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STRUGGLE FOR LIFE. 3

By the time I had concluded my prepara-

tions, and put a large bottle of brandy in my
pocket, my steed was awaiting me upon the

opposite shore.

" Massa tole me to tell you ef you didn't

mine swimming a little you had better kum
de nere way."

" Do you have to swim much ?
"

" Oh no, massa, onely swim Plurisy Lake,

and wade de back water a few mile, you'll

save haf de way at leste."

I looked at the sun. It was only about

two hours high, and the roads were in such

miserable condition that six miles an hour

would be making fine speed, so I determined

to go the near way, and swim " Pleurisy

slough."

"You are certain youknow the road, boy?"
" Oh, yes, massa, me know um ebery inch

ob de groun' ; hunted possum an' coon ober

him many a night, Massa, you ain't got any

'baccy, is you ?
"

"There's a chaw—and here's a drink of

brandy. I'll give you another if you pilot

me safe through, and a good pounding if you
get lost."

" Dank you, massa, um's good. "No fere I

lose you, know ebery inch of de groun'."

I had poured him out a dram, not consi-
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