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CHAPTER I. 
THE MAN WITHOUT SENTIMENT. 

 
LANCING at the check, Marcia 
Henderson signed Donworth’s 
name to the accompanying 
letter, addressed it to the 

Associated Charities, and tossed it into the 
basket for the office boy to collect. “Five 
thousand dollars!” she mused half aloud. 

“What’s that?” demanded Donworth 
sharply.  

“Oh, nothing!” the girl replied sweetly. 
“I was merely thinking aloud.”  

“Well, Miss Henderson, I wish you 
would stop it!” her employer said a bit 
testily. 

“Now that you have forwarded that 
check,” she observed, “no doubt you feel 
very charitable and generous.”  

Donworth knew what was coming; 
another of those infernal chats on his 
business ethics, no doubt! Confound the 
girl! But for the fact that she was an 
unusually efficient private secretary, he 
would have discharged her a dozen times 

during the past year. She fairly made him 
squirm on account of her uncanny method 
of discovering heretofore unknown 
shortcomings. These she displayed for the 
good of his soul. She told him things that 
the outside world wanted to tell him, but 
lacked the nerve. 

Young and aggressive, Donworth was 
a man of power in the financial and 
business world, who secretly gloried in the 
thought that men of equal influence said 
he was “harder’n the hubs of Hades!” All 
men remained at arm’s length; none 
presumed to address him as Chadwick or 
Chad—it was always “Mister” or “Sir” 
capitalized. 

Yet this slip of a girl told him exactly 
what she thought of him; never in a critical 
spirit, however; rather, her manner was 
sympathetic. Once in the heat of argument, 
he sharply informed her he desired no 
one’s sympathy, and she had quickly 
retorted: “That is exactly what is wrong 
with you, Mr. Donworth.”  

Now, he braced himself. “Come, out 
with it, Miss Henderson! What about the 
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five thousand—not enough, or too much?”  
“I was merely thinking,” she replied, 

“what a pity it is that you who have made 
such a success in a business way get so 
little out of life; so little real happiness 
from your charities. You disburse 
thousands annually, and you never really 
give a cent. You extend what you are 
pleased to term gifts in the same cold, hard 
spirit that you close a business transaction. 
In a word, you have never experienced the 
wonderful joy of giving. Your fellow men 
have never touched a responsive chord in 
your heart.” 

“They’d prefer to touch my 
pocketbook!” returned Donworth gruffly. 

“Wrong as usual, and the fault lies in 
you.”  

Donworth found himself wondering 
why he never resented his secretary’s 
frank criticism. As she talked she 
unwrapped a package, and presently held 
forth for his inspection a cheap toy. 

“To illustrate,” she went on, “on 
Christmas morning my little brother is 
going to derive no end of pleasure from 
this, but the selecting of it brought me 
even greater pleasure, and it is such a 
cheap little thing to bring two people so 
much happiness. The greatest gift we can 
sometimes give is a part of ourselves—our 
time or effort.” She smiled up at him 
seriously. 

“I send a truckload of toys out to my 
boy every Christmas,” he contended. 

“Ah, that is it, Mr. Donworth; you 
send, but you never go down into the toy 
department and select. Some one does it 
for you. You call up an agency and order 
them to send a new car out for your wife. 
Everything is done by order, and the part 
of you that should be in the gifts to make 
them really sentimental is not there. Don’t 
you understand? Why, I even selected 
your wife’s birthday gift because you 
thought you were too busy, or perhaps it 

was too much trouble!”  
“True!” he admitted, half serious, half 

amused. “But she was pleased.”  
“Pleased, of course, because it was 

something she believed represented your 
loving care and thoughtfulness. She did 
not know it was symbolic of an order 
hurriedly given to your secretary.”  

“Why do you take this interest in me?” 
he queried curiously. 

“Because I dislike working with a man 
who professes not to have a soul; who 
dwells in a shell far removed from the 
warmth and friendship of this world of 
ours. It is unnatural and annoying, 
particularly as I am sure if somebody or 
something would only break through that 
shell a most delightful personality would 
be freed. 

“I know it is quite the thing to be hard, 
cold, a power, and all that,” she went on, 
“but to me it seems utter nonsense. Men in 
the business world frequently compare you 
to the hubs of Hades in hardness, even 
giving the hubs a little the worst of it. You 
think it complimentary, but it should be 
slander. Mr. Donworth, you are missing so 
much in life and don’t know it.”  

“Can’t very well miss something I 
apparently don’t realize exists,” he replied 
with a grim smile. “You’re affected by the 
Christmas spirit, but it’ll pass in time.”  

“It is too bad you are not similarly 
affected,” she returned tartly; “it would 
mean so much more to you, and to your 
little boy. Honest, now, how much of 
yourself do you give him? He is the source 
of much pleasure to you, because he is 
yours, but what pleasure do you give him 
except what you buy? Did you ever 
undress him from shoes to undershirt, then 
tuck him in bed with your own hands after 
a glorious romp? Did you ever go out into 
the garden and dig canals, float wooden 
boats downstream, soil your clothing 
hopelessly, and acquire a few kinks in 
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your back that really hurt?”  
“But you see, a businessman—”  
“No, I don’t see,” she interrupted; “at 

least not what you see. But I do see a dear 
little boy growing to manhood, and 
perhaps lacking a soul because his father 
before him never found his own; because 
his father never made a pal of the little 
boy, nor peeped into the souls of the 
thousands of humans about him; who 
always ordered, but never gave, who— 
Oh, what’s the use!” 

