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HAWKINS Mrs. HAWKINS

Grandmary’s cook, who
always has a treat
for Samantha.

Grandmary's butler
and driver, who 1s
Samantha’s friend.

JESSIE
Grandmary's
seamstress, who
“patches
Samantha up.”

ELSA IDA DEAN

The maid, who Samantha’s friend,
1s usually grumpy. who is planning

the best Christmas
party ever.
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CHAPTER
ONE

CHRISTMAS
WISHES

| “Wait, Samantha! I want to give you
A\ 7 this.” Samantha’s friend Ida pressed a

TP red envelope into her hand.

Samantha pulled off her mittens, tore open the
flap, and drew out a card shaped like a Christmas
stocking and edged with paper lace. It said:
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SAMANTHA'S SURPRISE

“Ooh, Ida,” Samantha squealed. Her breath
made little clouds in the chilly December air.
“l hope you can come,” Ida said. “My brother

is going to do magic tricks, and we'll play ladies’
ring and charades!”

“Oh, it sounds wonderful!” Samantha said.
“Ida, I think this is going to be the best Christmas
ever!”

“Me, too,” Ida agreed. “Especially if I get a
new pair of ice skates. But do you know what I
really want?”

“A dollhouse?” Samantha guessed.

“No.”

“A sled?”

“No.”

“A stereoscope?”

stereoscope

“No. A dog,” Ida said. “A real

cocker spaniel puppy!”

i

Puppies are so cute! Do you think you'll

cget one?” Samantha asked.

‘I don’t know. I've asked and asked, though,”
lda replied. “What are you hoping for?”
Samantha sighed. “What I really want is the

doll I saw at Schotield’s Tov Store,” she said.
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CHRISTMAS WISHES

[ want that doll more than anything in the world!”
“What's she like?” Ida wondered.
“She’s beautiful,” Samantha replied. “She’s

ressed all in pink, even her shoes, and in her hand

here’s a tiny little—"

“Let’s go look!” Ida interrupted.
The two girls raced down the street. As they

ran, snowflakes swirled around them, clinging to

their knitted mittens, resting in their hair, and

brushing their cheeks like small, quick kisses.

At Schotield’s Toy Store, the girls pressed their

noses to the cold glass window. “There she is!”

Samantha breathed. She pointed to a group of dolls

that seemed to be dancing. They twirled around

a

taller doll who wore a lacy pink dress, pink

pantalettes, and pink slippers. The doll held a tiny

wooden soldier that looked just like the Nutcracker
in the ballet.

“T love that Nutcracker doll,” Samantha said.
“Well, do you think your grandmother will give

it to you?” Ida asked.

“No ...” Samantha answered slowly, looking

down at her wet black boots. “I don’t think so. |
haven’t asked her.”
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CHRISTMAS WISHES

“You haven't asked?” Ida was puzzled. “Why
not?”

“I just can’t.”

“What do you mean you can’t?” Ida’s voice
rose. “Why can’t you?”

“Because of Lydia,” Samantha replied,
remembering the beautiful doll that had been in
Schotield’s window last summer. Samantha had
wanted that doll so much that Grandmary had
bought it for her.

“You mean because you gave Lydia away?”
Ida asked.

Samantha nodded.

“I would never, ever give a doll away.

Especially a doll my grandmother had given to
me!” Ida declared.

“But I gave Lydia to my friend Nellie. She had
never owned a doll in her life. Not ever!”

“Oh.” Ida paused. Then she added, “Well, now
you don’t have a doll. So why don’t you ask your
grandmother for this one?”

Samantha took one last look at the doll in the
window, then shook her head. “I just don’t think
Grandmary would buy me another doll so soon.

(J1



SAMANTHA’S SURPRISE

She would probably think it was a terrible
extravagance.”

“But you should ask her anyway,” Ida insisted
as they walked toward Chestnut Street. “After all,
the worst she can say is no.”

“Maybe. Maybe I could ask her,” Samantha

said, more to herself than to Ida. They’d reached
the corner, and Ida raced off into the snowflakes.
“Good-bye, Samantha,” she called.
“See you tomorrow!” Samantha shouted back.
She dodged a coal wagon, then ran up Chestnut

Street to Grandmary’s house.

Eoe- Samantha let herself in the big front
N\ ann door and was immediately welcomed by
i the sweet, warm smell of just-baked

“s&=_2" sugar cookies. She followed the
delicious scent to the kitchen. There was Mrs.
Hawkins, the cook, stirring a pitcher of hot cocoa.

“"Heavens, child! You're a sorry sight. Come,
take off those cold, wet things.” Mrs. Hawkins

helped Samantha out of her wet coat and snow-
caked boots, then sat her by the warm oven.
“There, that's better,” Mrs. Hawkins cooed,
bringing Samantha the plate of sugar cookies.
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“Get good and warm now. Here, ['ve made your
with lots of

hot cocoa just the way you like it
cinnamon.”

Samantha ate a sugar cookie and took long sips
of the cocoa. When she felt warm inside and out,
she said, “Mrs. Hawkins, Christmas is only two
weeks away.”

“That it is, Samantha, and it seems I'll never
get everything done.”

Samantha reached into her pocket and took out
a folded piece of paper. She smoothed it open and
said, “Look! I've made a design we can use for the
gingerbread house.”

Mrs. Hawkins squinted at the paper. “Oh,
where did I put my spectacles?” she asked,
searching around the table.

Samantha handed Mrs. Hawkins her glasses,
which had been lying on top of the breadbox.

“Thanks, love. I seem to be forever looking for
them,” Mrs. Hawkins said, setting them on her
nose. “Now, let’s see.” She studied the |
drawing silently for a few moments, ,
then remarked, “It’s cleverly planned, ..
Samantha, but how big are you ' § ‘G’_ﬁf By
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expecting this gingerbread house to be?”

“About two feet across and two feet high.”

“Two feet high! And you’re sure this isn’t a
cingerbread train station?” Mrs. Hawkins teased.

“It is rather big,” Samantha admitted, “but it’s
oot to hold up a lot of things. We'll use tafty sticks
for pillars and caramel squares for the doors.
Cinnamon drops make the best chimney bricks, and
for the drawbridge we can use licorice ropes!”

“My!” Mrs. Hawkins said. “It certainly sounds
fancy.”

“But we can do it—I know we can. Don’t you
think so, Mrs. Hawkins?” Samantha asked.

Mrs. Hawkins looked over the drawing again.
“Yes, Samantha, I do believe that with a lot of
ingredients, and quite a bit of time, and just a pinch
of luck, we can make this house.”

