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DEAREST IN THE WORLD
A Story of the Light th1at did not Eail

IT is only a strip of the river batik between the
swing bridge that bas neyer been known to
swing, and the foot bridge. A more than or-

dinarily wise town council bas made a little wild
park of it. The big elms that were born there
stand on the grassy stope and a row of military
maples sentinel it along the street border, while
courtseying willows make a gentie pretence at
keeping the river fromn intruding. Unpretentious
as it is, the townspeople love it more than the formal
and bedecked parks witb high-sounding namnes,
whose chief reason for existing is to be pointed
out with pride to visitors, wbo praise their dig-
nified loveliness unstintedly. But the green strip
of river batik has neyer been christened, it is just
'the park," and needs no more particutar designa-
tion. A f ew seats have been scattered througbout
its length, and a lttle mushroom bandstand is bid-
den among the trees.

The wbote town turns out whenever the band
plays there. The old folk corne early and sît on
the bencbes, listening to the music and watching the
to wn go by. The not-so-old sit
on benches, ton, if atiy are left, with a
detaining hand on the baby carniage
while the "good man" lies on the
ground near by and smokes, and the
ebjidren play games around the tree
trunks.

But the young things.-No benches
for them, btess their bearts. No sit-
ting on the grass, either, except for a
restless moment. They stroît round
and round the path that compasses the
maptes, reversing sometimes so as to
meet the f iends that may othertxisc
bie missed. There are stops to be made
for greeting of chums not scen since
before tea, and ail the quips and jokes
and merry taugliter that go -to spel
youth.

There is just one bigher joy than
being young, and walking round the
mapte ring, and that is being young
and forethougbted enough. to have
rented, at least three days before, one
of the f ew rowboats otd jerry bas for
bre; then with tbe nieest girl in the
world to row idly about in the dark
shadows of the willows, white the
music from the ltte bandstand fiters
down through the trees.

For just one nigbt this summer Roger
Allison and Margaret bcott betonged
to that supertativety btessed ctass.
Earlier in the evening tbey had taughed
and joked wîth the occupants of the
other boats and with the people on the
shore, but had flnatly putled in near the
batik where Roger's tîgbt botd on a
droopin branch kept them from drift-
ing. iThere a silence had fatten upon
them of that unconstraineil kind that
cati only endure wbere there is the spirit
of companionship.

"Wbat financial value do you put
upon your thoughts, Margaret ?"

"They are so very commonplace
that it would tic a shame to charge
even the proverbial penny," she taugh-
ed back, "and yet they seemned new to
me. You know how aIt along, ever
since father first spoke of it, I've been
building my hopes on tbat two years of
study. abroad. It just seemed like put-
ting in time tilt the day came to sait
away f rom this duit town. Now that
ait those stow-footed days are bebind
instead of before, the funny thing is
that I'm not so sure of being glaci"

"Why, Meg?"
"Case of funk, Brother jack woutd say. I'm

scared to tbink of German professors. Do they
att have spectacles and bair that needs a barber,
Roger?"

"Every one of them, Margaret, and wben they
are annoyed you can hear them roar att over
Berlin."

" Now you're laughing at me, but it is a very
real fear. There's another thing, too. I've enjoyed
myself so much this month past since-since you
came ýhome," she said honestly, with just a tittle
flush on ber usuatty cotorless face.

"Have you, Meg? So hbave I. Feet as if 1 had
discovered you, for at the sehool across the river
there it always seemed as if you were so sedate
andi studious and cared more for books than for
people. But this year-why you're the finest kind
of a pal. You know 1 can't-took at a book again tilt
that New York doctor looks at my eyes in Septem-
ber, andi honcstty I haven't missed them since you
have been so good about coming over to play with me."

"Are vour eyes very bad ?" she asked anxiousty,
passing over the praise-wbicli woutd gtow in bier
heart forever-to discuss this serious calamity.

"'Pbey can't be very bad, for I can see att riglht,
but sometîmes a shiver runs atong my spine when
I think of the way that doctor looked at me. But
why bic dotefut, and on your tast nigbt at-

"Welt," came a fretfut voice from the bank, as
two people came through the grass and sat down
at the water's edge, "you mîght have got a boat
for to-nigt Ail our crowd were on the river but
US.",

111'm sorry, Gertie, but tbey were ail taken. 1
was so busy in the office the flrst of the week."

Gertie apparently found forgiveness bard, for
bier comptaining continued to affront the quiet of
the nigbt"BEven that bomely Margaret Scott could tbc on
tbe river. Roger Altison coulsi get a boat for ber.
thougli everyone wonders at bis taste in ehoosing bier."

Meg knew afterwards that she shoutd have
laugbcd it off instantly-the moment's silence was

**She pondered a m3rnent til the pucker in her bmow grew deeper»*

fatal, the delayed taugh couîdn't be naturat. But
that moment she was stunned, the btow bad been
50 susiden and bad followed so ctosely upon the ibap-
piness of the evening.

