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R i of commorco—in Ko eullod from
B . 1+ moad curved lino of connected
B qpots proceeding from each nhouldor
& and weeting
8 tal, and fonning
R liko an ancient harp.  The old hwp

on the huock ubove the
figure somotling

goals alono have this fguring, and not

B till their second year,

The hood seal is mnch larger than

the harp, Tho malo, called by the

B hunters *the dog-hood,” is distinguished

from tho female by a singular hood or
of flesh on his nose, When
attacked or alarmed ko inflates this
{ Lood 50 a8 to cover the faco and oyes,
and it is strong enongh to resist seal
ghot. It is impossible to kill one of
theso creatures whon hig sensitive noge
is thus protected, even with a sealing.
gnn, 6o long as his head or his tail is
toward you; and the only way is by
shooting him on the side of the head,
and & little behind it, so as to strike
hira in tho neck or the basoof the
sieull,

Seals are very intelligent, and may
 bo domesticated, as in the example ¢n
page 4.

At a time when all other northern
countries are idle and locked in icy
k fotters, hore is an industry that can be
plied by tho fishermen of Newfound-
Jand, and by which in a couple of
months a million (and at times =
8 million and a half) of dollars aro won,
i It is ovor carly in May, so that it does
 not interfore with tho summer cod-
fishery nor with the cultivation of the
i woil.  This, of course, greatly enhances
its value,

& Tho seal-fishery, writes tho Rev.
f Mr. Percival, furnishes us with not a
fow illustrations of that firm adhesion
to Christian principle which it is im-
possible for oven the worldly to gaze
upon without rapt admiration, Many
of theso stalwart and grim-looking
“swilers” have in our churches sat at
the blessed feet of the * Maater,” and
lgamt lessons from Him, These Chris-
tian principles are ofton severely tested.

Ny
| Yor instance, I know of a caso when &

Christian captain was out at tho ice
after seals, On a bright and besutiful
Sabbath morning he struck ome of
theso Bl Dorados; hundreds of thou-

| sands of seals surrounded bis ship.

Nhor crows about him were busily
engaged in taking them, and his men

| woro impatient also to begin the work
) of death, Beforo the close of the day
| ho might have lnaded his ship with
| some 360,000 worth of seals, but he
| ¥as firm to his Ohristian principles,
| and not one seal was taken by him or

any of his erew on the Sabbath-day.

| During tho following night & strong

breeze sprang up, and when Monday

|| morning dawned there was not & seal
H to be seen anywhere.

. That same cap-
tain roturned to port with eighty seals,
and yet, the brave man said, * I would
do the same thing again next year,
8ir!”  Suoh illustrations of moral
| heroism the ice-fields oft presont, and
| overy cae of them is a sermon of
| $reator eloquence and power thau ever
camo from the lips of John the golden-
mouthed,

Tnx New Hampshire Logislature,
which two years ago passed an Act
providing for instruction in tho schools
on the effects of alcohol and narcotics,
bas at its prosont scssion, mow just
closing, pessed a law prohibiting the
sale of cigarettes or tobacco in any

8ge, imposing a fino of $20 for each
violation,

form to persors under sixteen , ears of

The Dond Fireman.

In the grey of dawan, with ramblo und roar,

A‘r arud tha curve the eapress train tore,

Thro’ the gleom of the gaio its headlight

. burned,

ill the seeming shade of tho station turned

To o mass ot {imber, looming black,

As it broke the Hnoe of the glistoning track.

Ou!r n momoit of doubt and fear -

! Cling for year life,” erled the englnecr

I:o the fireman true, as ho sprang to take °*

Tho lever which governcd the eafuey brake,

One grasp §r ‘mfot{, o grip for lifo:

'O‘no longing thou, nt of his home and wifo,

Then with erash and stagger tho engine sped

l" rom the cumbered track to the bank ahead,

Furrowed its course through the frozen

round

And plunged from the brick with a fatal

bound,

Undor tho wreck that the engine made

Tho shattered form of a hero laid.

