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of light that were framed in the doorcase. Prankiohad compelle.1 the oblivion of young sleep by a .tutborn «lenee, and now breathed a regular, snmH breath.There was no sound of any movement in the playroomHe deba ed the situation with himself. If SantaClaus should see him watehing, he would notZll
hi */.^' ^" ""'*''" '"""'^ •""• ««id ««• Yes, butbehmd the frosted glasses how could Santa Claus seeh.mf And yet, why risk it, since an answer to the
lot er would be enough. Well, if Santa Cla^s woufdnot a low Inmself to be seen, would he allow h.W Ifto wnte» And if he objected to being spied on wh.
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He was startled into staring wakefulness-it seemed
o..Iy an .nstant later-by the sound of the glass dT™bemp shut wuh caution. Someone must have iSinto the room I It must have been Santa Claus makmg certain that he was not being watched

'

Don clutched the side of his cot, frightened at thedanger he had escaped and thankful that he had esoaped It
;
and under both feelings, he was glad beyondwords that Santa Claus was "really." L iSedholding his breath with awe.

"stened,

A bolt fell in the playroom. The noise was followedby a suppressed giggle. It was Nannie's giggle TndDon had no sooner heard it than he was over thes:de of his cot and tip-toeing across the room, wTh thetruth already heavy on his chest.


