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What led Theo, gentie esus,
To leave Thy home on high ?

From sorro w to rolese us,
Why wert Thon bora to die ?

Thy love, all thought excelling, '
Hath drawn Thee from ibove;

COr love shall seek Thy dwelling,
Lord .esu, God of Love 1

Dear soul, thy Lord immortal 1
Stands knocking at the door i

Throw open overy portal,
And bid Him wait no more;

With joyful love receive Him,
Tras in His faithful Word,

Nor e'er l tolly leave Hlim,
Thy Spouse, thy King, thy Lord I

Haste, haste, throughout all nations
The joyfal news proclaim;

To coming generations
Exto tessiah's Name;

And let fair S&on's daughter
Tell in her boly place,

How Love Divine has sought ber-
The God of truth and grace I

Rejoice i our night of weeping
bhall soon b. turned to-day,

When Christ, His promise keeping,
Shall bear our souls away.

There shall we reigu forever,
With palms and robes of white,

And naught our souls shal sever
From (arist, our souls' delight 1

HOLLY LEAVS.

A TALIO Vo HiTMA5 DAY.

[Continued.]
A little girl was at her side, a poor, ragged,

aqualid-looking thing, with a thin pinched
face, and straggling, brown looka hauging over
ber dark face; in ber band sha held a little
twig upon which five or six miserable holly
beaves woe growiug: how tenderly the child
guarded it from the crowd, how lovingly ahe
beld it as though it was some preciots thing,
whilst at lier aide waas little crippled boy, so
like her in festure and poverty and hopelesa
wretchedness, that none could doubt they were
brother and sister.

In some unaceountable way one of the boy's
crutches slipped, and the little fellow fell heav-
ily to the ground.

There was a cry of anguish from the sister.
" Oh, Jamie, Jumie, have they killed you "
But Jaàmie was not killed, only very much

friglIteneId; ha looked very piteonsly into hie
sister's face, and the large tears coared each
other down hie little pale cheaks.

" Don't ary, Jamie dear, .i'll carry you, Ioan
do it esy enongh, if aomebody would only take
the crutohes."

"I will," said the sweetest voiôe the poor
girPhad- ever huard, and Mary -Mordaut'a
band was stretched out to receive them.

" My dear, what are you about ?" said her
father.

"Oh, papa dear will yon take Gerty home,
and let Harold come with me; 1 mut see
where these poor little things live."

A year ago such a requesi would have been
intanly reiused, now, the Church's teaohing,
sermons like the one ha hsd heard that nigh.
had done their work.

A amile came over the somewhat hard, stern
face as liordaunt said, " Go, my child,. and -if
yn find they want help-and indeed poor
creaturea they looked as if they soroly needed

it-give them this," nd te alipped some
monoy Mito Mary's hand.

It wu a somewhat curious procession that
went ont into the starry night, the child of'
twelvo years old carrying lier little ten-years.
old brother so tenderly, the gontle rofiued girl
following with the crutches, the joyona Harold
walking a little apart, looking it must be con.
fessed somewhat ashamed of the whole procaed.
tng, but too really kind-hearted to aay a word
against it.

" Where do yen live, my child ?" said Mary.
"Down yonder in Thorp's yard, ma'am; but

it's a poor place, not fit for the like of you."
Mary's courage failed her for a moment, ah.

was almost inclined to tarn back but Harold
unconsciouasly came to the rescue.

"I Holdhard," he said, " you oan't carry the
little fellow any longer, give him to me," sud
he took Jamie from his sister's arms and strode
boldly on.

Thon Mary heard the tory of the people she
was woing to visit. " Father," Ruth aayward
said, "l hd been dead nigh upon two years ;
they had always lived in the country where
the fgowers grew so beautiful, until three years
agone, thon work fait 1, and father came to
London, for lie heard ho could gain a power of
money there; but somehow, when they got
there, he couldn't breathe, he wanted to go
back to the green fields again, but ho had no
money, and ho fell very sick and then ha died,
and loti mother alone with only herslf and
poor little Jamie; and now mother's sick
ma'am," continued Bath, " and she looks like
father did when he lay a dying. She sont us
to churcli to.night so that we might pray for
ber there, but somehow I thinks she's going to
lather."

The poor Ilttle voice trembled, but the fast-
rising tars were bravely repressed, and Mary
gamea at the amali frail form at ber side, and
lait that the spirit of a little martyr was to be
found beneath al those rage and tatters.

"How do yon live, my cild ?" she said.
"Pleaso ma'am the ladies at the home is

very kind, and se is the Vicar ; I get an odd
job sometimes, and God takes care of us, and
don't let u starve."

A tear of compassion rolled down the cheek
of the girl, who shough all ber lite had never
had one single wiah ungratified, as sha liatened
to the simple recital of utter poverty,

"You shall have a good supper to-night,"
sho said, laying ber band upon the child's
shoulder. ,"But tell me, Ruth, what you are
going te do with that lttle piece of holly."

