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THE CANADIAN CASKET.

At noon when heeame.in from work
his sister had returned, and e was
anxiousto know Low Funny hid borne
what he intended as a _punishment,
but was mortified when ‘she told him
that she had never seen her in better
epirits. "F'his was, howeves, anere ur-
tifice of Fanny’s, to retort the paun e
had inflicted by his-absence.  Out ol
humor with himsclf and every thing
elee, he went out where he had a num-
ber of men cngaged in pilrg up logs.
About 3 0’clock, as he was busily cn-
gaged in driving a team, he was muel:
surprised at the well-kaown sound of
his father’s horn, an unsual thing
that hour.

¢ There is something wrong at home,’
said William; ‘here Roberty drive the
oxen till I come back.” Saying this,
he threw down the whip, put on his
coat, and walked hastily toward:s home,
puzzling himsel{ to discorver acanse for
thealarm.  His supuuse howover, wis
soon ended, by a dreadful certainty.-—.
His sister et him,. breathloss and a-
gitated : “Tanny Homes is lost in the
woods,” fell upon him like a thunder-
bolt, and transfixed him to the spot.

V"e shall leave him there a mowment,
to recover his self-possesion, while we
inform the reader tiwat the valley where
the wild currants grew inthe great-
est 'profusion, was about a balf mile
within the boundary of one of those
large. and uninhabited tracts of forest
that are often found, even in the neigh-
borhood of thriving seulements. 'he

Awo friends had separated, where two
.paths led to their respective homes.—
,’ﬁ’lpt taken by Fanny, svas not only
intricate, but was also intersecied by
others which lediipfo the forest. Mis.
Homes, alarmed it her danghter’s ab-
-senée, had sent 4 servantto the valley s
who, unable to discover traces of her,
proceeded to Mr. Parnel’s, with-a hope
that she' had accomnpanied her friend,
and by this meaus the-alarm was giv-
en. -
Williani nosv flew home, took down

his rifle, put some bread in his pocket, |

and dashed into the-forest, wadly re-
solving never 1o return withiout hégs
When he arrivedat the valley, hefpa-
;Fents were-therc-before him: when he
$aw their looks of despair, and heard
thename of‘ Fanny ! Fauny ¥ resoun-
ding through hill and dale, he exclaim-
ed' in tones of thrilling agony, “Oh'!
if I'had been with her, which Wwas pre-
vented:by. my wretched folly, thiigs
would not have been thus.”

With a heart almostbursting, he left.

‘those whom he could not'relieve. He
had not proceeded far before he found

which the wandérer had- mark-+

i
with her footsteps; but it was:soon

J-his hair about his cars, so as to curi-

lost-among the léaves that®tovered the
grotind. Travelling on in the same
directivn for several miles, he eame 1o
acrech. the banks of which he follow-
j ed, exanuining them with the closest.
f«erutiny, and at last discovercd tiat
! shie had crossed the stream; but the
i darkshades of evening had gethered a-
round and he could see no more.  'To
{ kindlea fire in the shatterad trunk of' a
tree, was the work of only a few min-
utes 3 then slripping some bark from a
neighboring hickory, he made a toreh,
withwhich he perambulated the neigh-
boring woods, calling upon his Fanny !
it the owl alone responded to his ery.
Weary and dejected, about midnight )
he returned to his fire; but the howl-
ing of the wolves in the distanee, were
like digers to lis heart.  Faney rep-
reseuted to his tortured imagination,
the form of his beloved Fauny torn to
pivees by these savage monsters; he
then felt down on his knees and pray-
ed in an agony of supplication to Him
who alone could save her from their
ruthless fungs.
(To be Continued.)

‘THE COUNTRY BACHELOR.
BY JOHN NEAL.

