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the subject, It will be noted by the
reader that on several important points
my deseriptions are vague and uncertain
—but quite enough is known, and teld,
1o 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 1 eould fit. I
subsisted entirely by the charity of a
few good Samaritans, and became more
and more despondent as the uneventful
days dragged by.

1 On a certain sunny afternocon I man-
aged to elude the vigilance of the wateh-
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.
¢ Btill, 1 was, .as you may say, all slept
out, and there were several hours to
dirpose of before 1 could have an appor-
tunity of passing out of the gate unper-
ceived. Bo, 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 ey@eption of these lights,

‘which were. 6f course, situated well aft,
no sign of jifewas visible; and although
1 stood siongside the gangway between
the whart and the spardeck, 1 could dis-
tinguish no watch or bar to prevent me
irom going aboard. Inspired by a feel-
ing of curlosity as the carelessness

the dock thieves, that I knew fairly
ewarmed hereabouts, to make wayevith
portable property, 1 walked cautiously
up the steep incline, and as I started to
swing off the end to the deck, nlmost
walked over the recumbent figure of a
man. Defore 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

[coPYRIGHT, 1836.)

Thr tale T have to h-ll is B0 strange,
N’) weird, and so unprovable, that I must
preface it by stating that what I say
herewith is absolutely all I know about

crawled Inside the huge box through
my improvised opening. To my great
nstonishment, 1 foond nothing but a
layer of stone ballust in the boitom;
and I reasoned that doubitless 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 extras precaution
seemed supurfluous

Then in an instant T had made the re-
solve that was to cause me so much
danger and anxiety in the next few
weeks—Dbut unfortunately no hint or
esuspicion came tc me in time,

Here, I reasoned, was an opportunity
especially sent by Providence for my
bLenefit. Unless betrayed by some un-
foreseen complication, I could lie un-
sugpected in this snug hiding-place un-
til the vessel was far from land. The
steward's stores would supply the nee-
essary food; and, beat of all, some dis-
tant land would prolably afford me op-
portunities that my ewn country seemed
to deny me. 1 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
eet me at. To will was to acty and with
scarcely a pang of conscience I conveyed
ten loaves of bread and a few cans of
beef and tongne 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 proerastination are
not easily explained, but an indefinable
Teeling 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 eaused
me to wonder. In the first place the
Good Fortune (as I had ascertained the
name of the steamship to be) earried a
surprisingly large erew, although the
majority of them were not visible until
the second day out, And, for another
thing, the strict discipline that [ had

fect and com:menced pacing backwards

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

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

But repining was worse than useless:
1 determined to reconnoitre the possi-
Lilities of escape, and waiching my
chance when the sentry's back was
turned, 1 stole away in the darkness.
The steamship, as near as I could judge,
was of the typical “tramp" class, with
spardeck cut away between the masts
for the better sccommodation of eat-
tle shipments. In the forward cut I
stumbled over a quantity of stores,
wiiich had seemingly not been taken
care of by the steward—hams, barrels of
flour, canned goods and as nearly as [
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 discipline, it was
certainly a lucky find !or;;e.. ﬁ;
made no in breaking off a 1
the brltd&::l’mmhed it greedily.

The greater part of the cat was oc-

cupied by a large nnm_berptpnckh‘ inboard ‘and hidden under
cases, and while m my way over | and that the English flag was fastened
them I waa wdiammhyﬂn to the main shronds,

mﬂnpmwhlehmbcenkﬂ.m'
two cases in stowing; mhm

pected in a whole year.”

thousand apiece, an’ it'll be nearer ten
when we quit. That’s more than we'd
make in & year at esttle-punching.”

rings and watches are all right, but it
won't be so easy to sell them.”

the speaker walked away, and left we
wondering, but still unsuspecting.

by the bustle around me that some
thing of unusual interest was tram:
spiring. To my great surprise I no-
ticed that
Wmﬂhdﬁhmﬂgm

always heretofore seen om shipboard

was not maintained; for almost every
evening was occupied in carousing, and
I never heard the slightest protest from
the captain or any of the officers of the
deck. Finally the fragments of a con-
versation which I overheard between
two of the sailors impressed me as be-
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-

