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A Story in Whic
F o I course you've got my best wisbes and

('i ail tliat, but ta tell yeu the truth, fel-
lows. 1 thinli you Canadians are foolish
to get mlxed Up lu this war."

Tommy Day drew bis w'ell-pressed trousers up
from his violet-soclied anles, seated bimself on bis
typewniter stand, and lighted an after-luncbeon
cigarette. The resto! the Albierta Pacliing Company's
office staff glanced llrst ait Bob McFall, the big, bot-
tompered Scotch shipping clerk, then exchanged
signîificaut glances.

The fresh yaung man from Chicago, net realizing
that lie was agitating a sizeable portion o! trouble,
continued with ail the smug assurance o! bis inex-
perienced years:

"*Really, you ýCanadians should worry if Germany
dees win. Our Monroe Doctrine amply protects you.
You shauld foliow aur example. Americans
linow enough ta keep out of European
squal'bles. We-"

"Americans!" Bob McFall',s rising wrath
had bolled aver sooner even than was ex-,
pected. "You Americans," lie sneered, "are
a pretty poor lot. D'ye lien the German -

atrodlities? The devllish treatment of! help- /

less women and bairus?" Bob's Scotch Y.
accent broadened as his wrath rose. "The
shellin' ofpeaceful towns? The -violation ,,-
o! The gague agreement that your country
signed? The slniing o! American. sblips?
Americans! Bah! Ye've no got the spiritI
af rabblts."

Tommy Day's pini and white countenance
fiushed ta ail pInli. For a tense moment lie
ealmly puffed et bis cigarette, whIle bis
fellow clerlis loolied ait one another and won--
dered 'What lie would do. As a fightîng man,
Tommy, ta ail appearances, wae a jolie. Bob
MeFaIl looked blg and strang enougli ta
pick hlim up and crack hlm over bis inee.
But there are fightIng qualIties quite as
valuable as, muscle.

Tommy tooli a final puff ait his cigarette, ~
tossed it Inta a cuspidor and stood up, facing
the flusbed and exclted Scotchman. ~~Q

"Mac," lie . aid, very slowly and de-"
lilberately. "I. regret ta have te inform yeu
that you're a damned iar!"

A viclous emaci cracied on the sur-
chargod atmospbere, Ile the sound of a lath&
broken In two, and Tommy staggered baci
agalnst George Martin, the ledger-ieeper. -

The sla» seemed ta rolleve McFaîl, for as ' '

Tommy came bacli, bnlmful e! figlit, 'he
grinned.

"Naw, me laddle, If yau're sucli a brave . t
American, let's see wliat yau'll do."

It was obvious that Tommy could do very
little. MtFall's extended palm, broad as a '~~A

platter, blocked bis onslauglit as effectuaily -,

as a telegrapli pole. Fer a tense moment 0d
Tommygiared, probe>bly as Davild glared at j
Goliath before executlIng bis justly colebrated 4I

ellng feat.
"lWell, If a fllow le a rabbit because lie '<Tomm

can't do anything but bis fiets, thon I guess
11mi one," ho said.

(3ontempt and good-naturo mingled together ln
McFall's laugli. George Martin, an Amenlican also,
but wiser than Tommy, fiuelied and started ta gay
.3omething-but Tommy lied oiily commenced.

"Remember, thougli, It's easy ta be brave wben
yau've gat all the weapans and the other fellow
lias none. You've won eut naw, McFall, because
you've got them. Ail rlght; but .Iust te show you
wtiether we Amenicans bave the spirit of rabblts or
nat, I'm golng ta flglit you again; in sucli a way
that I've got an equal chance. That's fair, eh, fol-
lowe?" turning -te hie fellow donrs.

"Sure le," agreed someone and thore was 'no dis-
sentlng volce.

"AIl rlght, then, Next Saturday afternoon"-
Tommy spoke slowly and dellberately-"we'lI figlit
this thlng te a finish ln the grave below the plant-
wltb. revolvers."

Bily Muilen brc>ie the silence.
"Forget it, Tommy. This is 1915, net 1815."
"I dan't care if 1t's 2015," shot ýback Tommy. "That

big dub wil figbt a real fight, wltb au equal chance
for 'bath of us, or admit before the wbole plant that
he ¶iaeu't got the spirit of a rabblt."

LN the excitement the baif dozen cloe had disre-
garded the one o'elock whistle. Tliey were
brought back ta eartli by the scowllng entrance

of the chie! donr and immedlately scuttled te thelir
desits.

On leavling the office that evenlng, flhlly Muilen
joid George Martin.

"Oh, you flghtlng Amerleans!" lie joied. "Look
bore, George, ivhat about~ this duel, anybow? D'ye
suppose that k<id inows wliat he's taling about?"

-Wliy net? Mac lianded him a pretty bot one,
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didn't lie? You don't expect any good American to
stand for an insult like that. It's a cincli Tommy
bas no chance with.his dukes; so why shouldn't lie
figbt hlm some other way?"

"But a duel with revolvers! Do you know what
you're talking about? Why one of them might-
'probably wlll-rnurder the other."

George laughed.
"No chance, old scout. One or the other wlll bacli

down-the big Scotchman, l'il bet. Here be cornes
behind us; let's see what he's got to say."

"Hello, Mac," lie laughingly addressed MeFail,
after slowing down bis pace to allow the latter te
catch up. "HIow do you like the Idea of faclng a
bullet ?"

McFall'e rougb bewn coun'tenance was as mirthless

y Iooked ouspicloualy at Fil, broke It open, examlned
trldges, and handed lt back wlth a sneer."1

as granite.
"I1 guess I'm no afraid o! lead wben tbere'e any

sense In faclng it," lie sald. 'I'ln golng to join the
army if any more mon are calod for."

