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A FASHIONABLE PRAYER.

Giveme an cyc to others' failings blind—
Miss Smith’s new honnet’s quito-a fright be
hind ! :

Wakein me charity for the suffering poor—
There comes that contribution plate once more!

"I‘uko from my soul all feelings covetons—
Il have o shaw! like that, or malke o fuss!

Letlove for all my kind my spirit stir—
Save AMrs, Jones—I'Tl never speak fo her!

Let mo in truth's fair pages take delight—
T'll read that other novel through to-night.

Make me contented with my earthly state—
I wishI'd married rich, Butit's toolate !

Give me o heart of faith in all my kind—
Miss Brown'’s as big a hypocrite as you'll find !

Help me to sec mysclt as others sec—
This dress is quite becoming unto me!

Let me act out no falschood, I appeal—
I wonderif they think these curls arcreal!

Mnke my heart of humility the foun{—
How glad I am our pew's so near the front !

Till me with patience and strength to wait~
I know he'll preach until our dinner'slate!

Take from my heart cach grain of self-conceit—
I'm sure {he gentleman must think me sweet !

Let saintly wisdom be my daily food—
Iwonder what we’ll have for dinner good !

Let not my feet ache in tho road to light —
Nobody kno +s how these shoes pinch and bite.

In thisworld teach me to deserve the next—
Church out! Charles, do you rceollect the text?
-

CAPTAIN JANUARY.
(By Lawra E.. Richards.)
Ciarrer V.—(Contired. )

But the lady put both arms round her
and drew her close, close, while her tears
fell fast on thegolden-hair, My darling!”
she cried, ‘‘my dear, dear little onc! It
was the same storm ; the sanie storm and
the same ship.  Your poor mamma was my
own sweet sister Flelena, and you ave my
nicee, my little Isabel, my own, own little
namesake, Will you love me, darling?
‘Will you love your Aunt Isabel, and let
her care for you and cherish you as your
sweet mother would have done 1.

Star stood very still, neither returning
nor repelling the lady’s caresses. She was
pale, and ler breath came short and guick,
but otherwise she showed no sien of agita-
tion. Presently she pubt up her hand and
stroked the ludy's check gently. **Why
do you cry?” she asked quietly. * My
poor manmaisinheaven? Don't you like
her to be in heaven? Daddy says-it is
much nicer than heve, and e knows.”

Mrs. Morton checked her teavs, and
smiled tenderly in the little wondering face.
*‘Dear child ! she said, *‘Idolike to have
lier in henven, and I will not ery any more.
But you have not told me whether you will
love me, Star. Will you try, dear, and
.will you let mo call you my little Tsabel 2"

1 will love you,” replied thechild, *¢if
Daddy Captain loves you ; I will love you
very much.  But you must not call me that
name, ‘cause I'm not it. T am just Star,
Does Daddy love you 7’ she asked, and then
with a sudden note of anxiety in her voice,
she exclaimed, ‘¢ Where is Daddy ! “Where
is my Daddy Captain? Did you sec him
when you came in 7"

Her question was answered by the sound
of voices outside ; and the next moment
the . minister appeared, followed Ly M.
Morton and Captain Januvary. The old
Captain hastened to place a chair for ench
of tho gentlemen by the fiveside, and then
took his stand against the wall on the fur-
ther side of the room. He held his
weather-beaten cap in his hand, and turned
it slowly round and round, considering it
attentively. It might have been observed
by one quick to notico trifles, that he did
not look at the child, though no slightest
motion of hers was lost upon hiw,

** George,” said Mrs, Morton joyously to
herhosband, ‘‘here is our little niece, dear-
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-1her on his knee.
Adour Grace,” he said, “‘but I don’t believe

est Helena's child. She is going tojlove
me, shesays, and she will love you,/too.
Star, my darling, this isyour Uncle George.
Will you not give him a kiss, and bg his
little girl as well as mine? We have two
little girls at home, and you shall be the
thivd.”

Stur went obediently to Mr, Morton,
who kissed her warmly, and tried to take
“You are taller than

you are as heavy, my dear. Grace isjust
your age, and I am sure you will be great
friends.”

