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THE GOAL.

BY LMILA B, BAMSDALL,
Yo widely soattered Faithful,
Wherd'er your true hearts burn, -
Where'er your ot are portioned,
Oone way all eyes do turn,

O waiting Church Expectant,
O Church, contending hero;

Ye both are upward garing,
One sight to both is dear,

To you ‘tis s thedawning,
Who calmly watch on high ;
To us, & space of glory,
Rent through a olond spread eky.

O life, for which we battle,
Q life for which they bide,
How blest to breathe thy fulness,
With them 8o dear beside,

With nearer, fuller vision,
Th' All- Glorious to adors,
Bevond this unsufficing
To live forevermore,
— Parish Visitor, N. Y.

A PRAYER,

Wilt thon not visit me ?

The plant beside me feels Thy gontle dew ;
Each blade of grass I cee :

From Thy deep earth its quickening moisture

~ drew.

Wilt Thou not viait me ?

The morning oalls on me with cheering tone,
And every hill and tree ‘

Has but one voice, the voice of Theo alone,

Come! for I need Thy Love
More than the flower the dew, or grass the
rain ;
Come, like 'jfhy holy Dove,
And, swift desconding bid me live sgain,

Yoa! Thou wilt visit me;
Nor pl;mt nor treo Thine eyes delights so
well,
As when, from sin set free,
" Mau'’s spirit comes with Thine in peace to
dwell.
— Jones Very in Parish Visitor, N, Y.

4 BEN, THE GORDON BOY.

The Gordon Boys' Home is ihe National

. Momorial to General Gordon, and is situated at
West End, Chobham, near Working, about
three miles from Brookwood station on the 8.
W.R. Itowes ita origin to a suggestion once
made by Goneral Gordon himaelf, and is in.
{ended for friendless and destitute boys between
the sges cf fourteen and sixteen. The boys
reoeive a thorough and general education, and
aro osrefully instructed in various trades so

cording to their individual tastes, The ohoice
of & career, whether naval, military, or oivil, is
lelt entirely to the boys; the object of the
commitiee being simply to quulity them to
become good oitizens and tofollow tho example
of the hero Gordon,

Crartar I,—Ban's Mormer,

'‘So ycu've igrned nurse, Ben, have you?
Wby don't yer leave the littl'un to the mother.
I'd nover stand sbout & holding of a little brat
like that, no, not for nobedy.’ ,

The speaker was a pale faced, sharp featnred
boy of jourteem, Ned Wiilett by name. The
keen wind blew through his threadbare jacket,
and his bands blue with cold, were thrust into
his trousers pockets, His voice had & ring of
eatire, and probably be mesnt the words to
stirg, as sting they did, though Ben would

have died rather than let Ned know that they'

touched him in the lesst.

Ben, was also abont fourteen, scarcely go tall
86 Ned, but with 4 equare built frame and 8
ronnd chubby face, whioh did not tell the story
of hunger go plainly as Ned's. On that score
the boys were quits, for thoy both knew well
what hunger meant, and rarely sat downtoa
meal that could by any means ba oalled satis-
fying.

Just as Ned spoke a sound had issued from
the bundle that Ben oarried, One counld only
guess that it was a baby, for it wasrolled vp in
& big shawl, and might have been & mummy
for all that could be seen of it. Ber beard the
gound, and knew it told of pain, and he knew
too that the baby was hungry like himself. He
might have been a well trained nuree, by the
way in which he gently rocked the baby to and
fro. Ifonly she would go to sleep sgain, and
forget the puin and hunger & little longer.

‘T say, Ben, can’t yer lgave the bratand come
slong o' me? said Ned, ina more pleasant
voice,

“Why, what are youup to?'

- "Up to? why, trying to get somsthing to eat,
Mayhe you've had & good breakfast.’
“Well, where are you going to ?'

‘Unph, yer wants to kmow, do yer ?'said
Ned, with a laugh. ‘I’'ve heard of a lady as
gives away tickets for that new Coffee House
down the Somerset road, and I'm going to see
if she'll give me one. I thomght perhaps yon'd
’ave gone too, and g0 you might it it wasn't for
the brat. I s'pose your mother's gone to work,
as you've got to mind it?'

The last words were added with a laugh,
which told plain enough that Ned knew better
than that. Ben could hardly help the sting
heing seen this time, 80 he turned to go indoors
to bide the crimsen flush that bad mounted to
his oheeks,

‘Then you won't como ' oalled Ned, as he
saw him disappear,

But Ber vouchsafed no snawer, and so Ned
wept oo his way, singing 8 light sopg as he
went, a8 if there were no pain, no hunger, or
at least a8 if he had nothing to do with it.

