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We Wish A Merry Christmas To All The Reporter Readers. 
A CHRISTMAS 

TELEPHONE 
By ALICE E. ALLEN. 

D 
[Copyright, 1910, by American Press Asso

ciation.] 
OROTHY left her playthings In 

a heap on the floor. She pulled 
a chair to the telephone on the 
desk. She climbed Into it 

Her curly bead reached the mouth
piece. She unhooked the receiver and 
put it to her ear, just as father did. 

"Number?" said a voice so quickly 
that Dorothy Jumped. 

"Two-two-nine-six," she said clearly. 
That was what father said. 

In a minute, close to Dorothy's ear it 
•eemed, another voice spoke. 

"Hello!" it said pleasantly. 
"Is this Santa Glaus?" asked Doro

thy as much like father as possible. 
"Yes," said the voice sweetly. "What 

I* It?" 
Dorothy hesitated. 
"You don't sound just like Santa 

Claus," she said. 
"Well, I am," the voice laughed. 

"But who is this 
— s o m e  l i t t l e  
girl?" 

"I'm Dorothy 
Grant." . 

" D o r o t h y  
Grant?" The 
voice seemed, sur
prised. Dorothy 
hastened to ex
plain. 

" D o r o t i y  
Grant, 234 Park 
place," she said 
"Don't yon know 
me?" 

"Oh,** "cried the 
voice, —of course 
I do now! But 
I've never seen 
you, have I? You 
a r e  M r .  J o h n  
Grant's little 

girl, are you not, Dorothy?" 
"Yes," said Dorothy. "But, you see. 

he isn't home. He isn't ever, 'oept 
Sundays and Christmases and Thanks 
givlngs and such days. That's why 1 
had to ask you. There isn't any one in 
the bouse 'cept Rhoda and Sofia. So 
fla's so old she's deaf. You aren't deaf 
yet, are you, Santa Claus?" 

"Not yet," laughed the voice. "I can 
hear you quite well. Go on." 

"Soda takes care of the bouse and 
father, and Rhoda takes care of me. 
But they don't understand about Eve
lyn, and tomorrow, when father '11 bo 
here, it will be too late, 'cause tomor
row's Christmas. And you must give 
Christmas gifts on Christmas, mustn't 
you?' 

"Yes," said the voice. "What is it 
you want, Dorothy?" 

"It's about Evelyn. I didn't hear it 
myself till Rhoda told me today when 
she dressed me—that is, I didn't bear 
all of It You don't know Evelyn, do 
you?" 

-Why. no; 1 think not." 
U1 was Just about sure you didn't, 

'cause, you see, you've never given her 
a single thing, she says. And she's 
older'n me—a little. She's always -been 
lame, but she's never been sick till 

? •-%" ^ now: Think of being sick at Christ
ie mas time! And the doctor says she 

must have fruit and nice things to eat. 
- And she can't, you see, because Rhoda 

says it took every cent there was 

**tOU'BE MB. JOBS 
GRANT'S LITTLE 
GIRL?" _ 
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"Where does Evelyn live?" 
a- "It's 22 Monroe street. I've been 
>•;' there with Rhoda. And it's up ever 
i|k -and ever so many stairs. 1 don't know 

how- you'll ever get there. Are you so 
verj stent?" 

"Not so very. I climb stairs yet 
' ̂qulte easily." 

"I knew you'd help if yon only knew 
- about it!" cried Dorothy. 
fpj^ "iVhat does Evelyn need most be-
i&i aides the nice things to eat?" 
EN "She needs most everything," said 
v Dorothy. "I bought her a Teddy bear 
.«?£. with my own money. She just had to 
Ik* have him. But a dolly is quite nec'sa-

ty too. Don't you think so?" 
"Very. And some picture books?" 

r , "Oh! And a chair that won't hurt 
her back—a soft, comfy one." ' 

"A pretty gown"— 
~ t "And some slippers"— #' 
. i :  H f * A n d  f l o w e r s " —  : - . . v  
$;V: "Most anything you hare left over!** 
^/~J cried Dorothy in great excitement. 

"Evelyn 'd like anything, 'cause she 
£ hasn't anything, to begin with." 