Before Roger could conquer the indignation tbat
seized i hm, the voice went on:

«'Oh, yes, she's a nice littie thing, but so pitifulty
plain. If I were lu -lier place I'd go to a beauty
doctor for my face rather than to Germany for
my brains."

When the boat basi been left at the boathouse,
thse two wbose ight bad been turnesi into darkness
by a breath of unkîndness, watked slowly atong in
the f riendly velvet btackness under. the trees. Mar-
garet was afraid to speak, for the tears were 50
near, and she ddflot wish Roger to know that bis
.pal" couîd be s0 deepty hurt by so trivial a thing.
H1e was sulent, because the ont>' comfort lie could
thiuk of at the time was to put bis arms round
lier tlgbt andi declare that she was the prettiest girl
ln North America.

"Shé won't stand for the arms, I know, and sbe's
too honest to believe the other, but it would com-
fort me a tot to do it," be thought ruefully.

As tbey came up the narrow watk to the bouse
he fouind her colsi little hand wîtb lis warm one
and drew ber gently into the sbadow of a tilac bush.

"Margaret, Gertie is a little beast, but ("but
a trutbfutlîttle beast," shie intcrrupted), if you care
for my opinion. Witt you do sometbing for me?"
be asked, breaking off abruptly.

"If I cati," she answered, in the tevel voice that
sounds like indifference, but is often sheer misery.

"I may neyer see you again, Meg."
"What an idea, Roger! Two years can't last

forever."
"It isn't as nonsensical as it sourds. I want you

to let me kiss the fact that, pretty or plain, is the
dearest face lu the wortd to me. Witt you, dear?"

A f ew minutes later Roger was carrying a load
of mixed feelings of anger andi sorrow and joy
and dreasi home witbhlm under the trees, and Mar-
garet was lying face down on ber bcd erying un-

feignedty and broken-heartedty. It
wasn't wounded vanity, for she hasi
known ber face was plain ever since
she fiad stopped playing with the boys.
They hasi neyer stopped to consider
wbetber she were an ugty duckting or
a swan; she was a "good f etlow," and
wbat etse mattered ? But boarding
scboot young ladies have other stand-
ards of popularity than the ability to
play cricket and go berrying, and Mar-
itaret was soon left in no rtouht wbat-
ever as to ber lack of beauty.

Now she sat up witb a fiaîf sot'
smothered by rueful laugbter at bey
own expense.
"Wbat a goose you are, Margaret

Scott. You know you are ugty; Roger
knows yon're ugly. thoughbchewouldn'i
say it, and you know that Roger knows
So why this storm wben Gertie Lane
says i our bearing what is no newF
at aIt? Att the same it burt like any.
thing, and you coutdn't bcelp crying."

Then the remembrance of that good-
night kiss under the liacs came as balm
th a wound, even thouigh she tbÎought
"be nst bave been very sorry for me,"
and ddared not trust berself to think it
was for love, not pity.

Gertie's wor(ts, "She might better see
a beauty doctor," came back, but they
found a heart made immune by the po-
teticy of love. Tbey sent Margaret to
the mirror, though, to, make an invent-
ory of ber un-charms.

"ýSatlow skin, frown betwecn eye-
trows, neck scrawvny, shoulders round-

cd, eyes not bad when not used for
tear-shedding, teetti fair, hiair good.
Not very promising list, Meg, but an

honest one."
She pondered a moment tilt tbe

pueker in ber lîrow grew deeper.
"That's exactly wbat I will do.

'Ph ere is no barm in trying, anyway.
l'Il find a specialist andi practise music
and massage, exercises, both musical
and gymnastîc, aIl at the same time.
Two years onght to be long enougb to
see resutts. Perbaps l'Il have to tbank
Gertie yet, and perbaps, some day-
Roger wilt think I arn almost pretty.
He saisi 'tbe dearest face in the worîd.'
I would lîke it to bic fairer for bis
sake."

Two ycars tater Margaret Scott
came back to Stillwater. Sbe bad left
no young kîn bebinsi who would bave

kept ber in toucb witb the events of the little
town, or wbo would have been interested lu wbat
was happening to ber. Her father was satisfled to
hear that she was well and working bard, and con-
fined bis correspondence to adequate cheques. She
founsi littIe change lu Stittwater-a new bouse bere
and a fatten landnîark there; but Sitlwater held
its breath-especlalty its feminine breath, at the
change in ber, and did not regain it propenly until
the nigbt fottowing ber arrivaI when the baud play-
cd lu the park.

"'Have you seen Margaret Scott, yet ?"
"Yes, isn't il wonderfu- ?"

"WMen you think of her complexion two years
ae-0, do you think fils one can be real?"

":Her figure is splendid, too."
1I wisb she woutd tell me bow she d.kt t," said

one plain girl, wistfully.'
It was left for Gertie Lane. who neyer knew

how niucb she was responsible for Margaret's uew
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