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*ll you would do wrong to encourage it, by a
tinuance of your kind, encouraging manner.”
“Vhat can I do?” said Fan, in a desponding
e, « After all, it is nonsense. I do believe
Mest does like me better than any one here;
ut then, it is because Blanche loves and clings
ei:[:le 50; and I cannot bear to wound or annoy
er of them by coldness or change of manner.
8uche is as sensitive about Ernest; and if Iam
::" always just so cordial to him, the tears
e inty her glurious eyes, and she asks me
“L“ he has done to offend we.”
/lt is because she sees the stremgth of his
V¢ for you, and she yearns for some proof it
Teturned, Ah! Fun, don't trifle with him;
meck it before it gets too strong for him to
Bster jp,”
bu: Well, Lizzie dear, I will do just as you say;
do Please to tell me what I shall do about
A fing? Blanche says, Ernest and Joe came
. 98¢ 1o blows, they got into such an angry
Ute about it. How am Ito get it again? for,
¢ what will, it shull not be seen upon his
Ber,”
Jo: The best way, dear Fan, is calmly to request
ity 0 give it up. Say to him, that it was your
t_"o Blanche, and you are not willing it should
1 the possession of any one else. He under-
"elinds Jou, and you can easily induce him to
Quish it. You know we are to visit Mrs.
ees to-night, and you can have an opportunity
“nlto speak to him.” . .
iy know, Lizzie, if he speaks to me with that
th'g Upon his finger, I shall do some outrageous
. B T cannot answer him with civility, it is
‘tm‘seninent of him. e knows I hate him.”
elp ell; just forget your, annoyance now, and
e to make this wreath.”
Hex-wm a brilliant party that night at Mrs. Jones’.
] htedge house was thrown open; every room well
i the pictures wreathed with evergreens,
b every nook and corner where they could pos-
Odorg ® placed, was filled with the graccful and
Beg, s flowers of the season. Gay ladies, smiling
3, angd demure, business-haunted gentlewen, all
.h::ted together to do honor to the distinguished
wag g":m for whom the party was given. All
Kalety, and even Fan seemed to have forgot-
i 4, j‘;" morning’s annoyance, though she had
o 5t before she lefs home, that the evening
1ot pass without her getting the ring.
Wl :w“ standing with a merry group of those
hep joway 8 gathered about her un such occasions,
w“chhy’o“s laugh ringing o clear chime. I was
deﬁlmblg-her from a little distance, with the in-
dig; _, !aterest I always felt in all she said and

W
hen, al] g¢ once, I saw a change come over

her face. I followed the direction of her eyes, and

saw Joe Jones just paying his compliments to
the ladies, and evidently directing his steps
towards Fan. Involuntarily I glanced at his
hands, and saw they were ungloved,

As he approached, Fan drew up her small
head with an air of hauteur most unusual to her.
He advanced through the circle around her.

“Good evening, Miss Fanny,” he said, and he
pat out his hand towards her. One glance
showed her the ring. I never saw such a flash
of indignation as kindled over her whole face—
such a look of contempt as she bestowed upon him
as she rejected his proffered hand. She began to
make some cutting remark, when fortunately the
bugle sent forth its summons for the quadrille,
and one who was standing beside her claimed
her hand for the next dance. She absolutely
sailed past poor Joe, who quailed beneath her in-
dignant look as I have rarely seen a man quail;
but he was young, and did in truth love her. He
turned away crest-fallen, and evidently his hap-
piness was gone for that evening,

It was hard, too, for Fan to regain her se-
renity. She was less bright and lively than
usual, though, perhaps, no one but myself could
have perceived it. Iirnest hovered round her, and
she was more than usually kind to him, wishing
apparently to mark the difference of feeling be-
tween him and Joe. The party was kept up till
a late hour., It was the custom, in that simple
country place, for the gentlemen to escort the
ladies home; and proud were they when they
were fortunate enough to secuxe their fuvourite
one.

I rather dreaded the time for our leaving on
this evening, fur I was sure Jue would be on the
watch for Fan, for he always would pounce upon
her if he could; and various were the stratagems

sheresorted to to elude him, and others always
stood ready to aid ber, giving her carte blunche
to cousider herself engaged to them for dances or
walks, when Jue was tou officious.

It was a lovely sumer evening, and the light
scarf, and roguish peasant-like hat, were soun
put on, ana, with others, we entered the hall,
Lrnest was standing near the dvor, and as Fan
came out, he turned to her, and said:

“ Miss Fanny, may I—"

When, in o moment, Joe Jones stepped up to
him, and with a defying air, said:

¢ Mr, Morin, Miss Spinyarn wished me to say,
she was waiting for you to go home with her.”

Poor Ernest! the desponding look he gaye
at the thought of exchanging a walk with an,
at the witching hour, for u tramp home with Miss
Spinyarm; but there was no redress: his gentle-
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