
THE ABYSMAL BRUTE
tired an' sure should be sleepin*. Wait
till you see him. that 's all. Wait till you
see him."

But the garrulousness of age was on
old Pat. and it was long before he per-
mitted Stubener's eyes to close.

"He can run a deer down with his own
lefr that y, j^g un." he broke out again.
T is the dandy trainin' for the lungs, the

hunter's life. He don't know much of
else, though he's read a few books at
times an' poetry stufif. He 's just plain
pure natural, as you '11 see when you clap
eyes on him. He's got the old Irish
strong in him. Sometimes, the way he
moons about, it's thinkin' strong I am
that he believes in the fairies and such-
hke. He 's a nature lover if ever there
was one. an' he 's afeard of cities. He 's
read about them, but the biggest he was
ever m was Deer Lick. He misliked themany people, and his report was that
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