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THE CLOCKMAKER.

No. L
The Trotting Horse.

I was always well mounted ; I am fond of a horse,
and always piqued myself on having the fastest trotter
in the Province. I have made no great progress in
the world, I feel doubly, therefore, the pleasure of net

_ being surpassed on the read. I never feel so well or.

so cheerful as on horseback, for there is something
exhilirating in quick motion ; and, old as I am, I feel a
pleasure in making any person whom I meet on the

way put his horse to the full gallop, to keep pace wigh

my trotter. Poor Ethiope! you recollect him, how
he was wont tg lay back his ears on his atrched neck,
and push away from all competition. He is:deng,peor
fellow! the spavin spoiled his speed, and -be now
roams - at -large upon ‘my farm at Trure’ Mehewk
never failéd me till this summer, I pride myseli;_(you
may laugh at such childish weakness in a man of my
age,) but still, I pride myself in taking the coneeit aut
of coxeombs I meet on the road, and on the ease with
which I ean leave a fool behind, whose monsense die-
tarbs my solitary musings. On my last journey to
Fort Lawrence, as the beautiful view of Colchester bad
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