• "I see,""said the voice gently. "We'll 
bare -a lovely Christmas-for Evelyn 
Ndw. Isn't there something you'd like 
tor yourself. Dorothy?" 
^ Oorpthy hesitated. ! . 
" "There Is—one thing," she said slow
ly. "I've never even told father. . But 
I do want it dreadfully." 

s ;(,What Is It?" encouraged the voice. 
"I want-a—a mother all my very 

own," said Dorothy. "Barbara has 
one and Connie. -And Maude has one 
and two .grandmothers betides*. Why. 

a on* 

' i *}jr "oK.*. -
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HB looK. her one day in his automobile. 
And he tutu a magnate in iron and sleet. 

Her Dery best gown tvw a cheap little latun. 
Hut her face tear at lonely and fresh as the datam. 
He had horses and cattle and acre•* of land 
And servants to tvait on hie slightest command. 
A house in the country, a palace in totoun 
(Hut the eyes of hit chattffet$r Were gentle and brownX 

© 

f%HIS' captarn of finance, he twooed liKf a 
M King. 
•Sio the did not say "fio" When he bronght 

her a ring. 
He showered her Wtth presents of diamond* 

and pearl* 
And crotvned her tvith roses, this fairest of 

girls. 
Hut the glittering jetuels tovere soon pushed 

aside. 
And his roses, neglected, soon tuilted and 

died. 
For the magnate Xuas grirzled and U/rinKJed 

tend old. 
And the locks of the chauffeur teere yettotm 

Of gold. 

/Iff. youth unto youth is forever the 
same 

As the torch to the tote, as the moth to the 
flame. 

Jc the Jetuels and ring, tutth a message 
contrite. 

Went back to the elderly wooer one 
night. 

And silent and darl( stood the automo
bile. 

With no tights o'er the bonnet, no hand on 
the Wheel. 

For a maiden m latun and a lotfer in 
leather 

Walked Christmas exfe to the parson's to
gether. 

Mine died; you know, when ! came 
And 1 would <like another jne." 
. *4Y«8," said the voice. 

"t*d like a pretty little one with dim
ples, like Connie's mother. She isn't 
hardly ever real cross, even when Con 
nle tears her gown. And she kisse; 
Connie real often, and puts her to bed 
every single night, and tells her sto
ries. But most any kind would do if 
father liked her. She'd have to stav 
here, you know." 

A mischievous little laugh soundod 
In Dorothy's ear. But in a minute the 
voice said: 

"Is that all, Dorothy?" 
"Yes: thank you," said Dorothy, as 

father had taught her. 
"You dear, quaint little thing!" cried 

the voice. "May I come to see you 
soon?" 

"Why, of course, Santa Claus," said 
Dorothy. 

# • • • • • • 

"But wasn't Santa Claus funny to 
ask that, father?" asked Dorothy. Fa-

ther had sur
prised her by 
coming home be
fore her bedtime, 
and she was tell
ing him all that 
had happened. 
"Of course he's 
coming. Doesn't 
he always? Why 
should he ask If 
he could?" 

rather c h u c-
kltd. 

"What number 
did you ask for, 
Dolly?" be said. 

"Two-two-nine-
r 1 x." saidv Dor-
othy. "the one 
you always say." 

Father gave a 
long low whistle. Then he asked: 

"Was S:ima's voice deep and gruffV 
Dorothy slum!; In-r bead. 
"It wits low and sweet, and every 

little way it had Ir.nphs in It," sh< 
said. 

After Dorothy hnd pone her happj 
way to dreamland Mr. John Gram 
went to the telephone. 

"Two-two-nine-six." he snld.. 
In a moment there canie to him o 

voice, low and sweet, with lauprhs in it. 
"Is this Miss Annie Claus?" he,asked'. 
"Yes. And this is Mr. Grant?"-
"Yes. Yon had a conversation with 

my little daughter this morning, Mfss 
Claus?" 

"Yes—bless the child! How did she 
know me and thy number?" 

"She didn't, but—bless the child—she 
tried the only number she remembered 
and found you. She was trying to get 
Santa Claus." 

