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" Got to a road house one afternoon and found

it empty. Too tired to take another step I crawled

in to rest. Hadn't been there long when up came

a buggy and a man got out. The buggy drove on.

More afraid of being told I' couldn't stay than any-

thing else, I hid. but on peeping out I nearly died of

ama«ment, when I s.w that the man was Joe Le-

'°-'l kept out of sight. I don't know why. except

that you get into the habit of keeping mum m the

pi e Chere I've been living lately. You look a lot

Ld don't say much. I saw Joe go upsta.r, and

heard him do a lot of scraping and hammermg_

Then he came down, whistled for the buggy wh.ch

™ust have been somewhere "bout, and drove o£

When I took a look around. I found he'd fitted the

door with three locks, and had boarded up the wm-

'°"'.
Looks funny,' thought I. ' I'U •>-«

f-";;"
" Next day. as I was walking back to Bull s Gulch

for food, I met the stage. Who was the first person

„y eyes lighted on? You've guessed- Cully Con-

"dl I was right pleased to notice that he loolced

£ about as pinched and white as I d^Anote

good conduct release,' 1 sa.d to myself. But ,t

,

queer that he should be making for Dawson!

fl

i