"T'was Firoman Blake ; a higher power

Saved tho engincer in that fatal hour,

While tho shadow of death above them
thrown,

Darkened and foll on bis friend alone,

Only a word from his white lips fell,

As thoy ralsed him up 3 'twas not to tell

Of his own distress ; no wish to stat2,

Only to know of his comrade’s fate,

¢« Phillips is saved,” and a faint again

Shiclded the mind from the body’s pain,

To rouse onco moro ore tho death damp came

And eall for the wife that bore his name.

Thon tho shadow passed—with the dawning

day
The fireman’s soul had the, **right of way.”

Tho ago of heroes is never past,

Who cling to their duty until the last,

“Pheir blackened hands hold tho safoty brake

While tho{ gave thoir lives for othors’ sake.

With no thought of self their last of life

In an anxious care for friend and wife.

Oh, wwifo who wailest above tho dead !

Oh, weeping mother with bended head !

Oh, engineer to that comrade true:

Who took tho plunge of death with you!

In the loved and dead beforo you laid,

Was tho stuff of which heroes' souls are
made.

No leader leaving a titled namo,

On atatued marbie that tells his fame,

Met o noblor death with his victor host

Than Fireman Blake, who stayed at his post,

The Trail of the Berpent.

« QAN & mother forget, ete.1” Yes!
The infornal drink can rob a mother of
oven the most deeply-rooted instincts
of her nature, until she exhibits a
heartlessness and cruelty such ag are
nover found among the savage brutes
that live by carnage and proy. In
another column will be found a fearful
tale of the sufferings brought by a
drunken womsan upon & helpless babe,
Think of the blue-oyed baby-boy, only
fifteen months old, with fractured limbs,
crushed face, and body covered with
torturing sores, even marked with the
evidences of cruel blows, lying un-
tended, almost too weak to moan, while
those who should feed and cherish him
gpend time and money on DRINK.
Yurn from the heart-breaking picture
and read how from the brewery, owned
largely by Toronto's late mayor, comes
the liquor to be distributed among the
men on our public works, and then
turn to our police courb records and
read how our magistrate investigates
twenty-six cages of drunkenness in an
single day. See our rich men growiug
rioher and prouder and fatter, and our

oor men and poor womon and poor
children growing sicker and padder and
wesker, while those who ought to lend
them & helping hand axe luxuriating in
the afiluenco that has been purchased
hy the tears and sorrows and blood and
lives of guiltless bub drink-cursed wives
and little ones. .

Truly the “trail of the gorpent” is
in our midst, aud in Toronto, and all
over our land ¢ the strings hang loose.”

God grant that the recent victory that
has won over selfishness and

rum may be the inauguration of an era

our city

of decuy, that will ultimate in death,
for tho awiul disgrace and crime that
bas long been onr country’s greatest
ourio,—Canade Citizon,

e e e

Mother’'s Work.

Arr avening four

Littls forms in white ;
Pra:{ere 111 »aid,

And tho last good-night,
Tucking thom safe

In cach downy bed,
Silently sakin

G'er cach head,

That the dear Father
In heaven will keop
Safo all my darlings,
Awake or asleop,

Then I think the old adage true ever will

rove,
“It x1)15 casy to labor for those that we love.”
Ah me't dear mo ! I often say,
As I hang the tumble clothes away ;
And the tear drops start
While my hardened heart
Aches for tho mother across the way.
Whore, oh where are
Hor nestlings flown?
All, all are gone,
Save onc alone |
Foltled their garments
With tenderest caro,
Unsre&acd the pillow
And vacant the chair,
No ribbons to tie,
No face to wash,
No hair all awry;
No merry voices
To hush into rest;
God save them,
He took them,
And He knoweth best ;
But ah 1 the heart anguish ! the tears that

fall !
This mother’s work is the hardest of all !

Temperance Notos.

