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C The tale I have to tell is so strange,
so weird, and so unprovable, that I must
preface it by stating that what I say
herewith is absolutely all I know about
the subject. It will be noted by the
reader that on several important points
my descriptions are vague and uncertain
-but quite enough is known, and told,
to refute the assertion that "there is
nothing new under the sun."

In the month of June, 1894, I walked
the streets of New York without a cent
of money in my possession, and without
a friend in the whole city. Like many
another poor unfortunate, it seemed Im-
possible for me to find a niche in the
world of labor into which I could fit. I
subsisted entirely by the charity of a
few good Samaritana, and became more
and more despondent as the uneventful
days dragged by.

On a certain sunny afternoon I man-
aged to elude the vigilance of the watch-
man at a steamship dock, and walking
out to the end of the pier esconced my-
self among some bales of hemp, and
there went to sleep. It was night when
I awoke, but as there was no one to
wait for my homecoming, nor indeed,
any home for me to go to, it made no
particular difference.

I Still, 1 was, as you may say, all slept
out, and there were several hours to
dispose of before I could have an oppor-
tunity of passing out of the gate unper-
ceived. So, with noiseless footsteps, I
wandered around among the piles of
merchandise until my attention was at-
tracted by the cabin lights of a steam-
ship that lay at one side of the pier.

With the ekeption of these lights,
which were. 6f course, situated well aft,
no sign of ;ife was visible; and although
I stood o;ongslde the gangway between
the wharf and the spardeck, I could dis-
tinguish no watch or bar to prevent me
from going aboard. Inspired by a feel-
ing of curiosity as the carelessness
which left such a splendid opening for
the dock thieves, that I knew fairly
swarmed hereabouts, to make wayevith
portable property, I walked cautiously
up the steep incline, and as I started to
swing off the end to the deck, almost
walked over the recumbent figure of a
man. Before I could recover my
startled faculties and retrace my foot-
steps, the sleeping sentinel gave a groan,
and I had barely time to drop down be-
hind a water-butt before he arose to his
feet and commenced nacine hnprwnwar-

THE FOREMOST INTBUDER DREW A REVOLVER AND SHOT HIM THROUGH THE HEART.

and forwards. Ifere wasa predicament
indeed! 1 knew that if discovered I
should be handed over to the ignorant
police justice who would be utterly un-
moved by any statement that I might
make. Unless I could get off the ship
at some other point, or the sentry should
once more relax his vigilance, I should
probably be caught and sent to jail as
a vagrant, if not an actual thief. It
may well be imagined how I cursed the
idle curiosity that had led me to place
myself in such an unenviable position.

But repining was worse than useless:
I determined to reoonnoitre the possi-
bilities of escape, and watching my
chance when the sentry's back was
turned, I stole away in the darkness.
The steamship, as near as I could judge,

vwas of the typical "tramp" class, with
spardeck cut away between the masts
for the better accommodation of cat-
tle shipments. In the forward cut I
stumbled over a quantity of stores,
wllch had seemingly not been taken
care of by the steward-hams, barrels of
flour, canned goods and as nearly as I
could judge, several hundred loaves of
bread were piled up in a disorderly man-
ner. Much as I marveled at this further
exhibition of lack of diseipline, it was
certainly a lucky And for me, and I
made no delay in breaking off a lost of
the bread and munched It greedily.

The greater part of the cut was oe-
e•pied by a large number of pecking
eases and while making my way over
them I was surprisse to discover by the
hollow sounds given forth that they
were seemingly empty. Just about th
middle of the cut I almost hel into a
small space which had bIen leftb; tw
two cases in stowing; and in recover
my balance I wreached loose o oet the
baesls on the elde -Aguln LA

settra e

crawled Inside the huge box through
my impro' ised opening. To my great
astonishment, I found nothing but a
lhyer of stone ballast in the bottom;
and I reasoned that doubtless the other
cases were similarly equipped, and that
the weight was to keep the boxes from
being shifted in a heavy sea; although,
as they were closely wedged in between
the bulwarks this extra precaution
seemed supurflunous

Then in an instant I had made the re-
solve that was to cause me so much
danger and anxiety in the next few
weeks-but unfortunately no hint or
suspicion came to me in time.

