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- AN EXHAUSTED TOPIC. 

THE COQUETTE. 
From a far longer time than I can well re- 

member, till within two years past, the Cleve- 
land family were our next-door neighbours. 
-Florence, the eldest davghter of the house, was 
adear friend of mine, and [ weuld not for the 
world make her the heroine of this story to-day, 
were it not the following fact : two years 
azo, the whole : migrated to Wisconsin, 
and now that they are gone so far out of the 
world, I think ne blame should be attached to 

e for giving her © experiehes’ to the good pub- 
tio. Sure aw I, that, buried as she is in the 

kwoods, she will never hear that I have sei- 
poe ir a-subject whereon to expatiate 
unless some of our travelling people prove go 

« forgetful of themselves, and what is due to Flo 
ra and me, as to touch upon this topic when 
they weet hor in the Wess. 

verybody said that Florence was a © coquette 
_ and admitting, asa s thing, the idea that 
¢ what everybody says must be true,’ I suppose 
she was ; that is. shewas ‘ a gay, airy girl, fond 
of admiration,” and I will not deny that she may 
‘have exerted herself the least bit in the world to 
obixin it ; but most indignantly do I repel the 
assertion that she was artful or designing, or 
that she ever regularly ‘set a trap’ to ensnare 
ary human heart. : : 

Florence, when she went from us, was of mid 
ele height, very fair, and her cheeks wore the 
bloom of roses, her hair was of alight, glossy 
brown, and, oh, those beautiful ringleis ! I can 
vouch for tne truth of it, they never emerged 
from curl papers, (and by the way, how refresh- 
ing and pleasant, now-u-days, it is to see any- 
thing natural, even a paltry curl!). Then her 
eyes, © peeply, divinely bjue,” sometimes filled 
with a sover, tranquil, holy light, and again, 
-dancing, beaming, and overflowing with joy and 
happiness. b 
‘Though Florence was the edmiration of all 

eyes, and the beaux seemed really to have no aj 
preciation of the presence of we poor insigaifi- 
cants when she was by, yet to not many of us 
dud the ¢ greén eyed monstec even whisper one 
had, nogracious thought of her. We all loved 
her, and a sadder set never waited in our depot 
the arrival of the ea tern train, than gathered 
there the day Mr Cleveland and family were to 
leave for a home in the © far-west. 

Loere were some, indeed, who invariably ho- 
noured Florence with the tile of © coquette ;* 
they bad a way of closing their eyes, and sighing 
very sanctimoniously, whenever they heard of 
her new conquests : particularly may this apply 
to old Widow Forbes, who rejoiced in the 
zossion of four grown up daughters ; ‘fixtures’ 
muss decidedly they were in her house-oid, for 
these four were not in any way remardable for 
“possessions of any kind, and two of them had 
well nigh passed the third stage of woman’s un- 
married life. But by far the greater part of the 
villagers rejoiced in the presence of Florence 
Cleve and, as they would in a sunbeam on a dull 
day-—she was always so cheerful, so generous, 
sod obliging 
None of those sunny curls of hers were visible 

the day Florence set out on her journey. Per- 
hapa you think that was because ladies do not 
usually travel with such ap, ages in view, 
snd that they were snugly packéd away in the 
back of her travelling has. But had Florence’s 
“head been uncovered then, I fear me it would 
have borne terrible witness to the desecrating 
haads which bad been busy about it; for tho fai- 
ry little ringlets which had so long adorned the 
beautiul head—full beautiful enough without 
taem—were slumbering on tue hearts of us, her 
wiserable, weeping cronies ; and I know not how 
many géntleman’s purses were freighted with 
liko treasure. 

What a stupid, silent company we were, ga- 
thered there that day! It was a bright morning, 
there was not a cloud to be seen in all the sky, 
and Sovy, the old fortune teller, said it was a 
day that argued well for their fortune prosority 
bug that did not help us any. Everybody 
suemed to think we were about to lose the 
choicest lignt of our village, and so, indeed, we 
werd. 