“Oh, I knew you’d say yes, Mrs. Hawkins.
Thank you so much!” Samantha cried, jumping up
and giving her a hug. “Let’s do it Saturday!”
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KAya, an adventurous Nez Perce girl whose deep love
for horses and respect for nature nourish her spirit
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FELICITY, a spunky, spritely colonial girl,
full of energy and independence
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JOSEFINA, an Hispanic girl whose heart and
hopes are as big as the New Mexico sky

KIRSTEN, a piDHEE..I-‘_éirl of strength and
spirit who settles on the frontier

ADDY, a cmuragemu_s- girl determined to be
free in the midst of the Civil War

SAMANTHA, a bright Victorian beauty, an
orphan raised by her wealthy grandmother
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K1T, a clever, resourceful girl facing the
Great Depression with spirit and determination
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MoLLY, who schemes and dreams on the
home front during World War Two



CHAPTER
TwO

PRESENTS AND A
PARTY DRESS

Samantha went up to her bedroom,
closed the door, and turned the big

brass key to lock it. Then she pulled
her chair into the closet and climbed up on it. From
the top of the chair she could just reach the big
pink hatbox on the highest shelf. She brought it
down and set it carefully on her bed.

The hatbox was Samantha’s Christmas box. It
held all the presents she was making. She unpacked
them now, one by one.

First she lifted out the satin pincushion she’d
made for Jessie, the seamstress. It was shaped like a
strawberry and stuffed with a cup of sawdust from
the butcher shop.
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Next Samantha took out a book about a lost
dog. It was for Nathaniel, Jessie’s baby. Samantha
had written it herself and stitched it together with
red yarn.

Grandmary’s gift was underneath

the book. It was a heart made from
lace and stuffed with dried rose petals.
Samantha sniffed it. She knew Grandmary would
put it with her handkerchiefs to make them smell
pretty.

Mrs. Hawkins’s gift was a chain to attach to her
olasses so she’d never lose them again. And for
Nellie, Samantha had made a blue velvet cape for
Lydia to wear. Samantha held the cape and thought
about how beautiful Lydia would look in it.

At last Samantha reached her favorite gift of
all. It was for Uncle Gard. Uncle Gard’s present
wasn’t finished yet, but already it was more
beautitul than anything Samantha had ever made.

|

t was a box

a small box, just the right size for cutf
Inks. Samantha had decorated it with pictures of

animals, leaves, berries, fruits, and flowers from her
collection of paper scraps. She had carefully cut out
cach picce of scrap. Then she’d glued them, one by
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one, to the sides of the box.
Now only the lid was left to be
decorated. Samantha sat on the floor

with her pot of glue and her collection = % ) 4
of scraps spread around her. Very, very |
carefully she brushed the back of a purple pansy

with glue and held it firmly on the box. After the
glue had dried she picked up one last picture—her
favorite one. It was a heart with the words “with

love” written on it. Carefully, Samantha placed it in
the very center of the lid. It was perfect. She knew
Uncle Gard would like this present best of any he
would get on Christmas morning.

Just then someone knocked at her door.

“Miss Samantha.”

“Tust a minute, Jessie!” Samantha called.
Quickly, she stuffed her presents back into the
hatbox and pushed it under her bed.

“Open the door, child!”

Samantha hid her scrap collection next to the
hatbox, scooted the chair out of her closet, and
hurried to unlock her bedroom door.

“Come along, now. I've finished your
Christmas dress. We just need to hem it,” the

11



SAMANTHA’S SURPRISE

secamstress said. Samantha followed her upstairs
into the little sewing room. She could hardly wait
to see the new party dress Jessie had made. |

“Where is it?” Samantha asked, looking around
the room.

“Oh, you'll see it in good time,” Jessie said,
smiling slyly. “Now, take off that dress, close your
eyes, and raise your arms.”

Samantha did as she was told and felt some-
thing crisp and cool slide over her head.

“Heavens!” Jessie gasped.

“What’s the matter?” Samantha asked, keeping
her eyes closed.

“Why, you've grown two inches since I measured
yvou. Miss Samantha, you shoot up faster than smoke

N a chimney!”

i

May | open my eyes now, Jessie?” |
“Not just yet. First let me tix the hem. That’ll '
make a big ditference.”
S>amantha waited patiently with her eyes still
closed. “Jessie?”

"Mmmmm?” Jessie’s mouth was full of pins.

“lda Dean is having a Christmas party in two

wWeeks. Do vou think I can wear this dress?”
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Jessie pulled

ENTS AND A PARTY DRESS

the last pins out of her mouth.

“I don’t know, child. You'll have to ask your grand-

mother.”
“Tessie . . .?”

Samantha started up again.

“Yes, Miss Samantha?”

“I just love Christmas. I love everything about

it. Even getting ready for Christmas is fun.”

“I'm sure it is,” Jessie laughed.

“T've made al

1 the decorations for the house

already,” Samant
flakes and cotton
And on Saturday

na added. “I've got paper snow-
snowmen and things for the tree.
morning, Nellie is coming over to

help me make pinecone wreaths.”

you showed me

“Did vou make the angels out of
that blue silk [ gave you?” Jessie asked.

Fr

[ made ten of them, just the way

!.Ff

“You have been working hard!” Jessie said.
“Now can I see myself, Jessie?” Samantha

asked eagerly.

“Yes, it’s all done.”

Samantha opened her eyes and faced the long
mirror. Slowly, she turned herself around. The red
taffeta dress shimmered and made ever-so-soft
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.- | tatteta dress shimmmered and made

CUCr-s0 ishune sounds as Samantha nioved.

14



PRESENTS AND A PARTY DRESS

swishing sounds as Samantha moved. It was the
color of ripe cranberries. A snowy white lace collar
circled the neck, and a crisp white sash wrapped
her hips and tied in a bow in front.

“Oh, Jessie, this is the most gorgeous dress in
the whole world,” Samantha pronounced solemnly:.

“l agree with you there, Miss Samantha! It's a
dress fine enough for a princess, if [ do say so
myselt!”

Samantha heard someone sniff. Elsa, the maid,
was standing at the door scowling. “Playing dress-

up at this hour!” she snipped. “It’s all very well
to tfuss with them frills, but not at teatime. Your
grandmother told me to fetch you, and here you
are not even properly dressed!”

“Now, Elsa. Miss Samantha will be right
down,” Jessie answered.

“Fussing with frills at teatime!” Elsa muttered
to herself as she turned. Her shoes scolded “tsk tsk
tsk” as she walked down the hall.

Jessie helped Samantha out of the new dress
and back into her regular clothes. Samantha
straightened her stockings and raced downstairs.

“Grandmary, Grandmary!” she burst out.
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She remembered to make a curtsy. “I have the
most exciting news!”

“How delightful,” replied her silver-haired
erandmother as she lifted the teapot. “Come, let’s
have our tea.”

Just as Samantha was sure she couldn’t wait a
moment longer, her grandmother asked, “And what
is your news, Samantha?”

“My friend Ida Dean is having a Christmas
party. It's a week from Thursday, and it’s at night!
Her brother will do magic tricks and we’re going
to play games, and it will be the most wonderful
party of all. May I go? And may I wear my new
Christmas dress?”

Grandmary took a sip of tea. “Samantha dear,
yvou really must learn to ask only one question
at a time. Two questions at once are quite . . .
unbalancing. Now, as to the first question—of
course you may go, my dear. And as to the second
question—yes, you may wear your new dress. You
grow so fast, vou might as well get all the wear you
can out of it.”

“Thank vou, Grandmary,” Samantha said
happily. “I'll have the best time.”

