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the heart. Wliat! is it coiuo to tliis. poor ^loh.iwk,

that yon, the admiration of :iit Ijiit tliu t'livioiis, the

great Moliawiv, tlu; staiulanl by wiiii-ii all otiitT

horses arc fiieasured— trots next to ]Molia\vk, or.iy

yields to Moliawk, l()o]<s lii<e Moiiawk — tiiat yoil

are, after all, only a counterfeit, and prononn'-ed i)y

a stragglins^ Yanixee to be merely '• a pretty fair

trotter !

"

" If he w:is trained, I guess that he niijjjlit be

made to do a little more. Excuse me, but if you

divide your weiglit between the knee and the

stiri'up, rather most on tiie knee, and rise forward

on the saddle, so as to leave a little davlii-ht be-

tween you and it, I hope I may never ride this

circuit again, if you don't get a mile more an hour

out of him."

What! not enough, I mentally jiroaned, to have

my horse beaten, but I must he told that I don't

know how to ride him ; and that, too, by a Yankee!

Aye, there's the rub— a Yankee what? Perhaps

a half-bred puppy, hall Yankee, half Bhienose.

As there is no escape, I'll try to make out my riding

niast(^r. " Your circuit?" said I, my looks express-

ing all the surjjrise they were capable of, " your

circuit, pray what may th:it be ?
"

" 0," said he, " the eastern circuit ; I am on the

eastern circuit, sir."

'' 1 have heard," said T, feeling that T now had a

lawyer to deal with, " that there is a great deal of

ousiness on this circuit. Pray, are t'.iere many
^ases of importance ?

"


