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frown, again you smile, then you laugh, and——well, no, I
haven't seen you ery, but I suppose yov do”.

“Lmout, en then, agin, I moutn’t”, she said shyly
“Tell me how you want my face, Mr. Lyman, en Ull try on
git it so. I want it painted right *.

“Put your heart in your eyes, little girl.  That’s the
safest plan, whether you are to be painted or not. Don’t
give it away, or wear it un your sleeve.  Let's go in”,

In the house they found the other Sal.  Frank lvoked
at her curiously.  She was a very much faded picture of
Sallie,—there was the curly hair, but grayish and rough, the
fresh complexion was deadened to Qull sallowish tints, and
the mouth was purple and chapped.

“ By jova!” excluimed Frank to bimself ", could littls
Sallie ever lock like that, and talk in such an car-splitting
squeak.  Thes mountain women must age rapidly, if they
are faded at thirty ”. )

A fortnight passed, and it was well into vhe third weck
of his stay, when Frank put the finishing touches to his
picture. The two sat in Sallic’s favorite spot, and the
painter was workiug rapidly, as he always did.

“Onoe moment, one moment, Sallie”, he said eagerly.
“‘I'here, even I must admire it.  Come and look, Sallie ™.

She gazed breathlessly over his shoulder.

The background of the picture was composed of great
trunks, and lower branches of the mountain trees, exquisite
in tint and coloring. In the foreground a little brook
tossed over stones, and posing herself on one of these was a
girl with white star-flowers in her curly hair, and her hands
full of the pure blossoms.  Her heart, her soul was in her
beautiful eyes, and a little smile parted the sweet lips. In
its simplicity consisted the beauty of this work. [t was
grand, and in after days it won for the painter much of the
fame he longed for.

“ Well, Sallie, how do you like it} ”

“0—, Lcaint tell how lovely itah, Mr. Lyman. Inever
war so pretty as that ah ”,

“Yes, you are. It's exactly like you, Sallie, my dear.
Tou are the prettiest girl I know. Il tell you what Pl do,
little one. . When [ go home, I'll make you a copy and
send it Lo you ”.

“When you—go home”, she repeated slowly. 1
haint thought yit of you a-goin’ home .

(Z0 be concluded in next number.)
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AT LAST.
In limiyic rst Luminen, est animam
DILEU, thou circling source of glory
That through my louely window shinos
Dappling my couch with splendours hoary !
Farewell, thou Day, that low declines;

Ang thou, sweet Eve,—.yo twilights tender,—
Ye friendly stars, 'mid falling dew,—

White maiden-queen, of softer splendour,
Regem, of midnight skies,—adicu ¢

Adieu, fair world ! thy face adorning,
These fulding eyes no more shallseo:

Once, lit thy purple pomps of morning
And throbbed thy flowery bieast for me.

Ye minstrel-winds, adien ! ye mountains,
With piny harps whereon ye play !

Ye cymbal-waves, and fluty foungains !
Others shall list the things yo say.

Yo friends who weop to see me lying
With mortal paleness on iny brow,
Rejoico ; for Love and Soyg, undying,
Have ﬁllcd)-l.ny years awd crown o now !

For sun and Mmoon aud stars of heaver,
Sunsets anA risings, ever new,

And windg and waves, have emblem given
Of glories I am going to.

And Sung is there—supreme, victorious !
And Love is there—divinely sweet !

And Beauty there shews ever glorious
The steppings of her radiant feet !

Yea, Truth and Life, fair angels, find me,
Wending up my appointed way ;

Frailty and fearI leave behind me s
Awake, my soul, for it is Day!

There sainted gouls and birds immortal
Swell of delight the mighty sum;
‘Thou warden bright, under the portal ?

. Is iva dream that I have come?

Farcwell, vain hopesI loved to cherish
- When hieart was high and thought was new !
Farewell, ye dreams that brightly perish !

Yo lingering loves, u fond adieu!

Artitor JonN Lockuawr.

CasavIANS AT Harvarp.--\Weo notice among the names of
Canadians at Harvard College, tho following : W.” A. Taylor, St.
John ; Benj. Raud, Cornwallis; \W. F. Gauong, St. Stephen; E.
W. Nicolson, Liverpool ; M. Chamberdain, St. John 3 T. L. Davis,
Oxford; J. A. and C. H. McIntyre, Springficld, (N. 3.); R. J.
Burkitt, Halifax ; E. R, Morse, Paradisc; S. St. (. and S. A. M.
Skinner, St. John; W, il Raymond, Hampton ; F. W. McLcoad,
Charlottetown; Bdward Fuiton, Lower Stewiacke; A. J. B.
Melligh, Charlottctown ; and Prof. Frank Faton, of Nova Scotin.
%e\*cra! of these are proféssurs in tho university.— British dmerican

itizen.
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