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STRUGGLE FOB LIFE. 11

if we did not get out to-morrow or next day,

we would in all probability be starved or

drowned; the negro was my only dependence

to pilot me to the settlements, and he was

threatening my life if I did not give him

more brandy ; should I do it or not ? Judg-

ing from the effects of the two drinks I had

given him, if he got possession of the bottle

it might destroy him, or at least render him

incapable of travelling, until starvation and

exposure would destroy us. My mind was

resolved' upon that subject ; I would give

him no more. There was no alternative, I

would have to stand his assault ; considering

I was three times his size, a fearful adven-

ture, truly, thought I, not doubting ^ mo-

ment but that my greater size would give

me proportionate strength ; I must not hurt

him, but will tie him until he recovers.

The dwarf, now aroused to maniacal fury

by the persistance in my refusal, slowly

approached me to carry his threat into execu-

tion. The idea of such a diminutive object

destroying without weapons a man of my
size, presented something ludicrous, and I

laughingly waited his attack, ready to tie his

hands before he could bite or scratch me.

WofuUy I underrated his powers !

With a yell like a wild beast's, he preci-