Here, I reasoned, was an opportunity
especially sent by Providence for my
benefit. Unless betrayed by some un-
foreseen complication, I could lie un-
suspected in this snug hiding-place un-
til the vessel was far from land. The
steward's stores would supply the nec-
essary food; and, best of all, some dis-
tant land would probably afford me op-
portunities that my own country seemed
to deny me. I would become a stow-
away, brave the captain's wrath, and
strive to win his sympathy by working
industriously at any work that he might
set me at. To will was to act: and with
scarcely a pang of conscience I conveyed
ten loaves of bread and a few cans of
beef and tongue to my hiding-place;
then, piling the rocks around the sides,
found myself in comfortable if not lux-
urious quarters. Perhaps I might have
changed my mind had time been given
me, but as soon as morning broke the
steamer was cast loose from the dock,
and in a few hours the increased mo-
tion plainly told that we were out on
the ocean.

I determined to bide my time for a
day or two, and, although the confine-
ment was irksome, I braved it out until
the sun had risen and set four times.
My reasons for this procrastination are
not easily explained, but an indefinablereeling of dread made me hesitate, and
--as the sequel proved-saved my life.
There were several things which I had
noted from my hiding place that caused

,me to wonder. In the first place the
Good Fortune (as I had ascertained the
name of the steamship to be) carried a
,urprisingly large crew, although the
majority of them were not visible until
the second day out. And, for another

thing, the strict discipline that I had
dlways heretofore seen oa shipboard

t was not maintained; for almost every
I evening was occupied in carousing, and

I J never heard the slightest protest from
-the captain or any of the officers of the
t deck. Finally the fragments of a con-

versation which I overheard between
I two of the sailors impressed me as be-

1 ing remarkable, to say the least.

"Last cruise, oh, Bill," said one.
"And I'm glad of it, too," growled his

comrade.
"Well, so am I, to tell the truth. It

is wonderful that we've never been sus-
pected in a whole year."

"That's the skipper's skill-and I, for
one, don't grudge him his half share,
'specially as he provided the vessel."

"Well, you and I have near eight
thousand apiece, an' it'll be nearer tenI when we quit. That's more than we'd
I make in a year at cattle-punching."

"But it's in such mean stuff. Ear-
rings and watches are all right, but it
won't be so easy to sell them."

"Melt down the solid and-" here
the speaker walked away, and left me
wondering, but still unsuspecting.

On the fifth day out I was apprised
by the bustle around me that some
thMing of unusual interest was trasn
spiring. To my great surprise I no-
ticed that spars and ropes were sst-
tered round .the dieek in seeaing cown-assa, tat thte smokestack was partly
taken do*a, that the bats were swung
inboard' d Mdes under tarpaulins,

a. ti the squish sag was fastrand
to the main shrouds, union down. This,%
of course, I knew was a signal tbt t
sip was in distress sad required .e
darlae; bt when I noted that eaq I
sma on board was al r with twa 1
,dveraIn sad Zat hearIktA

narrate what happened as overheard by
me from conversations during the next
f -w days.

The good bark C. B. Jones, of Brox•
port, Me., bound from Buenos Ayres tc
Boston with a cargo of hides and tal
low, sighted the steamer "Good For.
tune," of Bournemouth, with flag of
distress flying. As all the steamer's
boats were gone, the first mate and four
seamen took the long boat and rowed to
the Good Fortune with the humane in-
tention of relieving the signaled wants
of the steamer, bringing a barrel of
pork and a bag of biscuit. So weak, as
it seemed, were the crew of the steame:
that they could scarcely lend a hand
to hoist the provisions aboard. After
quite a long delay the long boat started
to return, but Capt. Jones was aston-
ished to see that the boat contained six
others in addition to his own men. And
as they neared the vessel he failed to
distinguish the smiling, cheery face of
his first mate. Before he could recover
his presence of mind the men clambered
up the sides, and as he advanced t)
speak with them the foremost intruder
drew a revolver and shot him through
the heart. The scanty crew eagerly
threw up their hands in surrender, but
after they were bound the cold-blooded
monsters murdered them, as well as
the captain's wife and child. A few
hundred dollars in the captain's cabin,
a few watches and a little money from
the forecastle and some miscellaneous
articles comprised the whole plunder,
and the ship was scuttled and sunk. In
due course she was announced as over-
due and missing, as many another good
ship has been before; but what a fiend-
ish ingenuity was displayed in destroy-
ing the ship and her entire crew, so that
not one should live to tell the tale. Some
prizes, it seemed, netted them thou-
sands, but in the majority of cases a
dozen human lives were sacrificed for a
mere trifle.

