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'"T'WAS THE NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS...

‘Twas the Night before
Christmas” is a poem first
published in 1823. Accord-
ing to legend, "A Visit" was
composed by Clement
Clarke Moore on a snowy
winter's day during a shop-
ping trip on a sleigh.

'"Twas the night before
Christmas, when all
through the house
Not a creature was stir-
ring, not even a mouse;
The stockings were hung
by the chimney with care,
In hopes that St. Nicholas
soon would be there;
The children were nestled
all snug in their beds;
While visions of sugar-
plums danced in their
heads;

And mamma in her
'kerchief, and I in my cap,
Had just settled our brains
for a long winter's nap,
When out on the lawn
there arose such a clatter,
I sprang from my bed to
see what was the matter.
Away to the window I
flew like a flash,
Tore open the shutters
and threw up the sash.

The moon on the breast
of the new-fallen snow,
Gave a lustre of midday
to objects below,
‘When what to my won-
dering eyes did appear,
But a miniature sleigh
and eight tiny rein-deer,
With a little old driver so
lively and quick,

I knew in a moment he
must be St. Nick.
More rapid than eagles
his coursers they came,
And he whistled, and
shouted, and called them
by name:

"Now, Dasher! now,
Dancer! now Prancer and
Vixen!

On, Comet! on, Cupid!
on, Donner and Blitzen!
To the top of the porch!
to the top of the wall!
Now dash away! dash
away! dash away all!"
As leaves that before the
wild hurricane fly,
When they meet with an
obstacle, mount to the
sky;

So up to the housetop the
coursers they flew
With the sleigh full of

toys, and St. Nicholas
too—

And then, in a twinkling,
I heard on the roof
The prancing and pawing
of each little hoof.

As 1 drew in my head,
and was turning around,
Down the chimney St.
Nicholas came with a
bound.

He was dressed all in fur,
from his head to his foot,
And his clothes were all
tarnished with ashes and
soot;

A bundle of toys he had
flung on his back,
And he looked like a ped-
ler just opening his pack.
His eyes—how they twin-
kled! his dimples, how
merry!

His cheeks were like ros-
es, his nose like a cherry!
His droll little mouth was
drawn up like a bow,
And the beard on his chin
was as white as the snow;
The stump of a pipe he
held tight in his teeth,
And the smoke, it encir-
cled his head like a
wreath;

He had a broad face and a
little round belly
That shook when he
laughed, like a bowl full
of jelly.

He was chubby and
plump, a right jolly old
elf,

And I'laughed when I
saw him, in spite of my-
self;

A wink of his eye and a
twist of his head
Soon gave me to know I
had nothing to dread;
He spoke not a word, but
went straight to his work,
And filled all the stock-
ings; then turned with a
jerk,

And laying his finger
aside of his nose,
And giving a nod, up the
chimney he rose;

He sprang to his sleigh, to
his team gave a whistle,
And away they all flew
like the down of a thistle.
But I heard him exclaim,
‘ere he drove out of
sight—

“Happy Christmas to all,
and to all a good night!”
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Disenchanted
The Trials of
Cinderella

By Megan Morrison

Ella Coach has one wish:
revolution. Her mother died
working in a sweatshop, and
Ella wants every laborer in
the Blue Kingdom to receive
fairer treatment. But to
make that happen, she'll
need some high-level sup-

(4'INDERE

Youth Friends of the Library Newsletter — December 2016

port...

Prince Dash Charming has
one wish: evolution. The
Charming Curse forced gen-
erations of Charming men to
lie, cheat, and break hearts --
but with the witch En-
vearia's death, the curse has
ended. Now Dash wants to
be a better person, but he
doesn't know where to
start...

Serge can grant any wish --

and has: As an executive
fairy godfather, he's catered
to the wildest whims of
spoiled teenagers from the
richest, most entitled fami-
lies in Blue. But now a new
name has come up on his
list, someone nobody's ever
heard of... Ella Coach.

This is a story about three
people who want something
better and who together find
the faith to change their
worlds.

WHAT’S NEW...

New York Times Bestseiling, Three-Time
Newbery Hosor-Winning Asthor of urte in Paradise

Full of Beans

By Jennifer L. Holm

Grown-ups lie. That’s one
truth Beans knows for
sure. He and his gang
know how to spot a whop-
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per a mile away, because
they are the savviest
bunch of barefoot conchs
(that means “locals”) in
all of Key West. Not that
Beans really minds; it’s
1934, the middle of the
Great Depression. With
no jobs on the island, and

no money anywhere, who
can really blame the
grown-ups for telling a
few tales? Besides, Beans
isn’t anyone’s fool. In fact,
he has plans. Big plans.
And the consequences
might surprise even Beans
himself.

Squish Pod vs. Pod

L3

it’s green . . . it’s blobby . . . it’s
gross . . . it’s SQUISH!, a comic-
book-loving amoeba

Awkward
o‘!k‘?qrd

Svetlana Chmakava

Cardinal rule #1 for surviving
school: Don't get noticed by the
mean kids.

Sunny side Up

Sunny Lewin has been packed
off to Florida to live with her
grandfather for the summer.




