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tors of tho wishes uf tho brethion assembled for the '
above named purp- ses.

Wo aro glad to record that these meetings are
growing in interest and becoming o manifest power
for good. That there is aow presented to every
brother and sister, yes, even to those far removed
from the privileges  God's house, a chance to en-
gago in tho glorious work of cun'ributing to tho
support of those omployed in the Missivn field;
and should tho question bo asked: Does any mem-
ber of the Board receive pay for services thus ron-
dered, the answor is, Nut one cent.

In our next issue, will appear, what has up to
this time been crowded out, a fow notns of tho (rip
among tho churches and brethren in Nova Scotia.

c.

THE TFAMILY.

NEW YEAR WISIIES.

BY FRANCES RIDLEY IIAVERGAL.

What shall T wish thee ?
Treasures of earth ?

Songs in the springtime ?
Pieasure or mirth?

TFlowers on thy pathway,

* Skies cver clear ?

‘Would this ensure thee
A Huppy New Year?

‘What shall T wish thee?
What can be found
Bringing the sunshine
All the year vound ?
Where is the treasnve,
Lasting and dear,
That shall ensure thee
A Happy New Year?

Faith that increaseth,
Walking in light ;
Hope that aboundeth,
Happy and bright;
Love that is perfect,
Casting out fear—
These shall ensure thee
A Happy New Year,

Peace in the Savior,
Rest at his feet ;
Smile of his countenance
Rudiant nnd sweet ;
Joy in his presence,
Christ ever near—
These will ensure theo
A Happy New Year

“TATE, AGOIN' BY.

“ Why, here’s Tate!” observed old Farwell
from the tavern platform. His remark sorved
a double purpose—it accosted Tate Sykes, and
also let the other frequenters know of his ap-
proach. He added, with the peculiar inflection
of maudlin sympathy, “ How do you find your-
self, after yesterday 9

«Middlin' well,” said Tato, gravely; but
walking on,

“Why, look a-here, yo ain’t agoin’ by, te ye?
Why, boys, kere's Tate agoin’ by I’

Farwell’s tone had chanced from sentiment to
intense astonishment, as ifit couldn’t-be that
Tate was passing theiv mutaal haunt. Tate
Sykes, whoso nostrils loved the scent cf liquor
that floated throush the open door, and who
always twned in for one glass. It oftener be-
came 1move,

But two days before, a sad-eyed, tattercd
woman burst in upon their revels, her fuce full
of agony.

% Where’s my man? Where’s Tato Sykes?”

Then impetaticely, “ Cowo Lome, Tate.  Dess
wants you. She’s dying.”

Tute had some manhood left, for he set his
glass down with o groan, and followed his wifo
out, barve-headed, in an unwonted stillness,

That was the last they saw of Tate ab the tav-
orn until then, and he was going by, TFavrwell
felt that it was unnaturnl, What had goue
wrong? Farwell scratched s shghtly muddied
head for tho clew, and then slupped his knee
emphatienlly when he thought ho tound it.

“ Hold on, Tate. DMebbe you thought we'd
ought to been there, us boys, bein’ as we wasg
old friends?”

Tate stopped, but did not veply. IIis hands
were clenched, and a great strnggle was written
on hig face, Mo locked like one veady for con-
flict, and he was ; not, however, with the poor
deluded men he had drank with, but with the
powers of darkness, Farwell broko the awk-
ward silence,

“« Wo felt for yo, Tute. If we’d bad the money
we’d done the handsome thing with flowers
and sich, T wouldn®t begrudged comin’ down
with & hack’n span o'horses; fuct, Tato; but 1
hadn't the necdful ; you know that, old boy.
There ain't o wan in tho country 1'd help out
sooner, but I couldn't. You hadn’t orter lay it
up ngaiu ug, Tate.”

« Boys,” snid Tate loarsely, with frequent
pauses to conquer emotion, I didn’t--exjpect

ye—to folly my little gal—to-—to tho grave;

and yer posies would—a boen—too late. Ye
see, it had bheen—snll thorns for hex—alluz—
them her futher planted.”

A deep sob swelled his Lrawny chest. He
sank upon the low platform, leaned his head
against o decaying pular, and wept like a child,

The  boys ” wero silent. Qld Farwell laid
his pipe aside, and roso with {ho majesty of a
purjrose.

+ There, there, Tate, don’t ye take on so, man.
She’s gone, an’ partin’s hard ; but we can’s call
her buck, Come in and have a drop o’ some-
thing. It'll tone ye up. Come, all, L'll stand
treat.”

They started ecagerly towards the bar-room,
except Tate. There was fierco longing in bis
bloodshot eyes, and every breath he drew of the
fmpregnated air increased his thivst ; but, to the
swprise of all, Tate Sykes declined the driuk,
even implored Farwell not to urge him,

Farwell paused, angily; the faces of the
others durkened, also. Their murmurs would
have been less gentle, only they remembeved
that Tate’s ckill was dead, and most of these
men, alas ! wero fathers, too. They meant some
time to turn about, but their good resolutions
decayed with the old tavern. By and by they
would drvop iuto drunkard’s graves, their souls
going—where? N

“Don't never ask mo to drink !’ cried Tate,
“for I can’t! Don’t ever call mein here again,
for if I do, 1’11 shoot myself. I would n’t be fit
to live if I forgot the vows I made by that little
grave. Sit down a bit; 1’ tell ye how I came
to this.”

