EXT. RIVER - KEELBOAT, DUSK

M KE FINK, 63, 180 pounds, wears a bright red fl annel
shirt, a baggy blue coat and brown trousers with a cap of
untanned skin on his head. There is a red feather in his
cap. He swaggers about, bragging to canera:

M KE FI NK
|’"ma Salt River Roarer! Ima ring-
tailed squealer! I'"'ma reg’'lar

screaner fromthe ol’ Mssassip'!
WHOOP! |I'’mthe very infant that
refused his mlk before its eyes
were open, and called out for a
bottle of old Rye! | |love the wonen
an’ |I’mchockful o fight! I’m half
wi |l d horse and hal f
cockeyed-alligator and the rest o
me i s crooked snags an’ red hot
snappin’ turtle. | can hit |ike
fourth-proof lightnin an’ every
lick I make in the woods lets in an
acre o' sunshine. | can out-run,
out-j unp, out- shoot, out-brag,
out-drink, an’ out fight,

rough-an’ -tunble, no holts barred,
any man on both sides the river
fromPittsburg to New Ol eans an
back again to St. Louiee. Cone on,
you flatters, you bargers, you

m | k- white nmechanics, an’ see how
tough I amto chaw | ain't had a
fight for two days an’ I'mspilein’
for exercise. Cock-a-doodl e-doo!

k coat over

i nk as they fl oat
at. A few of the
captivated by

of tinber in the
king the reflected

A crew of ELBOATMEN, a PASSENGER in a
buckski n Fink’s woman AMY |iste
down t he i ppi river on Fink’s
men work t while the others
Fink’s crow re’s a nodest
hol d. The boat a faint
nmoonl i ght ri ppl

Who you go

Fi nk | ooks at the | ad

( CONTI NUED)