16
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“And now I have a surprise for you,” Grand-

mary announced.
There was a long pause as Grandmary buttered
a biscuit. She was not one to hurry surprises.
Finally she said, “As you know, Samantha, your
Uncle Gardner will spend Christmas with us as he
always has. But this year he is not coming alone.
He is bringing Miss Cornelia Pitt with =
him. She will celebrate the holidays
here in Mount Bedford and stay on

until the New Year.”

Miss Cornelia Pitt? Grandmary
meant Cornelia! Samantha thought of P
Uncle Gard’s ginger-haired friend, who hved in
New York. Cornelia was beautiful and so elegant.
Her clothes were the latest style, and she always
smelled of violets.

“Remember, Samantha,” Grandmary continued,
“Cornelia is a special friend of your uncle’s. We
must make her feel welcome.”

“Oh, I'll welcome her,” Samantha said. “And
['ll make this the best Christmas s/ie’s ever had,
too. That will be easy. ['ve already made all the

decorations and planned the gingerbread house.”

17
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A

‘hat’s very good of you, Samantha,”

Grandmary said. “But perhaps you have done
enough already. Everyone in the house will be very
busy now, and it may be best if you just stay out

of the way.”

Samantha wondered why grownups always
thought the most helptul thing she could do was
nothing at all. Didn’t they understand what still
had to be done? Someone had to string cranberries
and hang snowflakes on the windows. Someone

had to pick out just the right candy for the
cgingerbread house. Someone had to help Uncle

Gard find a perfect Christmas tree. Samantha could

do all those things. And now that Cornelia was
coming, she had more to do. She would have to get
one more present—something very nice and very
elegant tor Cornelia. But what? What??

“It’s so hard to tigure out gifts!” Samantha
found herself saying aloud.

“What is that you said, dear?” Grandmary
asked.

“I'was just thinking, Grandmary, how hard it is

to know what somebody might want for Christmas.

| mean, most of the time you just have to guess!”

|8
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Grandmary smiled. “You're entirely correct,
Samantha. Of course, sometimes a person might let
you know what may be appropriate.”

“Yes, Grandmary,” Samantha said, remembering
her own secret wish for Christmas. She thought of
what Ida had said, and the words floated back to
her. You should ask her anyway, they whispered. The
worst she can say is no.

“Grandmary,” Samantha said, clearing her
throat.

“Yes, Samantha?” her grandmother answered,
not looking up as she poured more tea.

“Grandmary, I wanted to askif .. .1if..."

“Yes?” Now Grandmary seemed to stare right
through Samantha.

“Grandmary, I just wanted to ask you if . . .
well . ..”

“Samantha dear, speak up. I can hardly hear
you when you mumble!”

“Grandmary, [ wanted to tell you that...”

“Come to the point, Samantha.”

“. .. that I think it’s going to snow through the

weekend!” Samantha blurted out, red-faced and shy:.
“Yes, dear, I quite agree with you.”

19
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[t was no use. Samantha knew she couldn’t ask
Grandmary for the doll. She didn’t have the courage. ;

20




CHAPTER
THREE

DECORATIONS
AND
DISAPPOINTMENTS

On Saturday morning, when their
pinecone wreaths were made, Samantha

mexmGed  showed Nellie some of the presents in
her pink hatbox. She saved Uncle Gard’s box until
last. “And this is the best present of all,” she said
proudly as she handed it to Nellie.

“Oh, it really is,” Nellie agreed. “I know your
uncle will like it.”

“He’ll love it,” Samantha insisted. “He’ll know
it’s the nicest thing I've ever made for anyone.”

“What are you giving your grandmother?”
Nellie asked.

Samantha showed her the sweet-smelling
sachet she had made. “Grandmary says homemade

21
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oifts are the best ones because you give of your-
self when you make them. But I'll have to buy
Cornelia’s present. There’s not enough time to make

something really special for her,” Samantha said. “I
wish I knew what to get.”

“What about bath salts?” Nellie suggested.
“Mrs. Van Sicklen has some in a tall bottle with a
tancy glass top.”

“Yes, bath salts are nice,” Samantha agreed.
Then she shook her head. “But I don’t think bath
salts are nice enough for Cornelia.”

“How about hankies?” Nellie asked.

“Well, maybe if they had lace edges,”
Samantha said hopefully. Then she thought of
Cornelia riding in Uncle Gard’s automobile, and
even hankies with lace edges seemed like a dull
sort of present. “No, Nellie, I need to think of

rr

something really special.
“Perfume?” Nellie suggested.
“That would be special enough, but
[ don’t think I have enough money for

perfume.” Samantha sighed. “Well, I can
co talk to Jessie later. Maybe she’ll know what 1

should get for Cornelia.”

S R — ]
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“I'm giving Mrs. Van Sicklen my biggest pine-
cone wreath,” Nellie said. She looked proudly at

the wreaths she’d lined up on the floor of
Samantha’s room. “Do you think she’ll like 1t?”
“Of course she will,” Samantha assured her
friend. “Everyone loves Christmas decorations.”
She reached under her bed, pulled out a cardboard

box with DECORATIONS written on all four sides,
and took out the cotton snowmen, silk angels, and

paper snowflakes she’d been making since
Thanksgiving. “Look what I'm putting up this
atternoon,” she said.

“Samantha, your house is going to look like a
tairyland,” Nellie exclaimed.

“Especially with these snowtlakes,” Samantha
agreed.

Later that afternoon, after Nellie had gone
home, Samantha lugged her decoration box down
the long, winding staircase. I'll trim the banister first,
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she thought. At the bottom of the stairs she
unpacked a long string of cranberries. She was
about to wind it around the polished railing when
a strange voice stopped her.

“Excuse me, young lady,” said a tall red-haired
man. He wore a navy blue uniform almost like a
soldier’s. The words Farrola Florist were on the
right pocket.

The man set down a large box that held spicy-
scented garlands with enormous red bows. He drew
a garland out slowly, handling it as delicately as if
it were a snake. “Now if you would just step out of
the way, miss,” he continued as he began to wrap

the garland gracefully around the banister.
s0cesse “l have some decorations, too,”
.‘?é-:“%' Samantha told the man. “I have a

s*«¢ cranberry garland. Well, I guess you'd
call it a string of cranberries. It would look quite
nice together with—"

“Please, miss,” the red-haired man sighed, “if
vou could just stand back and try not to disturb the
carland. It's a bit tragile.”

Samantha stepped back and found herself

standing on Hawkins's toes.
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“Oh, Hawkins, I'm so sorry,” she said.

“That’s quite all right, Miss Samantha. Now if
you'll excuse me . . .”

Hawkins was carrying another box marked
Farrola Florist into the parlor. Two more large boxes
were already on the rug.

“What’'s in all these boxes?” asked Samantha.

“Holiday adornments,” he said. “Christmas
decorations.” Samantha saw holly and laurel
wreaths and bouquets of Christmas roses—red ones,
of course. She counted four ropes of ivy, eight
hoops of mistletoe, and two miniature trees. One
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was trimmed with little crab apples and one was
full of tiny oranges. “Your grandmother wishes
the house to be in full Yuletide splendor for Miss
Cornelia’s visit,” Hawkins explained. He turned
to drape an ivy rope across the fireplace mantel.