With my brain almost unhinged by
the horror of being in the power of
these demons, I lay long in a sort of
stupor. When I came to my senses 1
found myself struggling in the water.
with naught between my life and eter-
nity but my packing box. It floated me
bravely, however, and when the dark.
ness had cleared away I was picked ul:
by the Altania, of the Cunard line, and
conveyed back to New York.

Whether the Good Fortune-lying
name, as she herself was a lie-sunk
in collision with a rock or iceberg, or
whether she still ranges the seas un.
checked, I know not; but drowning
seems to me all too light a punishment
for the wicked deeds of its crew.

AN AMERICAN GIRL.

A Bit of a Story Which Has the Merit of
Truth.

Here's a bit of a story that comes
from London and has the rare merit of
truth. There was a certain young
American girl in London who had come
over with only the courage of youth and
the point of a pen to keep the wolf away.
She hadn't the easiest time in the
world, let me tell you.

One day she presented herself at the
office of an editor who had bought
"stuff" of her. The great man was
busy, but as she insisted on seeing him
she was allowed to enter. She had a
bundle of manuscript in her hand, and
she begged the editor to read it at once.
Oddly enough, he consented. It was
a story.

It was a story about a young womnn
writer who purchased a typewriting
machine on the installment plan. All
went well till the final payment of one
pound was due. She hadn't the money
and couldn't get it. Twice the people
who sold' the machine gave her addi-
tional time. At her wit's end, the poor
girl begged him. to wait just two hours.
She gave him something to read, and
she wheedled him a little, and he offered
to wait.

So she sat down at the machine and
rattled off a pathetic story of her own
struggles with fate and of her fruitless
efforts to raise money to pay for the
typewriter. When she finished sheput
on her bonnet and went to a newspaper
office, sold the story and brought back
the money in time to save the ma-
chine.

It was a prettily told story and a
pathetic one.

"BIy Jove," said the editor, as he
finished reading it. "I always said you
could do fiction, but you never would
Come around next week, and I'll letyou
know whether we'll publish it."

The girl hesitated.
"If you please, sir," she said, "won't

you decide now?"
"Why ?" asked the editor, in surprise.
"Well," said the girl, "you see, the

man who came after the typewriter is
waiting for the money." - Chicago
Record.

Times Change sad We with Them.

"Da-a-arling," she said, and her head
snuggled closer to his manly shoulder---
"George da-a-rling, do you love me?"

"Helen," he cried, fervently, "I love
you more than words can tell. Life
seems all too short to spend in kissing
yOtL."

The weary cycle of the years rolled
on. Spring eame and went. Clark
street was repaved and fell into decay.
Aldermen went to Europe, and were re-
placed by others who in turn grew rich
and went away. Again George and
Helen stood together, this time in the
grand ball of their suburban villa.

"eorge," she said, "doa't you love
me?"

"Of course I do, old girl," he said.
"But it seems to me that life is too short
to spend it kissing you."--Chlcs

Harry (aeqiu~, a wai std a
Disk's ace)-1Thbta i t Ast mo your
dierk

WORK IN THE GARDEN.

Bill Arp Recommends It as a Rem-
edy for Indigestion.

The Value of a Good Garden to the FaIs-
ily-Makes Excellent Dinners for

Little Money-A avring in
Doctor's Bills.

"Fate cannot harm me--I have dined
to-day." That is the way we feel just
after a good dinner, especially if we
have earned it--worked for it bodily
:and wanted it. But I have heard folks
say they were never hungry and not
even the odor of cucumbers and onions
in the dining-room would excite their
appetite. I have heard others say that
they had the appetite, but were afraid
to indulge it because of indigestion.
Such folks are to be pitied. They have
my sympathy. But I sincerely believe
that work or physical exercise is a rem-
edy for both. I suppose that Shakes-
peare suffered in this way, for he says:
"Now let digestion wait on appetite,
and health on both." Certain it is his
death was sudden and premature, for
he lived only 50 years. Milton under-
stood this trouble, too, for he says that
"Adam's sleep was sweet, being bred
from pure digestion." That's the secret
-working in the garden-I inherited
that trait from the old man-Adam, I
mean-and I sleep sweetly, too, after I
have worked in my garden. There is
no insomnia about me, but Mrs. Arp
suffers from it sometimes when I am
snoring like a hippopotamus.

