
THE ABYSMAL BRUTE
prise, he did not rush. Angry though he
was, he fought carefully, his touched
pride impelling him to bend every effort

to last out the round. Several times he
struck, but he struck cautiously, never
relaxing his defense. Glendon hunted
him about the ring, ever advancing with
the remorseless tap-tap of his left foot.

Yet he struck no blows, nor attempted
to strike. He even dropped his hands to
his sides and hunted the other defense-
lessly in an effort to draw him out. Can-
nam grinned defiantly, but declined to
take advantage of the proffered opening.
Two minutes passed, and then a change

came over Glendon. By every muscle,
by every line of his face, he advertised
that the moment had come for him to
get his man. Acting it was, and it was
weU acted. He seemed to have become
a thing of steel, as hard and pitUess as
steel. The effect was apparent on Can-
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