Samantha could not believe what she was
seeing. “But Hawkins, I've already made
decorations, lots of them, enough for the whole
house!”

Hawkins was struggling so hard with the ivy
that he didn’t seem to hear.

Samantha picked up her box of decorations and
walked into the dining room. No one was around,
so she took out her fuzzy snowmen

first. She hung six of them from the
wall lamps, using green ribbon. Two

more were soon propped up beside
the huge meat platter on the china cabinet. Four
snowmen stood together around a pile of pine-
cones in the center of the table.

Using the tiniest drops of glue, Samantha stuck
paper snowflakes to the dining room windows. She
took down a small oil painting and in its place

hung her largest pinecone wreath. The cranberry

26
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garland went across the dining room curtains.

When Samantha had tinished, she sat down to
admire her work. The whole room was like a tiny
indoor forest filled with pinecones and red berries.
Cotton snowmen peeked out from the dark
furniture as if they were hiding behind tall trees.
Paper snowtlakes seemed to float on the windows.
It's beautiful, Samantha thought. It's like a winter
wonderland—and I did it all by myself.

Someone gasped. “Sakes alive! What 1s this
nonsense?”

It was Elsa.

The maid went straight to the windows and
began tearing off Samantha’s snowtlakes. “It’s not
as if a body didn’t have enough to do, what with
the washing and dusting and polishing,” Elsa
muttered. “And now having to put up with all this
holiday hoopla. Whatever made the child set all
them dustcatchers around?”

Samantha jumped out of her chair. “Thev're
not dustcatchers! They’'re snowtlakes and cranberry
garlands and snowmen and . . . and . . . and I made
them!”

Elsa was speechless for a moment. Then she

D
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lustcatchers! They're snowflakes

I

ade them!” Samantha said.

IR
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DECORATIONS AND DISAPPOINTMENTS

said firmly, “Mr. Hawkins and a young florist
gentleman are decorating the house just as your
grandmother wished—fine and fancy for Miss
Cornelia’s visit. So it’s no use trying to tell me
about your snowmice!”

“Snowmen,” Samantha sniffed, scooping up
the decorations that Elsa had piled on the floor.

“Whatever,” Elsa said. “Run along now. I've
got the devil’s own work dusting this chandelier.
Miss Cornelia will be here for Christmas dinner,

and it’s got to sparkle.”

“You'd think it was Cornelia Day, not
Christmas Day,” Samantha grumbled, almost
loud enough for Elsa to hear. She went to the
kitchen. Maybe a visit with Mrs. Hawkins would
cheer her up.

The kitchen was perfumed with delicious
smells. Two mince pies and a pound cake had just
come out of the oven. There were homemade
peppermint drops cooling on the table. At the
sink, Mrs. Hawkins was pouring quince 3% Axa
jam into glass jars. Her face was as | ﬁ_ﬁ = et
red as the cranberry sauce that é‘j":‘ -
bubbled on the stove. X S g

]
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Samantha sat down at the table and popped

one of the peppermint drops into her mouth. “You
know, Mrs. Hawkins,” she said, “I just thought of a
good 1dea.”

There was no answer.

“Mrs. Hawkins?”

“Yes, dear,” Mrs. Hawkins replied, not looking
up from her jam.

‘I said that I just thought of something.”

“Hmmm, what’s that?”

“Well, we could cover the walls of the
gingerbread house with peppermint drops and it
would look like a magic candy house—Ilike the
candy house in Hansel and Gretel.”

“Samantha,” Mrs. Hawkins said with a sigh, “I
know you’ll be disappointed, but I don’t see that we
can make a gingerbread house after all. With your
Uncle Gard’s friend coming and your grandmother
wanting everything so special for her, there’s a
tremendous lot of cooking to be done. There’s just
no time for a gingerbread house this year.”

“Not any gingerbread house?” Samantha asked
with disbeliet. “Not even a little one?”

“Not even a little one, Samantha. Truly I'm

30
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sorry, but I think you're old enough to understand.”
“Yes, | understand,” said Samantha sadly. “I
really do, Mrs. Hawkins.” She left the kitchen
mumbling, “I understand that if Cornelia weren't
coming, everything would be fine.”
She picked up her box of decorations and
hauled it up the stairway. The corner of the box

bumped the garland on the banister and knocked
a bow crooked. Samantha didn’t straighten it.

In her room, Samantha unpacked her
decorations again. I'll put them up here, she said to
herself. If everyone else thinks snowflakes are a bother,
then they can stay out of my room. She noticed that
two of her best snowflakes had been ruined and
decided to make new ones. She went to her desk
to hunt for a pair of scissors.

Why is everyone making such a fuss over Cornelia?
Samantha asked herself as she folded a piece of
tissue paper. There’s nothing special about her.
Nothing special at all. I don’t know why I even
bothered to worry about her present. I'll just give her
hankies for Christmas. Plain, boring, lie-in-the-box
hankies!

There was a knock at Samantha’s door. She

31
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opened it to find Grandmary standing there.
“Samantha dear, your Uncle Gardner has just
telephoned to say that he and Cornelia will arrive

late Thursday afternoon. We must welcome
Cornelia properly, so I am afraid that going to a

party that evening is out of the question. You will
need to send Ida Dean your regrets.”

“Oh, Grandmary, no!” Samantha cried.

Grandmary’s face said it was useless to argue,
and just to be sure she added, “It is the polite thing
to do, Samantha.” She said it kindly, but Samantha
knew she didn’t expect to say it again.

Stupid Cornelia is ruining Christmas, Samantha
thought. She's ruining it for everybody, but mostly
she’s ruining it for me. I'm not allowed to decorate my
louse and I can't make a gingerbread house, either.

Now [ can't o to Ida’s party, so I won't be able to
play charades or see magic tricks or wear my beautiful
new dress!

‘I hate Cornelia!” Samantha said when she was
sure Grandmary couldn’t hear her. Slowly, hot tears
began to roll down her cheeks.

“I'm glad I don’t have enough money to buy
her pertume. I won’t buy her handkerchiefs, either.
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[ wouldn’t give Cornelia bath salts in a paper
bag. In fact,  won't give her anything at all for
Christmas.” The tears came faster, and Samantha

began to sob.
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CHAPTER
FOUR

SOMEONE
VERY SPECIAL

“Your house looks especially lovely
with all the Christmas decorations,”

Cornelia said. Sunlight poured through

the parlor windows and danced in her soft, wavy
hair.

“Thank you,” Grandmary answered. “We did
want things to be festive for you.”

Samantha didn’t say anything. She didn’t even
look at Cornelia.

“I'hope the trip down wasn’t too tiring for
vou,” said Grandmary as she passed a plate of tiny

tea sandwiches.

“Oh. no.” Cornelia replied. “I do love motor cars,

and Gard—I mean Gardner—is such a good driver.”
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Grandmary smiled. “You are certainly brave,
my dear, to ride in those new machines.”

“I love travel of any kind,” Cornelia
responded, her brown eyes sparkling.
“When the new flying machines begin to carry
passengers, I plan to ride in one of them, too.”

