
THE ABYSMAL BRUTE
that cold storage plant of his an' turn
loose the prettiest scientific wallopin' that
ever you laid eyes on."

In the shivery gray of mountain dawn,
Stubener was routed from his blankets by
old Pat.

" He 's comin* up the trail now," was
the hoarse whisper. " Out with ye an'

take your first peep at the biggest fightin'

man the ring has ever seen, or will ever
see in a thousand years again."

The manager peered through the open
door, rubbing the sleep from his heavy
eyes, and saw a young giant walk into the
clearing. In one hand was a rifle, across
his shoulders a heavy deer under which
he moved as if it were weightless. He
was dressed roughly in blue overalls and
woolen shirt open at the throat. Coat he
had none, and on his feet, instead of
brogans, were moccasins. Stubener noted
that his walk was smooth and catlike.


