
THE ABYSMAL BRUTE
roughest country he had ever seen, and
at sunset turned up Pinto Valley on a
trad so stiff and narrow that more than
once he elected to get off and walk.

It was eleven o'clock when he dis-
mounted before a log cabin and was
greeted by the aying of two huge deer-
hounds.. .Then Pat Glendon opened the
door, fell on his neck, and took him in

'I knew ye'd come, Sam, me boy."
said Pat. the while he limped about, buUd-mg a fire, boiling coffee, and frying a big
bear-steak. "The young un ain't home
therught. We was gettin' short of meat,
and he went out about sundown to pickup a deer. But I 'U say no more. Wait^U ye see him. He 'U be home in the
moi^. and then you can try him out
There's the gloves. But wait tiU ye see

"As for me, I'm finished. Eighty-one
come next January, an' pretty good for
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