
THE ABYSMAL BRUTE
ing about 'Lucifer or night' from the
poetry books he got from the red-headed
school teacher. But 'tis only his young-
ness. He'U settle down to the game
once we get him started, but watch out
for grouches when it first comes to livin'
in 3 city for him.

"A good thing; he's womar-shy.
They 'U not bother him for years. He
can't bring himself to understand the
creatures, an' damn few of them has he
seen at that. 'Twas the school teacuer
over at Samson's Flat that put the poetry
stuff in his head. She was clean daffy
over the young un, an' he never a-knowin'.
A warm-haired girl she was— not a'

mountain girl, but from down in the flat-

lands— an' as time went by she was fair
desperate, an' the way she went after him
was shameless. An' what d 'ye think the
boy did when he tumbled to it? He was
scared as a jackrabbit. He took blankets
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