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THE ABYSMAL BRUTE
his arm in a lightning lock, and had both
his ears cuffed for his pains.

" The instinct for a blow," the old man
chortled. " 'T is not put on, I 'm tellin'

you. He is a wiz. He knows a blow
without the lookin', when it starts an'

where, the speed, an' space, an' niceness

of it. An' 'tis nothing I ever showed
him. 'Tis inspiration. He was so

bom."

Once, in a clinch, the fight manager
heeled his glove on young Pat's mouth,
and there was just a hint of viciousness

in the manner of doing it. A moment
later, in the next clinch, Sam received the

heel of the other's glove on his own
mouth. There was nothing snappy

about it, but the pressure, stolidly lazy as

it was, put his head back till the joints

cracked and for the moment he thought

his neck was broken. He slacked his

body and dropped his arms in token that
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