A deep blush suffused the pale face as she
answered, " Please, ma'am, tA for mother, I
picked it up in the porch, and I thonght as
nov she'd like it. We ued always to have it
in the cottage at home. Mother was talking
about it only to-day; she said alhe liked the
holly leaves, for they seomed to tell ns how
Jeans Christ suffored for us."

Mary started. Hore wore Arthurs ideas, the
Vicar's sermon, the poor child's simple words,
ali .bearing upon the sme point, ail telling
tie same tale, ail turning the jy of Chriatmas.
tide into the membership of sorrow and suffer
ing.

" Ilease, ma'am, it's haro," said Rath, turn-
ing fron the dimly lighted back street into a
dark narrow court, "I wili yon come in?"

"No," aaid Harold, administering a kick to
bis aister, and depositing Jamie sately on the
ground. " I don't think it's the place for yon,
Mary,.' ho continued in an under-tone, and
with all the dignity of an Etonian twolve years
old.

"Yes, Harold, dear, I muet go in; thase poor
thiig have a mother who i dying, surely we
onght to feel for them, Harold; I promise not
to bo long, if yqu will wait for me."

" She won't come to no harm, sir," said
Bath with nome importance. "If w but mon.
tiens Mr.Vernon's namo, there'm not one as
will dare to lay a hand on ."

.Se Haroa kept guard at the entrance of the
court, and Mary walked with the child through
sights .and sounds vhich mut ave beau
trangoly repugnat to her gebtle nature, into

the lower room of a high' house from which
sonuda of revelry and drankennes proceeded.

There on a low bed lay the pale emoaiated
form of a woman who Mary saw et a glance
was fast going to ber rest.

The raoking cough shook the worn-out frame,
sufering was marked onevery featare, poverty
in its lowest form was seau on avery side, but
the amile was very sweet with whinh ahe creet-
ed ber children; and the voice, weak though it
was, had in it a tome of welcome as ahe said,
" My darlings, ho late yon are."

"Mether, haro a a lady coma to see you."
The poor woman raised herself with dif-

foulty te greet her visitor. Thon Mary went
forward and spoke a few kind words, telling
how Jamie had fallen down and beau very
much frightened, and how she and her brother
lad walked .home with the children. Thon
giving somre money to Rath she charged ber
to go and bay sone suppor, and a bit of meat
for the Chriatmas dinner, and with a promise
to come ad see them again before very long,
mie took lier leave of Mrs. Hayward and Jamie,
whilst Bath went with'her to the door. She
saw the poor woman last, lying back exh aut-
ed on a pillow, holding in her band the holly
twig, gazing on the leaves earnestly, whilst a
emile of hope and j>y illumined the van face ;
the thoras which bad pierced His sacred flash
pointed the way of happiness to lier, when the
trials of this troublesome world should be at an
end.

Mary and Harold walked through the bril.
liantly lighted streets to their own luxarions
home. A change had come to the girl's life
sinde she left it that avening.

She had known sorrow and affliction: the
presence of the stern messenger had bronght
with it a grief which muast b. lifo long, but the
knowledge of the misery which reigned in the
world amidmt those who like herslf were mem-
bers of Christ and heire of a heavenly inheri-
tance, lad coma te her for tha dirat trne' ou
that Christmas e ; the burdens of thers,
which, in obedience to the Divine command, we
mut ail bear, weighed haavily apon the young,
hrinking spirit.
Arthur saw that something , as on her mind

as once more ahe stood at bis aide after that
glorions service and lier visit to Ruth Hay.
ward's home. Ha had heard from, his father
wi ther she and Harold had gone, and ha
dreamt something ofe tie rath when ho saw the
troubled expression on ber face.
. An hour later when Mary went into ber

brother'a room to see that he was comfortably
saettled for the night, he drew her to his side,
and ahe told him the weight that had comea to
her, with the knowledge of her duties and re.
spousibilities. Very long into the night, even
to the dawning of the Christmas morning, the
two talked on : Mary telli1g ber doubts .and
fears, Arthur cheering her on with all that he
himsolf Lad learnt .from the Vicar.

Amongst the faithful who knelt in the solemn
stillness of the early hour at the Holy Altar to
commemorate (tod'm infinité love and morcy in
sending us at this glad Chriatmas-tide the great
inestimable gift wnih ne care nor sorro w can
ever take from us, was Mary Mordaunt; and
there he offored as a sacrifice ail the ease and
luxury nf her past life, and prayed for strength
to help her to bear the bardens of others and so
fulfil the law of Christ,

She ad need of all strength of all holy coa.
fort ere many more months bad passed, 1or ber
home was desolate, herself snd ber brothers
fatherles. Arthur was fast going to his rest,
and when he was taken from her what would
her lifa be ?

A few days after the Christmas foat abe had
visited that wretohed rooa in Thorpe's Court,
but poor Bath and Jamie had beon taken tothe
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