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"TELL MOTHER IT'S BROTHER
WILL."?

At a Moody and Murphy meeting at
Farwell Hall, Major Hilton, of New York,
beiug pre8ent, was calIed "out by Mr.
Mýoody, and made a particularly impree-
sive addrs.ý Anîong ether tli[nge he gave
t'ho following inicident which eccurred not
1 ong since (,n the Seottiehi coaet while lie
was there:
1. J uiet at break«,of day <f, a chilly ,niorn-
ing the people of a littie baînlet on ibe3
conet were awakcned by the buoning of a
cQnnen over iLhe etormy wave8. The
knew wbat it nicaut, for frequently they
lind hoeurd before the eane signal of
-dietrese. Soine poor seule were out bu-
yond the breakers, perishing on a wreckcd
veesel, and in their'laet, extreniity calling
iwildIy for lbunan lielp. The people liae-
tezîced frgni their bouses te the ehore.
Yes, out tlîeîe iii the distance wFe a die-
iuantled vessel pounding iteelf to pieces,
ivitli perislîing fello'w boinge cliinging te
the rigging, evcry now and then soie e118
cf thin ewept off by the fuxtious ivaves in-
to the sea. The life.saving creîv was esour
gatlw.red.

"Mati the life-hoat!" cried the men.
"'Where is Hardy(<"
But the fereiinaxi et the crew was net

theru, and tbe danger was immxinent. Aid
uiuat ho iniediate, '%r all vua lost. The,
niext iii comnnîand sprang into tie! frail
boat, followed by thé re8t, ail takiug their
lives in their bande in the hope of saviixg
others. Oh! hew those on the shxore
watchied their brave, leved cnes as tbey
daslicd on, iiow ci-er, now almeet un è.er
the wavee! .s.lThey reaulied tho wreck.
Like angels of deliverance tbey filled their
craft with almnost dying men-nien lest but
for tixeni. Back'again they txiled, pull-
iiig for the shore, bearing their precione
freiolxt. The firat insui te help tbem land
-%vas Hardy, whose werds rang above the
roar of the breakers, "Are ail bere? Did
you save thexu alli"

WVith Qaddenîed faces the reply came:
"-Ail but onIe. lie cû;uldn't,ý bel1> blînseif.
We liad ail we could carry. ýJWe *couldn't,
a3ave the ast eue."

"Mani tIîtt life-beat ',igaiii!" ebcuted
Bard'y. "l wvill <0o. What! leave one there
to (lie alorte! A fellow creature the£re, and
%vo on shore' Man,.the if e-bout now! 'Ne'll
save inii yet. "*

But who ivas this aged womau îvith

worn gàrnients and dieheveled, bair, wh.>
with agonized entrcaty fell upen hier kne.
heaide thib brave, strong nint was bis
mothert

"O' my ion! Your fat*ber wae drewned.
ini a storin like this. Y*our brothet Will
left nie eighit years ago and I've never seen.,
hie face since the day ho Pailed. You will
bo lest, and I ain old and pueor. Oh stay,
witlî ne!"

"Methor," cried the man, "1where on&
je in peril, tbere's îny place. If I ain lest,
God will surely cure fur you."

The plea of earne8t faith prevailed.
With a "G.,d bless you, my boy!" 8he re-
leaeed himi and poedud hini on bis way.

Once more they %vatched and prayed and
waited-thoee on the ehore-wlîile every
muecle was etrained toward the faut sink-
ing Bhip, by tiiose iii the life-saving boat-

It reached -the vesel. The clinging
figure wae lifted and helped to it place,
\where, etreng; bande touk it in charge.
Back camne the boat. How eagerly thoy
looked and called in encouragement, theik
cheered as it camne nearer.

"Phd you get luinîï" was the cry fronm
the shore.

Lifting hie baud to hie mouth te, truni-
pet the worde ('n inl advance of landing,
Hardy called back:-"Tell mot her it is bro-
iher WVill"-IThe .Advance.

OOMPREHENDING OURSELVES.
Let us conipreb'cnd our own.nature, our-

selves and our destiniee. God is our reàt,.
the onily one thlat eau quench the fever of-
our desire. \Vben mnen quit that, sio that;
"the love of the Father ie net in theju,"
then they muet preforce turn, aside; the
nobler beaut to break with dispoint-
ment; the meaner heart to love the world
inetead, and sate arnd satisfy itseif as hest
it mtay, on thinge that perisli iu the ueing.
llerein lies the secrut of our beiing, in thtu
w0rld of the afictione. This eéxplainis-
why our nebleet feelings lie so close to, our
baseet; wby the noblest s0 easily inetamor-
phese thexaselves into the baseet. The
hiearb whichi was made large enough for
God wastee iteîf upon the world.-*.F. W.
Robe rtson.

John B. Gough by hie eloquence won
thousands froin eju and despair to holy
liv'es; but if a ipeor ebeemnaker hiad nob
Wou Goùugb from intemperauce, bis elo-
Ejuence wvould nover bave been heard.-A.


