
THE
ABYSMAL BRUTE

SAM STUBENER ran through his
maU carelessly and rapidly. As be-
came a manager of prize-fighters,

he was accustomed to a various and bi-

zarre correspondence. Every crank, sport,
near sport, and reformer seemed to have
ideas to impart to him. From dire
threats against his life to milder threats,
such as pushing in the front of his face,"
from rabbit-foot fetishes to lucky horse-
shoes, from dinky jerkwater bids to the
quarter-of-a-miUion-dollar offers of irre-
sponsible nobodies, he knew the whole
nm of the surprise portion of his maU.
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