But Star slipped quictly from his arms,
and, running to the Captain, took one of
his hands in both of hers and kissed it.
““ITam Daddy Captain’s little girl!” she
said looking round bravely at the others.
*¢ Why do you talk asif I belonged to you?”
Then, seeing the trouble in Mrs, Morton’s
face, she added, “*I will love you, truly I
will, and T will eall you Aunt Isabel ; but
I cannot belong to different pecple, ’cause
Tm only just one. Just Captain Janu-
ary’s Star.’ N

She looked up in the old man’s face with
shining cyes, but no tender, confident lovk
returned her glance. The brown hand
trembled Dbetween her two little white
palms ; the keen blue cyes were still bent

fixedly upon the old woollen eup, as if |

studying its texture ; but it was in a quiet
and soothing tone- that the Captain mur=
mured (— ‘
“Easy, Jewel Bright! Xasy
Helm steady, and stand by ! -~
There was a moment of troubled silence;
and then. the old minister, clearing his
throat, spoke in his gentle, tranquil voice.
¢ My dear child,” he said, * a very strange
thing has come to pass; but what seems
strange to us is doubtless clear and simple
to the Infinite Wisdom above us. You
have been a faithful and loving child, little
Star, to your beloved guardian and friend
here, and no father could have cared for
you more tenderly than hohas done.. But
the tie of blood 1is a strong one, my dear,
and should not be lightly set aside. This
lady is your own near relation, the sister of
your dear dead mother. Through the

now !

merciful providence of God, she has been

led to you, and she feels it her duty to
chim you, in the name of your parents.
We have considered the matter carefully,
and wo all feel that it is right that you
should hereafter make your home with her
and your uncle. This may be painful to
you, my dear, but you area good and in-
telligent child, and you will understand
that if we give you pain-now, it is to se-
cure your future good and happiness.”

He paused ; andall eyes, save those keen
blue ones which 'were studying so caréfully
the texture of the battered woollen cap,
turned anxiously on the child. A deep
flush passed over Star’s face; then van-
ished, leaving it deadly pale, a mask of
ivory with eyes of flame.  When shespoke,
it wasin a low, suppressed voice, wholly
unlike her own. _ ,

“You may kill me,” said the child, ¢ and
take my body away, if you like. I will
not go while I am alive.” :

She turned her eyes from one to the
other, as if watching for the slightest mo-
tion fo approach her.

Mrs, Morton, in great distress, spoke
next. ‘‘My darling, it grieves me to the
heart to take you from your dear, kind
Daddy. But think, my Star; you are a
child now, but you will soon be & woman.,
You cannot arow up to wommanhood in a
place like this, You must be with your
own people, and have companions of your
own age. My children will be like your
own sisters and brothers, My dear, if you
could only know how they will love you,
how wo shall all cherish and care for you 1

“When I am dead?” asked Star. It
will make ne difference to me, your love,
for I shall be dead. I will not go alive.”

¢ Oh, Captain January !’ cried Mrs,
Morton, turning to the old man, with
clisped hands. ‘*Speak to her! she will
listen to you. Tell her—tell her what you
said to me. Tell her that it is right for
her to go; that you wish her to go I”

The old man’s breathing was heavy and
labored, and for a moment it scemed as if
he strove in vain for utterance; but when
he spoke his voice was still soothing and
cheerful, though his whole great frame was
trembling like a withered' leaf. *‘Star
Bright,” ho said (and after almost every
word he paused to draw the short, heavy

breath), “I always told yo, ye 'member,
that yo was the child of gentlefolks. 8o
bein’, 'tis but right that you should have
gentle raisin’ by them asis yer own flesh
and blood. You'vedoneyourduty,and more
than your duty, by me. Now 'tis time yo
did your duty by them as tho Lord has
senttoye. You'ilhave-—my—my respeck-
ful love and duty wherever you go, my
dear, and you're growin’ up to be a beauti-
fol lady, as has been a little wild lass.
And you'll not forget the old Cap’n, well I
know, as will be very comf'table here—"

But here the child broke out witha wild,
loud cry, which made all the others start
to their feet. Do you want me togo?”’
she cricd,  ¢‘Look at“me, Daddy Captain!
you shall lock at me!” she snatched the
cap from his hands and flung it into the
fire, then faced him with blazing eyes and
quiveringlip. “‘Do you want me to go?
are you tired of me %’

Henvier and heavier grew that weight
on Captain January’s chest; shorter and
harder came his breath, Fis eyes mot the
child’s for » moment, then wavered and fell.
“ \WWhy—honey—"he suid slowly, **J—
I'm an old man now—a very old man.
And—and—an old man likes quiet, ye sce ;
and—I'd be quieter by myself, like ; and
—-and so, honey~—I—I'd like ye to go.”
“You lie!” cried the child; and her
voice rang like a silver trumpet in the
startled ears of the listeners. **You licto
me, and you lie to God ; and you know
you lie I”

The next moment she had sprung on to
the low window-sill, then turned foran in-
stant, .with her little hands clenched in
menance, and her great cyes flashing fire
that fell like a burning touch on every
heart., Iler fantastic dress gleamed like a
fiery cloud against the gray outside ; her
hair fell like o glory about her vivid, shin-
ing face. - A moment she stood there, a
vision, a flying star, trailing angry light,
never tc be forgotten by those who saw ;
then, like s flash, she vanished.

Captain January tottered to his old chair
and sat down in it.  “*The child is vight,
Lady and Gentleman !” he said, T lied!
I lied to my God, and to the little child
who loved me. * May Geod and the child
forgivo me ! And he hid his face in his
hands, and silence fell for o moment.