I was ruminating' about the value of
a good garden to the family-we had
an excellent dinner to-day, and I count-
ed up the cost. We have five in the
family, and the dinner cost us only five
cents apiece, and there was enough left
for two or three more. We had a small
piece of middling meat, about half a
pound, that was boiled with the beans,
and there were seven different kinds of
vegetables from my garden. The but-
ter and buttermilk were home-made.
The rice and cornm'al and huckleber-
ries cost a little-not much. Every-
thing was well-cooked, and all that was
wanted was an appetite and good diges-
tion.

I am reasonably proud of my garden,
for it is all my own work. I prepared
the ground and dressed it and opened
the furrows and planted the seed and
cultivated the plants and killed the
weeds, and it is my especial pleasure to
watch everything as it grows, and
gather the vegetables and wash them at
the back door and call the good wife
and children out to see them and listen
to their compliments. We have had a
long drought, but I had fortified
against it. Every hill was first spaded
out a foot deep and filled with water,
and after it had soaked into the ground
I filled up the hole with a mixture of
top soil and barnyard scrapings and
sifted ashes and put on some more wa-
ter. Every furrow I opened for beans
and peas and beets I let water run into
it, and then put the fertilizer in and
planted the seed. I had 80 holes to dig
for tomatoes and 40 for squashes, and as
many more for cucumbers, and, not-
withstanding the drought, everything
has grown vigorously. It is hard work
and takes patience to lay the foundation
in this way, but it pays. My squash
vines cover a space of four feet square
to each hill, and my tomato plants are
five feet high and full of healthy fruit.
Well, now, to tell the whole truth, I have
a hydrant in the center of the garden
and when the dry, hot weather was at
its worst I opened small trenches close
by the roots of the plants and turned
the water on and let it run slowly and
soak in and afterwards covered the
trenches with dry dirt. This, too, is
trouble, but it paid well. Some folks
sprinkle, but that does harm and no
good. It bakes the surface and never
reaches the roots-sprinkle nothing but
grass. Where water is plenty and con-
venient there is no excuse for a poor
garden. It is better to dig deep and
fertilize and cultivate a square rod well
than to skim over half an acre "nigger
fashion,"and see it all dry up when the
dry drought, as Cobe calls it, comes.
The intensive system is the best for
gardens, I know from long experience.
It made me sad to see the crops on the
railroad between Marietta and Atlanta
the other day. Acres and acres of corn
not six inches high and cotton almost
invisible. It did look like perishing to
death in the name of the Lord. It is a
poor country, I know, but they could
sow it down in peas and gradually im-
prove it so that a Georgian wouldn't be
ashamed for travelers to look out of the
car windows as they ride through it.

It is astonishing how much influence
one good farmer has over the neigh-
borhood in which he lives. They are
very envious of each other and will try
to keep up with the best. I hear some
say that their oats crop is a total fail-
ure, and will not be it to cut. I see
a few acres of oats in a field not far
from me that will make a good crop.
Of course there is something in the
lend, but there is more in the farming.
Deep plowing to begin with Is absolute-
ly necessary in farming. I don't mean
deep turning, but deep plowing. I know
a farmer who always follown the turn
plow with a bull-tongue in the same
furrow, and he makes good crops
whether it rains or not. My good neigh-
bor, Widow Fields, has no hydrant In
her guarden, but she always has the
finest gardeain the town, and thesecret
is deep plowing and fertilizing. I can
overlook her work trom my window,
and it excites me to keep mn haillng dL-
tence. She has an acre ia the highest
state of cultivation, and will make maeon it than will be made on 50 esia of

that l•and below Marietta. Woe on
the gardens must notastop. eepplant-

a•r noeaebdr ecis ,•ary tee dqa or
Agoed, largfhadaine Iafimasn tar d s . J1.

garden will help to make it attsectivel
and my wife wants all the old-fashioned
herbs, like sage and mint and balm" and thyme apd calamus and camomile.