Then Tato began in a strange, hoarse voico :

“ Yo all know why Meg come after me that
night. She said Bess was dyin’. I thought
she had-—left us—when I got home, she was so
white and still. ¢She wanted you, Tate,’ enys
Meg. ¢She conldn’t be casy ’th out ye. She
telled me to go fetch father; she’d wait. Oh,
Tate, how I ran, and now it’s too late! She's
gone ; without her dying wish ! 3Meg cri-1
softly, whisperin® this bit by bit, betwixt tho
tears. I can’t tell yo what I felt, boys, settin’
there be<ide my leetle gal. Theie wu'n’e noth-
ing comfortable for such as the, in that poor
room, ‘It goes without snyin’ there could 1’c be,
and me spendin’ what 1 did heve,

“ Well, boys, whilst I was lookin® at her, all
of a suddent, the co'or flashed into her sweet
face, and them denr” (Tate’s voice shook) ¢ duil-
ing eyes flied open—but not to see me, boys ;
they looked straight for'ard, beyant and up'urds,

and savs she, startled like, ¢T can’t go aloue—
iv's dark—go part way with me. father.dear '

Tato groancd as ho had the night ho was sum-
moned from the bar-room, When he could speak,
ho said : s

¢ Them was her Jast words. She give a groat
sigh, and left us. There wa'n’t no backin’ out
tor her, boys, even if her father could n’t go part
way with cheerir’ words, an’ seriptur, She fad
to go alone in the dark, my poor lestle gal. Tt
come over mo then, what I was and what X
might a ben, There’s ono other left me ; please
God, Il go part o’ the way with her.

Tuto had avisen. He stood orect as e uttered
his vow, in a clear, distinct voice that reached
even the man behind the bar. The fierco appe-
tito had gone from Tuto’s eyes, they glowed with
liis new born purpose. None of his old com-
rades dutaived him as he turned and left the
old tavern forever,.—New York Observer.

TIUE GULF-STREAM LIGIT-VESSEL ON
THE GOODWIN SANDS.

The calin of the Floating Light on the Good-
win Sands was marvellously neat and clean.
Everything was put away in its proper place,
not only as the result of order and discipline,
but on account of the extreme smallness of the
cabin. Mr. R. M. Ballantyne, the author of
«The Flonting Light on the Goodwin Sauds,”
depicts » scene on board during o night of storms
when o wreck and unexpected rescue took
place :—

« A little before midnight, while I was
volling uneasily in my ¢bunk,’ contending
with sleep and scu-sickness, uand moralising
on ihe madiess of those who choose ¢thesen’,
for o profession, I was roused—and sickuess
instantly cured—Dby the watch on deck sud-
denly shouting down the hatch-way to the
mate, ¢ South Saud Head light is firing, sir, -
and sending up rockets.” ‘The mate sprang
from his ¢ bunk,” and wason the cabin floor
before the sentence was well finished. I fol-
lowed suit, and pulled on coat, nether gar-
‘ments, and shoes, 88 if my lifo depended on
my own speed. There was unusual need,
for clothing, for the night was bitterly cold.,
On gaining the deck, we found the two nien
on duty actively at work—tho one loading
the lee gun, the other adjusting a rocket to
its stick. A few hurried questions from the
mate clicited all thgt it was needful to know.

«The flash of the gun from the ‘South
Sand Head? light-ship, about six miles off,
had been distinctly seen a third time, and a
third rocket went up, indicating that a vessel
had struck upon the fatal Goodwin Sands.
‘Che report of the gun_could not be heard,
owing to the gale carrying the sound to lee-
ward, bat the bright line of the rocket was
distinctly visible. ~ At tho same moment the
glaring light of a burning tar-barrel was ob-
served. It was the signal of the vessel in
distress, just on thesouthern tail of the sands.

¢ By this time the gun was charged, and
the rocket in positi~n,

¢« QOne of the crew dived down the compan-
ion-hatch, and in another moment returned
with a red-kot poker, which the mate had
thrust into the cabin fire at the first alarm,
He applied it in quick succession’ to the gun
and rocket. A blinding flash and deafening
crash weroe followed by the whiz of the rocket,
as it sprang with a magnificent curve far away
into tho surrounding darkness.

«<T'his was their answer to the Sonth Sand

attention of the Gull, then ceased fiving, 1t
was also their first noto of warnin
look-out on tho pier of Ramsgato Harbour.
Of the three light-ships thut” guarded tho
sands, tho Guill lay nearcst to Rumsgite 3

heace, whichover of tho other two happened

Head light, which, having fired three gung -
and sent up threc rockets to uttract thé:

X

to the .