She whirled defiantly and gave vent to 
her feelings at the expense of the 
typewriter, but her manner suggested: 
“There, put that in your pipe and smoke it, 
Mr. Donworth!” 

 
CHAPTER II. 

NOTHING BUT COGS. 
 
ATHER than give the girl the 
satisfaction of knowing that her lance 

had pierced his armor, Donworth plunged 
into his work, or at least made a fine 
pretense of doing so. A man may deceive 
his friends and family, but his private 
secretary is something else again. 

Marcia smiled. “Perhaps,” she 
observed sweetly, “you can get the gist of 
that contract better by reading it right side 
up.” 

“Tarnation take it!” he exploded and 
left the field to his secretary. 

Later he planned to renew the battle, 
provided he was sure of his ground. 

With quick, energetic strides he 
walked through the aisles of the huge 
department store that stood a living 
monument to his business ability. To him 
it was all a great machine, filling a public 
need, at a reasonable profit. Human cogs 
furnished the power. Some were of 
tempered steel; others of softer 
composition frequently gave way and were 
replaced by new cogs that worked a bit 
crudely at first, but eventually fitted in and 

remained until they, too, were replaced. 
Donworth himself was a cog, around 
which the others revolved, and he favored 
himself no more than he did others. 

A stout, genial Santa Claus aroused 
Donworth’s interest, and he paused. Here, 
indeed, was a cog that functioned. He was 
jolly, and his ready banter pleased the 
crowd of little folks about him. The 
majority believed in him with the 
boundless faith of childhood, delighted, 
confident. Others were timid, doubtful; 
and a few, a very few, were skeptics. 

Donworth saw the cog first, then the 
skeptics, laughed a bit grimly, and entirely 
missed the tragedy of their disillusion, the 
shattering of a pretty dream of childhood. 

Perhaps it was Fate that directed his 
footsteps that afternoon; perhaps it was 
merely a coincidence. Santa stepped 
forward and lifted a little boy of perhaps 
three years from the group, then gently 
hugged him before he, as gently, put him 
down. It was Donworth’s son, Archie. 

“If, you’re a good little boy, I’ll be 
around to see you Christmas Eve,” Santa 
promised; “now remember!” 

“W-w-w-will I see you?” faltered the 
little fellow, slowly recovering from his 
astonishment at the great honor thrust 
upon him. 

“Perhaps,” replied Santa; “but when I 
arrive all good little boys should be sound 
asleep.”  

The faintest sneer passed over 
Donworth’s face. It was the same old story 
of cogs bowing before him. Even Santa 
Claus fawned and curried favor where 
Donworth or his were concerned. It was 
disgusting; the venerable whiskers and 
genial smile masked the soul of a 
suppliant. 

Donworth pushed his way through the 
crowd of little folks. “Hello, sonny boy!” 
he said as he picked him up. 

“Hello, daddy!” replied the child, 
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pleased, yet surprised and not wholly at 
ease. 

The nurse joined them. “Archie 
wanted to see Santa Claus,” she explained. 

“And he’s comin’ to our house!” cried 
the child delightedly. “And—and, if I’m 
awake I’ll see him. Can I stay up and see 
him, nurse, can I?”  

“Perhaps,” she replied without 
committing herself; “but good little boys 
hang up their stockings Christmas Eve and 
then go to sleep.”  

“He’s got plenty of color!” commented 
Donworth after a brief glance. 

It was on the tip of the woman’s 
tongue to suggest that he was slow to 
notice it, but she had her place to think of. 
“Yes; Archie has not been very well of 
late,” she replied. 

“Did you call a specialist?” he 
demanded sharply. 

“Doctor Seldon has been out a number 
of times.”  

“Strange I didn’t learn of this before.”  
“Mr. Donworth,” she said quietly, 

“that is because it has been three days 
since you visited the nursery.”  

Her tone sounded decidedly like Miss 
Henderson’s; his attitude unconsciously 
became defensive. 

“Better take him home and keep him 
quiet,” he suggested. 

Donworth watched them moving 
slowly down the aisle, the child smiling 
back, waving his hand. Three days since 
he had entered the nursery! Three days and 
living in the same house! He was glad 
Miss Henderson did not know that. 

She glanced up as he entered the 
office, but continued her work. It was 
evident he did not intend to break more 
lances that day. He was glad, because 
things had come thick and fast for some 
unaccountable reason. 

Then Dayton entered. Dayton was on 
the payroll as “Superintendent of 

Personnel,” and though he was a mighty 
good cog, he was tender-hearted and 
therefore a fool; a dreamer with ideas of 
old-age pensions, summer camps, sick 
benefits for employees, and other fool 
notions. 