She has horse radish enough for ahoteL
Gardening is the first work of which

we have any history, an4 it is the most
pleasant and healthy of all occupa-
tions. If a man is a good gardener he

will be a good farmer. As you travel
overland through the country you canI tell a good farmer by looking at his
t garden, just as you can tell a good

wife and daughter by looking at, the
flowers and vines in the front yard.
They are a sign of good taste and re-
finement and good housekeeping and
contentment. They save doctor bills, forr half the diseases come from diseased
t minds - mental misery - borrowing

trouble and nursing it. The cultivation
of flowers is a good tonic for indiges-
tion. I have noticed that the people
who are most diligent in such occupa-
tions are the least concerned about
politics and silver and gold and the
next presidential election. The farm
and the home absorb them, and are a
bigger thing than the spoils of office.
The average politician wants some-
thing for nothing. As Cobe says: "He
is just sidewiping around hunting the
I orthography of an office," and when he
gets it the first lesson he learns is how
I to log-roll. He will vote for anybody's
[ bill if they will vote for his. You
[ tickle me and I will tickle you, is the

motto, and they call it a compromise
of conflicting interests. Congress has
at last voted every member a private
secretary with a $1,200 salary. Mercifulf heavens! When will this thing stop?

INow let them apply for a receiver and
sell out the concern.

But I am off the subject, and will get
in a bad frame of mind and have a fit
of indigestion; and so I will quit and
I go to my garden, where I am always
calm and serene.-Bill Arp, In Atlanta
Constitution.

QUEER COINCIDENCES.

8triktag Occurrence, Many of Whikh
Have Become listorle.

The late well-known archaeologist,
Albert Way, crossing Pall-Mall, can-
noned against an old gentleman. After
mutual apologies cards were exchanged.
On each card was printed "Mr. Albert
Way." The older gentleman, dying,
left his fortune to the other Albert
Way.

The planet Neptune, which had for
countless ages revolvedAn the heavens
unseen by anyone on earth, was discov-
ered simultaneously and independently
in 1846 by Profs. Adams and M. Lever-
rier, the two mostbrilliantastronomers
of the day.

Some few years ago a shepherd boy
placed a MOW on the railway line be-
tween and Falmer, with the
result in was thrown off the
rails. OI, ear later to a day--almost
to a minute-that same youth was
struck by lightning and instantane-
ously killed within a couple of miles of
the spot at which the accident occurred.

Sir Walter Besant tells of the follow-
ing curious coincidence which hap-
pened to himself. "I was consulting,"he
says, "an artist with regard to the face
and features of a character which he was
illustrating for me and I briefly de-
scribed to him the kind of face I had in
mind. He was meanwhile rapidly
sketching a face on a piece of paper he
had before him. 'Will that do?' he
asked, showing me the exact portrait
of the man I had been thinking of.'

The four King Georges of England all
died on the same day of the week.

A lady lost a ring on "the Under-
ground." She' returned and reported
her loss. At that moment a train
entered the station, when her ring was
found on the step of her carriage, hav-
ing completed the circle in that posi-
tion.

At a place of worship in Botherhithe,
some little time ago, the minister was
telling how Wellington said at a crisis
of one of his great battles: "If dark-
ness would only come it would save
him." Hardly had he uttered these
words when the gas went out in the
chapel.

In 1890,a few weeks before the censur-
taker began his enumeration of the peo-
ple of Elm Grove, Va., the town au-
thorities counted their own population,
preparatory to filing articles of ineor-
porntion. The following was the ire-
markable result: Number of males
over 21 years of age, 148; number of
males under 21 years of age, 148; num-
ber of females over 16 years of age, 148;
number of females under 18 years of
age, 148.

Some Zulus were on exhibition in
Aberdeen and a gentleman who had
been in South Africa himself went and
began to talk with the men in their own
language. One of the natives was ex-
ceptionally thy, which rather attracted
the gentleman's attention. He looked
at him more closely and recognized him
as a man who had worked for him in
Natal and had run away with a pair of
trousers which did not belong to him.
-N. Y. Mail and Express.

The Sheriff Names ris *.

Years ago the courts of western New
York found it a matter of great difm-
culty to collect juries for the trial of
cases. One case was adjourned from
day to day, on accountof the mysterious
disappearance every .mornaODnof some
of the 12 men who ha been drawn had
sworn on the jury; there weeoumvsr
more than dght of these dlwi~ ag vire-
tima to btmound at oe ame the m
tiwe. One mormn&ng heoWw*awhUS tb

the
rmom, his b
meat of vict6, t *
JouY bObt" h Ihe
esa try taa. ir~iia~

CYCLONE STREAK.

The Sage of Rooky Creek "Tellin
of the News."