At last the odious depot-bell rung ; soon after 
the ‘fire demon’ heaved in sight, fo owed by ite 
long rain ot crowded cars. In ten minutes, the 
leave taking was over, our friends were seated, 
their worldly goods were stowed away, another 
ring of the bell, that never sounded half so re- 
mor; elessly before, and away they went, over tre 
road, across the bridge, pass the burial ground, 
and on—on ! * 
To my bosom I pressed a package Florence 

had given me that morning, which she bade me 
not open till they were fairly gone. Ineed not 
tell you how I hastened nome when I'had seen 
the last of her, ; how, with just one look at their 
old garden, which ran back of the house, through 
whose path wo bad wandered so often together A 
how, with one thought of my loneliness, I hied 

, away to my room, that I might be alone with my 
sorrow. ‘Lhere, also, everything scemed deter- 
mined to speak of her. Close by the window was 
the ¢old arm chair,” her parting gift—a keep- 
sako. Many a time had the broad, leather cover- 
6d seat supported us both, and so, of course, the 
very sight of it gave me such a blue fit, that I 
threw myself into its open arms,’ and indulged 
in a most luxurious fit of weeping, the length 
thereot might be counted by hours. But when 
I had fairly cried it out (you know all things 
must have an end), I went to bed with the most 
dreadtul headache conceivarle, and opened then, 
with more of regret than curiosity, the last testa- 
ment of dear Florence. It was in the shape of a 
long, long letter, filling many pages of paper; 
but | shail not indulge the reader with a glance 
even st all the contents; satisfy yourself with 
these fow extracts, and oblige yours, &e. j— 

Writing is not my forte, you know that very 
well .the epistle began), but [ havebeen for a 
long time past determined to explain myselt to 
you ; and when father finally succeeded in con- 
vincing us all that the West issuch a wonderful 
county, and that itis the best and only place in 
which to settle our troop of bys, I made up my 
micd to write you what [had intended to speak. 
Dor’t think me vain, bat I am going to be my 

When I am gone, and the partial regret some 
will feel at first is worn away, and they begin 
with all earnestness to give me what they think 
my due, honouring me once more with the flat- 
tering titles Shey, ve aiready bestowed on me 
so freely, then doyou, my friend, take up tue 

: gant: in my defence. If I should happen to 
is of those horrible fevers, into whose hands 
we are about to commit ourselves,” ¢ Aust Sally’ 
may say it is a just © d spensetion of Providence’ 
that has removed me ; and that forlorn Juliet 
Baker might take it into her head to write w; 
veritable history, under the title of ¢ The Co 
quette,’ and so be published in one of the maga- 
dines, as a warning to all who shall come af- 
ter me—an immortality to which, [assurs you, 
[ do not aspire. Or Tom Harding mighs be 
tempted to discourse more eloquently than ever 
on my respective 
most sage conclusions therefrom. So, dear, if 
such things do remember to stand up 
valiantly for ¢ woman's rights’ and me. 
As 1 have mentioned Tom Harding's name, [ 

may as well in these © confessions’ have done 
with him as speedily 
well what the gossips said when it was ramoured 
that 1 had © cus him dead,’ after enco g the 
poor fellow, who was really ¢ too good or me.’ 
But it happened in this case that they were all 
Wrong, as doth, unfortunately, sometimes hap- 
peneven with gos-ipers. Tom, since time im- 
memorial (you will bear me out in the truth of 
ee statement), has been one of the rapt 
of our village beaux ; attaching himself, 
his eanine characteristies, to every lady favour- 
ed with the least beauty, and mukimng himself 
vastly usefulia getting us allsorts of parties of 
pleasure in summer, and in winteralso. It was 
very needful, was it not ? that we should always 
be on good terms with him, and this, as a 
Dody, pos know very well we managed to do. As 

%0 at least a dozen girls of our acquaintance, 
don’t know why heshonld have thought that I 
would take up with hiw at last. Now, was it no: 

tion, Carry 7 To be sure, he come 
Jo cetir Nomis night after night, and ofteu 
with us in church on Sundays, and is wasrumour- 
ed we were engaged, but that, I fancy, did not 

the case a clear one. The facts, | never 
for a moment thought of marrying Tom Har 
ding ; but [ did NI I ros pa What 
outh than he proved to be. en he foolish- 
ly propossd the sutject to me, 1 dismissed it 
uict'y as might be, convincing him that the 

g was for ever impossible. And i kept his 
secret well. No one, till to-day, can say that | 
was ever guilty of speaking of his offsr and its 
refasal, and you know why I now refer to it. 
Tom himself, by his y condust, ex- 
posed all that ever was exposed, aud his impudent 
silly behaviour towards me has made Loe heartsiy 
despise him 1 sicccrely hope that no damsel 
that [love will ever acoept offers, which some 
dozens of women may yet have the honour to 
hear from him. 
Harry Kirkland was indeed a fine fellow—a, 

