The Best Thing.

BY ANNIE 5. SWAN:

W O who shad been friends of long
standing, though separated by dis-
tance and cin t: talked togeth
in a woodland place regarding life and its
mosaning, They nad notZmet for ten years,
bat had arrivedZby different paths at al-
most the same point of view. But this
neither knew. In the interval there had
been no correspondence, and the sense of
saparation had at times, for the woman,
been keen. There was no romance, nor
anything in the friendship to warrant the
misused term Platonic being applied to
it. The woman in the meantime had mar-
ried, the man remained as vefore, and she
had been surprised to discover in him so
little change. It was a meeting she had
dreaded, perhaps because she had some-
thing to hide.

For her lot, though to the outward vis-
ion apparently a happy one, had failed to
satisfy.

It had a secret care. ‘‘You seem unset-
tled now you have come home,’’ she said,
as she took a side glance at his face. It
was by no means a handsome or icteresting
face, and she had been a worshipper of be-
auty from her childhood up.

It had been one of _her] grievances that
the outward shape of her friend had none
of the ideal abont it.. Solid worth was
there beyond a doubt, and that winuing
and understanding sympathy which is a
cord the heart of woman does not resist.
Equipped with such Jqnality, a man may
g0 up to the dragon’s mouth, for he must
certainly win,

He was ono to laspire irusi, albeit too
grave for tho primrose paths of flattery,
and many told their secret care to him,
certain of his sympathy aund whatover help
was at his commend. And he ned never
in his life betrayed, even in thought, the
confidence men and women had bestowed
on him; for his friends were of both sexes,
and he was trusted by both.

‘“Ten years is a big slice out ol life,’’ he
made anewer. ‘‘Secing”you now, the won-
der is that no more has happened in it. '

‘*What do these words meant'’ she ask-
ed ‘‘You tcld me yesterday there was
very little change in me. in you, so far
as looks go, I find now change whatever.
Do we not begin precisely where we left
off. ?*’

‘‘It was just here where we talked
last,”’ he said, pausing on the ridge,
whero a sweép of Surrey moorland met
their view. ‘‘It was an April morning,
too. Do yon remember?t"’

*‘I remember, and we spoke of this day,
then—the day of our meting, I mean—and
1 predicted how we should feel.’’

‘‘Yes, and has it come trae?'’ he asked

‘80 far as you are concerned, yes,'' she
answered, without even a momentary hesi-
tation. ‘‘We might have parted yester-
day. Buot | am another woman. I suppose
it is inevitable. Ten years in a woman's
life!! O! it does not bear thinking of."’

‘‘Why?' "he asked, gently. ‘‘Ten years to
you might be as ten months or weeks to
another, so lightly does time bear you on.’

‘T dont look old"’, she said with a sndden