Donworth granted the merit of some of 
the ideas, but the individual and not the 
firm should foot the bills. Dayton and his 
beaming face got on Donworth’s nerves at 
times, but the man could certainly handle 
knotty problems dealing with the 
personnel. 

Dayton was beaming as he placed a 
sheaf of papers before Donworth. “A 
Christmas gift to the employees,” he 
explained brightly. 

“Of what nature—ten-dollar bonus or 
something?”  

“No, Mr. Donworth; my old-age 
pension, summer-camp, sick-benefit plan. 
Your signature will automatically put it 
into effect January first, substantially as I 
have outlined it many times.”  

“Dayton,” replied Donworth slowly, 
“you have yet failed to show me where 
your idea pays the firm dividends. We are 
all cogs in this world, and we must think 
in terms of cogs and put sentiment aside. 
Sentiment and business don’t mix. When 
you can point out where we cash in on it, 
I’ll consider your plan. I can’t see it now.”  

To the astonishment of every one, 
including Dayton himself, the 
superintendent of personnel blew up, and 
only Miss Henderson’s presence prevented 
a free flow of well-rounded swear words. 
He leveled an accusing finger at 
Donworth.  

“Can’t see it, eh?” he roared. “That’s 
because you’re such an infernal idiot! 
Some day, Mr. Donworth, you’ll think of 
men’s souls and bodies in other terms than 
your devilish cogs and cash values. I’ll 
leave these papers, and when that day 
comes, as it will come, sign ‘em! I’m 
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through!” 
Donworth was hard and cold as he 

replied: “Miss Henderson, direct the 
treasurer to make out a check for Mr. 
Dayton to January first, please.”  

“Miss Henderson,” barked the usually 
meek and beaming Dayton, “have it made 
out for services up to and including 
twenty-seven minutes past three o’clock, 
December twenty-second, and not one 
minute more.”  

“Very well, Dayton!” agreed 
Donworth. 

“And there,” said Marcia as the door 
closed on Dayton, “goes a man who has 
saved you endless trouble. He can’t be 
duplicated, and that is why the General 
Department Stores people have been after 
him for months.”  

“I’ll have to scratch gravel to duplicate 
him,” admitted Donworth; “but no man is 
so good that he cannot be replaced.”  

“What do you wish me to do with the 
papers Mr. Dayton left?” she inquired with 
no little interest. 

“What had I better do with them?” he 
countered. 

“File them in the unfinished business 
folder.”  

“Et tu, Brute?” He shrugged his 
shoulders. “Very well.” 

 
CHAPTER III. 

A ROCK TO BE SMASHED. 
 
NTERING his private office, 
Donworth locked the door. To 

Marcia, schooled in his moods, it meant 
the tackling of a big problem, something 
he wanted to work out alone in his own 
way, undisturbed. She heard his chair 
creak as he settled into it and could picture 
him as she had seen him many times, legs 
sprawled out, jaw set, eyes staring at the 
wall, but seeing nothing. 

Three normal-minded people in as 
many hours had told him he was wrong. 

Was he? Much of his success was due to 
listening to the viewpoint of others, yet 
always deciding for himself in the end, 
subconsciously influenced, perhaps. He 
could not help it if he was cold, hard, and 
dwelt in a shell. He was made that way. 
But just the same it might be worth while 
to weigh himself as he invariably weighed 
others, unsparingly, mercilessly, and 
thoroughly. 

It had required a lot to arouse the meek 
Dayton to a point bordering on assault and 
profanity and then resignation. Dayton had 
come to regard himself as a necessary and 
important cog. Willing to be a cog himself, 
he resented others being so regarded. 

A half hour slipped by before 
Donworth reached a decision. “As a cold-
blooded business proposition,” he said, 
“Dayton’s plan is wrong.” Chadwick 
Donworth was still in his shell. 

Next he took up Miss Henderson’s 
terse comments. She had told him his 
perspective of life was wrong, but in the 
same breath had declared her faith in him, 
even though she failed to open his eyes to 
a clearer viewpoint. 

Yes; she was right, he concluded at 
last. He had never really given anything in 
the accepted sense of the word. He even 
doubted if he knew how to go about it, and 
yet charity organizations regarded him as a 
prince. There was nothing in reason his 
wife or son could not have if they desired, 
but others provided for their wishes and. 
sent the bills to him. This was not 
generosity, but business carried into the 
sacredness of the home. 

Donworth had not looked at it in that 
light before. 

And there was Archie. Donworth 
could count off a dozen young business 
men, like himself, who left the 
management of their children to nurses, 
tutors, and similar people. Eventually they 
would grow up, graduate from college, 
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and accept a place in the business. It was 
being done by the best of families, but was 
it right? Perhaps not. Miss Henderson 
would have said no in a decisive tone of 
voice. But, certainly nurses knew more 
about raising a small boy than he, a 
business man. 

