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“Look,” whispered the Little

Girl. “What is that funny little
thing on the window sill?”

“l don’t see anything—I just
feel a Cool Little Breeze,” said the
Little Boy, “and anyway Mother
said we must go straight to sleep
so Santa Claus would come.”

“But there /s something there.
Why, it’s an EIf!”

And sure enough, there was the
little fellow peeking in the win-
dow. He smiled to himself when
he saw them all safely tucked in,
and blew a tiny whistle, When he
did this, the Cool Little Breeze
made a turn around the room and
blew back to the EIf.

“Do you see what he’s doing?
He's climbing on the Breeze!”
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The Little Boy sat up in bed.
“Let’s go too,” he cried. “Let’s
hang onto the Little Breeze and
maybe it will take us to the North
Pole.” .

“Oh, goody; and can we see
Santa Claus?”

The children quickly jumped
out of bed and caught the Little
Breeze, as it whisked out the win-
dow and over the housetops.

“Whew, that was a windy ride,”
exclaimed the Little Girl, as she
felt the ground under her feet
once more. “It looks pretty cold up
here,” for everything was covered
withsnow and long pricklyicicles.

“lsn’t that a cute red door
buried in the snow? Do you sup-
pose it is Santa Claus’s house?>”




“I kind of think it might be,” said the Little Boy, “because
vou know it was right exactly here that the Cool Little Breeze
melted away out of our hands. Let's knock and see what
happens.”

The Little Bov gave three polite raps on the red door, and
somebody said: “Come in, but don’t track in any snow.”

The children suddenly felt very timid when they saw the
_]nf]_!.' Old Man himself sitting right there before
them toasting his feet before the fire,

“Now, where in the world did you two come
from, and how did you get way up here?” said
Santa Claus.




“We held onto the tail end of
the Cool Little Breeze that the
Llf rode on,” the Little Boy said,
“and we had a hard time holding

A on.”

“Mm-m-m, so that’s it. Well, you know it's against the rules
for little children to come up here,and 1 ought to do something
about it.” Santa got up out of his chair, and the children didn’t
know exactly what was going to happen.

“But you really look like quite nice little children,”

said Santa Claus, “and I'm sure you wouldn’t
have come if you'd known it was against the rules.”

e just thmlght it would be :m‘ﬂl“}? nice to sec
you, Mr. Santa Claus,” the Little Girl said quickly.

“Well, I guessit's all right,”said Santa

nndding his head so that the little bells

on his cap tinkled. I'vcjust had an 1dea.
Are you very good at muking things?”
“Yes sir, some things,” the Little Boy

said.




“Well, I'll tell you. I was just sitting here checking over

my list, and you little boys and girls down on the earth have
ordered so many toys for Christmas that I've got to have a little
last-minute help. The manager at the J. C. PENNEY Store
just sent up another bag of letters that were left in his store for
me, and I find I've got to make a few more toys.”

He looked at his list again.

“Yes, sir, I'll have to have three more of those Mary Lu dolls.”

“Oh, I saw zhose at the . C. PENNEY Store!” the Little
Girl cried.

“And do you remember the maroon coaster with the brake?”
asked Santa. '

“Oh, yes, sir, / do,” the Little Boy said excitedly. “I sat in it,
and it’s so strong!”

“Well, I've got to make two more of those,” said Santa, “and



another bear that walks when you wind it, and probably six
of those bright yellow ducks that waddle. In fact, I'm going to
need a lot of help.”

“I can hammer and saw,” the Little Boy suggested.

“And 1 can sew dolls’ dresses,” the Little Girl added.

“Well, now, that’s fine,” and Santa Claus rubbed his hands
together. “Shall we start?”

“Why, it scems just like I've been in here before,” the Little
Girl exclaimed. “It looks like our |. C. PENNLEY Store, except
that all these nails and wood shavings weren’t all over the floor.
Oh, there’s the dear little
doll buggy I saw in the
store that would just fit
my last Christmas doll!”

“Oh, most of these
toys up here will be old
friends, I imagine. I'send

samples of all my toys to



the J. C. PENNEY Stores before Christmas every year,so you little
boys and gir]h‘ can see what you want me to bring you. And then
when you write your letters to old Santa and givt: them to the
].C.PENNEY man tosend me, I know just exactly which kind
of doll or wagon or train you want. There’s no mistake that way.
But we rc:l”y came in here to work, you know,” he reminded
the children as they k ept moving from one toy to another.

“Oh, yes, we did,” thcf.' ;1gri::.‘d.

“I know one thing—my left hind leg is an lll‘npttcnth of an
inch too long and 1 wish somebody would fix it.”