It secmed strange thst Ben had not sought
the ehelter of the houge before, A ecold north-
east wind was driving down the street, so that
mothers with warm cosy purseries bad kept
their littlo ones at home, Within half & mile
of where Ben stood, there were many hsppy
nurseries where merry echildren’s voices oounld
be heard, but for the most part they thought
little of h'm or the baby that seemed so pre-
oious to him, But once inside, no ope would
wonder that Ben thought even the sholter of a
doorway was better than what he oalled ‘home.’
No bright fire burnt in the grate, no kettle gave
forth its cheery eound ; and on & chair in tho
corper of the room sata woman sleeping the
sleep of the drunkard. It was not difficalt to
ree where Bon had come by his well ronnded
limbs, for the womar that lay there was his
mother, & woman in the prime of life, one that
might bave beenan ornamoent to any poor man's
home. Two or three small children played
with a headless doll in snother corner of the
room, but now and sgain they lifted up fright-
ened glances at thoir mother, ratisfied if they
oould sce that she was still asleep.

In another reom st the back of the house
lay the father, strotoched vpon & miserable bed,
also deep in & drunkard’s sleep, while (lose
beside him stood his workman’s tcols, unused
to-day, as their owner could not wield them
with hie unsteady hand,

The New Year has just come in. It was only
two daya old. Not & very hopeful beginning
for Ben's parents, ard yet the words had heen
upon their 1ips, ‘A Hsppy New Year,” words
that to them seemed ¢niy mookery.

Things were nit always quite so black in
Ben's home ss they were on this 20d Junuary,

185—: Berjamin Collics, the elder, had been

asoldier, and at one time had heon 83 smart
and fine looking & young fellow &8s anyoue
would wish to see. He had served his time
and then retired to be the happy revipient of
gmsll pension.

Bat what might have been such a blessing, in
Ben's case, became & ocurse, and each quarter,
ad the small sum became dne, saw him and his
wife drifting lowor and lower. All the chil-
dren exsept baby Nell had learnt to dread
‘pepeion day.’ Their friends were always
specinlly friendly as peusion day drew near,
and Ben found himself ‘treated’ in an unusual
manner on the last day of the old year, Then
when the New Year dawned, and Ban was seen
approaching the postoffice with hia wife, it was
only nataral that these kind friends shoald
rally round him, aud what couvld he do less
than ‘trest’ them in return? And so pension
day, instead of being & red le'ter day in poor
Ben's calendar, became & very black letter day
indoed, and things seemed to be blacker now
than they had been before.

Of course Ned Willett knew that Ben's
mother had spent the greater part of the pre.
vious day at the ‘Hunters’ Arms,’ and when at
last she was turned out at olosing time with her
baby in her arms, she had dropped her precions
barden, and other hands than hers had picked
it op. The baby had pnt up a piteoas wail,
which Ben had recognizid, for he wainot fur
away, and it was the boy'a strong arms thal at
last bad hushed the littlesufferer to sleap,

A few minates after Bon had tarned away
from Ned Whllet a girl entored the house. Sae
was evidently the next child in sge Lo Bon,
Like him, she was strongly built, but with s
{ace that lacked his candor.

‘Thisis all I could get,' she said, turning ont
the contents of her apron; ‘Oid Sarah was
stingy this morning, and said she could give
me nothing bat these pieces, and they're us
bard s brickbats.’

‘Never mind,’ eaid Bon quickly, ‘I'll ran and
ask Mrs, Baker to give us some hot water, then
we'll soak vhem. Here, Buss, take the baby.’

Ho handed the baby carefully to his sister as
he spoke, and before long he roturned wiltha
jug of bot water. The children by this time
had left their headless doll, snd were olamoring
for the scanty food, bnt Ben took care that the
buby should be first oared for. The first fow
monthfuls were eaten ravenously, but no cosx-
ing on Ben's purt could induce the little one to
ke more, Then the food was carefolly divid-
ed botween the other ehildren, none of them
upparently noticing that Ben did not claim his
share. )

They had soarcely finished when a noise was
heard in the passago, and a tsll, stont woman
appeared st the door, Her loud voioce had the
effect of romsing the sleeping mother, and
rubbing her eyes, she sat up and looked around
hec. The children’s voices sank at omnoe, and
oboying .8 nod from their older sister, they
wisely trooped out of the room, leaving their
mother sud her friecd to-make tresh arrange-
mouts for a day’s outing,

The kindly neighbor, Mrs, Biker, who lived
in the adjoining house, eaw tke crestfulien look:
upen the little faces as she stood talking to the
grocer on the atep, and her quick motherly
heart noticed the heavy breathing of the poor
baby, and well knew how things stood in the
house.

‘Are you going to take the baby out, Bess,
this cold, cold morning ? she said kindly.

Yes, Mrs, Buaker; 1've wrapped the shawl
tight aroand her.'

*Suppoze you »ring her in here for a bit, It's
not mach fire as I can get, but you may as weil
bave the comfort of it a8 well as I this cold
moroing.’ '

So Ben had the satisfaction of seeing baby
Nell taken to warmer quarters, and at last
found himself free to go his own way.

(Zo be continued.)



