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THERE ISN'T A DOUBT BUT THAT THIS GIRL IS GOING TO BE
VERY HAPPY ON CHRISTMAS

By Jane Whitaker
This isn't my plan. I really wish

I had thought of it first because it is

such a truly wonderful plan, but I am
going to tell it to you, anyway.

I was talking to a friend who earns
a moderate salary about a number
of children to whom the Christmas
day will mean nothing, and we both
felt very sober.

"I wish I could do something to
help," she said. "It would be such
a wonderfully "happy day if I could
run around to different places on
Christmas eve or Christmas morning
and carry gifts to little sober-eye- d,

baby-heart- boys and girls who
were beginning to lose faith in Santa
Claus. It would be so much happi-
ness to see the joy light in their lit-

tle faces when they discovered some
one really cared after all, but I sim-

ply cannot afford it.
"Every Christmas is the same to

me. I hate Christmas time to come.
It means that I not only spend all
the money I can scrape together by
denial of things I need but I also go
into debt to buy gifts for people who
expect them and who will give me
something in return and when the
day is done I haven't a single bit of
joy in my heart.

"Last Christmas, due to a doctor's
bill I had to meet, my Christmas fund
was very small so I decided that I.
would give the best gifts to the ones
I loved the most and the trifling re-

membrances to others who were
merely acquaintances and yet I
dared not neglect.

"It took a lot of courage to do
even this. If I could have borrowed
more money than I did I wouldn't
have had the courage, but it was
sheer necessity.

"And Christmas night I sat alone
in my room and on the happiest day
in the year I put my head down on
the table and I cried until I was sick
with heart-ach- e and disappointment.

"For the people I loved mo"st had
economized on their gifts to me and
the people for whose gifts I had spent
little had been lavish with me, and
my heart ached that those I loved
should have treated me so, and my
pride hurt that I had treated the oth-
ers so.

" 'I hate Christmas,' I said to my-
self, over and over. 'I hate it.' And
I bundled every single gift away and
I never had any pleasure from those
gifts, and yet this year will see the
story repeated again, only I will not
have the courage to economize on
any gifts."

"I know how you feel," I said, "be-
cause Christmas doesn't mean any
more to me. As an instance, there is
a darling little boudoir cap that
would look perfectly lovely on the
head of a girl I know, but it is only
fifty cents and I haven't the courage
to give her a fifty cent gift. Yet I
would love to have her give me any
one of a number of little things I
have seen at the same price and she
wouldn't have the courage to do it,
either."

We stopped in front of the counter
and suddenly my friend began laugh-
ing, a low, musical laugh, full of the
joy of a great idea.

"I will takaShree of these," she
said. "Let me see. Margaret has
dark hair, so this one with the Amer-
ican beauty shade of ribbon will look
best. Dorothy has blue eyes and
brown hair. I think I will take the
pink for her, and the same for Elsie."

Then, as the salesgirl went away
with the caps my friend turned, still
smiling.

"Do you know what that means,
Jane Whitaker " she cried. "That
means that I have saved exactly
$4.50 on three presents I intended to
give, and I am going to take that
$4.50 and every other cent I save in
the same manner and Christmas
morning I am going around with a
package of Santa Claus stuff for a
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