The Little Boy jumped a foot, because

the voice came from right at his elbow,

and he knew he hadn’t seen anybodv
there—not even an elf.

“Yes, | remember. We'll attend to that



right now,” Santa Claus said, going over to the table near where
the Little Boy had been standing and picking up a wooden
horse with black spots all over it.

“If you can saw, here’s your first job,” he told the Little Boy,
as he gave him the horse. “And you'll find a saw over there on
that work-bench.”

The Little Boy took the horse carefully for fear he might

[’ hurt 1t,

F “Oh, you needn’t be so careful,” he was told. “I'm just plain
[‘-;tinh‘(f wood even if I can talk. You are in Santa Claus’s work
shop now, you know, where you might
see a lot of strange things.”

Meanwhile, the Little Girl was buss

n:u‘ing white fur on a little blue coat




for somebody’s doll. She couldn’t
help wishing just a tiny bit that it
might have been for her own doll,
because it was an awfully pretty coat
and blue was her favorite color.

The children worked harder
than they had ever worked in their
lives, because they wanted every-
thing to be just right. And besides
they knew Santa Claus wouldn’t
accept a toy if there was the least
thing wrong. The J- C. PENNEY
man told them so. He had said that
every single toy in the store had
come from Santa Claus in perfect
condition.

But the Little Boy and the Little
Girl were having a lovely time even
if they were working hard, because
all the toys talked whenever they
felt like it—even the rabbits and the
elephants, and of course, the dolls.

When they had just about the
last toy finished, Santa Claus sud-



denly stood up and said, “I'd better

be starting out pretty soon now.”

“But, my goodness, how are you
children going to get back to
earth? I'd completely forgotten all
about it, I was so busy finishing up
those toys.”

“Maybe we can go back on the
Cool Little Breeze,” the Little Girl
suggested, “only I'd like to ask it
not to trave] quite so fast.”

“No, we'll have to think of an-
other way now. It’s so late that all
the Little Breezes have been called
in for the night, and are put away
safely to bed. Why didn’t I think of
it sooner?”

The children thought perhaps
they shouldn’t have come after all,
and began to wonder what their
Mother would think if she didn’t
find them in their own bed on
Christmas morning.

“Couldn’t you possibly manage




to take us down with you some way, Santa Claus?” asked
the Little Girl. “How do the reindeer feel about people—do
you think they would mind if we went with }’ml?"

Santa turned to the children. “Reindeer don'’t like to carry
anything but toys, and Blitzen is particularly frisky. I'm afraid if
he knew there were children in the sleigh he might try to rock
it and dump the toys.

“Well, therc’s just one thing to do as 1 see it,” Santa Claus
said. “We'll just fool old Blitzen, and the rest of them, too,”

and he chuckled as he pul]t:{l out the hug{:

sack and began to pile the toys in.

They couldn’t imagine exactly what he
was going to do, but when he had
put most all the toys in and the sack
was nearly full to over-flowing, he
turned to the children.

“FHere we are
he said. “I've left
a nice little place

: l ) right here in the
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middle to put you two in. No, sir, those reindeer will never
suspect a thing.”

The Little Boy and the Little Girl were lifted right up into
the midst of the toys, and found the coziest little place made
for them, with doll blankets and soft t{:dd}-' bears and ::udd]t}-'
dolls all around them so th ey wouldn’t have to sit on the hard
trains and horses and things.

Then Santa Claus gave a qucer call and the elves came
running in and carried the sack to the sleigh that was waiting
outside the red door.

The children were so excited they could hardly breathe.
They heard Santa Claus’s bells jingling as he climbed up into
the sleigh, and the stamping of the reindeer’s feet on the snow.




The next minute Santa Claus gave
a toss to the reins, and “O#f Blitzen! Off
Vixen!” and the s}cigh whisked away over the cloud

tops. The children felt a Great Cold Wind on their faces and
heard a rushing sound in their ears, with the tinkling of the
reindeer’s bells coming faintly from far ahead.

Then suddenly they felt a jerk, a sudden stop, and not a
sound from the reindeer bells. Santa Claus leaned over the
back of the seat, picked up the Little Boy and Girl and put
them firmly on their own window sill.

As tilc}' climbed down into the room and turned to thank
him, they heard the tinkling of the bells again, and saw the
sleigh H}ring away over the }musctnpx.

“I'm terribly sleepy,” the Little Girl said, as they climbed
into bed. But the Little Boy was fast EIH]t‘L‘.P betore he ever got
to say: “So am L.”



“Wake up! Wake

up! It’s Christmas,”
| was the next thing
they heard. “Come
see the beautiful
doll, and the new
coaster with the
brake, and all the
lovely things Santa
Claus has brought.”







