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FAMILY DEPARTMENT. have died rather than lot Ned know that they
touched him in the lest.

THE GOAL. Ben was also about fourteen, scarcely so tall
-- as Ned, but with a square built frame and a

ny LaiLa B. RAMDILL. round chubby face, which did not tell the story
-- of hunger se plainly as Ned's. On that score

Ye widely scattered Faitbful, the boys were quits, for they both knew well
Where'er your true hearta hurn, what hunger meant, and rarely sat down to a

Where'er your loti are portioned, meal that could by any means be called satis-
One way ail oyes do turn. fying,

0 waiting Church ExpectanL, Just as Ned spoke a sound had issued from
O Church, contending bore; the bundie that Boa carried. One could only

Ye both are upward gazing, gues that it was a baby, for it was rolled up in
One sight te both ls dear. a big shawl, and might have been a mammy

for ail that could ho seen of it. Bon beard the
To you 'ti as the dawning, sound, and knew it told of pain, and ho knew

Who calmly watcb ou bigh i too that the baby was hungry liko himeclf. Ie
To us, a space of glory' might have beon a weil trained nurse, by the

Bout through a oioud spread sky. way in which ho gently rocked the baby to and
O life, for which we battle, fro. If only she would go to sleep again, and

o life for which they bide, forget the pain and hunger a littile longer.
How blest to breathe thy fulnes 'I say, Ben, can't yer !.pave the brat and come

With them so dear beside- along o' me?' said Ned, in a more pleasant
With nearer, fuller vision, voice

Th' All-Glorious te adore, 0Why, wbat are yon up te?'
Beyond this uneuoffoing 'Up te ? why, tryig to get something to est,

To live forevermore. Maybo you've had a good breakfast.'
-Parish Visitor, Y. Y. 'Well, where are you going to ?'

'Umph, yer wants to know, do yer ?'said
A PRAYER. Nod, with a laugh. 'I'vo beard of a lady as

gives away tickets for that new Coffee House
Wilt thou not visit me ? down the Somerset road, and I-m going to see

The plant boside me feels Thy gentle dow; if she'll give me one. I thought perbaps you'd.
Each blade of grass t se , 'ave gone too, and se yon nght ii Lt 'wasn't for

From Thy dep earth its quickening moisture the brat. I s'poee your mother's gone te work,
drow. as yon've got te mind it?'

Wilt Thon not visit me ? The lest words were added with a laugb,
The morning calls on me with chering tone, which told plain enough that Ned knew botter

And overy hill and tree than that. Bon could hardly help the sting
Has but one voice, the voice of Thee alone, being seen this time, so ho turned te go indoors

Come I for I need Thy Love te bide the crimson flash that had mounted te
More than the flower the dew, or grass the his cheoks.

rain ; 'Then yon won't come ?' oalled Ned, as ho
Como, liko Thy holy Dove, saw him disappear.

And, Swift descending bid me live again. But Bon vouehoafed no answer, and so Ned
Yes I Thou wilt visit me; went on hie way, singiug a light song as he

Nor plant nor trea Thine eyes delights so irnt, as if thora h re neo pain, no hunger, or
weil, at lest as if ho lad nething te de with Lt.

As wien, from sin set froc, It seemed strauge tht Bon had net sought
Man's spirit cornes with Thine in peace to the sholter of the bouse before. A cold north-

dwell. easEt wind was driviug down the street, so that
- Jones Very in Parish Viitor, N. Y. mothers with warm cosy nurseries had kopt

thoir little one at home. Within half a mile

BEN, THE GORDON BOY. of where Bon stood, there were many happy
nurseries whore merry children's voices could

The Gordon Boys' Home je the National be heard, but for the most part they thought
Memorial to Generai Gordon, and is situated at little of h'm or the baby that seemed so pro

d cious te him. But once inide, no one would
West End, Chobham, noar Working, about wonder that Bon thought even the eholter of a
tbree miles from Brookwood station on the S. doorway was botter than what ho called 'home.'
W. R. It owes its origin te a suggestion once No bright fire burnt in the grate, no kettle gave
made by General Gordon himself, and je in- forth its cheery sound ; and on a chair in the

cerner ef tho roem esta s oman sleeping thie
tended for friendless and destitute boys between eop cf he drunkard. It was not difficuit te
the ages of fourteen and sixteon. The boys see where Bon had come by his Wel rounded
receive a thorough and general education, and limbe, for the woman that lay thero was hie
are carefully instrueted in varions trades ae mother, a woman lu the prime of life, eue that
coi ding to their individual tastes. The choice might bave beonan ernamont to any peorman's

of a ca rbwethor naval, inilutary, or civil, ernoe. Tire or threo email childron played
of a carer, whethe navl mta or ov ts with a headless doll in another corner of the
committ bei g eimply te qnality thom te room, but now and again they lifted up fright,
becmme good citizens sud tofleir tle exempl ened glances at their mother, Fatisfied if they

the bore Gordon. could sce that she was skill asicep.
o In another room at the baok of the hause

lsy the father, stretched open a miserable bed,
Cularua .-BuCs Mmixaise deop in a drunksrd'sesleep, irbile -Jose