least I thought so once, for | was engaged to him 
within a tinie { Well remember. Talented, too, 
was he not? Bat, oh, what an unareasonable 
mortal! ‘When [engaged myself t, Harry, | 
‘id love him truly, or what | thought was bim, 
bat you will not wonder that wy love cooled be- 
fore such evidences of t; y us he gave, ma 
petty manner ; the aborded me overpowering 
roof of what | might expect when the chains of 
ymen should oc mo around us. He went to 

his club and the lyceum, and became n member 
of the Odd Fellow’s Society, so soon as there was 
one organised in the village ; indesd, on all points 
acted his own will and picasure, even as to the 
number of cigars he would smoke in a day. 
And I, like a reasonable woman, thinking this 
part and parcel of his own business, neyer thought 
of interfering. But no sooner had 1 ina kind of 
dumb way answered his pathetic appeals, by ac- 
knowledging that [loved him, than he at once, 
without questioning his right and title, proceed- 
ed to take the reins of government into bis 
own hands. Aucd then it was incessantly, * Flo- 
rence, why do you allow that coxcomb to visit 
you ? or, © Why did you go the party last n'ght 
when 1 was away ¥ or, * How can you endure 
that conceited fool ?' or, ¢ Do, dear, manage your 
hair in some other style, curls are so common ! 
Or, at another (ime, when I bad arranged my- 
self with special thoughis of him and his particu- 
lar taste, the ungracious salutation would be, * it 
is strange you will wear flounces ; [ cannot en- 
dure them, and they do not become you.” Wel, 
[ gave James Thompson, ©the coxcomb,” as 
Harry cailed him, leave to understand I was no 
more at home’ to him ; and stayed away from 
all places of amusement to which Harry would 
or could not go (which former 1 at least dizco- 
vered was most frequently the case) ; and [ did 
treat Charles Wood more cooly than my consci- 
ence approved, for nature gave him a good, spd 
heart, if she did not make him a genious; and i 
left off flounces, which wy tasiy little dressma- 
ker thought ‘ such a pity ;> acd I braided my 
hair, which all the time cried cut against the stiff 
bands put on the curly locks ; anda, in short, for 
six months I made a fool of myself, by giving 
way to all my exacting loyer’s whims. It 1nakes | 1 
me shudder when 1 think of what had been my 
fate if I had married him—1I should have died » 
martyr long before this day. [ koew that on 
most subjects Harry’s opinion was worth having, 
his judgment being sound, so I resolved to try 
what might be done cn this point, which con- 
cerned our happinesss so much. 

By degrees I went back to my old habits, say- 
ing never a word to him about the test I was in- 
tending to = to him. Perhaps you would have 
proceeded differently ; you might have choosen 
to urge him not to distress himself about affairs 
far too trifling for his interference, about which 
no woman like the dictation, even of a favoured 
lover. But tuch a course was not the one for me : 
and, in the end, a person acting on other reason- 
ing than mine probably would have arrived at the 
climax I did. Wherever 2mong my old friends 
I chose to go I went, without consulting tte plea- 
sure of his highness, who had led me about as a 
child quite long enough. What books I liked I 
read, consideiing my judgment in such a man- 
ner quite as good as his own. in what 
fashion I pleased, and wore my bair in the style 
nature intended. . At one cetermined stroke, | 
broke the thread-like chains, which, from their 
very fiueness, had been more galling than links 
of iron. Icould read Harry's thoughts by his 
undisguised look of astonishment, ; and it was 
with anxiety, i do confess, that [ awaited the 
result ; for all this time Iloved him well, though 
my attachment was not of a nature so selfish as 

own heroine in these pages ; I am going to give , wes his love forme. One day I sent him a note, 
ww the key which will make all clear Ll | 
v that was aforetime unexplainable. 

with a purse which I had kuitted for vim, re- 
questing him to accompany me in the evening. 