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

“Well, you and I have near eight

“But it's in such mean stuff, Ear-
here

“Melt down the solld and—"

One the fifth day out I was

and ropes were soat-

narrate what happened as overheard by
me from conversations during the next
few days,

The good bark C. B. Jones, of Drox-
port, Me., bound from Buenos Ayres to
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
boais were gone, the first mate and four
seamen took the long boat and rowed to
the Giood Fortune with the humane in-
tention of relieving the signaled wants
of the steamer, bringing a barrel of
pork and a bag of hiscuit. So weak, as
it secmed, were the erew of the steamer
that they could searcely 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 o
distingnish 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 i
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, s well as
the captain’s wife and child. A few
hundred dollars In the captsin's cabin,
a few watches and a little money from
the forecasile and some miscellaneous
articles comprired 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 wae 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 o
dozen human lives were sacrificed for o
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 hox. It floated me
bravely, however, and when the dark
ness had cleared away I was picked up
by the Altania, of the Cunard line, and
conveyed back to New York.
Whether the Good Fortune—lying
name, as she hersell was a lie—sunk
in eollision with a rock or jceberg, or
whether she still ranges the seas un.
checked, T know mot; 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 ot
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 #ell you,

One day she presented herself at the
office of an editor who had boughi
“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 manuseript in her hand, and
she begged the editor to read it at onee.
Oddly enough, he consented. It was
a story.

It was a etory aboul a young woman
writer who purchased a typewriting
machine on the installment plan. Al
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-
tiopal 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 ghe sat down at the machine and
rattled off a pathetie story of her own
struggles with fate and of her fruitless
efforts to raize money to pay for the
typewriter. When she finished she put
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 stery and a
pathetic one.

“By Jove,” said the editor, as Le
finished reading it. “I always said you
could do fletion, but you never would,
Come aronnd next week, and I'll let you
know whether we’ll publish it.”

The girl hesitated.

“If you please, sir," ghe 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.” — Chicage
Recard,

Times Change and We with Them.
“Da-a-arling,” she said, and her head
snuggled closer to hia manly shoulder---
“George da-a-arling, 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
you"

The weary cycle of the years rolled
on. Bpring came 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 hall of their suburban villa,
“George,” she said, “dmt you love
me?"

“Of course I do, old girl,” he said.
“But it seems to me that life is too shori

thp:dmummmp. xupyhas-
ing successive crops every ten days or

WORK IN THE GARDEN,

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

The Valoe of a Good Garden to the Fam-~
lly—Makes Exceilent Dinners for
Littlea Money—A Baving In
Doctor’s Bills.

“Fate cannot harm me-~I have dined
1o-day.” That is the way we feel just
after a good dinner, especially if we
have earned it—worked for it bedily
and wanted it. Dut 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
{0 indulge it because of indigestion.
Sueh folks are to be pitied. They have
iy sympathy. But I sincerely believe
what 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
fdeath 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
huve worked in my garden. There is
no insomnia about me, but Mrs. Arp
suffers from it sometimes when I am
snoring like a hippopctamus.

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.

T 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 eeed and
cultivated the plants and killed the
weeds, and it is my especial pleasure to
wateh everything as it grows, and
gather the vegetables and wash themat
the back door and ecall the good wife
and children out to see them and listen
to their compliments. We have had a
long drought, but I had fortified
epgainst 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 soll 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 eucumbers, 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
vinea 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
ita worst I opened small trenches close
by the roots of the plants and turned
the water on and let it run slowly and
goak 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. 1t 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 iz 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. Itisa
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 ecrop is a total fail-
ure, and will not be fit to eut. I see
n few acres of oats in a field not far
from me that will make a good crop.
Of course there is something in the
land, but there is more in the farming.
Deep plowing to begin with is absolute-
Iy mecessary in farming. I don’t mean
deep turning, but deep plowing. I know
& farmer who always follows the turn
plow with & 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 garden, but she always has the
finest garden in the town, and the secret
is deep plowing and fertilizing. I can
overlook her work from my window,
and it excites me to keep 1n hailing dis-
tonce. Sbe has an acre in the highest
state of cultivation, and will make mare
on it than will be made on 50 ecres of
that land below Marietta. Wi on

garden will help to make it attractive;
and my wife wants all the old-fashioned
herbs, like sage and mint and balm
ond thyme and calamus and camomile.
Bhe has horse radish enough for a hotel.

