
THE ABYSMAL BRUTE
" AU right. When do v- ^cxn? "

"Oh, Sam, here, he'] be want.- ' a
Uttie huntin' and to fish 4 bit, as w il as
to try you out with the gloves.' He
looked at Sam, who nodded. " Suppose
you strip and give m a taste of your
quality."

An hour later, Sam Stubener had his
eyes opened. An ex-fighter himself, a
heavyweight at that, he was even a bet-
ter judge of fighters, and never had he
seen one strip to like advantage.

"See th- softness of him," old Pat
chanted. "

'T is the true stuff. Look at
the slope of the shoulders, an' the lungs
of him. Clean, all clean, to the last drop
an' ounce of him. You 're lookin' at a
man, Sam, the like of which was never
seen before. Not a muscle of him bound.
No weight-lifter or Sandow exercise ar-
tist there.. See the fat snakes of muscles
a-crawlin' soft an' lazy-like. Wait till
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