. 

drawing some of his | Kirklao 

been inlove with and offered himself up | Kirkland’s image disturbed her dreams. He wa | tion 

There wea tobo a horseback party on the lake 
shore. Much astonished was I on the ruturn of 
the mes-¢i gar—he brought back an answer to 
my note, with the rejected gift! Harry declined 
ths rid , sn ying he had a severe headache, (well 
might his nead ache, whenit contained a brain 
capable of conceiving such a note !) After some 
preliminares, Ha ry proceeded to tell me that 
my gifts were altogether unacceptable, so long 
as wy bears continued pot righs towards him ; 
shat L grieved him beyond all expression by the 

y | heartlessness | had exhibited in uy disregard of 
all his wishes and opigions is strange note 
ended my begging, that I wouldnot juin the par- 
ty that uighs ; be would visit me in tbe even 2, 
and Togas from me then any explanations | 
wight be réaoy to make. In ten minutes more, 
the messenger was on his way back to Harry 

i d's cffice, bearing with him a peat pack- 
age which contained that yourg man's notes 
miniature, gifts, &ec., with an assurance, which i 
wrote with a moss steady hand, thas my evening 
ride would doubtless prove vastly sgreea!le ; 
and that, as I had no oo ‘to offer or ex- 
planations to make, he need not be under the 
iuconvepience of seeking me at home, or elso- 
where. I will not speak of the manner in which 
that afternoon passed away after I had returned 

what thoughts were busy in my mind ; nor what 
feelings filled my heart. But I will tell you 
this—at tea time when father e home, he 
did not reject his daughtcr’s kiss, nor the purse 
either ; and now it is snugly resting in the bot- 
tom = his pocket well filled, as I hope it may 
ever be. 

er mortal among you than a certain Florence 
Cleveland. She may not have slept quite sound- 
that night, but it was not very long that 

proud as J, doubtless thought himself the abused 
one ; and [ can readily believe that many times 
since he had blessed the day that saved him from 
marrying me. You know how suddenly Harry 
moved to New York that fall, and also how you 
wondered, in your ignorance, that we did not 
*orrespnd ! 
Ana what of George Stephenson? Ha !'ha!] 

always laugh when | think of him—do you, dear? 
did we think of him, till we discovered 

one day, much to our amasement, that he was 
engaged to us both? [ will leave the echo to 
answer what! Never shalt I forget what that 
tsbleaw presented—we being our own Fpectators 
—when, with head resting on wy knee in the old 
sumwer-house, you, with ing lips, told me 
of that delightful youth, and o! your future 
Ere 5; and how when td approached the 

teresting climax, I chimed in and teld my sto- 1y too 5 and how, instead of be:oming sworn foes 
[com that hour, two more loving and light heari- ed veings teldom took pen in hand than we. 
when we wrote that juint letter that eaved 
(George from the fate of bigamists. Well, we 

ting youth than he, if ¢nly to save ourselves 
from the oy of falling mn love with such a rogue. Who d have thought it? Those ve 
stories of his early life and sorrows, ‘whioh 
drew such earnest tears from my eyes, 1 sup- 
pose you, t00, have wept as he told them. Ah 
w ©: 
Then, there was the poet, Earnest Ward. | 

tolerated him, because his father was a college 
friend of my father, who wished us always to 
soow the boy kindness, and make him feel that 
be was not quite without friends in the world. 
But you cannot believe that I loved him. Poor 
ellow, he is dead now. A long life seemed 
never to me to be his heritage ; tue fact is, he 
did not p-ssess sufficient energy to keep him 
alive. ‘And be was eternally railing 
fate and his poverty—themes which no man must 
dwell on who wishes to gain favour in my eyes. 
His talents were not of that order which com- 
mands the ear 0f ths public, and yet he seem- 
ed to think so, and in that thought centered his 
topo. There was nothing practicalabout Ernest. 
He belonged to that miserable class of dreamers 
(tow many of them we seo around us !) who are 
aptly described as haying lost their way in the 
greatroads of life—ashaving groped blindly past 
the siations they were designed to fill. Ernest had 
a good deal of fancy and ingenuity, more than 
should have been lavished on newspaper enig- 
mas and verses descriptive of the olor of my uair and eyes ; ho might have wade a capital 
designer and manufacturer of toys. He was 
made, [ am convinced, for some such purpose, and 
might have excelled in a kindred ars 3 but least 
of all, you will acknowledge, was Ernest Ward 
fitted to be my husband ; and well tor us was it, 
thet ifhe did not know it, 1 did. 
Last of all of whom 1 will speak is Edward 