"Santa Claus?? ; 
•"Yes." ; 
Annie Claus-laughed;:- v'v 

"1 understand now," she cried. 
•That was why she asked If I were 
deaf yet—and stout How fanny and 
sweet and dear of her! Well, thanks 
to her and to-Evelyn, I've played San-, 
ta's part and haid the loneliest Christ
mas I ever hadso far." " 
,*It was good of you, Aimle.H <ald 

3ohnGrant 

"BUT WASN'T SANTA 
CLAUS UN NY TO 
ASK THA I V" 

"One would do inytnlng for Dorothy.1 

"W.iulo one?" 
"Anything one could," amended. Ai^. 

nle . in suspicious 
haste. 

" Y o u  h a v e  
E v e l y n ' s  g i f t s  
ready?" asked Mr. 
Grant. 

"All ready. You 
should see"— 

" A n d  D o r o 
thy's?" 

"Dorothy's?" 
"The one thing 

she wants — she 
told me, Annie. 
Is it ready?" 

"Not quite." 
"But, Annie, to

morrow is Christ
mas, and Christ
mas gifts must be "19 this miss Ainm 
given on Christ* CLAUS?" 
mas." 

A mischievous little laugh rippled 
over the wire. 

"Dorothy stipulated that In the se
lection of her gift her father must be 
pleased," said Annie Claus. 

"That needn't bother you. You have 

more, haven't you?" 
"Ye-es, unless he has changed his 

mind." • ;/ 
"He hasn't, Annie, and never will 

Don't you believe that?" 
"Ye-es." 
"Well?" 
"CoDje over to my Christmas tree to 

morrow night, yoa and Dorothy. Eve 
lyn will be here. We'll talk tliinjr-
aver." 

"Thank you; we'll come without fnil 
But Dorothy—and Dorothy's futlier— 
will be ssidly disappointed if lutrothy's 
gift isn't ready." 

"Perhaps It will be." 
"Annie—really ?" 
But Annie Claus had miig off. 

Eight Millions For Toys. 
The real amount of cash money paid 

out in the United States alone for toys 
that on Christmas morning gladden the 
hearts of American children' is con 
servatively estimated at $8,000,000 
This means about 60 cents apiece for 
the something like 13,000,000 of five 
to twelve year old children. The chil
dren of no other country have so creat 
an amount expended for toys for them. 

A CHRISTMAS 
•ByMAHCIA. 

[Copyright, 1910, by American Press Asso
ciation.] 

DEAR COUSIN JACK— 
Pray come to spend 

Ths Holly days with your true Friend. 
In Hopes that Weather will permit 
To your good Parents Pa has writ. 
And you and Ned and Frank can ride 
Your Ponies by the Chariot's ride. 

I am desired to say that Nan 
Expects such Sport with Cousin Fan. 
She has a Doll from London Town, 
With an Egret and Tabby Gown." 
She ia so proud I But, Jack. w« Boys 
C&.n think of better Thing* thatn Toys. 

'"tioodr^ Annie qnefttOOed. 

RsJ beg* Ms love. Pray answer quick 
Your faithful, loving. 

COUSIN DICK. 1 J 
r 

n>^sT * •"? *•"/ 

P. S.—Tlwn caae gOt Gingerbread 
Frees England in * Box ; for Ned 
There's a Dragoon; for.ft&ncii. loot.̂  
Bet. Jadt I'll save King George for yoi" 

OF LONG AGO 
F I E L D  

THE yellowed letter, so it runs. 
Oft read by sons and ions of sons. 

Above the formal sheet, outspread. 
Dick bent Ms curly, ribboned hestd. 
With tight grasped goose quill moving 

slow, 
That Christmas season long ago. 

*Twas sealed and sent—one must confess. 
Ill sealed; a finger burnt. 1 guess! 
Black Poeapey rode 'twixt Uth and kin. 
With ebon face and ivory grin. 
To bear /nch letters to and fro 
la Christmas season long »go. 

Our fancy paints the Yuletide sporty 
At hoipttSkble Holly Court-
How Dick and Nan and Hetrry ran 
To welcome Ned and Frank and Fan 
And Jack, with apple cheeks aglow. -
In Christmas season long ago. 

