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Then from the roomm beyond there
came ahruptly a sharp, annoved
voice that made Roy jump “I'll sec
him, Mason,” it snapped.

“Tust step this way," the very
superior voung man said hurriedly;
and then Roy was ushered into the
next room.

All of a sudden as he walked he
felt his knees going weak and be-
ginning to knock together, for it is
no small thing to get to sce a
strange millionaire about the difficult
business of seftening his heart.

Roy suddenly found himself in a
hig room, but the ouly thing that he
rcally noticed was the flat-topped
desk that occupicd the left side of
it. Behind this Ivor Ensor was sit-
ting writing quickly on slips of
paper that he kept dropping into a
wire basket on his left. The mil-
lionaire was thin and fragile-look-
ing. His hair was almost white and
his sharp, clean-shavea face was
very pale. His hands as he wrote
seemed ta be only skin and bone and
made Roy think at once of claws.
In fact the idea wccurred to him
as he stole quictly to a chair op-
posite the millionaire that Ivor En-
sar, 45 he sat crouched up over his
desle, looked just like a great bird.

Soon the millionaire stopped writ-
ing and put down his pen. "Leave
me alone for a minute or two, Ma-
son,” he said testily.

Then the very superior young
man took up the basket and went
out.

" OW, what do you want with

me?” Ivor Ensor asked, lean-
ing forward and looking more like
a hird than ever.

" ‘Bout Joe Bailey,"” Roy managed
to gasp.

“About Foe Bailey?" the millon-
aire repeated, his blaclk, plercing
eyes flashing suddenly, “And who's
Joe DBailey?”

“Toc’s a cripple,” Rov told him,
“1 pass his place going to school.
He can’'t do anything but sit in a
chair on the porch, amd he wants
one of those mechanical ontfits for
Christmas that you can make all
kinds of things out of. But his mo-
ther's a widow and hasn’'t got much
money. So Santa Claus is his only
chance of geiting 1"

“And what's gone wrong  with
Santa Claus?” Ivor Lnsor asked -
nocently, for Roy had hesitated,

“Santa unever calls at Joe's place,”
Roy explained, having gained cour-
are hy the pause, “Joo hasn't hung
up his stocking for years and years,
‘cos he never used to get anything
it

“Too bad! Too had!” the mil-
lionaire muttered. looking thought-
futly at his hands,

“So T went and saw Santa Claus
ahout it.” Roy confessed, trying tn
worls around to his point gradually.

“Saw Santa Claus?” the million-
aire quericd incredulously as he
looked up quickly with stern. sct
{ace. Then his features slowly soft-
ened. “And what did old Santa have
to sav?” he asked, smiling slightly.

“He saidl he couldn’t possibly leave
anvthing at Joe Bailey's,” Roy ex-
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plained, “unless Old Tight Wad
softened his heart. That’s you, isn't
i?”

“Who calls me Old Tight Wad?"
the millionaire demanded fiercely,
still leaning across his desk.

“'Most everybody,” Roy told him,
although he was beginning to ieel

artist, and you live up on Park
Avenue?” the millionaire said,

“Up near your place,” Roy told
him,

“What else did Santa Claus say?"”
the millionaire asked, as if he were
really interested.

“He said you'd have to send him
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“What's  that?” the millionaire
growled, tugging out his watch, “It
doesn't cxpire till four.”

“It's five after four, siz,” the clerk
said nervously.

Then something seemed to hreak
lonse within the millionaire. His
whole manner changed, his body
shook convulsively with uncontrolled
passion and his face became terrible
to look upon. “Mason!" he shrieked
suddenly. “Mason!”

And the very superior young man
came in at a run,
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scared, “That's your other name,
isu't it? 'Most everybody's got an-
other name, haven't they? My other
name’s ‘'Bouncer'; that's what the
Lboys call me at school; hut, of
course, my real namc’s Roy Aller-
ton.”

B LLERTON? Allerton®" the
millionaire repeated thought-
fully, and then Roy knew that he
had made a slip by mentioning his
name.
“Y¥our father's Edgar Allerton, the

T. M. Aske, Qachunga

a message belore he could leave any-
thing at Joc Balley's place,” Rox
told him, “and he said you couldn't
do  that until you softened your
heart.”

Just then the young man with the
plastered bair tiptoed in and stond
at the end of the desk for a smoment
or two.

“Excuse me. sir,” he said, “but
Brand and Weston bave just phon-
cd to say that your option over a
lhundred thousand Cenrad Coppers
has expired.”

“How are Conrad Coppers?” the
millionaire spluttered.

“Went up another three points
just at the close.” the clerk answer-
od,

"Didn™t you know 1 wanted those
shares*" Ivor I<usor demanded. be-
ghming to struggle to his  feet,
“Dide't vou know I was merely
keeping Brand on tenterhooks until
the very last minute?”

“I thought you were letting them
ga. sir,” Mason said apologetically.

Continwed on page 33
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