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THE ABYSMAL 3RUTE
"I'd sooner stay here, dad," was the

answer.

Stubener felt a prick of disappointment.
It was a wild goose chase after all. This
was no fighter, eager and fretting to be
at it. His huge brawn counted for noth-
ing. It was nothing new. It was the
big feUows that usually had the streak of
fat.

But old Pat's Celtic wrath flared up.
and his voice was harsh with command

" You *11 go down to the cities an' fight,
me boy. That 's what I 've trained you
for, an' you '11 do it."

"All right," was the unexpected re-
sponse, rumbled apathetically from the
deep chest.

"And fight like hell," the old man
added.

Again Stubener felt disappointment at
the absence of flash and fire in the young
man's eyes as he answered:

34


