
THE ABYSMAL BRUTE
when, at the moment he had the cham-
pion going, he snapped his own foreann;
and on the island in the Thames, slosh-
ing about b dx inches of rising tide, he
broke a leg at a similar stage in a win-
ning fight; in Texas, too, there was the
never-to-be-forgott«i day when the poUce
broke in just as he had his man going in
all certainty.. And finally, there was the
fight in the Mechanics' PavUion in San
Francisco, whc-n he was secretly jobbed
from the first by a gun-fightii g bad man
of a referee backed by a small syndicate
of bettors. Pat Glendon had had no ac-
cidents in that fight, but when he had
knocked his man cold with a right to the
jaw and a left to the solar plexus. *he ref-
eree calmly <lisqu2lified him for fouling.
Every ringside witness, every sporting
expert, and the whole sporting world,
knew there had been no foul. Yet. like
all fighters. Pat Glendon had agreed to
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