THE CANADIAN CASBKET.

)]

when she was.on lier high hecls nobo-:

dy conlid comeup to her. Pollalways
usedio come a good ways to Kiss .ne,
whenever we used to play pawns ; and
Jalways thought she ‘liked the fun as
well as the rest of'us,  But she’s mar-
ried t00, and doesnt likeher husband
bit, they say. I'wish her name was
Simpkins this very moment. I;Io\\ it
would scund—pirs, Simpkins! M.
Simpkins! Mrs, Simpkus! hia, ha,
w!
hﬂ"l‘hcre was Suky Dyer, to tell the
real truth, her T liked better than any
of the others. I knew sheliked me as
well us I did her, forshe used to come
over to our house every day for just
nothing at all; and though I was al-
ways plaguey glad to see her, yet nev-
er could find any thing to say.
Suky did once say 1o me, oul by that
very well, nota yearago, ¢ squire Simp-
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out next Sabbath. Bill had’nt forgot
his curling tongs and pomatum, aud
what's more wonderful, he not only
greased his boots, but blacked them o-
ver with blackball, andspent the whole
morning in brushing them io maie
them shine.  But they wer'nt used to
shining, and he might work on them
to doum’s day before they would glis-
tei. No sooner had Bill got fairly in-
to the pew, than Miss Bolimgbroke tur-
ned upon him her killing  yes, and he
was done up foritin a snap.  Bill feit
queer.  HMis heartbeat agaiust his sides
dreadfully, and he had to grasp them
with both of his iron paws, lest it
should beat a hole,  *Oh,? said Bill to
hims 1, ‘did you ever ! ever! oh, thun-
der, what a beauty ! ol thunder! oh
how I feel! oh, thunder! thunder!
thunder!

Miss Bolingbroke’s ogles killed the

king, youwll be an old bachelor one | poyr squire.  He was fairly done up;

these days, if you don’t marry some,

of the pretty gals in the country. 1
should ha’ thought you would have
been married a goud while ago, and
not live alone in this great castle, so
well fitted up.”  Oh, that was thevery
jolliest moment of my life. 1 was juse
a going to say—Suky, won't you have
me! when odd rot the luck, as I step-
ped forward to grab hold of hcr hand,
Iripped up au fe)l splash into the
mud puddle; and covered myselfl and
her too all over with durt. Suhy Dy~
er Jaugheu! she did, so sure as I
breathe ; cussher,says I to myself, she
shall never live in my house.’

Things were going on pretty much
in this style, and Bill turncd thirty,
when a handsomelooking miliner came
up from the town to stay with hercou-
sin aweek or so, to enjey the country
air. Miss Hearictta Augustine Ade-
line Jeflerson Bolingbroke, for that was
her name, had heard about the rich
Squire (hehad got to be a Syuire four
years ago) and she had ng sort of ob-
jection to catching him if she could,
for ten thousand dollars were no small
sum -in her estimation.  “Fhe time
might come,’ shie said, ‘whon shewight
turn-thirty wnmarried ; and she eould
not bear the thought of being called an
old maid; that she could™nt Miss
Henrietta Bolingbrook, (her ladyship
will excuse the printer for omitiing
some of her namies so as tosave rooin)
put on her prettiest curls, and her pret-
tiest buff gown, with her great sleves
and other accoutrements, aud started
off on the very next Sunday after her
arrival, to meeting.  Billwasthere too,
and had dressed himself with morc than
ordinary care. He went down to the

‘corner’ the.day before to buy him a |

bran new white hat, -In this he rigged

and as soon as the service wasover, he
made for honie, and full of desperation
indited the following letter 10 “Miss
Henrietta Augustine Adeline Jefferson
Bolingbroke.”

“My dear madam,’-—( Bill wasu no-
vice in the business) ‘I had the--Bill

had got so far in hts letter wnen he.

took to fumbling the dictionary for a
word to sphice in here, and after much
tribuiation he found---‘inexpressible

satisfaction of getting a squint at you |

at meeting to-day,”  Bill got through
this period without any great trouble,
but he put his pen into the inkstand
more than four thousand times bejore
he could cateh up another idea. He
turned over his dictionary iis vainy and
he scratehed his head all to no pur-
pose. Atlasthenabbed a ragged tho't
and crooked it up thus—*You’ve licard
I guess of Syuire Simpkins.’  Bill was
puzzled again; but at half past five in
the afiernoon, after he had been sweat-
ingand togging full four hours over
the periods, he burst forth thus—*he’s
smashed with you,and ¥ am he, and I
want to know if you’ll have e’

* There, there,’ said Bill in proud satis-
faction, ‘thereis anote worthy o’ Squire
Stmpkins. Poetry too by gosh; hear
it:

AndIamhe,
And I want to know if you'll haveme.

Bill copied his letter, did it up beau-
tifully, though he greased the outside
all over, dirceted it as well as he
could, sent it by his ‘help,” who by the
way was the kitchen maid, and by sev-
en, with his mouth as wide ope: as a
hogshead with the head stove out, he
opened the followinganswer, elegantly
written in a female hand.

“Mr. Simpkins: it gives mé great
pleasureto find that Iam noticed by so

——

distinguished-a gentlcman as yourself.
Be assured, sir, [ have often heard of
Your metits, for you have not a neigh-
“or who does not sing your praises. In
regard to your proposal, it is of so del-
teate a nature, that I must defer an-
swering it for the present, though I”
should be bappy w have an interview
with you tomoreow, A matrimonial
cngagement 's of <o much importanée,
that ot <feuld nothe entered upon rash-
ly, novimadvisedly.  Yet, sir, [ can-
not but feel prowt in receiving such a
propasal from snch a source.
Yours respeetfully,
‘1. AL A. J. BOLINGBROKE.”

“I'hat means yes--it docs—-it does'—
Bill bawled out vociferously. ‘I know'd
she'd have me.  See what I've gained
by waiting. Tlow the pretty Mrs.
Simpkins will look under my arm.!

In three weeks from the next Sun-
day, Miss Bolingbroke was Mrs. Simp-
kins; but the gods could’nt describe
what a figure was cut by the Jonathan-
like squire, with his great body, legs
and paws, and the liutle echo that he
liad under his arm, not bigger than his
two thumbs.—-| American paper.
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“Various that the mindof desultory man,
Studions of chante anl pleas'd with novelty,
May be indnlged.”? '

Seclected. .

UNCERTAINTY OF INFANT PROMISB.

The tempers of children are so vari-
ous that some display their powers as
soon as they speak.” Pope lisped in
numbers: some even: presignify their
glory before they articulate ; as in cer-
tain- Iatitudes the sun is. discernible,
though for days and weeks he never
rises above the horizon; while others,
and the most famous, have béen tardy
in unfolding their abilities. Robert of
Sicily, thongh most famous for his
fearningand genius, wasso torpid whien.
a boy that he was with difficulty-taught
the rudiments of grammar. Claude,
the unrivalled master of the dressed
Imidscape, was a dull youth, La Fon-
faine had not the spirit of poetry awa-
kened in him before his twenty-sceond
year. BDryden gave no public testimo-
uy of histalents before he wastwenty-
seven. And Cowper did not become
anauthortill he was fifty. On the ¢on-
trary, Baraticre, John Condiac; and
otner boys of surprising abilities, pro-
duced nothing meritorious, "Pheir
minds, like those bodieswhich rapidly
exceed the common growth, quickly
decay, while theseof ordinary stature
attain confirmed strength, and long-
lived maturity.=<|{ Ensor’s Indepetident
Man. ‘ ’



