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A CHRISTMAS TOKEN.
By M. Dick.

The afterncon was quite cold, but
the sun was shining brightly, and
Ruth walked with Robert o the end
of the low porch that they might say
good-bye there, where they had often
said good-night in the old days.

‘] wonder, Ruth,” said Robert, ‘when
we shall stand here together again?

“Not for many long yeurs, 1 fear,

e replied, ‘il ever again.

m‘ "prc'\'er aguin,” ™ he echoed slowly.
‘Fhen he added quickly, ‘Ves, Bulh. 1
shail see you again. 1 am going far
away, but [ shall return.  Will you be
waiting for me, Ruth?

“Rubert.” and her face grew very
white as she apoke, ‘I may always be
here just as I am now, but ¥ shall not
be waiting for you; you must not
come back for me. You know how
weak and ill [ am. The physicians
say that I shall never be well: they
even say that T may soon become a
helpless invalid™ 3

‘Listen to me, Ruth. I will work
hard, and 1 think that in & few years
T can have a home ready for you, and
I have not the least doabt but that
the warmer climate will soon restore
sour lost health. But, Ruth, the fact
that you may become an invalid need
not prevent our marriage. ¥ shall de-
vole my life to you; I should find my
greatest happinese in caring for you.’

*No, Robett.! she said, ‘it cannot be;
1 should be ouly a burden to you. I
try to be tent, and times 1
seem 40 rise far above my
sorrow; but again ~ all my oid
ambition and longing for s broader,
larger life comes surging back
and T rebel with all my strength
agniost my lot. It is not the giving
up of my love that canses me the deep-
est pain. It is the kmowledge that
this lonely old farmhouse must always
be my home, that those bine, bare hilis
must mark the boendary of my world,
. and that I , who had meant to do so
much, must sit with idie hands and
let my life go by, empty.

For some moments Robert did not
speak; then he said, ‘Ruth, do you not
lore me?”

Ruth turned and stood for a moment
locking away over the western hilis to
where the sun was just sinking out of
sight, Then she raised her white face
and, placing her bands in his, mar
mured: ‘Yes. I love you. I love you
s0 much, Kobert, that I am able to
stand here and break my heart by re-
fusing to béecome your wife. because 1
know that it wogld burden your life!

‘Will you give me some litile thing
that I can always keep in remem-
brance of you; somethirg that shall
be a token of your love?

A heap of dead leaves had gathered
in a sheltered nook at their feet. and
as Robert spoke a gust of wind scat-
tered these, revealing among them a
=mall, perfect leaf of a bright crimson
hue. without a blemish to show that
it had been to the winter
SnOws.

Ruth stooped, and, picking it up
said: "“To-day is Christmas: Iet this
little red leaf be your gift, and as I
in my quiet life here shall try to live
nobly, however narrow and careless
those about me may be. so. Robert, I
hope that you, my one friend. out in
the world. may be, among all its temp-
tations and sin-stained people, just as
perferct, just as pure as was this little
bit of brighiness among the dead
leaves*

The years passed. and Ruth’s regret
for her lost happiness was becoming
less keeu, when one day she received
a lctter from Robert. Ft had been
years gince he had writtem to her.
Ruth had refused to correspond. She
did not mean that Robert™s life should
be hampered by thoughts of her. It
would he well, she tried to tell herself,
it he should forget her and marry
someone elne. But the saerifice was
greater than even Ruth could make,
for of late a great hope had sprung
up in her heart, Although never quita
well, not strong enocugh to go out
among the world's workern as she had
hoped 0 do.she was not by any means
helplesn, ‘T should be far from a bur
den to Robert.” she sometimes whis-
pered, S0 it was with a great hope
and gladness that she sat down that
Areary sotumn afterncon to read
Tobert's letter. It was such a letter
an ane might write to a very dear and
trurted friend. It 4old her of his
great suceesa In hix chorsn work, of
the strange, unusual power he necmed
1o possrna of moving people’s hearta.
And then followed after page in
praise of u beantiful, cultured woman
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who was soomn to be his wife. T love
her, Ruth. my friend,” he wrote, ‘love
her az 1 did not think it possible for
= man to love. The whole world is
changed to me since ahe has come
into my life. And 1 come to you in
this, my greatest happiness, as I
would turmn to you in & great morrow.
You will nnderstand what § feel, but
cannot ex as oo one else, per-
hapa not even my beautiful Margaret,
can.'

