
THE ABYSMAL BRUTE
caping. He even tried leaping out upon
the heads of the enthusiasts, but his feet
never touched the pavement. On heads
and shoulders, clutched at and uplifted
by every hand that could touch his body,
he went back through the air to the ma-
chine. Then he gave his speech, and
Maud Glsndon, looking down from an
upper wmdow at her young Hercules
towering on the seat of the automobUe,
knew, as she always knew, that he meant
it when he repeated that he had fought
his last fight and retired from the ring
forever.

The End
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