Graham ; and thus I fancy I hear him lamented 
by some whom I will eay, I am not sorry to have 
left behind me—* a fine fellow, but driven to des- 
peration and to sea, by that worthless flirt Flo- 
rence Cleveland.” Now, will I give you an op- 
portunity, ma chere, to langh in your sleeve, if 
you will, for, beyond the shadow of & doubt, J am 
engeged to this same Edward, and what is more, 
mean to marry nim. How shall I explain con- 

duos that will a pear strange as this to you ? 
You know Ned almost 5 well as 1do As we 
have both known him from ourlchildhood, it 
would be idle in me to speak of his fine, noble, 
generous character, and of his sensibleness— 
which is a far rarer copponent of the human 
character than many people seem to imagine. 
Our engagement was, [ confess, an altogether 
unanticipated thing to me, though there was al- 
ways a lingering thought in my mind that Ned 
approached a little nearer tomy standard of man- 
ly perfection than any suitor 1 ever had. You 
and I have often admired the outward man, so 1 
will now speak of those great black eyes of his, 
which seer to pierce you through snd through, 
a3 though they would know ail your secret 
thoughts, which, as far as regsrded "him, could 
be only thoughts of admiration and respect. 

Neither will I now refer to that glorious voice, 
and the sly form that was never yet bent with 
the weight of a mean or sordid thought—that 
could not ps to anything low or ignoble. 
Now, when I tell you that Ned hired himself to 
2 gea-captain, whom his father has known from 
boyhood, for three years, that his wages, excep- 
ting a trifle, have been paid at Ned’s request in- 
to his father’s hands, to aid the old man in his 
embarrassment, Joa will certainly concur with 
me in thinking that my Edward Graham is the 
most noble and generous youth in the whole 
world! Only a week before his departure we 
made our arrangements ; for before that time 
bad never spoken to me of love. I never heard 
of his broaching the subject to any one elso—did 

Harry’s second note unanswered, unopened ; nor | H 

That moonlight ride, you remember it, per- | she 
you remember, also, that thers was no gay- 

must agree that there was never a more faseina- | 

by that time we shall have beccme set‘led, ard 
bave learned t6 love our now home. Wiat rer 
mers ¢ 0 shall be. Then Ned wll jin us in 
Wiscousin 5; and who says we shall nou be a bin 
py family there 7 ano that Florenes will pot prose 
quite tractable «nd human, nithough peopic hyve 
aed snd presumed wo call her a * de persto 

irt 7 
So, my dearcst, 1bave given you a true hig- 

tory of wy coquettir g (?) life, with the excep- 
tion of these tragedies you are acquainted with 
already. Fravk Kleke died, it is true, but never 
for a moment have | reproached niyseif with his 
death. He was ¢ found drowned,’ so Lhe verdics 
of the coronur’s jury rom ; but kate noue others 
been found drowned than men who were in love 2 
Lam'not j-sting, or speaking lightly new. Tite 
subject i too fesiful 10 jest about. Ceuld they 
who have scemed to delight in callivg me lito 
better than a murderess, but know wiv bitter, bitter hows I have :pent writhirg under their 
scorpion tongues, they would, 1 think, be satis- 
fied. tell you again, my friend, Frenk never 
treated me more kindly, or comsiderately, or 
justly, tean he did that day when 1 told him I 
could not luve him as he desérved to be ‘loved, 
though 1 must ever bear towards him the utmoss 
respect the kindliest feelings. And when Tom 
arding made that incident a theme for new! 

per gossip, | wondered the right hand that dared 
write such things was not blasted. You know 
afterwards 1 went to Frapk’s home-—to his wi- 
dowed mother. She, too turned in horror from 
me, when [ told her who i wag, and why I had 
come go far from my home in search of her. Go 
to her now, wy friend, and she will tell you that 

attaches to me no blame. Even the agonis- 
ed heart-broken mother believed me, when J told 
her all that had transpired between ber son and 
me. She knows, as you know, and as I know, 
that I never won the affections ot her son inten- 

ally, for the mean purpose of acding one 
more name £0 my list of conquests. 
And of that other, whose name I will not 