And Buth, when sha had read the
letter through and had put it very
tenderly away—Robert’a bhand had
held it—tonrned, ns wan her wont when
deeply moved, and locked away ito-
ward the cold, barren hills. They
seemed the only thing to which ahe
conld look in her desolate life

‘The something that we both thought
was love was only pity sad friandship
on his t. Had be cared for me as I
cared for him, he could not have for
gotten,’ she murmured, bitterly. And
going about from day to day, seeing
only those lonely hills which bounded
her waorid, the bitterness did not go
out of her heart.

One Christmas Day & woman, old,
and feeble, and ill, was sitting in the
cheerlese farmhouse. On the iate
afternoon a little girl laid a leiter in
the wrinkled hands.

‘Read it.’ the woman said, handing
it back, and turning her sightleas eyes
in the direction of the girl, who open-
ed it and read in a loud voice, for Ruth
wasd growing very deaf now.

‘Dear Ruth: ‘You bave doubtless
heard before this of Robert's death.
He wished me to tell you {hat it
was to you he owed all of good he ever
accomplished: that you were the in-
spiration back of all his greatest work.
He has often spoken of Ruth, in that
little farmhouse among the hills,
struggling. against so many disap-

pointments, to live her life well,
patiently doing there whatever her
hand found to do, when she had so

longed for a broader. fuller life.
Many times have I seen him take from
its case a lttle red leaf and say—
“Thiz is typical of Rutk’s life. T pro-
mised o keep this little token and to
make my life beautiful and spotless
as was it Then would come his
mightiest sermons, and hundreds of
listeners would be thrilled.

‘f think his life was ail ¥ou could
have wished; it was grand, beautiful,
noble.

‘Dear Ruth. I shall never see you in
this world. I am almost at the end of
the long journey now, but while I live
T shall keep, as the most precious
thing in all the world to me, a little
red leaf. mounted, by my dead hus-
band’s band, in & most costly casing,
and labelled also by that dear hand,
“A Christmas Token.,"—Robert’s Wife.’

After the letter had been read Ruth
rose and groped her way, very slowly
and feebly, for she, too, was almost at
the end of the journey, oul to the old
porch where she had stood to say good
bye to Robert, mere than half a cen-
tury before. Clasping her hands, and
turning her darkened eves away to-
ward the hills. she eaid aloud, *Apd
this is why T have lived. T am glad,
Zlad. that Robert never knew of the
despair | have felt.” And for the first
time since that other letter had come,
longr vears hefore. the bitterness that
had crept inte her heart then died
completely away: and a8 she rtood
there the setting sun seemed to cnat a
halo abowt the grey head. and from
somewhere up  among the naked
bhougha a little red leal came floating
down. and rested upon the thin, wrin-
kled hands.

THE LUCK OF LILY
LANGTRY.

Who zays a fool for luck?

Not Lily Langiry, you nay be very
sure. asx rhe «it8 in her wagniticent
London bome and reflects upon the
events of the last.20 vears, and which
have brought to her through her
own extraordinary management, the
tremendous wealth whirh is all xhe
loves—the notoriety which is, next to
money, so precioux to her.

A fool for luck, indecd. Never.
A shrewd, heartless, soulless, beauti-
ful creature, deminating time and fate
by these very characteristire—these
are the atiributes, says the ‘New
York World,” that have made the
luck of Lily Langtry.

From a childhood passed in the
rustic aimplicity of & Uhannel Is-
land, the daughter of the Denn of
Jermey, Lily de Dreton, grown to
womanhood, war conridered to have
made & very excellent maich when Ed.