'So you've turned nurse, Bon, have you ? beside him stood bis workman's tools, unused
Wby don't yer leave the littl'un te the mother. to-day, as thoir owner could net wield them
I'd nover stand about a holding of a little brat with his unsteady band,
like that, no, net for nobody.' The iew Year bas just come in. It was only

The speaker was a pale faced, sharp featnred two days old. Not a very hopeful beginning
boy of lourteen, Ned Willett by name. The for Ben's parents, and yet the words had beon
keen wind blew throngh his threadbare jacket, upen thoir lips, 'A Hsppy New Year,' words
and hie hands bine with cold, wore thrust into that to them seemed only mookery.
hie trousers pockets. Bis roice had a ring of Things were n 't always quite se black in
satire, and probably ho meant the words to Bon's home as they were on this 2nd January,
stirg, as etinzg they did, though Ben would, 188-j Benjamin Collins, the elder, had been
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a soldier, and at one time had beau as smart
and fine looking a young fellow as anyone
would.wish te seo. Ho had served his time
and thon retired te bo the happy reoipient of a
small pension.

But what might have been such a blessing, in
Ben's case, bocame a ourse, and eacb quarter,
as the small sum becane due, saw him and his
wife drifting lower and lower. All the chil-
dren except baby Nell had learnt te dread
'pension day.' Their friends were always
specially friendly as pension day drew near,
and Bon found himself 'treated' in au unusual
manuer on the last day of the old year. Thon
Whon the New Year dawned, and Bsn was sean
approaching the postoffice with bis wife, it was
only natural that those kind friends should
rally round him, and what could ho do less
than 'treat' them in return ? And so pension
day, iustead of being a rod lotter day in poor
Ben's calendar, became a very black letter day
iudod, and things seemed to bo blaker now
(han (hep had besu beforo.

Of course Ned Willett knew that Ben's
mother had spont the greater part of the pre.
vious day at the 'Hanters' Arms,' and when at
last she was turned out at closing time with ber
baby in her arme, she had dropped her precious
burdon, and other hands than hors had pickad
it up. The baby had put up a pitos wiil,
«hici Ben had reoognzid, for ho was not far
away, and it was the boy's strong arms that at
fast bad hushed the littlesufferer te eleep.

A few minutes after Bir had turned away
frou Ned Wdlet a girl ontered the house. Sie
was evidently the next dhild in age Lo Bsn.

ik him, she was strongly bailt, but with a
lace that lacked hie candor.

'This is ail i could got,' sbe said, turning out
the contents of ber apron; 'OId Sarah was
stingy this morning, and said she could give
me nothing but thos pieces, and thoy're as
bard as brickbats.'

'Nover mind,' said Ben quickly, I'll run and
ask lire, Baker te give us some bot water, thon
we'tl eoak thom. lere, Bass, take the baby.'

Ho handed the baby carefully te bis sister as
he spuke, and before long ho roturned with a
jug et bot water. The children by thie time
had lef t their headless doll, and wore clamoring
for the scanty food, but Bsn took care that the
baby should ho first cared for. The first few
mouthfuis were eaten ravenously, but no coax-
ing on Bon'is part could induce the littiLe one to

axe more. Thon the food was carefully divid.
ed botween the other obildren, noue of them
apparently noticing that Bon did not claim his
share.

They lad earcoly finished when a noise was
bard in the passage, and a tait, gtout woman
appeared at the door. Her lond voice had the
effect of rosing the sleeping mother, and
rubbing her eyes, she sat up and looked around
ber. The obildren's voices sank at once, and
eboyig a mod from their older sister, they
mitely troopod eut of (ho recru, loaving thsmr
mother and her friend to-make fresh arrange-
mente for a day's outing.

The kindly neighbor, Mrs. Baker, who lived
in the adjoining bouse, saw the crestfalien look
upon the little faces as sie stood talking te the
grocer on the stop, and her quick motherly
heart noticed the beavy breathing of the poor
baby, and well knew how things stood in the
bouse.

'Are you going to take the baby out, Bass,
this cold, ccld morning ? eb said kindly.

Yes, Mrs, Bakeri l'va wrapped thoe hawl
tight around her.'

'Suppose you )ring her in bore for a bit. It's
not much fire as I cen get, bat you may as wel
bave the comfort of it as wel as I this cold
morning.'

So Bon had the satisfaction of seeing baby
iNel taken te warmer quartera, and at lat
found himseolf free te go lis own way.

(To b. continued)
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