Miss Henderson sighed a bit sadly 
when Donworth at last emerged. Like 
others she credited him with sincerity. 
“Poor fellow,” she mused, “he tried so 
hard to see my viewpoint; tried honestly 
and failed! It’s his nature, I suppose, and 
they say we cannot go against nature, and 
yet if some one or something—perhaps 
some sort of a Moses—would only smite 
the rock of his armor with the staff of 
sympathy, the flood of human kindness 
that would gush from him would be a 
deluge.” 

She reflected on this statement. “Good 
Lord,” she exclaimed, “I’m waxing poetic! 
But just the same I know what is wrong 
with him. All his life he has never met a 
disinterested person, except possibly his 
wife. Everybody with whom he came in 
contact was seeking something, but never 
giving. Never having heard the golden 
notes of the chord of human sympathy, he 
has never felt the responsive thrill 
vibrating within his breast. There I go 
again!”  

Marcia attacked the typewriter 
vigorously for the second time that 
afternoon. 

 
CHAPTER IV. 

ORDERED, BUT NOT GIVEN. 
 

ITH the others, Donworth worked 
late the night before Christmas; not 

that it was necessary, but the example was 
good. Miss Henderson closed her desk at 
eight o’clock. Donworth handed her a 
small package as she was about to leave. 
“Just a little thing I selected this 

afternoon,” he explained; “hope you’ll like 
it. Good night and Merry Christmas.” 

Marcia realized with conflicting 
emotions that here was one gift he had 
selected himself. It was not a token of 
affection as she well knew, but one of 
respect and perhaps appreciation. She 
thanked him. 

It was nine o’clock when Donworth 
reached the street. A car detached itself 
from a side street and rolled to the curb. 

“The club to-night, sir?”  
“No; home this time, Maybury,” 

Donworth replied. He handed the man a 
package—one of many he had ordered. 
“Something from Santa Claus, and it looks 
as if it might be a box of cigars.” 

A light burned in the nursery window 
as the car rolled up the driveway, but was 
switched off a few minutes later. Rumor 
had it that Archie had the common small-
boy habit of kicking off the covers at 
night. Donworth gave it no further 
thought. 

The butler, an efficient household cog, 
was on hand as usual. “Mrs. Donworth 
telegraphed that her train is twenty-four 
hours late, sir,” he reported; “she will 
doubtless be here to-morrow.”  

“Very well!” 
The man acted as if he had other 

information to impart, but evidently 
thought better of it. 

Donworth retired immediately. 
Sometime after midnight he was aroused 
from his slumbers. Whispering voices 
debated just outside his door. 

“But, sir,” protested the butler, “he has 
given strict orders never to be disturbed 
after he retires.”  

“I don’t care a hang about that,” 
replied a wrathful voice; a voice as cold 
and commanding as Donworth’s own; 
“this is a serious matter, and I’ll take the 
responsibility of calling him. It’s about 
time somebody told Donworth what they 

W
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think of him—” The remainder of the 
sentence was lost in a commanding rap. 

Donworth opened the door and faced 
Doctor Seldon; the butler stood behind, 
apologetic. For some reason Donworth felt 
like kicking the man just then.  

The specialist eyed Donworth with 
apparent disapproval. “Such men as you 
have no right to a family,” he blurted out 
with tactless sincerity. “You sleep while 
your son is hovering between life and 
death. And that’s not all, Donworth; 
ninety-nine per cent of the kiddies would 
be calling for their mother or father at a 
time like this; but Archie, poor little devil, 
doesn’t know who to call for. That’s a 
tragedy, Donworth.”  

Donworth regarded Seldon with his 
usual cold gravity, making no effort to 
stop the outburst. No living man had ever 
spoken to him in that manner before. He 
could make or break a man; even a famous 
specialist had much to gain by his 
friendship. 

Somewhat tardily Seldon realized that 
his righteous indignation had carried him 
rather far. “Perhaps,” he added, being too 
much of a man to retreat from a stand he 
knew was correct, “I could have been less 
harsh, but, hang it all, it’s unnatural!”  

Donworth raised a commanding hand. 
“Let the statement stand unqualified,” he 
said; “there is much truth in what you say. 
I did not know the boy was seriously ill.” 

Silently he followed the specialist into 
the nursery. On every hand there were 
evidences of wealth; the walls decorated to 
appeal to the youthful imagination; the 
toys of every kind and nature—too many, 
if anything. To Donworth’s mind came 
Marcia’s charge: “All ordered, none 
given.”  

Seldon whispered of symptoms 
bearing long scientific names that meant 
nothing to Donworth. Quietly he 
approached the crib and looked down on 

the feverish face of his son. Though wide 
awake the child’s face was devoid of 
expression. 

Donworth dropped to his knees. “It’s 
daddy, sonny boy; don’t you want daddy?” 
He waited almost hungrily for the reply. 

“No!” answered the child truthfully, 
disproving a half-formed idea in 
Donworth’s mind that he was 
unconscious. 

All eyes were on the father’s face, but 
not by the slightest indication did he show 
the depth of the wound. Not one father in 
ten thousand could have stood unmoved at 
such a rebuke. With a steady hand he 
patted the burning little cheek, then softly 
left the room. The doctor followed him. 