Plenty of Wildeat Stills and Everybody
ink to Everybody. Ese-Black Jack

Changed His Breath - Decoam
Jolaer's Gallatry.

If you want to see the most loveliest
strip of country on the broad bosom of

the earth per-
haps - if you
would love to live
forever and then
turn to somethin
good to eat, you
will please re-
member that
Rocky Creek is
still runnin down
stream and ain't
gone nowheres.
No doubts you

have likewise also heard tell of
them pleasant places in regards to
which I have sometimes spoke-Possum
Trot, and Huckleberry Ridge, and
Weaver's Woodgarden, and Tucker's
Mill, and the Panther Creek settlement.
Hut when the crops are laid by and the
fish won't bite, if you want to take a few
days off and make the time pass quick
and pleasant pack up your duds and
come with me and we will go over into

Cyclone Streak.

Plenty of Wildest stills.

So far as I know, and so far back as
the records run, nothin very good has
ever come out of Cyclone Streak, unless
it mought be a few great gobs of fun.
It is a wild and rough and reckless
scope of country, with a strange and
pecurlous people. The woods are full
of wildcat stills, and they make moon-
shine whisky in them parts even unto
the third and fourth generations. It
would seem like everybody is kin to
everybody else in Cyclone Streak. IV
would seem like the revenue officers
got in there amongst em and found a
big copper still and two or three barrels
of "white ink," as Aunty Lucas were
wont to say. They tore up the still and
emptied the barrels right there on the
spot. In the meantime they had run
in on Billy Bledsoe and two or three
of the Hankins boys runnin the thing
in the dead hours of night-caught em
In the act, as it were. So consequential-
ly Billy Bledsoe and the Hankins boys
have now gone to jail in reply to papers
of eompellment from the general gov-
ernment.

But from what they say about it
neither one of the gang knowed any-
thing for certain about the still to start
with. They had started on a camp
fish that night and jest happened to
stumble up on the "ding thing" over
there in the swamp Under the circum-
ference of the 'urroundins they didn't
think it was any harm to shove up the
chunks and take a drink in pasrin.
That is the way they sung the song at
first, but the revenue officers were
on the trail, and they het the
ground so hot under the boys till they
had to change the time. Then they all
owned up to running the still for
that one round, but they swore
the thing belonged to old man Steve
Hankins, the uncle of the Iankins boys.
Now old man Steve swears he never
heard tell of the concern before. To
hear him tell it, he never did see but one
wildcat still in all of his born days, and
that belonged to old Buck Ridley.

Since writin the above Luke Bledsoc,
a secont cousin to Billy, rid by to tell
me that old man Steve Hankins is now
talkin through a different hat. The
revenue men come down on him last
Saturday and called on him for the his-
tory of that still. Whereas old man
Steve went over there in the swamp
and examined the shattered fragments
of the thing and then swore by the
livin and the dead that it was the prop-
erty of old Buck Ridley--the same one
which he had borrowed to make a run
13 years ago this summer. Neverthe-
less, old man Steve had to pack up a few
dirty duds and go to jail.

By this time things are warmin up
considerable over there in Cyclone
Streak. I am lookin every day to hear
from old Buck Ridley, which, accordin
to the evidence in the case, he is the
man which owns the still at the presenI
writin. But when you get the next
news I will bet the best mule on the
place that old man Buck never owned
so wildcat still. Baley I don't reckon
he would know one it he was to meet
it in the gig road.

As everybody knows there are
stills and stills-plenty of stills over
there in Cyclone Streak. But it
would seem like- they don't belong to
anybody in particular. Billy Bledae e
and the Bankins boys got caught run-
nin the machinery and climbln up
around the producements thereof, but
they jest happed to hnd the "ding
thing." If it didn't jest naturally grow
up there out of the ground, I reekon
the last eyelone must of blowed it in
from somewheres up in the hill country.