Gardening is the first work of which
we have any history, ans it is the wmost
pleasant and healthy of all occupas-
tions. If a man is a good gardener he
will be a good farmer., As you travel
overland through the country yon ecan
tell a good farmer by looking at his
garden, just os 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
contentiment. They save doctor bills, for
half the diseases come from diseased
minds — mental misery — horrowing
trouble and nursiog 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 homae absorb them, and are a
bigger thing than the spoils of office,
The average politician wants some-
thing for nothing, As Cobe eays: “He
is just sidewiping around hunting the
orthography of an office,” and when he
gets it the first lesson he learns is how
to log-roll. He will vote for anybody's
bill it they will vote for his. You
tickle me and I will tickle you, is the
motto, and they ecall it a compromise
ol conflicting interests. Congress has
at last voted every member a private
secretary with a §1,200 salary. Merciful
heavens! When will this thing stop?
Now let them apply for a receiver and
sell out the coneern.

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

QUEER COINCIDENCES.

es, Many of Which
Have Become Historle.

The late well-known archaeclogist,
Albert Way, crossing Pall-Mall, can-
neped against en old gentleman. After
mutual apologies cards were exchanged.
On each card was printed “Mr. Alber:
Way.” The older gentleman, dying,
left his fortune to the other Albert
Way.

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

Bome few years ago a shepherd boy

placed a on the railway line be-
tween and Falmer, with the
result in was thrown off the
rails. later to a day—almoat

to & minute—that same youth was
struck by lightning and instantane-
ously killed within a vouple of miles of
the spot at which the accident occurred.

Sir Walter Besant telis of the follow-
ing curious eecinecidence which hap-
pened to himself. “I was consulting,”he

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 meanwhils rapidly
sketching a face on o piece of paper he
had befors him. *‘Will that do?" he
asked, showing me the exmct 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 o ring on *“the Under-
ground.” She' returned and reported
her loss. At that moment a train
entered the station, when her ring waa
found on the step of her carriage, hav-
ing compieted the circle in that posi-
tion.

At a place of worship in Rotherhithe,
some little time ago, the minister was
telling how Wellington said at a orisis
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 im the
chapel.

In 1890,a few weeks before the cenaus-
taker began his enumeration of the peo-
ple of Elm Grove, Va., the town au-
thorities counted their own tion,
preparatory to filing articles of incor-
poration. The following waa the re-
markahle result: Number of males
over 21 years of age, 148; number of
males under 21 years of age, 145; num-
ber of females over 18 years of age, 148;
number of females tnder 16 years of
age, 148.

Some Zulus were on exhibition in
Aberdeen and & gentleman who had
been in South Africa himself went and
began to tallr with the men in their own
language. One of the natives was ex-
ceptionally ghy, which rather attracted
the gentleman’s attention. He looked
at him more closely and recognized him
a8 & 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 Bheriff Earned His Fes.
Years ago the courts of western New
York found it a matter of great diffi-
culty to collect juries for the trial of
cases. One case was adjourned from
day to day, on aceountof the mysterions
 dizappearance every morniog-of some
ottheinmwhnha&hmdmnm
eworn on tho jury; there were mever
more than eight of these unwilling vie-
tims to be found at one and the same

eays, “an artist with regard to the face

CYCLONE STREAK.

The Bage of Rocky Creek "Tellin
cf the News."

Plenty of Wildeat Stills and Everybody
Kin to Everybody Else—Bilack Jack
Changed His Breath — Deacon
Jolner's Gallantry,

If you want to see {the most loveliest
strip of eountry 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
bave likewise also heard tell of
them pleasant places in regards to
which I have sometimes spoke—Fossum
Trot, and Huckleberry Ridge, anl
Weaver's Woodgarden, and Tucker’s
Mill, and the Panther Creek settlement.
lint when the erops are laid by and the
fish won’t bite, if you want to takea few
days off and make the time pass guick
and pleasant pack up your duds and

come with me and we will go over into
Cyclone Streak.