“What is it, Seldon?” Donworth 
inquired, jerking his thumb toward the 
door. 

“I don’t know,” replied the specialist 
frankly. 

“Then wire the greatest men of your 
profession to come immediately. Spend a 
million if necessary, but pull him 
through!” 

“Medical science has its limitations,” 
answered Seldon, “nor can money do 
everything. Each must fight his own battle 
for life, aided by what little we can do. It 
is something within Archie that must be 
stirred to the point where he will respond. 
The remedy in this case must come from 
within. He apparently has had the best of 
care, and yet his condition is critical. For 
forty-eight hours now he has refused food, 
rarely drinks or moves and never sleeps.”  

“Two days and I wasn’t told!”  
Seldon shrugged his shoulders. “You 

once gave an order that you were not to be 
annoyed by affairs at home. You directed 
your servants to do all that was necessary 
on any matter and you would pay the bills. 
Well, basing their actions on their correct 
judgment of your character, they have 
even included the serious illness of your 
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son.”  
“Good Lord, Seldon, what’s the matter 

with me?” 
“I’m hanged if I know,” replied Seldon 

frankly. 
“I’m not human—I’m an efficient, 

hellish machine in human form. It’s only 
recently that I’ve realized it; but even as I 
realize it I stand before you fettered and 
imprisoned, yes, almost blind because I 
can’t see the real cause—merely the effect. 
Am I a victim of environment or what?”  

Donworth paced the hall nervously, 
then reentered the nursery. The nurse was 
going through a series of contortions, 
acting the clown, saying things in a 
ludicrous tone in an effort to arouse the 
child’s interest, but the boy merely gazed 
solemnly, unmoved by acts that had 
formerly brought gales of laughter. 

Only the woman’s tear-dimmed eyes 
disclosed her aching heart and gave the lie 
to her clownish movements. She held up a 
queer-looking duck with an almost human 
expression in its painted eyes; a bear that 
squeeked a protest when it was pressed; an 
elephant that bobbed its head sagely. Each 
in turn performed its mission without 
result. 

 
CHAPTER V. 

THE GRIM STRUGGLE. 
 

AW grimly set, Donworth watched it 
all, conscious of a feeling of 

helplessness for the first time in his life. 
Always before a terse command from him 
had brought the result he desired. He 
desperately wanted to do something; to 
take the boy’s place and fight his battle 
with his own iron strength; yet could think 
of nothing that had not already been done. 

Once again he knelt by the crib; the 
usually steady hands refused to obey his 
iron will and now trembled as he stroked 
the child’s cheeks. “It’s all right, sonny 

boy,” he whispered. “Daddy will tuck you 
in bed all nice and warm.”  

He fumbled awkwardly with the 
blanket. “Now go to sleep, and when you 
wake up Santa Claus will have been here 
and left a lot of new toys; you remember 
Santa Claus, don’t you, down in daddy’s 
big store?” 

The child seemed to consider this. The 
faintest expression of interest passed over 
his face. Almost furiously Donworth 
attempted to sustain that spark. “He comes 
to-night, Archie,” he whispered in a voice, 
hoarse, broken, intense, “coming after you 
have gone to sleep; with lots of toys for 
Archie.” 

Then, as the interest seemed to wane, 
he broke for a moment. “Oh, God,” he 
murmured, “please help me to bring him 
around!”  

“Archie don’t want toys!” said the 
child, his interest returning for a moment. 

Almost frantically Donworth seized 
upon the shred of hope born of this 
moment of interest. “What do you want, 
sonny boy? What is it? Tell daddy what 
you want!”  

Seldon and the nurse became tense and 
breathless as they awaited the response. 
The child seemed about to speak, then the 
listlessness gripped him once more; their 
hopes fell. 

As if he meant by the force of his own 
great will to hold what little he had gained, 
Donworth drew the burning little figure to 
his breast. “Come, sonny boy, tell daddy 
what you want! Please tell daddy, quick, 
now! Now, sonny boy!” In his anguish 
Donworth shook the child almost roughly. 

“I want—I want—” As the tide ebbs 
and flows so did the spark of interest in the 
little face burn brightly one moment and 
die away the next. 

“What do you want, sonny boy? Oh, 
what is it?”  

J
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The specialist stepped over and laid a 
restraining hand on Donworth’s arm. “Not 
so rough, old man!” he whispered. 

Donworth did not hear him; his eyes 
were searching the little face cradled in his 
arms, the interest was surging back again. 

“I—want—want Santa Claus!”  
“He’ll come, sonny boy; I know he’ll 

come!” whispered Donworth. “He’s got to 
come. Now try to sleep.” As Donworth 
placed him gently in his bed he noticed the 
coma had enfolded him once more. 

“It didn’t work,” groaned Seldon, “and 
for a moment I was sure you had won.” 

“Work!” cried Donworth. “Something 
tells me it’s bound to work! I’ll have a 
Santa Claus here inside an hour. I’ll have 
the Santa Claus here. And in the 
meantime, Seldon, pray! Pray as I shall try 
to in my blundering, hopeless way.” 

