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THE

AMEEICANS AT HOME.

I.

THE SWAMP DOCTOR'S STRUGGLE FOR LIFE.

m

It was the spring of 183—, the water

from the Mississippi had commenced over-

flowing the low swamps, and rendering

travelling on horseback very disagreeable.

The water had got to that troublesome height

when it was rather too high for a horso, and

not high enough for a canoe or skiff to

pass easily over the submerged grounds.

I was sitting out under my favourite oak,

congratulating myself that I had no travel-

ling to do just then,—it was very healthy

—

when my joy was suddenly nipped in the

bud by a loud hallo from the opposite side of

the bayou. Looking over, and answering

the hail, I discerned first a miJe, and then

somethine which so closely resembledig
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