Short story about an elderly man trying to escape from a gang of youths who intend to steal his money

So trapped was he that he was filled suddenly with strength and anger, and he ran towards the waste land swinging his heavy stick.  In the darkness a form loomed up at him, and he swung the stick at it, and heard it give a cry of pain.  Then he plunged blindly into the wilderness of wire and iron and the bodies of old cars.  
 
Something caught him by the leg, and he brought his stick crashing down on it, but it was no man, only some knife-edged piece of iron.  He was sobbing and out of breath, but he pushed on into the waste, while behind him they pushed on also, knocking against the old iron bodies and kicking against tins and buckets.  He fell into some grotesque shape of wire; it was barbed and tore at his clothes and flesh.  Then it held him, so that it seemed to him that death must be near, and having no other hope, he cried out, “Help me, help me!”  in which should have been a great voice but was voiceless and gasping.  He tore at the wire, and it tore at him too, ripping his face and his hands. 
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