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don't dream of gold rings, or any such nonsense;
You are bothered enough in the day with them."

The next day, Fan said she hai concluded to
ait the ring aside, and say and do no' tling about

t lerhaps Ernest would never return; if lie
aid, it was time enough thien to let him see she
WOuld not keep it."

h. few weeks passed, and Ernest, or at least
ha ring, vas apparently forgotten. We heard
e Was not to return, and no further trouble

am
eelnd likely to arise from it; when one day, a

flend, who had been visiting Ernest's mother,
lled in to se us. She brought with lier a let-
'to Fan; and as she gave it to ber, either her

Mirificant look, or the hand writing, called the
'tl-tale blood into ber eheek and brow.

Tlrhat augurs well for the poor fellow, Miss
s4"Y" ai î the lady. "l I trust you will not re -
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Cet his heart, for it is an honest and true one.

lehardly dared write to you; but his sister saw
Was unhappy, won his confidence, and ad-

ed him to this course, as the only one that
euld put him out of suspense.

Fann.y took the letter, and returned to ber own
• I waited some time anxiously for ber re-

luPearance, but in Vain. 1 then sought, and
d er, on the couch, sobbing as if ber heart

Woubi break. The half-open letter was in ber

"Why, Fanny, what is the matter, with you
child? I am ashamed of you. What lias

rnest said to wound you so?"
an wounded, dear Lizzie, that I should

been the cause of pain to so good a heart.
it, dear, and see how confidingly, and yet

7, Ernest writes. How shall I answer
oitll? h0w can I tell him I do not love him? It

to to bad to throw back so good a beart."
'le has, undoubtedly, nistaken your kind-
of manner for encouragement and affection:
' severe, but a good lesson to you, and you
profit by it."

I took the letter, and was charmed with its
eet Simplicity, its trusting confidence, it laid

fthwhole wealth of a guileless heart at the shrine(if te Young girl who had become to it its world.
Whelwas all to hin, and I looked pityingly upon

hror it was no easy task to reply to such a

A so as she could gain courage for it, Fan
WOiIt down to the parlor, and there she was

ed to hear from her garrulous friend how ill

t t had been; he could neither eat nor sleepe came to the resolution to write. Fan
<lliVered and paled, and coloured, under the
41'l7eOn, but still tried to laugh it off, but right

was she when the lady took her departure.

In the eveiing Fan seated berself at the desk
to reply to the letter; note after note did she,
write and tear up, it was in vain; wearied at
length, she went to bed, determined in the morn-

ing to consult with her fatier. She hal wished
to leep it fron hini, indeed fromi every one, but
she found it so impossible to say what she should,
for even feminiie instinct failed ber, that she felt
she needed advice.

Long was the consultation the next day she
had with ber kind parent, and many were the
words of judicious counsel he dropped into her
open heart. Good seed to bring forth and bear
fruit. Yielding to her solicitation, he penned
for lier a few words of kind yet firn refusal of
the affection lavished upon her.

Fait copied it, enclosed the ring, and it was
safely sent, and thus ended " Cousin Fan's first
offer."

Tlhree or four yeai s afterwards, she was read-
ing soume newspapers, when I was aroused from
a deep reverie by an exclamation of delight-

"Oh, Lizzie! is not this good:- At Bonne-
ville, Mr. Ernest Morin, to Gertrude, daughter of
Jams Gerardho, Esq.' Tien I did not break his
heart after all, notwithstanding I had so many
lectures about it."

THE AUTUMN LEAF.
Poor autuin leaf! down floating

Upon the blustering gale.
Torn fromn thy bough,
Where goest thou,

Witlhered, and shrunk, and pale?

"I go, thon sati inquirer,
As list the wids to blow,

Soar, sapless, lost,
Ani temîpest-tost,

I go where all thiings go.

"The rude winds bear nie onward
As suiteth themn, not mue,

(Yer dale, oir hill,
Through good, tirough ill,

As destiny bears thee.

"What tiough for me one summer,
And threescore for thy breathi-

1 live imly span,
Thou tiine, poor man 1

And then adown to death?

«And thus we go together;
For lofty as thy lot,

Aud lowly mine,
My fate is thine,

To die and be forgot 1"
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