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thorn offends us, when its-leaves are dropped," Thus Edward
ever vacillating, forgot the friendships of to-day, in the newly for-
med compariion of to-morrow, and like his friendship was
his love, a length of lime he withstood the glance of invitation
from man2y a brilliant orb, and felt untouehed at the evident ad-

miration his person-and manner excited. But at length struelc

by the Juno-like form of the daughter of the major of his, regi-
ment, his senses became enthralled and bis early love forgotten.
None indeed cauld gaze on Catherine MacPherson without
acknowledging lier surpassing beauty. Even I with il my pre-

judices hard upon nie could have gazed forever on.that beaming
countenance. ler raven locks contrasted well with the daz-
zling whiteness of ber forehead : ber long siliken eyelashes gave
a darker hue to the large grey eyes they shaded, while the lustre

ivas increased by the bloom which occasionally tinged ber cheelk,
her tail and soniewhat slightly formed figure moved with a grace

and dignity unequalled, while the soft and winning smile which
illumined ber face was peculiarly facinating. Ah ! need I trace
the progress of my suspicions-I cannot-I will not-Edward
worshipped his goddess, his duties, his family, his own peculiar
situation, ail, al, was forgotten in this soul absorbing passion, the
ivorld and ail his future prospects faded from his eyes, the hopes
of many years were relinquiished ; natures best afbections blight -
cd, the transitory joy in this life allow'ed to- one, brings but the
uprooting of earths best alfections to another-Catherine became
a bride-and Helen Warburton a victi.-But unmurmeringiy
she bore ihe blow ; somctinies she 'would cling ta aie and pray,
sometimes she would break off suddenly when talking or her sor-
row, and a suppressed shrieck of agony would find its way, which

some thouglit awoke, but I rarely saw ber shed a tear.

After this event the winter came on, and anxiously was she en-

treated by ber broken hearted aunt to try the effect of a more
southern climate, but in vain, bere had been ber day dreani of
happiness, her hour ofdesolation, and grateful vas I to that God,
who snapt the chain which bound ber to unutterable sorrow.-
Thou art gone Helen, but not from the memory of thy frend.
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