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FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
TEHE HAND OF FAITH.

By A. C.

Faith, is the band upheld
Emptied of worldly grasp;

God'a is the Hand that gives,
Yiélding His strength ta clasp.

Hope, is the band that wa:tS,
Knowing that God will fill,

Sure that His time is best,
Ready ta wait His will.

Trust, is thé band that heurs,
Counting as gain ail asa,

Marked with the strokes of pain,
Holding, through al, ita cross.

Love, is the the band that clings,
Casting on God ail cure,

Giviag ta Hlm its lifo,
Longiug Ria Life ta @hara.

Peace, je the band that resta
Fast in God's band of love

Steady in joy or pain,
Bld by the Strength above,

Joy, is the hand full-filled,
Fre from earth's cure sud strifé,

Bearing the victor's palm,
Led by the Lord of Life.

-Family Churchman.

BEN, ThE GORDON BOY.
(Cntinued.)

CEAPTR II.--Nn GITS INTo TaouBL!.

Ben lcoked up and do'wn the street as if
looking for somebody, then seemed ta make up
his mind, and set off in the direction of the
'Hunter'e Arma.' Be was mot surprised ta sec
hie faiher stsndirg culside, apparently the
centre of a group of men, Be had heard him
go out while thé childien were eating their
frugal breakfast, and it was not difficult ta tell
whither ha was goirg. But Ben was évidently
rot thinking of him, in tact ha took no notice
of him, but walktd briEhly cu. Tuxning down
the next rcud, Le ncarly ran up against Ned.
If be had ret bn so dreadfully hungry, ha
would have becn too proud ta ask him any.
thing about his succeas as ta the new ecfee.
bouse, but En vas hurgiy to a degrea.

'Well, Ned, any luck ? te sked.
'Not much,' said Ned. 'The lady was gone

cui, but e'e going o try amother day. They
ayas she lkca boys, so maybe we'Jl stand a

chance. Isn't it cold though? I am just about
Perished.'

'Don't I wish it would come down a good
deep snowsteim, we'd seon get somé monay
,with our ehovels aLd bicorne. I ws in rare
luch last year Whan thé snow came, the best of
it as, just as people thought it was ail over it
began again. I (ly wish it would snow
now.'

Bon lookcd up ut the ky as hé spoke, but
bitterly cold es it was, thora were no signa of
the longed-for suow.

'I shall try somé ether sort of business seon
if this sort of thing keeps on,' said Ned, with a
knowirg nod.

'Y bat do yer mean ?' asked Ben.
'You'd like to know, I dure say,' said Ned,

giving Ben'a face a scarching look. 'Tom
Héudley's up to a trick or two, I est tell
Yom.'

Then ho stoppcd short, perbaps something il)
fBen'e xouud bonest face made him eel ho was
scarcely thie oue to x etie bis confidence. Just
then a eeble voice was heard calling to them,
and, locking round, Ben eaw old Mrs. Carter
leaning on ber atick as khe stood ut ber door.

'Isn't your name Bon Collins?' she asked.
'Yes, ms'am,' answered Ban, brightly.
'I think yen once went au errand for me. I

wish yen would go up ta the post-office for me
now, I can't go myself in this bitter cold
wind.'

'lI go ma'am, and glad ; I'va nothing ta
do.'

'What a pity,' said Mrs. Carter, looking ut
him from top ta to, 'a good strong lad Like you
ought ta be at work.'

'And se I would if I'd only got it,' said poor
Bain.

'Well, I hope you're not idle, that's ail. Sane
a' yeu lads like play beet. Well, now I'm
going ta trust yen with half a crown. I want
you te get a postal order, for I've nobody ta
get it for me. I want te send te my poor boy.
Who is lyirg ill at the Seamen's Hospital. I
wouldn't bave him thinking his old mother had
forgotten him. It's his birthday, poor lad, ta-
morrow ; dear me, it seems but the other day
that hé was a little lad like you. Now, thare's
the balf crown, and a penny for the stamp.
Come back quick, my boy, and L'il thank
you.'

Ben had been ta the post ofe aud was baek
again in double quick tirne, and old Mrs. Carter
waus so pleased with bis promptness that she
invited him in ta ta ke a cup of bot coffée, as
wellasgiving him a penny for his trouble. It
did net take him long te decide how ta expend
bis penny. Go!ng into the first baker's that he
came te hé asked for a penny loaf, then ran
gladly towards home. Finding Biby Nell was
fast asleep, ha let the loaf witb his sister, tell-
ing her ta be sure and see after the baby and
then went on bis way,

Except for the many pange of hunger, Bén
rather liked his lifé. It was a lifeof almost
absolute freedom, his parents, aven on their
eober days, taking little heed of the boy ; so
that he was free ta come sud go as ha liked un-
questioued. He was always glad ta aarn a
penny when it came in his way, and more than
once hé tried ta get work. He now walked off
towards the open field, making his way over a
five barred gate towards a clump of large tres.
This was by no means the first time ho had
visited them, and hé knew that after a high
waid he' would have no diffilclty iu picking up
a gcod bundle of sticks that would make a
welcome fire for the children later in the day,
Nor was hé disappointed, No one had been
before him, and his strong arma soon held us
much as hé could carry.