He turned to the butler. “The car 
immediately!” Then to the maid he added: 
“Look up Marcia Henderson’s telephone 
number at once.”  

As he donned his overcoat Donworth 
heard the low hum of the motor on the 
drive below. 

“Miss Henderson is on the telephone, 
sir!” announced the maid. 

Donworth fairly raced to the 
instrument. 

“Marcia,” he said hurriedly, 
“Donworth speaking. Slip into your 
clothes and be ready to accompany me to 
the office as soon as you can. I’ve got to 
find that Santa Claus at once; his address 
is indexed of course, and you understand 
the complexities of the system.”  

Somewhat puzzled, Marcia realized 
that the summons was imperative. “I’ll be 
ready, Mr. Donworth,” she replied 
quickly. 

With all lights agleam the big car 
rushed through the deserted streets. A 
muffled figure was waiting at the curb. 
Maybury slowed down sufficiently to 

permit Donworth to pull Marcia in, then 
started so suddenly she was thrown to the 
seat. 

“It’s my little boy,” he explained, “and 
I’m in hopes Santa Claus will do what 
everything else has failed to accomplish.”  

“Is it that serious?” she inquired with 
ready sympathy.  

“I am afraid so!”  
The night watchman thanked his lucky 

stars he was awake that night. The 
appearance of the big boss himself at two 
in the morning was unheard of. Marcia did 
not wait for the man to start the power and 
put the elevators in commission, but ran 
upstairs, followed by Donworth, and, with 
a certainty that proved she was a cog and 
something more, jerked open a long, 
narrow drawer, ran through the cards with 
deft fingers, and found what she sought. 
“Fuller, Daniel, temporary, 1014 East 
Todd Street, no telephone,” she read.  

As if fearful there might be some 
mistake Donworth thrust the card into his 
pocket. The elevator was waiting for them, 
and dropped to the main floor at top speed. 
“Ten fourteen East Todd, Maybury” 
shouted Donworth, “and step on it!” 

 
CHAPTER VI. 

ON COMMON GROUND. 
 
HROUGH the business section, then 
the apartment district, and finally a 

poorer part of the residential district the 
car sped, and at length came to a stop 
before an old structure. A light gleamed 
from a back window; the other houses in 
the neighborhood were dark. A dog near 
by set up an incessant yapping that bid fair 
to arouse the entire neighborhood. 
Donworth hurried up the walk. It was 
snowing again, he noted abstractly. Failing 
to find a bell he knocked. It was a heavy 
knock, unconsciously demanding. 

A man of perhaps forty answered the 
summons. He was typical of the homely, 

T
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substantial class that forms the backbone 
of the nation. An old-fashioned night robe, 
reaching to his shins, gashed V-shape on 
either side, flapped about his legs. For an 
instant he stared incredulously at 
Donworth, then his expression became 
grim and unfriendly. 

“Come in,” he said at last. 
Donworth found himself in a very 

clean though simply furnished room. As a 
matter of economy the fireplace had been 
closed and a heater established in its stead. 
Four stockings of different sizes and a 
very small bootee were hanging from the 
mantel filled with inexpensive presents. 
There was something about it all both 
beautiful and tragic—a story of loving 
sacrifices and privation that youthful 
dreams might live. 

“You are Fuller whom we employed as 
Santa Claus, are you not?” began 
Donworth. “I’m going to need you for a 
few hours; my car is waiting outside and 
will bring you back later. You will be well 
paid, of course.”  

The response was a glance of reproach 
and scorn. “No, Mr. Donworth; I don’t 
believe I care to enter your employ again 
under any conditions. And as for tonight—
all the money in the world could not 
induce me to leave home.” He glanced at 
the clock. It was nearly three. 

“I want you for my little boy, Fuller—
” began Donworth. 

“A spoiled pet, no doubt,” interrupted 
Fuller with rising anger, “for whom money 
will buy anything. It can’t buy me this 
night! I’ll give it to you straight, 
Donworth, knowing you’ll doubtless 
hound me the remainder of my life, but 
any man who will stand by a group of 
kiddies enjoying Santa Claus and sneer as 
you did is a wretched cur. I could forgive 
your cold-bloodedness in your business 
affairs, but for that—never! Seek a Santa 
Claus elsewhere for your midnight 

Christmas celebration. Good night!”  
“Listen, Fuller,” pleaded Donworth; “I 

sneered at you, that is true, but it was 
because you selected my little boy from 
the group for special attention when I 
appeared on the scene. It was the attempt 
to win my favor that disgusted me.”  

“I fawn before no man, Donworth,” 
replied Fuller proudly. “If I picked up your 
little boy it was because he himself 
appealed to me. A child appeals to me as 
such, and I don’t care a hang whether he is 
dressed in silks or overalls. I was there to 
entertain them all, Donworth, but when 
some of the little fellows looked at me 
with honest, wide-open eyes and believed 
in me, they pulled at my heartstrings, and I 
simply had to hold ‘em a moment.” 

“And that is why I am here to-night, 
Fuller, because my little boy believes in 
you, and wants you, is expecting you, even 
though he is hovering near death. Will you 
come, Fuller?”  

