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the exulting green-coated figure had his
enemy on his back along the curb, and, reach-
ing down into his capacious pocket, drew out
two oddly shaped steel wristlets, Forcing up
his captive’s arm, he promptly snapped one
steel wring on his own wrist, and one on the
wrist of the still prostrate man.

“What ’re yuh tryin’ to do?” demanded the
amazed officer, still tugging at the great figure
holding down the smaller man. In the en-
counter between those two embattled enemies
had lurked an intensity of passion which he
could not understand, which seemed strangely
akin to insanity itself.

It was only when McCooey pushed his way
in through the crowd and put a hand on his
shoulder that the old cement seller slowly rose
to his feet. He was still panting and blow-
ing. But as he lifted his face up to the sky
his body rumbled with a Jove-like sound that
was not altogether a cough of lungs overtaxed
nor altogether a laugh of triumph.

“I got him!” he gasped.
About his once placid old eyes, which the