So do I! Samantha thought. I'd love to see Mount
Bedford the way a bird sees it!

Grandmary raised her eyebrows. “Well,” she
said to Cornelia, “I don’t think there will ever be
much chance of ladies traveling in airplanes!”

“I'm not so sure,” Cornelia said gently,
surprising Samantha with how gracefully she could
disagree with Grandmary. “I've read in the news-
paper that travel by airplane might be possible one
day, even across the ocean.”

Samantha looked at Grandmary. She knew
Grandmary thought this was nonsense. But her
grandmother merely replied, “Perhaps.”

Uncle Gard laughed. “By Jupiter, any sort of

travel is fine with me! Let them put me in a hot air

balloon or in a rickshaw or on an elephant. I'd even

let them shoot me out of a cannon!”

“Gardner!” Grandmary exclaimed. She
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pretended to be shocked, and Samantha giggled.

“Of course I think the best form of travel is
sledding,” Uncle Gard added. He turned to
Samantha. “Don’t you, Sam?”

“Oh, ves,” Samantha agreed, “only I haven’t
gone yet this winter.”

“Well, why don’t we go sledding tomorrow
morning?” suggested Cornelia.

“Do you really think . . . ?” Grandmary began.
Cornelia’s large brown eyes were soft and
earnest. “It’s such good, wholesome exercise,” she

said.

“Please, Grandmary,” Samantha pleaded. “I
love sledding!”

“All right.” Grandmary smiled. “Sledding
tomorrow morning will be fine.”

“Hurrah!” cried Samantha. Right then she
made up her mind to give Cornelia something nice
for Christmas after all. Maybe bath salts. The kind
in the tall bottle with the fancy glass top.
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The sun sparkled on Fairwind Hill the next
morning. The sky was deep blue and cloudless, the
air was clean and cool, and all of Mount Bedford
lay below, tucked under a soft, thick blanket of
SNOW.

“I'love this hill,” Uncle Gard said as they
pulled the sled to the top. “When I was a boy, I'd
come up here to imagine I was in heaven.”

Cornelia smiled. “Gard, I think you could
imagine anything it you tried.”

“l couldn’t imagine life without you,” Gard
murmured.

Samantha caught his words. Uncle Gard is in
love! she said to herself. He loves Cornelia!

“Sam,” Uncle Gard called over his shoulder,
“who’s going to steer?”

“You steer the sled, Uncle Gard. I want to be in
the middle.”

“All right,” Uncle Gard laughed. “Let’s go!”

The three piled on the sled. Uncle Gard sat in
front, then Samantha, and behind them both,
Cornelia.

“I teel somewhat like a caboose,” Cornelia said,
making Samantha laugh.

7
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“Hold on!” Uncle Gard called. With a
tremendous whoosh they were gone, skimming
down the hillside at top speed.

“Ooooh!” cried Samantha with delight.

“Hurrah for us!” came Cornelia’s unladylike
shout.

The sled slid faster and faster, skidding and
hopping down the hill. “Watch out!” Uncle Gard
velled.

But it was too late.

The sled veered out of control, narrowly missed
a tree, and tipped over. The passengers spilled out
into the snow.

“Oof!” Samantha grunted, wiping the soft
powder from her face.

Uncle Gard was in front of her, laughing and
pointing back up the hill. Samantha turned to see
what he thought was so funny. It was Cornelia! She
had landed on her stomach, and her hat had flown
right oft her head. She looked most unladylike with
her legs tangled, her tace red as a beet, and her

beautitul hair all stringy and wet. But she was
hing, too! Samantha had never seen anything

rown-up lady who knew how to play.
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Samantha turned to see what he thought

was so funny. It was Cornelin!
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Cornelia is fun! I see why Uncle Gard loves her,
Samantha thought.

“Come on!” Cornelia cried, pulling herself up
and dusting off the snow. “Let’s do 1t again!”

And they did. They sledded until they were so
out of breath, their clothes so wet, and their noses
so red they could do nothing but hurry home to
a hot lunch with Grandmary. After lunch they
decided to go shopping. They piled into Uncle
Gard’s automobile, and with a loud “oohwah
oohwah” from the horn, they rumbled off toward
High Street.

This year the stores seemed more beautiful than
ever. Miss Smith’s Stationery Shop had a revolving
Christmas tree made of Christmas cards. As a music

box played “Joy to the World,” the tree turned
round and round.

Mr. Jerome, the shoemaker, had four
mechanical elves in his window. They hammered,
stitched, and polished tiny shoes. Their mouths
opened and closed as they worked, and

Ba By their pointy-hatted heads turned from
side to side.

"Aren’t they cute?” Samantha asked.

40
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She had seen the elves every Christmas she could

remember, yet each year they delighted her as if she
had never seen them before.

“Yes, I love the store windows at Christmas-
time, too,” Cornelia replied.

Next they came to Mr. Carruthers” Candy Shop.
Samantha thought Mr. Carruthers” shop was always
a wonderful place, but now she thought it was
spectacular. Large red bins shaped like sleighs were
heaped with sweets.

“Oh, don’t those look delicious?” Cornelia

pointed to the mounds of light and dark chocolate

on a small silver tray inside a glass case. “I just love
chocolate truttles,” she said.

“Well, these are the finest in Mount Bedford,”
Mr. Carruthers informed her. “Jolie Chocolates.
They arrived just this week from France.”

“They do look special,” Uncle Gard remarked,
“although I preter jelly beans myselt.”

Samantha had paused in front of some colored
sugar wafers. “Oh, Samantha, wouldn’t these be
perfect on a gingerbread house?” Cornelia asked
her. “When I was a girl, I always decorated a
gingerbread house.”
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“l always decorated a gingerbread house, too,”
Samantha said. “This year Mrs. Hawkins doesn’t
have time to help me, though.”

“Then why don’t you and I make a gingerbread
house?” Cornelia asked. “We could do it tomorrow
morning.”

“Oh, I'd like that. I'd like that very much!”
Samantha said. They picked out all the trimmings
right then. Mr. Carruthers filled several paper bags
with lemon drops, sugar watfers, jelly beans, and

hmw}-’ sticks.

¢ R Cornelia is really too nice for bath
} T8 .
Sy 3 salts, Samantha thought as they walked
“ out of the store. She deserves something

special. Maybe I'll get her handkerchiefs. Linen
handkerchiefs with lace edges.
When they crossed Felter Street, Samantha

heard the tinkly music of toy pianos. “Let’s go to

Schotield’s Toy Store!” she cried.

T'he store was crowded, but Uncle Gard,
Cornelia, and Samantha managed to make their
way inside. Uncle Gard led Cornelia to the back of
the shop to look at the toy soldiers, and Samantha

went straight to the window to look at the dolls.
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When she saw that the lovely Nutcracker doll was
still there, her heart sank. She’d hoped it would be
gone because Grandmary had bought it for her, but

she knew that was a foolish hope. Grandmary
didn’t even know that Samantha wanted this doll
more than anything in the world. Grandmary
couldn’t know that because Samantha hadn’t told
her. And now Samantha was sure that someone
else would buy the doll for some other girl—maybe
for one of the girls in the store right this minute.