The change that came over Fuller was 
a revelation. “Your little boy dying?” he 
faltered. “And wants me? I’ll see what I 
can do, Donworth. We’ve got to stick by 
these little chaps God sends to brighten 
our homes. Wait a moment!”  

Fuller was gone several minutes while 
Donworth nervously walked the room, 
eying the toys and row of bulging 
stockings with a mixture of feelings. He 
was seeing a different side of life, and a 
better, though poorer, side at that. The 
smallest, cheapest article in the lot had 
been selected with loving care—not 
ordered sent. 

“Never saw anything like that before, 
Fuller, outside of pictures,” commented 
Donworth with a jerk of his thumb toward 
the stockings; “a whole row of them.”  

“That’s tough,” replied Fuller with real 
sympathy. “I’m ready, now.” He was 
buttoning a shabby but clean overcoat 
about him. The overcoat was the nearest 
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he came to apologizing for anything that 
was his. “They cost money, kiddies do, but 
pay incalculable returns on the 
investment.” He picked up a small suit 
case, evidently containing his Santa Claus 
outfit. 

A strange silence gripped Fuller as he 
stepped into the car. It affected Donworth, 
too, who felt to break it would be to 
intrude. The pair presented a strange 
contrast—the wealth of Donworth, the 
poverty of Fuller; yet of the two Fuller 
was the richer in the love of his fellows 
and his children. Even Donworth’s own 
son bore Fuller a greater love—loved him 
for the fine character the child 
instinctively sensed existed in the 
personality behind the strange costume of 
red and flowing beard. 

When they entered the mansion a brief 
glance at the rich furnishings was Fuller’s 
only evidence of curiosity. With 
Donworth’s assistance he donned the 
costume. Maybury had been directed to 
drive Marcia home. With unusual 
consideration, Donworth had insisted on 
this. 

Seldon entered the room. “He hasn’t 
moved since you left, Donworth, and 
unless Mr. Fuller can arouse him we must 
face the inevitable.” The specialist 
returned to the nursery and ordered nurse 
and maid out. He followed, leaving the 
child alone. A single, heavily screened 
light was burning. 

Fuller adjusted the beard, picked up a 
pillowcase bulging with toys which the 
butler placed before him and tossed it over 
his shoulder.  

“You heard what Seldon said, Fuller,” 
whispered Donworth, endeavoring to 
control his voice and failing. “It’s up to 
you to bring my little boy back to me. 
Good Lord, man, don’t fail me! I’m 
realizing every moment just what he 
means to me, just how worthless my 

money is at this moment, just how 
worthless, helpless, I am.”  

Donworth stood there before his 
former employee—the great Donworth 
who was harder than the hubs of Hades, 
whose word was law and whom men 
feared; stood there humble, the tears 
rolling down his cheeks. In this great crisis 
the two men met on the common ground 
of fatherhood, the barriers of convention 
vanished, leaving each to view the other in 
his true light.  

Fuller walked impulsively to the other 
and threw his arm across his shoulder. 
“Listen, Donworth,” he whispered; “it’s 
going to come out all right, old fellow; it’s 
got to! It always does when we stick by 
the little chaps.”  

Then with a bit of acting that would 
have done credit to the stage, Fuller 
entered the room. Softly, even timidly, he 
approached the crib, stepped beside it and 
began unpacking the toys, placing each 
where it could be seen. 

Donworth clenched his hands until the 
knuckles stood white beneath the flesh, 
watching. “I can’t stand it!” he murmured. 
“The suspense—the uncertainty!” He half 
shielded his eyes with his arm, yet 
remained in the half-open door. 

Seldon looked on with professional 
interest. “Look, Donworth!” he cried in a 
low tense voice. “Look at that!” 

 
CHAPTER VII. 

CRUMBLED TO DUST. 

F
 
OR the first time in days Archie 
seemed to be completely ridding 

himself of the coma. His delighted 
wonderment at the first glimpse of his 
beloved Santa Claus changed to a 
mischievous smile contrasting strangely 
with his burning cheeks. Eyes that a 
moment before stared unseeing at the 
ceiling now danced with merriment. The 
fondest ambition of childhood, that of 
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catching Santa Claus in the act, was in the 
joyous process of realization. A half 
suppressed chuckle escaped him; a 
convulsive sob burst from Donworth. 

“Just like he used to chuckle,” he said, 
“and, please God, he will live, and I shall 
hear more of that than I have in the past.”  

Fuller straightened up, his attitude one 
of surprise, his empty sack dropped to the 
floor. “Naughty, naughty!” he said 
playfully. “I thought I told you to stay 
asleep when I came, and here you play a 
trick on old Santa Claus!” He threw his 
head back and laughed merrily, conscious 
that he was playing his part well. “Archie, 
Archie, you are the first little boy to catch 
me! Now, listen, and I’ll tell you a story.”  

With almost maternal tenderness he 
picked the child up, cradled him in his 
arms, and in a voice that was always in 
character recounted the story of a little boy 
who waited up for Santa Claus. It was a 
long, long story, but emphasized that the 
little boy was a nice little boy and fell 
asleep in Santa’s arms. 