write—hoe who died in the conviet’s cell—had I 
aught to do with that man’s crimes? The bru- 
tish with which he heard my refusal of 
his suit, his dreadful downward course after- 
wards ; oh, can unreturned love be the instiga- 
tor of such crimes ? Had he not been a reckless 
youth ever ; disliked of all the village boys, 
whose friendship even his weath and good family 
could not buy for him ? If I would not wed 
villain such a8 he, where rests the blame ? 
surely, not with me. 1 did not make that 
tering, sirful beart of his, nor did I lure him on 
to hope that 1 would ever be his wife. If love is 
heaven, what, were life with such a man? I 
cannot write more. ‘I am not what I have 
been.” Yet the sun shines brightly still, asin ny 
childhood, and the future is of hope. If{ 
have hiyed that charge of folly ang iuach- 
lessness laid against me, 1t is well ; nevertheless, 
1 cannot, bore of proceedings have been go very 
crimnal, or sinful ; they had no power to frighten 
honest-hearted, noble Ned Graham ? : 

Hereafter, when you see a woman who se con 
duct ie (a8 mine bas been till now) to you quite 
unex; , aud full of mystery, listen, dear 
friend, and bid thoge Bod.7eu isten, a little 
more earnestly to the ‘buman love and 
Ckhsistian charity ; aud, trust me, the number 
of those who have the power to act long in direct 
opposition to the better impulses of women’s na- 
ture is surprisingly small. 

1f your trust continues in me still unshaken, as 
in the days gone by (I know it does—that you 
have not seriously doubted me ever), come ere 
long to Wisconsin, and I will insure you a hus 
band of the * free soil,” who shall bear as little 
resemblence to our faithless George a8 my En- 
ward does, and a home, in the wilderness, the 
lorious " derness. God bless you, love, good 
© ——. 
1 have no’ yet fhoael the call of my friend to 

the far west, now her happy home. Do you 
think it advisable for me to place myself in the 
hands of such a—— but first lot me atk you, do 
you think Florence Cleveland was a coquette ? 
And if so, is a coguette a heathen ? And, 1s this 
once prolific topic yet exhausted ? 

Oh, 
fee- 

From Dickens’s Household Words. 

WHAT SAND IS. 

Tue Yarmouth fishermen’s numeration-table 
is founded on a different principal to the decimiud 
arithmetic commonly in use. The fishermev’s 
wale is reckoued by fours instead of by fives or 
teus,both for green fish and for cured. The fish 
arp counted by taking two in cach hand, avd 
throwing the four together in the heap. us : 
Four herrings make a warp. 
Thirty-three warp make a hunded—one bun- 

dred and thirty-two fish according to the Arabic 
notation. ) 
A “lagt’ of herring is defined by measurement 

instead of by counting, hut is estimated to con- 
tain sbout ten thousand Yarmouth herrings ; so 
that a last of Baltie herring would contain more, 
and a last of Loch Kine herring fewer fish. At 
Yarmouth, the last 1s thus measured: —ihe fish 
wre landed in certain convenient and quaintly- 
shaped backets, called *swills,” of definite capu~ 
city, Twenty swills, make alast; therefore the 
duty of each swillis to hold five hundred herrings 
and we may b:licve that it does not much fall 
short of, or exceed what is required of it. This 
is the established practice at Yarmouth, the me- 
tropolis of herrings. At other nts of the 
coast, a8 at Sheringham, baskets used for the 
same purpore are calied swills, but are different 
in gize and shape. 
The Yarmouth herring-boats, too, are of ex- 

cellent contrivance. [here are three different 
descriptions fitted out for this fishery ; the kmall- 
stare open boats, or yawls. But the famous 
Yarmouth yawls are used rather for purposes of 
salvage, for giving aid to vessels in distress, and 
for rescuing fits at the last extremity. "Their 
crews are composed of men who are an nonor, not 
merely to the town and to the country they be- 
long to, hut to the entire British nation. 1have 
no room here to make apy further allusion to 
their ourage, generceity, and self-denial. The 
p formance of the yawis is firet-rate. One of 
them, the Reindeer, challenged the invincible 
yachi, the America, and it i8 believed would 
best her. Ths America got out of it by refusing 
to sail for less than five thousand pounds—a sum 
which she knows Yarmouth beachmen are too 
wise to risk, even if they could raise it. It is 
seid the Reindeer can go through the water at 
the rate of sixteen miles an hour. Sli pet 

The “Yorkshire cebles, from thy an 
Scarboreugh, scarcely belong to this place. 
Their arrivals is announced by a copious ree 
tation of pickled mushrooms and live periwink- 

yyou? In threo years he is coming back again— les, which latter are lying about the quay in 
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