Just then a hand reached into the display and
picked up the beautiful Nutcracker doll. “Oh, look
at this doll! Isn’t she exquisite?”

Samantha was startled. She hadn’t heard
anyone come up bebind her. She turned to find
Cornelia.

“And look at the tiny Nutcracker in her arms,”
Cornelia exclaimed. “This is the most wondertul
doll in the store. Don’t you think so, Samantha?”

“Oh, yes,” Samantha agreed out loud. To
herself she said, Cornelia understands. She knows
what’s special. And for just a moment, she forgot
to be sad about the doll she would never have.

Just then Uncle Gard returned. “The toy
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soldiers said we’d better march. Grandmary will
worry if we're late.”

They pushed their way out of the busy store,
but when they reached the car Samantha
announced, “I won’t be coming home with you.”

“What do you mean?” Uncle Gard asked.

= s

“I—I forgot something. I forgot to—to buy the
vanilla Mrs. Hawkins asked me to pick up for her,”
Samantha lied. “I'll get it and walk home.”

“Nonsense, Sam,” Uncle Gard said. “We’ll go

together.”
“No—no, really,” Samantha said, “I would |
rather go alone and walk. I love the streets at
Christmastime.”
Uncle Gard was about to say no again, but
something in Samantha’s voice must have told him

this was important. After a pause he said, “All |
right, Sam, go if you want. But don’t be late!” ;

When she was sure the automobile had turned !
the corner, Samantha ran back up High Street to

Vir. Carruthers” Candy Shop. The little bell over
‘he door tinkled as she went inside. “Well, young
V. Carruthers said, “how can I help you

14
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“A pound of Jolie French chocolates, please.”

“A whole pound?” Mr. Carruthers asked, his
white eyebrows twitching up with surprise.

“A whole pound,” Samantha repeated.

“This must be for someone really special,
Samantha.”

“Oh, yes, Mr. Carruthers—someone very
special.”




CHAPTER
FIVE

EXCHANGING
(GIFTS
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ﬁ\; On Christmas Eve morning, Samantha
,, and Cornelia put the finishing touches

~i * 2 on their gingerbread house. Their
hands were sticky with icing and Samantha’s cheek
was striped with chocolate, but their gingerbread
cottage was neat and tidy. It wasn’t as large as the
house Samantha had planned, and it didn’t have a
drawbridge, but there was a path of colored sugar
wafers that looked like cobblestones leading up to
the tront door.

“You're clever in the kitchen, Miss Cornelia,”
Mrs. Hawkins said.

Cornelia blushed and pushed a silky curl out

ot her eves. “Oh, it’s nothing really,” she answered.
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“I've always enjoyed cooking, Mrs. Hawkins.”

“Well, it’s a credit to you,” Mrs. Hawkins
declared solemnly. “Many a lady nowadays
wouldn’t know batter from butter!”

“Did I hear someone say ‘butter’?” Uncle Gard
asked, coming into the kitchen. “Good grief, Mrs.
Hawkins! I do hope you're not buttering up
Cornelia. We wouldn’t want her to slip away!”

Samantha groaned. “Uncle Gard, that’s an
awtul joke.”

“Is it?” Uncle Gard asked innocently. “Well, I

suppose it’s an awful good joke.”
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“Oh, Uncle Gard, please stop,” Samantha said.

“Okay, Sam. But it’s time to go if we want to
find our Christmas tree. Hawkins has already
harnessed the horses.”

“I'll be ready betfore you can say ‘Merry
Christmas’!” Samantha called, racing to get her
mittens, hat, and coat.

Hawkins held the horses steady as
Samantha and Uncle Gard climbed into

the sleigh. Uncle Gard slapped the

reins hard over the horses’ backs, and
the sleigh glided down the path to the street. For
several minutes Samantha and her uncle rode in
silence. They shared the red wool blanket and
waved to passing neighbors. Then, almost to

£

herselt, Samantha said, “Tomorrow is Christmas.”

'y

s come pretty quickly, hasn’t it, Sam?”

“No, I don’t think so,” Samantha replied. “I've
been planning for months. And of course,” she
added with a mischievous smile, “it took a long
time to get your present ready.”

"Oh?” Uncle Gard asked, pretending not to be
interested.

“Yes. It's the nicest present of all, and you'll
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never, never guess what it is,” Samantha said.

“Of course I will

me try. Is it

I.f.-l"

Uncle Gard announced. “Let
smaller than a breadbox?”

“Quite a bit, yes.”

“Is 1t green?”

“Parts ot it are,” Samantha told him.
“Could I ride on 1t?”

“Not at all,” Samantha giggled.

“Does 1t sing?”

IIND Fr
“Can it

do handsprings?”

Samantha laughed. “No! Guess some more.”

e

id]

[t coul

“Could

.HYoufd
“Aha! I

“Tell me,” Samantha said.
“It’s a baby turtle, of course.”
“A baby turtle?” Samantha gasped.

[s it something that closes up?”

d ...” Samantha said cautiously.

[ wear it on my head in summer?”
look silly if you did!”

know what it is!” Uncle Gard declared.

“How do you figure that, Uncle Gard?”
“Because, Sam, everyone knows a baby turtle

is smaller than a breadbox, cannot sing or do
handsprings, is part green, can close up, cannot be

19
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ridden, and would look silly on my head in
summer.”

“Well, you're wrong,” Samantha said. “It’s not
a baby turtle. It’s something I made. And it’s very
beautiful. In fact, it is the most beautiful thing I've
ever made for anyone.”

“I'm sure I will love it, Sam,” Uncle Gard said.

‘I wonder what you'll give me for Christmas?”
Samantha asked slyly.

“No, you don’t!” Uncle Gard said. “Don’t you
try to trick me into telling you.”

“Just give me some clues. Please, Uncle Gard,”
Samantha begged.

“Okay, I'll give you three clues and no more.
Clue number one: like a good schoolgirl, it uses

notes. Clue number two: unlike Samantha, it always

plays alone. Clue number three: it’s bound to please
you.”

Samantha was so puzzled by these clues that
she sat deep in thought while the sleigh glided
through the silent woods. When they reached the
trozen river, Uncle Gard stopped the horses and
tied the reins to a low willow branch. He lifted

an ax from the back of the sleigh and caught

50
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Samantha’s hand as she jumped down into the soft
snow. Then they walked together, looking for just
the right tree.

“This is it, Uncle Gard,” Samantha said at last.

“You're right, Samantha. It’s a real beauty.”

Uncle Gard chopped away. The ax’s loud
whacks echoed through the stillness, and Samantha
didn’t talk as they dragged the tree back to the
sleigh. On the way home, the horses’ bells jingled

brightly to the clip-clop rhythm of their hooves.

“I believe Mrs. Hawkins really outdid herself
this year,” Uncle Gard said as he pushed his chair
back from the table. “Dinner was a feast!”

The aroma of plum pudding still hung in the
air. Red candles burned low in their polished
holders. And Samantha couldn’t wait a moment
longer. “Grandmary, now may we decorate the
tree?” she asked.

“Of course,” Grandmary replied.