What mirthful games, what generous 

What sirloins huge, what cider clear. 
What "puddens"—Dicky spelled it thus— 
What hut brown turkeys odorous. . 
What Mg mince pies in spicy row. 
In Christmas season long ago! 

As round the hearth the circles smiled 
What log fires roared 'neath mantels tiled. 
Where, figuring forth the Scripture tale. 
Blue Jonah fed the azure whale I 
What singing sounds, what genial glow. 
In Christmas season long agot • 

What stories told as snug they sat 
By Cousin This or Uncle That. • ' 
Till.Dicky vowed to go to so*,-..-
But Jack a soldier bold would be, 
Fight for the King and make & show 
In scarlet coat, leing. long atgo 

All passed., like scenes' in shifting fire. 
And sailor Dick grew up a squire. 
WMle—strange , the change A* swift 

years brihg .̂"-
Bold jack fell fighfing 'grfnat the King. 
All vanfabed like ̂ the 
tlf TbiMfii' 

TRAGIC CHRISTMAS DAYS. 

Werld'a Greatest Holiday- Has. Often 
Been Reddened by Blood. 

Christmas, which should be and usu
ally is the merriest day of all the year, 
has sometimes been reddened by blood
shed and blackened by tragedy. 

One of the most barbarous of the 
persecutions against the Christians 
was begun by Diocletian on Christ
mas day, A. D. 303, when a church 
in Nlcodemla, filled with Christians, 
was ordered by him to be set on fire. 
Every way of egress was barred, and 
not a single worshiper escaped the 
flames. 

Yuletide In 1066 was a melancholy 
time in England, which nevertheless 
always celebrated it with the utmost 
eagerness, for Harold, the last of the 
Saxons, had fallen before the Nor
man conqueror, and on Dec. 25 of thai 
year William the Conqueror was 
crowned in Westminster abbey. The 
occasion was signalized by the slaugh
ter of a huge crowd of Anglo-Saxons 
outside of the church through a mis
taken idea that they had risen iu re
volt 

Exactly two years later there was 
an uprising of the malcontents in tbt 
northern counties who hoped to throw 
off the Norman yoke. William marc h
ed in person against the rebels and 
directed a universal slaughter. His 
men surprised several garrisons and 
put them to the sword. Neither tlge 
nor sex was spared, and every house 
fn the disaffected regions was razed to 
the ground. It is said that over 100,-
000 men, women and children perished 
on Dec. 25, 1068. 

It was on Christmas day lh the year 
1170 that Thomas a Becket, the great
est English cleric of his day, ascended 
the cathedral pulpit at Canterbury and 
preached what may be called bis own 
funeral sermon. . The words he made 
use of so angered Henry IL that he let 
fall those fatal words: "If anybody 
loved me be would rid me of this tur
bulent prie8t."-

Four knights took him at his word, 
and on Dec. 29 they slew the.prelate 
before the altar of St Benedict in the 
northern transept of Canterbury cathe
dral. 

On Dec. 25, 1384, John Wycliffe died 
as he was about to preach his Christ: 
mas sermon. 

One of the saddest Christmases 
known in London was that of the year 
1663. The great plague had stricken 
the city, and the people were dying at 
the rate of 1,000 a day. 

Hi« Christmas Gift. -
The following story is told of a little 

boy, three years old. who lives in 
Atlanta: ' 

His" mother had been telling him th? 
story of the birth of Christ • ' 

The next morning he went to the 
trunk which contained bis clothing, 
t o o k  o u t  a  c l o a k  a n d  t h e n  p u t  h i s  c r p  
on. - . 
""Where are you goinghe was: 
asked. . |g|§.-

And the Jlttfo fellow replied: "I'gi, 
goihff to Ood. and yod bav» $11 ̂ bt ti> 
go with nie.'. l*Te got to take that 
Boor" JittJr behxsan^Santr .£taii»r* ̂  

CHRISTMAS ON 
THE PLANTATION 

By ELBERT J. LEE. 