Near the end of the tale the eyes began 
to close, then slowly opened, only to close 
again. At length a sigh of contentment 
came from the lips, and he breathed the 
even, soft cadence of a tired, sleepy little 
boy. 

The red-clad figure did not move; a 
clock chimed sweetly, then boomed in 
louder tones, the hour of four. The hands 
were pointing toward five o’clock when 
Fuller placed the sleeping child in the crib. 
The fever had vanished; the broad white 
brow was moist. 

Fuller straightened up. “It’s all right, 
little chap,” he whispered, “and you and 
daddy are going to be great pals in the 
future.”  

Somewhere in a distant part of the 
house a telephone rang. The butler hurried 
away. 

“He’ll be all right now, Mr. Donworth, 

and don’t worry if he sleeps until noon, 
which he doubtless will.” The specialist 
confirmed this prediction. 

“Telephone, sir!” 
Donworth hurried away. Who could be 

calling up at this time of the night? It was 
annoying, but there was no note of 
annoyance in his voice as he answered. 

“This is Mrs. Fuller, sir, and I should 
like to inquire how your little boy is?”  

“Fine, Mrs. Fuller, thanks to your 
husband.”  

“Then I can expect him home soon? 
Our little Tommy will be needing the 
doctor, I’m afraid.”  

Donworth was speechless. So that was 
the reason Fuller had declared money 
could not hire him to leave his home that 
night. Donworth felt like a cur—always 
demanding, never giving. “Am I to 
understand that I took your husband away 
when one of your own children is ill?” 
With a consideration for others that was 
new to him her reply put him almost at 
ease. 

“Our Tommy wasn’t so bad just then, 
Mr. Donworth, and he wasn’t needing his 
daddy as badly as your little boy was, but 
now—” There was a catch in her voice. 
“I’d like to have his father decide whether 
we shall call a doctor.”  She did not add 
that doctors are expensive and only called 
in the last resort by people of their 
circumstances. 

Donworth sensed this quickly. “Just a 
moment and I’ll call your husband.”  

Fuller’s face became grave as he 
listened, and as Donworth watched that 
kindly face, the richness of the 
surroundings faded away to squalor when 
compared to the wonderful thing Fuller 
had given—the fullness of love and 
courage of a fellow man to another in his 
hour of need; priceless and beyond 
purchase, yet within the gift of the poorest. 

In that moment the shell of Chadwick 
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Donworth crumbled to dust, leaving him 
free and unfettered, filling him with a 
peace and joy he never dreamed existed on 
this plane. 

As Fuller turned from the instrument 
Donworth stepped impulsively forward 
and from the joy of his heart tendered his 
first gift. “Let’s hope it’s not serious, old 
man. Come, I’ll see you through, and we’ll 
take Seldon along, perhaps he’ll be 
useful.” 

“Thanks,” replied Fuller simply. “I 
guess we three can maybe accomplish 
most anything where these little chaps are 
concerned.” 

 
CHAPTER VIII. 

ALONG THE RIGHT ROAD. 
 

ARCIA glanced up at the clock. It 
was Tuesday morning, and the cog 

of cogs was not only late, but more than a 
half hour late. It was little short of 
astounding. And then he came, whistling 
cheerfully to the astonishment of a score 
of clerks.  

“Good morning!” he exclaimed to 
Marcia. “It’s a great old world, isn’t it? 
Archie’s as good as ever, and Mr. Fuller’s 
Tommy is also coming along fine. Seldon 
fixed him up in great shape. It’s great to be 
among living, breathing people! I’ve been 
dwelling among the clouds too long. Now 
where’s that stack of unfinished business, 
including those papers Dayton prepared; 
might as well sign them and start the ball 
rolling.”  

He paused a moment and glanced at 
her sharply. “Hang it all, Miss 
Henderson,” he blurted out, “you might at 
least do me the favor of looking 
surprised!”  

He read the contents of Dayton’s plan 
over twice, made a minor change, then 
signed them. 

“It’s a shame I didn’t tumble before,” 
he went on, “but I thought I was in the 
right and proved it to myself. It took that 
little affair of Archie’s to make me tumble. 
Too bad it didn’t happen sooner, then I 
wouldn’t have lost Dayton’s services. 
Wonder would he come back! Don’t know 
who else I can get to investigate and report 
on these old-age pensions. It must be 
somebody who is in sympathy with the 
idea and can make the old fellows feel it is 
payment for services rendered and not 
charity.” 

“Why don’t you try it yourself?” she 
suggested practically. “Mr. Dayton has got 
a fine position with the General 
Department Stores, so you needn’t worry 
about him.”  

“Do you honestly think I’ve got that 
far along the right road?” Donworth 
inquired seriously. 

“Yes,” she replied quickly, “I do; and 
Mr. Fuller would make a wonderful 
assistant.” 

“I’ll make an honest effort,” he said, 
“and what I fall down on Fuller will take 
care of—a wonderful man, that chap 
Fuller.” 
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