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“ such farms may be suitable enough for men of
iron muscles and wooden stomachs, and who can
work whether they eat or not;—men who have
nothing to lose except their life, and would even

* sacrifice that for a small amount. But for either

you or I to go there in search of a living, or

aﬁything else, except death and horror, would
be worse for us than hanging; it would even-
tually result in strangulation by starvation. And
besides, as my acquaintance informed me, the

woods are infested with wild animals; and if a

fellow attempted to venture out.at night very

possibly his carcase would ‘be very soon de-

posited in-the inside of a dozen of wolves. He .

* further told me that the trees during summer

rained down inyriads of mosquitoes as large as
beetles, with stings like hornets and in the shape
-of a tube, by Whlch means a dozen of them could
“suckup a fell6W's blood ir a night; and were
by far a greater plague than the grasshoppers
- of Egypt. To prevent them from settling upon -
‘himself he covered his head and neck with a
mask made from deer-skin; in which he cut
holes to inhale air and see through ; but despite
of such precautions they would sometimes force
their way through these orifices, and one dart,
said he, into a fellow’s eye was sufficient to cause
a myriad of stars to fly from his winker.”
“ Well, but that is really horrifying,” exclaim-
ed Mrs. Charlston. ’
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