Tug citizens of Toronto were asketl
to say ab tho polls whether liquor skould
rule the city, and they answered with
a moat emphatic ¢“no” The liquor
dealers made common cause with the
worst olementa of the city, and the
people rose in their might and buried
the combination under a majority of
nearly two thousand ~ Mr. Macdonnell
and Mr, Milligan could scarcely get a
hearing at & meeting called to diecuss
the license question. The traftic would
be satisfied with nothing less than the
crushing of Mr. Howland. He was
not crushed to any great extent, The
abuse heaped upon ministers and others
over all this Province by two or three
paid agents of the traflic did more to
carry the Scott Act in many counties
than almost any agency we know of.
The conduct of some of the liquor men
in this city did quite as much to elect
Mr. Howland as his committeos, All
wo need to ripen public opinion for
prohibition is to give a certain class of
liquor dealers a chance to display
themselves.—Canada Presbyterian.

Tue Church of to-day, much more
the Church of the future, must take
to its heart the duty of combining
and massing its forces against that
gigantic atrocity of Ohristian oiviliza-
tion that mothers nine-tenths of the
woes and sorrows that blight and cuvse
our modern age, the traflic in intoxicants
which hides its deformity under forrs
of law. Are we reduced to the shame
of admitting that a civilization that
has grown up saround our altars is
mpotent to curo the evili How can
wo go to the heathen with this cancer
of worse than heathen infamy festering
in our own bosom$ Our Church from
the first has borno testimony against it,
but we must renew our protest with
louder and more solemn emphasis until
our land is rescued. If ever the pulpit

t wag a cauge which deserves to
unt.o phitanthiropy snd patriotism with
piety in restless endeavor, it is this,~-
Bishop Foster, of M. E. Clowreh, 1884,
Eviry day’s cxperience tendd mors
and moro to confirm me in the opinion
that the temperance cause Jies at the
foundation of all social and political
roform,—Richard Cobden,

Eveny benevolent instit: tion utters
the same complaint, A monater ob-
stacle is in our way., Strong drink——
by whatever name the demon is styled,
in whatever way it presonts itself—
this prevents our success, KRemove
this one obstacle, and our cause will be
onward, aud our labours will bo blessed.
—John Bright.

Wro hath woa? who hath sorrow !
who hath contentions? who hath bab-
bling? who hath wounds without causo
who hath redness of eyes?

They that tarry long at the wine:
they that go to seek mixed wine.

Look not thou upon the wine when
it is red, when it giveth his colour in
the cup, when it moveth itsolf avight.
At the last it biteth like a serpent,
and stingeth like an adder.—Bible.
‘WAt makes these slums (of London)
go horrible? I answer with certainty,
and with the confidence’® of',one who
knows—drink?....I tell the nation
with conviction founded on experience
that there will be no remedy until you
save these outcasts from the temptation
of drink. Leave the drink and you
might build them palaces in vain.
Leave the drink, and before the year is
over your palaces would be reeking
with dirt and squalor, with infamy and
crime.—Canon Farrar.

Whiskey Changed the Picture.

Tue other day we noticed him as he
came across the bridge, with his waggon
full of cotton, and chickens, snd eggs.
Ho found a ready market for his pro-
duce, and we thought how happy his
little ones would be when he returned
home in the evening with toys, and
dresses, and shoes, and food for the
morrow, and some clear money in hig
purse. We thought we could see his
wife standing in the doorway to give
him a cordial greeting on his return,
go desirous were wo that he should
make one contented and happy. We
could almost ses his cheerful face as he
returned to his family after a day's
absence, So we thought and returned
to our work, . . . Buteventide
came, and he passed by our window

again, He had nothing that we
thought he would have had. The
bed of his waggon was bare. No

little shoes, nor toys, nor dresses, nor
food for the morrow, nor money in
his purse, we dare say. The poor
man was drunk., He had changed,
or whiskey had changed him. This
changed our thoughts of his home.
We could see the children shrinking
from his approach, and the wife 80
careworn and sorrowful. She could
not meet him with the pleasant smile
with which she had hoped to greet
him, He was breaking his wife's
heart and preparing to make paupers
of his children.—Alabama Baptist.

Ir is all very well to have noble
theories about (fod, but where is the
good of them excopt we sotually trust
in Him a8 o real, present, living, loving
Being, who counts us of more value
than many sparrows, and will not let
one of them fall on the ground without

had the right, the duty to flame with
unsparing rebuke, it is here, If ever

Him,—Ths Vicar's Daughter.
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