
THE ABYSMAL BRUTE
body did not go away. As the rip
started, he moved forward and twisted
his left hip to meet it. It was only a mat-
ter of several inches, yet it blocked the
blow. And thereafter, try as he would,
Stubener-s glove got no farther than that
hip.

Stubener had roughed it with big men
in his time, and, in exhibition bouts, h d
creditably held his own. But there was
no holding his own here. Young Pat
played with him, and in the clinches made
him feel as powerful as a baby, landing on
him seemingly at will, locking and block-
ing with masterful accuracy, and scarcely
noticing or acknowledging his existence.
Half the time young Pat seemed to spend
in gazing off and cnt at the landscape in
a dreamy sort of way. And right here
Stubener made another mistake. He
took it for a trick of old Pat's training,
tried to sneak in a short-arm jolt, found
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