
THE ABYSMAL BRUTE
an' ammunition an' hiked for tall timber.
Not for a month did I lay eyes on him,
an' then he sneaked in after dark and was
gone in the mom. Nor would he as
much as peep at her letters, ' Bum 'em,'
he said. An' bum 'em I did. Twice she
rode over on a cayuse all the way from
Samson's Flat, ari' I was sorry for the
young creature. She was fair hungry for
the boy, and she looked it in her face.
An' at the end of three months she gave
up school an* went back to her own
country, an' then it was that the boy
came home to the shack to live again,

" Women ha' ben the ruination of many
a good fighter, but they won't be of him.
He blushes like a girl if anything young
in skirts looks at him a second time or too
long the first one. An' they all look at
him. But when he fights, when he
fights!— God! it's ths old savage Irish
that flares in him, an' drives the fists of
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