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" Give me a dram," he said very abruptly,

not prefacing the request by those deferential

words never omitted by the slave when in his

proper mind.

" No, sir, you have already taken too much;
I will give you no more," I replied.

" Give me a dram," he again said, more

fiercely than before.

Breakinpj oii a cane, I told him that if he

spoke to me in that manner again I would

give him a severe flogging.

But to my surprise he retorted, "D—

n

you, white man, I will kill you ef you don't

give me more brandy ! " his eyes flashing

and sparkling with electric light.

I rose to correct him, but a comparison of

my well-developed frame with Lis stunted

deformed proportions, and the reflection that

his drunkenness was attributable to my giv-

ing him the brandy, deterred me.
" I will kill you," he again screamed, his

fangs clashing, and the foam flying from his

mouth, his long arms extended as if to clutch

me, and the fingers quivering nervously.

I took a hasty glance of my condition.

I was lost in the midst of the swamp, an un-

known watery expanse surrounding me

;

remote from any possible assistance; the

swamps'were rapidly filling with water, and