The village of Rengate is one of the suburbs
on the northern side of London which is singu.
larly behind tue aga. The tide of population
has turned its steps eastwarde, westwards and
southwaxds, but the north i stili picturesque
and rural. Somae of the inhabitants of Bon s
village had a strong desire te keep up its rural
character, and for many years even opposed
the lighting Of the roLdui, so that Rangate had
been still in darkness whie surrounding places
had long ago had their asphalted paths and
gas lighted roads. But at last these rural
loving people had been obliged ta give in, and
lamp posta had beau erected ut suitable distances
Whether the boys cf Rengate shared this love
of rural simpliciy cannot be told, but certain
it is that the lamp poste came in for an unusual
ahare of their mibchief. Day after day fresh
glasses were broken, nobody knew by whom,
trying the patience of the rural police to un
unusual extent.

As Ben, with his bundle of sticks, was walk-
ing along a narrow footpath that lad ta the
village, hé huard the crash Of falling glass, and
in another minute found himelif collared by a
policeman.

·Sa I'va got you ut last,' the constable said,
giving àim a threatenirg esa., 'after ail the
trouble you've given us, it will do you no hurm
ta be locked up for a bit.'

Poor Ben was not a little startled, basides ha
had a fiery spiri which resented the wrongful

accusation, and for a moment hé tried ta ahake
himself fre. But the constable was too much
for him, and hé was obliged ta content hiuseif
with assurances that he was doing no harm,
and had only been ta yan field ta gather a few
sticks.

The pathway soon led out into the villag e
road, but bufare the two reached the end they
could heur voices in altercation, and in another
minute they came in siglit of another constable
surronnded by a group of boys. One of the
number hé was holding fast, and B3u quickly
saw that it was Ned.

I've caught my young gentleman in the very
act,' said the second constable. 'I'd seau thé m
a grooping along, and knew they wera up ta no
good, and I was this palefaced follow that do
liberately took ap a atone and and aimed ut the
lamp post. What do yer think of that for
wantonly injuring other foliks' propsrty?
You'll have ta psy nicely for this, I eau tell
yeu.

Bon had fait the constable's hold of his collar
graduahlly slackening.

'I tell'd yer as it wasn't me,' ho said, hotly.
'It was as like ta be yon ai auny of the m,

retorted the conatable.-'YoU'd better b c.re--
ful, and see as it isn't yen next time ; you're a
bad lot, ail of yer. It's a pity as the state can't
ship yer all off to'Meriky orsomewhere. You're
just a set of ycuag thieves, all the lot of you.'

Having coma ta the end of this speech, by
which the constable relieved himself from ha
feeling Of humiliation ut haviag arrested the
wrong boy, he quite relinquished his hold of
Ban ; and Ned was summnrily marched off ta
the police station. The other boys, standing
whispering togather, congratalated themaelves
that Ned had happened ta be the stone thrower
on this unluoky occasion, and wondering what
would be done with him.

Bn did not trouble himself much about
then, but proceeded ta make his way home
with his bundie.

Thare was a chorus of young voices as hé
appeared at the door, and a pattering of litt e
teet ta meet him

'Here's Ban, and what ajollybundleof sticks;
we'll soon have a fire now. D-n't Cry any
more, Nlt ; we'll be as warm as can be,' said
Boss cherily.

But thera seemed something more than usual
the matter with Baby Ne that day. I; was
pitifut to heur ber hoarse ory and the continuai
moan of pain.

'Has she been like this ail the morning?'
asked Bon, with an anxious look upon his
boy ish face.

'Yes, t can't do nothing with ber,' said Base
hopelesy ; 'and my arme does ache so.'

'Hère, let me have ber a bit,' and Ban took
the baby in bis etrong boy's arma, wherc somae.
how the little one seemed singularly content.

CaiA. II-BEN TURNS sP3alsMAN.
It was always a good thing for the children

when the last penny of pension money was
gone. It was wonderful to see how CollinD'
friends dropped their kind attentions when they
could get nothing more out of him. The baker
bud a kind heurt, and for the sake of the num-
ber Of hungry little montha would saometimes
allow them. a few louves on credit, but the pub-
lican did net give Collins and bis wifé snch a
hearty welcome row that their pockets were
empty.

He demanded ready-money, and it mattered
littie ta him whether the children were hungry
or net. aich man muet look ta his own, and
bis children ut any rate muat be fed and clothed
on the beat. So by the next day Mre. Collins
was te be found ut home again, dragging about
with the poor baby in her arme, complaining
te ber neighbors that she never saw such a
child, she always seemed ta bc takiug cold.
Gradually she would com round te something
of her better self, for as God had made ber ohé
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