Plenty of Wildeat Stills,

So far as I know, and so far back as
the records run, nothin very good has
ever come out of Cyelone 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
pecurious people. The woods are full
of wildeat stills, and they make moon-
shine whisky in them parts even unio
the third and fourth gemerations. It
would seem like everybody is kin to
everybody else in Cyclone Streak. It
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 ani
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, Soconsequential-
ly Billy Bledsoe and the Hankins boys
have now gone to jail in reply to papers
of compellment from the general gov-
ernment,

But from what they say about it
neither one of the gang kunowed 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 surroundins they didn’t
think ii was apy harm to shove up the
chunks and teke a drink in pasein,
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 mp to running the still for
that one round, but they swore
the thing belonged to old man Steve
Hankins, the uncle of the Hankins boys.
Now old man Steve swears he never
heard tell of the concern before. To
hear him tell it, he pever did see but one
wildeat still in all of his born days, and
that belonged 1o old Buck Ridley.

Sinee writin the above Luke Bledsoe,
a secont cousin to Billy, rid by to tell
me that old man Bteve Hankins is row
talkin through a different hat. The
revenue moen come down on bim last
Baturday 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 ts

livin and the dead that it was the prop-
erty of old Buck Ridley—the same one
which he had horrowed to make n run
13 years ago this summer. Neverthe-
less, old man Steve had to pack upa 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 Buek Ridley, which, aecordin
to the evidence in the case, he is the
man which owns the still at the present
writin. But when you get the nexl
news I will bet ihe best mule on the
place that old man Buck never owned
Ao wildeat still. Raley I don’t reckon
he would know one if he was to meet
it in the gig road.

As everybody knowa there are
stills and stills—plenty of stills over
there in  Cyclone Streak. But it
would seem like’ they don't belong te
anybody in particular. Billy Bledsor
and the Hankins boys got caught run-
nin the machinery and eclimbin up
sround the producements thereof, but
they jest happed to find the “ding
thing.” If it didn't jest naturally grow
up there out of the ground, I reckon
the last cyclone must of blowed it in
from somew heres up in the hill country.

It may be that the revenue men thin}:

of the thing and then swore by the |

“Well, memmm
or three little chunks as
to the party, and when we got.
by gatlins we had to stay outin the
wind two hours in W‘Ib cot
off and brace up. Ve m&ml :
more that night.
more. We had took twa or three
nibbles and they lasted till next m
But we the Dbottle
amongst the boys one MW :
my own personal knowledge of
of spirits from Cyclone Stre:
on five variegated cases of drunk
night. And then, by gracious, when s
started off on our return back ho
next mornin there mﬂtw

nnnm}a.nudhnma&nm% ]
ravin crazy for a e
bottle from Streak on

the old man bito!sm”
plug of it. Then we driv on, biit some
of the Runnels boys told me a
that old man Lige ~didn't show
home till about daylight the next
in, and didn’t look natural and ;
three days.

When we struck into the old
road up there at Bunk Weatherfc
Bunk he hailed and wanted
what was what. By this time there
about four or five drinks in the bottls . &
and we delivered the goods to ;
As to me and Will Tom, we didn"
no more, Bmetcpcuthﬂ
Bunk took one strong
tle and thanplmhediu
eggnog. Consequentiall
wumrthmntthe\?m
the next day, and by fast
work he brought the W
without a funeral.

He Changed ﬁl: J

That hnngatomindmm m
when Black Jack Wiggins, :
Streak, changed his breath
utrnekuptmﬂ:uhhwnthni
nothin would do Black Ja
write out a speech for him
ver at sixteen to one.

But in the main time Black Jack h
smoked his old pipe and et parched
goobers and drunk eorn w‘hhtyﬁﬂ
didn’t know anything for
his breath was tremendius bad.

to bring on the most g
Mmtymwm
a Iady from Cyclone Streak.