IN the antebellum days the negroes 
enjoyed a whole week of rest at 
Christinas time. Now that they 
are hired hands instead of slavi-a 

they cling to this privilege, refusing to 
w o r k  w h i l e  t h e  h o l i d a y  s p i r i t  i s  i n  t h "  
air. This means that Christmas lasts 
a week. Every negro—man, woman 
and pickaninny—makes the most of the 
w e e k ,  a n d  t h e  f u n  r u n s  h i g h .  O n  m n n y  
plantations the negroes are almost »s 
much a part of the "plant" as they 
were during slavery. They have tlit* 
feeling that, inasmuch as they belong 
to the place the rest of the year, the 
place belongs to them for the holiday 
week, and they take advantage of the 
opportunity to do as they please. 

For weeks in advance the' holidays 
are anticipated with Joy, though not 
with any great degree of preparation. 
The plantation negro, generally speak
ing, lets tomorrow take care of itself. 
But some of the more provident ones 
begin to store up for Christmas. The 
fattest pumpkin is picked up from the 
corn rows and put away for pie ma
terial. The turkey gobbler in the back 
yard is fattened for the occasion. Old 
Aunty hides her Jars of preserves from 
the younger generation. Uncle Ike be
comes a confederate in the happy con
spiracy for saving things to augment 
the Christmas spread. 

Christmas morning the negro chil
dren are up bright and early. There is 
method in their early rising. From 
time immemorial southern people, both 
white and black, have cherished the 
belief that there Is much virtue in be
ing the first to shout "Christmas gift!" 
in meeting a friend on the morning of 
the great day. In some sections this 
priority of greeting is expected to re
sult in the forfeit of a gift from the 
other party. Accordingly the little ne
groes' make a point of running up to 
the big plantation bouse and greeting 
the white people with a lusty -"Chris> 
mus gif!" in the hope of receiving at 
least a big red apple, a fresh baked 
pie or a stick of striped candy such as 
the general store on the plantation ia 
sure to keep in stock. 

The best fiddler on the plantation is 
the hardest worked man of all, but bo 
enjoys every scrape of his bow, while 
the dance goes merrily on. The Christ
mas dance is. a continued story. It 
begins Christmas eve and continues* 
every night in the week. If the weath
er is not too cold the big barn floor 
is cleared for the dance, but if heat 
Is required the "function" takes place 
in the biggest room of the biggest 
negro house on the place, with a roar
ing fire in the fireplace and plenty of 
cheer on the kitchen table, both solid 
and liquid. 

Christmas week Is spent In visiting. 
The negroes go from cabin to cabin on 
their own plantation, or they hitch up 
the work mule or steers and visit 
friends on a neighboring plantation. 
Everywhere the Christmas spirit pre
vails. If one family is short of this 
world's cheer another family is glad 
to share its own. The Christmas spir
it on a cotton plantation is much more 
in evidence than in a prosperous white 
folks' town. 

CHRISTMAS BERRIES. 

Where the Holly Grows and How to 
Find the Best. 

The old fashioned Christmas greens 
were rosemary, ivy and bay, but in the 
2,000 tons of wreathing and decorating 
material which it is estimated that we 
now use every year there is: a much 
greater variety. Best loved of all is 
the glossy, red berried holly. "Hoiin" 
was the old English name for it and 
it is thought to be Identical with the 
"greenwood tree" of British ballads 
and of Robin Hood fame. On our side 
of the Atlantic the American holly 
(Ilex opaca) is found from Maine, 
where it grows as a shrub, to North 
and South Carolina, w&ere. It lifts a 
symmetrical cone of dark, shining 
leaves set with scarlet berry clusters 
along a beautiful trunk of gray and 
silver to the height of' seventy.: "or 
eighty feet. 

Delaware and Maryland are usually 
credited with furnishing the best 
grades of holly to Christmas market^, 
but their '^Three X" brand, as seen 
after shipment to northern cities, is 
not so finely berried as the Carolina 
holly, plentiful in the region around 
Ashevllle. In America there are three" 
distinct grades of holly. Trees that 
stand on dry, barren hillsides, as a 
rule, are heavily laden;, with thick, 
knoblike clusters of berries, tyit their 
leaves are likely to be small, yellowish 
and Imperfect. . Follow some little 
stream to a sheltered, sunny glade 
where a holly trunk gleams white, and 
there you will find leaves large, dark 
and perfect, with a thick scarlet fruit
age llgbttng the shadows eyenly ail 
bv0tihe In* ^v 
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