George Martin wlnked at bis campanlon.
"Se you're not goling te face Tommy? Well, well!

Honest, Mac, 1 thouglit you were made o! botter
stuff than that, Gaing to let the klid maie you
bacli up, eh?"

MeFall fiuehed.
"Who says 1 won't face hlm?" lie demanded, hotly.

"Se you -want that cursed nonusense te go an, do yon?
I thouglit you'd have senso enaugli te stop It Well,
it'l be a long day, George Martin, ýbefore any brag-
ging Asnerican wll maie MeFaîl hack up."

Ho turned abruptly inte a sîde street, loavlng a
rather startled pair of office employees staring after
hlm.

"There-what did 1 tell you?" crealied Billy Mul-
len. "Plirst thing you know thore'll lie something
started we' ean't stop. Jolie, eh? Yeu forget that
Scotchmen are not so keen on jokes as you Ameni-
cane. How d'ye figure on stcvpplng this duel, eh?"

George refused te be serlous.
"Don't need te stop it," lie lauglied. "You'd never

get Mac ta fight a real duel-big bluffer."
"I guess he'd figlit as willingly as any Amenlican,"

returned BIy, wlth same asperlty.
"Bet you flve," George chllenged.
"You're on-no, you're not, eltjier. Good heavens!

Revolvers-thinli o! it!"~
"R~ats! If nelither baclis down we eau put blaulce

in the pletols, can't we?"
Blilly was tboughtfui for a moment. "AIl riglit,"

lie agi-ced. "The bot stands."
Fnliday afternoon Billy Muflen took advaaitage 01
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tbe chief clerk's absence ta saunter acros13
Tonimy's desk.

"What are you looking so glum about, TOmDE
Haven't seen you smile since you had that ru'
with Mac. Not getting cold feet over your duel
morrow, are you? Hello, what's this ?" He Pie]
Up a blue, paper-bound booki that Tommy had b
reading during the after-luncheon interval. "Gern~
Atrocities; Compiled by the British Governnei
"What's this inean, Tommy?"

"Tbat I'm learning something about this wý
Tomny's voice was sober and tbougbtful. "

affair with McFall bas set me thinking, Billy.I
now I'd k.ept my f ool moutb shut."

Bllly laid bis band on Tommy's shoulder.
"Tliat's all riglit, old man. None o! us had 1

idea o! lettinýg you fIgbt a real dulel-"2
Tommy pusbhed bis chair back indignantly.

"Oh, do you thinli I want to get out Of l

lie demanded. "Net on your life. That fell
insulted my country. Rabbits, eh? il sh

"But be didn't mean-."
"Didn't be, thougli! I've heard

apology."
Billy sauntered over to George Marti

desk, sbaking bis bead.
"Looki here, George, we'd better go te

çý Pand tell hlm we won't thinli any the 1
/' of him if be apologizes to Tommny. In5

he'd like to."
But George s.tili considered the affai

huge Jolie.
"Rats!" lie neÊatived. "They can't hl

each other wltb blanlis. What's vWro
Billy? Getting afraid you'll lose your bel

"Âll rigbt, joke about it If yon want t<
but If anytbing bappens it's your fault,
member."1 BIlly resumed totting up colu3r
ln bis ledger with an uneasy conbcl0fl'c

SADA mornlng Tommy Day did1
apa tbte office, whereat BIllYM

len indulged ln a sIgli of relief
greeted George Mari-n gleefully:

"«Oh, you figbtlng Amerîcans! So Yý
man bas baclied down, eh? I'd Just as 910
have my five-spot now."1

"lWalt a minute. Has McFall shoWn 111
MeFaîl had flot!
"INow, what d'ye know about that?"

served Bllly, disgustedly. "Both baci
down. Good Lord!"

"The duel ils set for this afteriOG
George reminded him. "Perbaps tbey'll lI
show up after a while."

Both did show up.'
"You're sure you've got the pistols ftxec

* whispered Billy, as the two principals,
~NX~ lowed by a amall retinue of clerlis, all

whom were in the secret, made thei-
* ta the grave below the plant early il'1

aftýrnoon.
eorge winked and tapped a cigar

the car. significantly.
"'You bet."
The duelllsts marched very soiilwl5

the grove. To theml it was no laughlng matter. '

spectators pretended a vast solemnlty also.
"Both. you fellows sbould, join the army and sl1

Germans If you're so bloodthirsty," remarked se'
one.

McFaîl glared at the speaker and seemed or'
point of saylng samething. But lie curled his lIP
a sneer and remained silent.

Tommy said nothing, either. Indeed, the pastf
days had wrouglit strange alteratious in the b
demeanour. The biatant, egotistical youth had 'ne
morphosed into a very thouglitful and preoO4uP
youflg man.

The littie party arrlved at the grave.

e&ClOME bore, ýbath of you." George Martin hn
eadi a very business-like revolver. be
Ioaded and ready. Take ton steps in Ps

directions, stand wlth your baclis ta eneli other
cadi your revolvers; thon 1 w!ill celunt, one, t
three. When I say 'three' you are ta turp ari4
-see?"

MeYall took bis pistaI wltbout a word and Wal
off.

Tommy loolied susplciou8ly at bis, broke itOP
examined the cartrldges, and handed lit, bacC
a sneer.

"Did the gallant Sooteliman inelet on blanks e
observed, with blting earcasmn.

Perhaps McFall aise lied suspected that theê
4ridges were harmless. At auy rate, lie flushed
Sa banli president cauglit etealing pennies frOl
blind beggar.

"Tliat's showing hlm up, Tommy," aPPiau
Soimeone.

(Coneluded on page 16.)