They gathered in the parlor and began to

(1
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unpack the ornaments. Grandmary lifted a pair of
little glass slippers out of the big oak chest. “These
belong where they’ll catch the light,” she said. “I've
watched them sparkle since I was six
years old.” She draped their golden
cord over a long branch. Uncle Gard

but a brass trumpet nearby. Cornelia

blaced the long-necked crystal swans near the top

of the tree, where they seemed to float in the
branches. And Samantha hung all of her blue silk
angels right in the front, where Cornelia insisted

they should be.

Soon it was time to attach the little white
candles. Then slowly, one by one, Uncle Gard lit
them. The etfect was glorious. China rosebuds
gleamed, crystal swans sparkled, and silk angels

shone in the flickering light. Foil-wrapped sugar-

plums bobbed and twinkled, and miniature brass
trumpets winked brightly. Grandmary’s glass
slippers seemed to dance.
They watched in silence, until Cornelia stepped
over to the piano and began to play and sing:
() Christmas tree, O Christmas tree,

“low lovely are your branches.”
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Uncle Gard joined in, and Samantha and Grandmary

sang, too. When the song was finished, Cornelia
began another Christmas carol. They all sang and
sang until the last candles on their beautiful tree
burned low.

Later that night, while Samantha lay awake
listening to street carolers in the distance, she

thought again of the lovely Nutcracker doll. Right
now she’s probably under some girl’s Christmas tree,
wrapped in pretty paper and waiting to be opened,
Samantha thought. She tried to think of something
else, but it was no use. If only I had even asked

J1
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Grandmary for the doll, at least I'd have a chance of
finding it under my tree tomorrow morning, Samantha
thought. Now there’s no chance at all. None. She

fell asleep to the sound of Christmas carols and
dreamed of the beautiful doll dancing away from

her, farther and tarther away.

“Where is everybody?” Samantha asked on
Christmas morning. She had hurried downstairs
with her pink hatbox full of gifts, only to find that
she was the only one awake. The grandfather clock
in the parlor chimed seven o’clock.

Samantha looked around the parlor. The
Christmas stockings at the mantel bulged with
treats. A small mountain of presents already stood

underneath the tree. “To Dear Samantha from
Grandmary” was written on a box that wasn'’t
nearly as big as the doll in Schofield’s window.
Samantha sighed and began to arrange her own
presents under the tree.

She heard a rustling sound behind her. “Merry
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Christmas, Samantha,” Cornelia said. She wore a
forest green dress and carried a pile of presents.

“Merry Christmas,” Samantha answered.

A moment later, Grandmary and Uncle Gard
were in the parlor, too. “Merry Christmas!”
Samantha called.

Grandmary sat down next to the tree. “I've
asked Mrs. Hawkins to hold breakfast until eight so
we can exchange gifts right away. I know how you
hate to wait, Samantha.” She handed Samantha a
package. “For you, my dear. Merry Christmas.”

Inside was a sewing kit, a very grown-up one
with forty ditferent colored threads, a thick
package of needles, and a cat-shaped
pincushion. Samantha loved the way
everything in the kit was arranged in

1ts own special compartment.

“Oh, Grandmary, thank you,” exclaimed
Samantha. “Thank you so much.” She gave her
grandmother a warm hug. “Now I have a present
for you,” she said. She handed Grandmary her gift.

“It has a delightful fragrance,” Grandmary said.
“I can smell it right through the paper!”

“Can you guess what it is, Grandmary?”
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“Not at all, dear, I'm quite perplexed so far.”

Very slowly Grandmary took off the paper.
When she found the heart-shaped sachet she said,
“Samantha, you're a dear and clever girl. This is
very lovely.”

Next came a present from Uncle Gard to
Samantha. “Here’s your answer to those riddles,
Sam,” he said.

Samantha ripped off the wrapping paper and
found a red leather book of Christmas carols. She
turned the pages carefully, humming songs as she
went. When she reached the end of the

book, Samantha found a golden key.

She wound it and a music box began

to play her favorite song of all—"0O
Christmas Tree.”
“Now [ understand, Uncle Gard!” Samantha
exclaimed. “You said my present would use notes

and play alone because it’s a music box. And it
is bound to please me because it’s a book of my
favorite Christmas carols, too. Now I can listen to
them all year round. Thank you.”

Samantha was about to give Uncle Gard a
small square box covered in blue tissue paper, but
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Cornelia handed her a large package instead.

“Go ahead, open yours first, Sam,” Uncle Gard
said with a wink.

Samantha had never seen
anything wrapped so elegantly. She
untied the silk ribbon and carefully
rolled it up. “Cornelia, is this from
New York?” asked Samantha.

“Open it and see.”

Samantha smoothed away the silvery wrapping
paper and slowly lifted the lid from the box.
“Cornelia!” she gasped. “It’s the Nutcracker doll!
Oh, I've wanted this doll for the longest time. How
did you ever know?”

“T didn’t know, samantha,” Cornelia said.
“Truly I didn’t. It’s only that I liked the doll so
much I thought perhaps you might, too.”

“I do,” Samantha said. She hugged the doll as
if she’d never let it go. “I love her. I love her more
than any other doll in the whole world. Thank you,
Cornelia. Thank you so much!”

With the doll still in her arms, Samantha
reached under the tree. Once again she picked up
the small square box wrapped in blue tissue paper.
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But this time she turned to Cornelia and handed it
to her. “Merry Christmas, Cornelia,” Samantha
whispered, suddenly shy.

“And Merry Christmas, Uncle Gard,” Samantha
said more loudly, handing him a larger package tied
with a big pink bow.

Uncle Gard got his present unwrapped first.
“By Jove, Sam!” he said when he opened the
candy. “There must be a pound of chocolates here.
You do spoil me!”

“Oh, Samantha, it’s so very pretty!” Cornelia
exclaimed when she saw the decorated box. “Why,

look at all these tiny pictures! This must have taken
you a long time to ma¥ke.”

“It did,” Samantha said honestly. “That box
took me longer than any other thing ['ve made.

Ever!”

“I will keep my jewelry in it and treasure it
always,” Cornelia said.

Samantha caught Uncle Gard’s happy wink.
She thought he guessed that the box had been
made for cuff links, but he seemed to understand
why she’d given it to Cornelia.
Now Uncle Gard turned to Cornelia and said,
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“I think you need something special to keep in such

a beautiful box, my dear.” He handed her a tiny
oift wrapped in dark red paper with a large gold |
bow on top. When Cornelia opened it, a diamond |
ring sparkled in the Christmas morning sunlight. [

“Oh, Gard,” she murmured softly. |

But Samantha was so overjoyed she shouted,
“It's an engagement ring! They're going to marry!
Grandmary, isn’t it wonderful?”

“Children, I'm so happy.” Grandmary’s voice
was quivery, and she had to dab her eyes with her
hankie.

