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THE ABYSMAL BRUTE
make your moving picture winnings look
like thirty cents. I 'U send Young Pat out
with you. I ain't able to get around.
That 's why I 'm sending for you. I was
going to manage him myself. But it ain't
no use. I 'm all in and likely to pass out any
time. So get a move on. I want you to
manage him. There's a fortune in it for
both of you, but I want to draw up the
contract

I
Yours truly,

PAT GLENDON.

Stubener was puzzled. It seemed, on
the face of it, a joke— the men in the
fighting game wer- notorious jokers—
and he tried to discern the fine hand of
Corbett or the big friendly paw of Fitz-

simmons in the screed before him. But
if it were genuine, he knew it was worth
looking into. Pat Glendon was before
his time, though, as a cub, he had once
seen Old Pat spar at the benefit for Jack
Dempsey. Even then he was called
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