Bill Simpkins was a clever sort of a
fullow, living in one of our country
towns, with money cunough, sense c-
nough, and just education enough, to
be a pretty respectable sort of 3 man.
Bill was'nt much of a dandy, though
he did have money. He was a great
gawky-looking man, witha puritanic
face, waich some of the girls, by way
of a juke, called a hatchet face, He
wore cowhide boots, a homespun coat,
and a streaked handkerehief] that was |
tied with such a knot as none but Biil
Simpkins counld tie.

Bill, to use hisown language, always
had a tarnal Jonging after the girls.—
e never ventured to be very intimate
with any one but his own family since
he wus two feet high ; yet there was
nota girl in the neghborhood whomn
Bill1al nat edged vound, or stuck up
to. Bill did’nt do his courthig by ma-
Kng his visits on a Suinay night, and
sitting down in.the kitchen, talking
nonsense, pulling fingers; or casling
sheep’s eyes ; but when he saw a girl
that he took a shine .to, he dressed up
in his best bib:and tucker ; tied-his cra-
vat in liis Lest knot'; greased. his boots;
run apipe stem through the locks of

them up like a cigar, and then strutted-
offto the dear one’s house. Yet Bill
never had the courage to enter a house,
though he has sworn to do it:a thou-
sand times.,, Often, to be sure, he

would get up under the windows .and-

peep in to see what Polly or Kate was
about 3 and he bas even taken his jaek
knife out to hkuoek on the door, g0 as
to-hear the < come in" of Sguire "Lop-
kuot, but -he never but onee had the
courage to hnoek, and then his hear
farded bim and he run off full ilt, as
soon as titey bade him come in, Al
the while, therewasnot a gitl in the
neighborhood who had not made quilt-
ings and gotup serapes on purpose 1o
get Bubisimpking there,  Squire Top-
knot’s daughter, Kate, had got a halCa
dozen quilts all made up, on purpose
{uv lum, [wasgoing tosay. Poll Joues
had had quilting after guilting, and
she always had her eyes pretty sharp
on Bl whenever he came with the
rest of the ¢ fellers?  The fact is, Bill
Simphins Lad two or three good farms
left wim by Lis father, and he bad a
house wo, 2ll fited up 3 and therefore
he wasa slick prize toany of the gals
ihat could cateh him.  Bill was no fool
ofa bran neither, when he was in com-
pany. Allthe gals owned he was the
cutest fullow for aserape, justget him
set o4t thar ever danced a double shuf-
fle, or playcd hunt the thimble, The
ruination of Bill was his bashfulness
or sheepishness as the girls called it.
Puthim alone and he could’nt say his
soul was his own. I haveknown him
1o go hume many a time with Suky
Dyer, aud fora mile and a halfon a
streteh, all be could find to say was,
e plaguey bad going,” or *tis quite
sloshy,” or something of that sort.—=
One cold night, I believe he did get
hoid of Suky’s hand, but it frightened
him so that he blushed back to his ears,
and feit very much like a fool.

Bill was now getting to be in his 20th
year, and began to feel quite serious,
“I'here’ said he to himsclf one day,
‘here was Kate Topknot, I might have
had her, and she was a whale of
a gal. I remember well when she
turned up her plaguey black eyes to
me, when the moon shined right in our
faces, and said (oh how I felt) “Mr,
Simphins, this isthe very time for fail-
ing inlove. *Tis hard to keep one's

Treart from going pit-a-pat!” What'a

fool I wus, I did’nt pop the question
then. T know she wanted me too. I
only said—yes ’tis, Miss Topknot ; and
looked askitling asI could, and squecz-
ed up her arm a little.  Oh, you fool,

‘Bill Simpkins why did’nt you tell her

she was was the gal you liked, and not
go like a great booby, and Kiss the coat
where her arm touched.  But slie’s

‘gonc now-—she was married three

yeais come next Christmas night. -
_“Thére was®—(Bill continued his
soliloquy) “Poll Jones, 1 liked. Poll;

she was a inasterpiece for fun, and