“When is the wedding?” Samantha couldn’t

wait to find out.
“In June,” the couple answered together.
“You will be my bridesmaid, won't you,

Samantha?” Cornelia asked.
“Yes, I'd love to!” Samantha answered, and
cave her a big hug. “Oh, Cornelia, this has been

the best Christmas ever!”
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An elaborate turn-of-the-century Christmas celebration

To Samantha, Christmas meant sleigh bells, jolly
Saint Nick, carolers, decorations everywhere, and
piles of presents under the tree. Samantha’s turn-of-
the-century Christmas was the biggest,

crandest, and happiest celebration of the

' vear. Wealthy people like Grandmary

A were proud of their houses and their

possessions. Christmas was the pertect
time to show them oft with elaborate

decorations and extravagant parties.

[t was tashionable to make

Christmas the most glorious

6




holiday of the year.

By 1904, tine steamships carried
rich Americans on vacation trips to
Europe. Americans who traveled
abroad were tascinated with the

lives of people in England—
especially kings, queens, princes, Christmas oy
and princesses. Many Americans g SR
began to imitate wealthy people in England. They sent
Christmas cards like the English did. They also made
the Christmas tree the dazzling centerpiece of the
holiday.

Christmas trees began as a German tradition, but
elaborately decorated trees were especially popular in
England because of Queen Victoria. She had the first
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Children from well-to-do families received many gifts.

one in Windsor Castle decorated for her nine children.
Many Americans followed the English tradition of
hanging small gifts like watches, tops, and paint boxes
trom their trees. Exquisite glass ornaments were imported
from Germany.

Just like today, some Christmas trees were decorated
with paper chains, strings of popcorn and cranberries,
and cookies cut in different shapes. But trees were lighted
with candles rather than with electric lights, and someone
had to stand by with water and a sponge because fires

| casily. Still, people thought it was worth the
saw a tree with all of its candles lit,
had settled on every branch.



And under the tree? In
households like Grandmary’s
there were presents to make any
child’s dreams come true. Since
ships could cross the ocean
quickly and safely, many pres-
ents were imported from
Europe. For children there were
books from England, dolls from
Germany, music boxes from
Switzerland, and chocolates
from France. But one popular
toy in Samantha’s time was
very American. It was a cheery-
looking bear called a Teddy
Bear, named after the president Christmas morning
of the United States, Theodore “Teddy” Roosevelt.

Christmas stockings were filled with smaller
gifts like pens, hair ribbons, and candies. Children like
Samantha were showered with treats

and gifts. Christmas was a good
time to be a child in a household
like Grandmary’s.
Big family gatherings were
fashionable, and on Christmas Day

Americans got together with all their

A Teddy Bear, a popular present in 1904
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[he table set for an elegant Christmas feast

relatives and tamily friends for an elaborate dinner. In
1904, people didn’t worry about their figures the way
we do now. In fact, it was considered a sign of success
to be plump. So Christmas dinner was an enormous
teast with soup, tish, ham, and a golden-brown goose.
| here were many different kinds of bread, creamed
vegetables, and mounds of potatoes drenched in gravy.
Lo top it all oft, there was a steaming plum pudding
decorated with a sprig of holly, another

tradition the Americans copied from the
English. Atfter dinner there would be

singing, games of charades,

o O

pantomimes, and puppet shows

tor the children.
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Ot course, Christmas wasn’t a holiday for every-

one. For servants like Mr. a

nd Mrs. Hawkins and Elsa,

Christmas meant more work than usual. There was a

lot of cooking, cleaning, and laundry to do to get

ready for the holiday. Some American households

tollowed another English tradition of giving servants

a day off after Christmas. December 26 was called

Boxing Day because servants got their presents, or

Christmas boxes, then. Often women like Grandmary

brought gifts of food and ¢!
hospitals on that day, too.”

othes to orphanages and
'hey thought it was

important to share the wea

th and comfort of their

Christmas with people who had less.
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a THE BOOkS ABOUT SAMANTHA
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A
Tha MEET SAMANTHA « An American Girl
Samantha becomes good friends with Nellie, a servant girl,

and together they plan a secret midnight adventure.

SAMANTHA LEARNS A LESSON « A School Story
Samantha becomes Nellie’s teacher, but Nellie has some

a very important lessons to teach Samantha, too.
' SAMANTHA’S SURPRISE « A Christmas Story
Uncle Gard’s friend Cornelia is ruining Samantha’s

Christmas. But Christmas morning brings surprises!
2a

HArry BIRTHDAY, SAMANTHA! + A Springtime Story _
When Eddie Rvland spoils Samantha’s birthday party, :
Cornelia’s twin sisters know just what to do. ”{TR

il

i

£

e

SAMANTHA SAVES THE DAY ¢« A Summer Story
Samantha enjoys a peaceful summer at Piney Point,
% unbil a terrible storm strands her on Teardrop Island!

CHANGES FOR SAMANTHA « A Winter Story
Samantha tinds out that her friend Nellie is living in an
age, she must think of a way to help her escape.

L4

WITCOME TO SAMANTHA'S WORLD » 1904
' n history s lavishly illustrated
hotographs, illustrations, and

m real girls” letters and diaries.
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MOR_:*J TO D [ISCOVER ' While books are the heart of

The American Girls Collection’ they are only the beginning. The stories
in the Collection come to life when you act them
out with the beautiful American Girls dolls and
their exquisite clothes and accessories. To request
a free catalogue full of things girls love, send in
this postcard, call 1-800-845-0005, or visit our
Web site at americangirl.com.
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Please send me an American Gz'rl':’cata!og:.fe.

My name is

My address is
City State Zip
My birth date is / / E-mail address

month day year Fill in to receive updates and web-exclusive offers.

19611

Parent’s signature

And send a catalogue to my friend.

My friend’s name is

Address

Cit}f State Zip
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MEET THE ILLUSTRATOR

DAN ANDREASEN remembers that he always
wanted to be an artist. As a child, he copied drawings
by Leonardo da Vinci from art books that he checked

out of the library. Mr. Andreasen lives in Ohio with

his wife, two children, and their dog, Mr. Penny.




AMANTHA HAS HIGH HOPES for the
best Christmas ever. Things start to go wrong
when her Uncle Gard announces he is bringing the
beautiful Cornelia home for the holidays. The house-
hold goes into a dither, and in all the confusion, no one
pays much attention to Samantha and her private wish
for the beautiful doll in the window at Schofield’s Toy
Store. Samantha blames Cornelia for ruining the
holidays. But when Christmas morning finally comes,
Samantha has more than one surprise waiting for her.

Samantha’s Surprise is the third
in a series of beautifully illustrated books about
growing up in America’s New Century.

What was it like to be a girl long ago? The American Girls
Collection takes you inside the worlds of girls who lived during
exciting times in the past. As you read their stories, you can
imagine how different life was back then. But you ‘Il also discover
that their feelings, ideas, and dreams are just like yours.

Ages 7 and up
95221 + $5.95

Printed 1in China

The
ISBN 0-937295-22-1 AMERICANGIRLS
QN7809371295229 7 09522 3




SAMANTHA’'S FAMILY ;

NELLIE

Samantha’s friend,
who works as a maid.

GRANDMARY
Samantha’s
crandmother, who
waitts her to be a
younyg lady.

SAMANTHA

A nine-year-old

orphan who lives

with her wealthy
grandmother.

CORNELIA

AR s An old-fashioned
beauty who has
newfangled ideas.
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