It may be that the reveanue men think
they have gota dead open-mand-shutease
ot the government but they don't know

the people of Cyclone Streak. The1
may break a few • indred tim,
on a general fasaait d
blew in a whole let of theemuim aya e
But Smaely at last tahhilin hid eat
that that wniMdad bheleag4i t

res i da tht

bteeRtb*

"But onet upoe-sat' ft as wC
man eve and the weat er as o0.4 ; .
flugius-me and Will' Tom • .,4
started to a b•s&dow a deen
wheres up there i the bill country,
on -the way we bhatOa es thtroghCy
clone Streak. Pre yw. btt s re
dry and then we trawed stm wst-ti• @
who would reple sh the stock. Will'
Tom won and I lose. So I took the bottle
and went down into a dark and lone'
someiway, laid t&e bottle on a log,•. :i
ered it with four bits, gave one Oml•d,
keen whoop and left it there. We
waited a little while, and .whe I *
back down the swamp may -uolSe wl i
gone and the bottle was fall fsplr

"Well, me and Will Tpm we bit of'Ia ei:
or three little chunks as we driv oa
to the party, and when we got the•r
by gatlins we had to stay outin the cole
wind two hours in onderment to Co0
('ff and brace up. We didn't take anL
more that night. We didn't need an-
more. We had took' two or three lttl
nibbles and they lasted tll next mornBil -
But we passed the bottle around
amongst the boys one time only, and t~i
my own personal knowledge our bottle
of spirits from Cyclone Streak br4
on five variegated cases of drunk t•.t
night. And then, by gracious, when wI
started off on our return back boat
next mornin there was siX or 5eve5n
drinks left.

"Drivin along way on down there
side of Deer Creek we met up with Z i
Runnels, and he made out like be 'w-
ravin crazy for a'drink. We pu•le
bottle from Cyclone Streak on ~ ,S -

the old man bit off a tremenodp l
plug of it. Then we driv on, bpt 4ll5 "
of the Runnels boys told me aftet
that old man Lige didn't show
home till about daylight the next
in, and didn't look natural and rig
three days.

When we struck into the old a
road up there at Bank Weathert
Bunk he hailed and wanted to
what was what. . By this time there
about four or five drinks in the bottle
and we delivered the goods to Buk,.:
As to me and Will Tom, we didn't a -:
no more. It come to pas that "yLda
Biunk took one strong nibble anteas -ji
tle and then pitched in and made
eggnog. Consequentially the
was over there at the Weatherford
the next day, and by fat•t and ifurIs
work he brought the family throe .• ~
without a funeral.

"That was years and years ago, Rule
but I never will live long enough to for.
get that bottle of white ink from Cy
clone Streak."

He Chanaged If Breath.
That brings to mind one day last fall"

when Black Jack Wiggins, frym Cyo~a.
Streak, changed his breath a me. m
struck up together in town that daya t• -'
nothin would do Black Jack bat Imu
write out a speech for him iifre .
ver at sixteen to one.

But in the main time Black Jack had
smoked his old pipe and et parched
goobers and drunk corn whisky till ha e
didn't know anything for certain s" -
his breath was tremendius bad. t

He put his arm around my neck a4•
talked so clost and confidential like fllt
I naturally couldn't stand it.

"I am 18 hands high, I weight
pounds, I wear a number leven
name is Black Jack Wiggins
from Cyclone Streak," says he
mouth in three inches of my faee.

"That perfectly all right
Wiggins, as to the sie' of 4l]oe
what you weigh and wberV you en .
from," says I, "but for the love ofa.i
common country and the great enaufe
free silver at sixteen to one, go and dil.
something to change yor bers
a raw onion if you can'tdo bottes^

And then, long-auf siea l r
do you reckon come to pass
and Black Jack Wiggins, fom Cy
Streak? Dad blame him, he rgt a
onion and et it to change his hbat
took another drink, come back .a
locked arms with m~sand preached rd
silver at sixteen to one for three mo. -
hours.

The Ledy from Oresas Streek. ti
But it was given unto Deacon Jou

to bring on the most goebystfusionment you ever heard telll of
a lady from Cyclone Streak. '

It would seem like the lady wadto a place somewheres up the ra
on a visit to her kinnery, and she h
went from Cyclone Streak over to t
station to take the train. She ad h .e
baby with her, and likewise as
which she was takin to soaeofthe
folks of the family. I

It also came to pas. that :•!Joiner was also over at the station
day, and if amy man loves tle
better than the deaeon, he will
eat a few to prove it. SowhetheW
blowed the deacon he sidled
lady from Cyclone Stredk
he would be pleased to
and the gun and help her
The lady was more th•n
the main time it ""i s
lady never had saE,•ks
before, and when it
station she made a
of down the road

Strak. The deaeon he
at fall q wI, lith the

iadi lgun thetsr d to stop that
-ad- didn't hve m, y
babls to tote ad lah
that ree lke he wa

Akbout that theSo•.e r uputh.e
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