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“'Tho other Sal1” .

“Yes, iny half sister.  Paw ben mar'd twice, en they
named me Sal toa, becuz I was the livin’ image of the other
Sal when she war a baby.  We don’t faver now, though ”,
she said, togsing hov head, “cn Sal gh on’y twelve year
oldorn me.  Paw tol’ her you war a-comin', en she wants to
see you”.

“I hope to meet her ”.

“[ reckon you will, Mr. Lyman”, she said innocently.
“ [ wonder why you camwe yere 1”

“1t was by chance ”, he returned.  “I very often do
silly things, Miss Sallie, and a week or so ago [ did something
a little moroe idiotic than usual. T couldn’t decide where to
spend my vacation, so I took a map of the United States,
and spun a nickel on it, deciding to go where the coin
alighted. I half-hoped it would veer over into Maine, bub
. it didwt. Tt slipped down to Virginia, and vested on Alber-
marle County. I cumne, as you sce.  When [ started,
thought it was foolish, but since I have seen you, I don’t
regret.”

The wonds slifiped out before he thought, and he could
have pinched himself for having said them.  She was so
innocent, and could not be supposed to know that he uttered
Jjust such unmeaning compliments a dozen times a day to all
the women he knew.

The girl looked down shyly. What did he mean ?

¢ Because, Miss Sallie 7, he added in a congtrained voice,
«1 think you have a nice little face, and want to put you in
a picture ™.

She flushed with pleasure, yet felt only half satisfied.

“Put me in a picture ¥”  she cried, ¢ I haint worth it,
Mr. Lyman ”.

%0, yes, you are.  But I hardly know how to paint you.
If you were tall, now, I might make a Hamadryad of you,
but no, your face does not suit for that.  Could I make you
a uymph, or ?

« \Wher don't you paint me like myself 17 she questioned.

«RBy jove! I will! and call the picture *the child of
the mountains’. [ want to do a good deal of work this
swnmer.  Miss Sallie, I do hope it won't be very warm ™.

¢ Tho breezes ah cool " shesaid.  “ T rechon the heat
haint a-goin’ to stop you paintin’”,

« Miss Sullie, ara we not almost there 17

«1 gaid fo' mile. Ah you tired?” she said, smiling
wichedly, for they were going upward now, and it was rather
steep.

«Q, no", he returned indifferently, whiic his labored
breath helied his words, “ Lonly felt curious to know how
far we had gone ™.

She walked on more quickly than over, and he endeavored
to keep up with ner.  He determined not to be outdone by
a girl. : )

« 0, this view”, he panted, ‘is so grand.
Miss Sallie, and look at it & moment .

Let's stop,

“ You kin see it better if you come higher up ”, she said,
perceiving his extremely deop artitice.

He yiclded weakly, and struggled on.

“ Miss Sallie, I— I—" he began at last, and sunk
under a shady tree.

Sho threw her head back so far that the sunbonnet
slipped from her eurls, an 'l peal on peal of laughter came
from her pretty lips.

“Q" she gasved, forgetting she had only met her com-
panion yesterduy, O, Mr. Lyman, sh you the mun who
was good fur as many miles as I could tramp?  You look °
like you could walk fur as me, O—o0—o0".

He was vexed, but no one could withstand such bubbling
laughter. e joined in directly, amd confessed thak he was
beaten.

“Phese yere mountains ah ha'd to climb,” she said,
sitting. down beside him.  “ You sce, I ben used to ’em all
my life. Ah yonwarm? Give me your hat, en Pil fan you ”.

It was very pleasant to lounge on the grass, and look at
that pretty, unconscious fuce, Frank thought lazily. She
did not talk any, aud soon his eyes closed.

When he woke up, a nice little lunch lay beside him,
but Sallie was gone.  Ife did not work much, sketehed a
scene or so, decided on one or two bits he would paint, and
wondered where his companion was.

It was mid-afternoon when she appeared, a little flushed
and tired, but with two splendid pails of berries.

“I see you have not been enjuying dolce far niente,
Miss Sallie.”

“« 1 don’t know what dolcc far niente ah”, she said
wearily.

“\WVell, never mind ”, he said consolingly,  there are a
few things J don’t know ”.

“‘They ean’t be much you dow’t know ”, was her reply.
There was no envy in her tone, only genwne admiration.

He dropped his cyes, and felt that she had unconsciously
reproved him.

After & while they started homeward, Frank silent, and
Sallic a little grieved at his silence.  Hardly a word was
interchanged on the way.

Jim Woods came after supper, and when Salhe saw him
walking through the gate, she ran up-stairs to bed, cried
herself to sleep, and couldn’t think why she did suc]) a
foolish thing.

It was a sober little figure that walked beside Frank
next morning, for she felt that she hod offended him in some
way. But he chatted gayly, bringing the smiles back to her
face, and making her sit for the picture, which he laughingly
said, was to make him famous.

She felt so glad and light-hearted, that meeting Jim
Wouds on the way back, she smiled sweetly on him, and
fibbingly said she was sorry she had not scen him last night.

“If you go on like this,.Sallic *, said the artist,** [ shall
begin fo think you ave an April fuce. Sometimes jou

“



