spread across her
face. “That must’ve been quite some
dream, child!” she said with a little
laugh. “But we really must be on with
our day. Father will be returning from
his night shift shortly and we’ll eat
breakfast together. Please come and
give me a hand as soon as you’re done
tidying your room.”

“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.
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Jessica gingerly crept out 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. A roaring fire
blazed in the fireplace, and in the corner stood a
scrawny tree decorated with simple, homemade
decorations.

Jessica went to the kitchen to set the table, but
soon realized she didn’t know how. Not knowing
where anything was, she began to open every
cupboard door in search of bowls and utensils.

CRASH! One of the bowils fell to the ground and
shattered. The house went completely silent as
everyone turned and eyed Jessica. The family was
so poor that every bowl was valuable.

Jessica bent to pick up the larger pieces of the
broken bowl. As she did, she cut her finger on the
broken bowl, and let out a cry of pain. Mother
quickly turned, saw the situation, and grabbed a
cloth. She wrapped it tightly around the cut to
stop the bleeding. “It’ll be okay,” she said softly.

“I’m sorry,” was all Jessica could mutter.

B R, Sofosemttk 7 B, ANV
EIZEWE . WNEDHERFTTE, LA
PR TREE 55 o X0 5§ RN SCRIH, {H
— B o R A B VAR AN 1T . BE
b ARG B IR B Ko BRI AR, A
Eﬁﬁ%%%ﬁ%%%%%%@%%%%$
s

SEEOR BB b RESE IR, EA AR Pl 5 B
I B AN R B R, AN RNTE AT AT 2R PH A
R EE o Wb AT R RIAE & SR BN L

gk | — R AR 1. R AR

B REERS, EMHKEMRTS, PrLla
PHIE IR FE 5T
BT FEERRER AR, RIZI,

TR R 1, W KRR . 1
PARIRFE L B oKk, BEFIN 7 —BA s R
EiEiok, DMERIERM. “2iFmr 7
b T SR L

“SIANER, 7 B EnLEE



When the father had returned, the family gathered
around the table. As Jessica took a bite of her
porridge, she cringed. It had no butter and very
little sugar in it. But she was so hungry that she
gingerly took another bite and then another. /¢
not too bad, I 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 I was going to go play with my...” Jessica
started to answer, but stopped. “All right,”
continued Jessica, and called the little kids to
follow her.

******

That afternoon, after Mother had returned from the
market, she came to see Jessica. She was carrying
a small basin of warm water and a cloth. “How’s
your hand doing, Jessie?” she asked.

“Fine. The bleeding stopped a while ago, but it’s a
little sore.”
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“I’m so sorry about that. Let me clean
it, so that it won’t get infected.”
Mother removed the bandage and
gently cleaned the cut.

“Is everything okay?” she asked
Jessica. “You seem a little out of sorts.
| noticed that you’re finding your jobs
harder to do around the house. You
guestion doing them much more than
you used to.”

Jessica stared at the floor, embarrassed
by what she heard. But how am |
supposed to react? she asked herself.

“There is something I want you to
know,” Mother said, as she wrapped a
clean bandage on Jessica’s hand. “I
want you to know how much | need and
appreciate your help around the house.
Sara and you are both so helpful, and it
makes things a lot easier for me. I can’t
imagine how it would be if [ didn’t
have you to help me. So | wanted to
thank you for helping me, even if there
are other things that you would prefer
to be doing instead.”
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Jessica had never had anyone thank her for helping,
because she had never taken the time to help another
person. Jessica felt ashamed of how selfish and
unkind she had been. “I know you want to do the
right thing, Jessica, and I understand that it’s not
always easy. So thank you very much for doing it
anyway, and for helping me all the time. I love you
so much.”

Mother hugged Jessica for a few moments before
she left the room.

Jessica sat there for a few minutes reflecting. | want
to be kinder to other people, she thought. 7 don *
know how exactly, but I'm sure there are things that
| can do to help and | want to try 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. It was a lot of
work, but Jessica found that it was actually fun.
Every time she helped someone or shared something
with others, she felt good inside. That night she
went to bed feeling content and satisfied.

*******

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

“How did I get back?” she cried, as she jumped
out of bed. “Oh my goodness, Jeffrey! It must
have all just been a dream!” She laughed happily.
“It’s wonderful to be back. And it’s so good to see
you!” she said as she gave him a big hug.
Jeffrey’s eyes were wide with surprise!

“I love you, Jeffrey. I'm so sorry I haven’t been
very nice to you lately. Please forgive me? Let’s
go set 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 with a
smile. “That’s just wonderful!”

After breakfast, Jessica exclaimed, “Oh, Mother,
I have an idea. Why don’t we find a poor family
who doesn’t have anything special for Christmas,
and bring them some presents? I’d like to give
some of my presents away to make them happy.”
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There were tears in her mother’s eyes when Jessica had finished. “That’s such a kind thought,

Sweetheart. X

As Jessica was putting presents into a big red sack, Jeffrey came to her. “I want to share my =

presents too,” he said softly. Jessica and Jeffrey finished filling the sack with presents, and tied it ﬁ
shut with a gold ribbon. :

When they got to the shabby house on Albertson Drive, they set the sack outside the door.
Jessica peeked out from behind a bush 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 an angel has brought 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.
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