Then Mr. Morton, who had walked

hastily to the window, and was doing some-
thing with his handkerchief, beckoned to
his wife, ¢ Isabel,” he said, inalow tone,
“I will not be a party to this. It's an
atrocious and vindictive ountrage. I—I—
you are not the woman I took you for, if
you say another word to that old angel.
Let him have the child, and send him one
or two of your own into the bar—" but
Isabel Morton, laughing through her tears,
Iaid her hand over her husband's lips for &
moment. Then going to the old man's
chair, she knelt down by it and took his
two hands in hers,
-t Captain January " she said, tenderly.
*“Dear, dear Captain January! the licis
forgiven; I am very, very sure it is for-
givén in heaven, as it will be forgiven in
the child’s loving heart. And may God
never pardon me, if ever word or look of
mine come again between youand the child
whom God gave you "

The gray evening was closing in around
the lighthouse tower. The guests wore
gone, and Captain January sat alone beside
the fire in his old armechair. The window
was still open, for the air was soft and
mild, The old man’s hands were clasped
upon his knee ; his heart was lifted as high
as heaven, in silent prayer and praise.

Suddenly, at the window, tlere was a
gleam of yellow, a flitting shape, a look, a
pauso ; then a great glad cry, and Star
flitted like a ray of moonlight through the
window, and fell on Captain January’s
brenst. '

* Daddy,” she said, breaking the long,
happy silence, *‘dear Daddy, I'am sorry I
burned your horrid old cap 1”

{To be Continued.)
—_————

THE TOBACCO S'MOKING HABIT.

Gradually but surely the doleterious
effects of tobacco smoking upon the hu-
man race must become clear and produce
good results. The carefully recorded ob-
servations of Dr. Seaver, physician and in-
structor in physical culture, of Yale Col-
lege, will be a greatlover for those opposed
to the use of tobacco.

For a number of years Dr. Seaver had
been making observations respecting the
physical and mental efiects of tobuceo-using
upon students, In theso statistics, re-
cently published, Dr. Seaver shows that
among the students at. Yale smokers are
found to be inferior both in mental ability
and physical v¥igor to non-smokers,
Smokers have less lung eapacity and lung
power than non-smokers. Theit average
bodily weight is less, as is also their sta-
ture, They have Jess endurance, both
musecular and nervous,  aud are in cvery
wity physieally inferior to non-smokers.
In scholarship the smokers are far behind.
Very few receive honors and among those
of high standing in scholarship, only five
smoked.

It will not be easy to successfully com-
bat these facts. It will probably be said
that, it is gencrally admitted that tobacco
is injurious to the young. IBut anything
that injures the youthful in so marked a
manner cannot fail to be injurious to the
mature. Why the young, growing boy
will withstand many things that wounld
upset a full grown man.  And in the way
of digestion, for example, and of assimi-
lation, this is the universal rule. Behold
what the average growing boy can digest
and assimilate, and without inconvenicnce.
And nerve force and influence are con-
cerned in these processes, it must be noted,
as it is contended that it is chiefly upon
the nervous system of the young that to-
bacco exerts its injurious influence.

We are told that men have been
known to smoke tobacco for seventy con-
sceutive years and ““yobt retain perfect
physical and moral health.”. Have such
cases ever been carefully and “scientifically
investigated? Was ever a scientific post
mortem examination made on such a case!
Such men do die, and occasionally at an
advanced age. What was the causo of
death? Who can say? Who can say but
that they might have lived ten years
longer, and happier and more useful lives,
if they had not used tobzeco? It is said
they always enjoyed *‘good health.”
Thousands of people think they have good

Tealth who plod along through life and
hardly know what good vigorous health is,

and who would feel vastly DLetter if they
were to live for a time in earcful accord-
ance with well known hygienie rules.

Furthermore, although we do find peo-
ple who smoke during a long lifetime, and
there ave, it appears, many naturally of
muscular, vigorous constitutions, with good
ancestry, who can so smoke without ap-
preciable injury—that is, appreciable to or-
dinary observation,—how is it with their
progeny? A leading city physician, we
cannob now recall his name, has said : 1
have never known a habitual tobaceo user
whose children, born after he had long
used it, did not have a deranged mervous
system, and sometimes evidently weak
minds. Shattered nervous systems for
generations to come may be the result of
this indulgence.” The cvil effects upon
children of over indulgence in alcoholic
beverages by the father or mother, are
well known; while upon the father or
mother hardly any or no injurious con-
stitutional effects would be observable.

The very source of the tobacco smoking
habit is enough to condemn it. Although
a wise man once advised the sluggard to
““go to the ant,” civilized races in their
progress would not naturally, one would
suppose, go to savage races to seek for
useful habits. ’

One good thing seems clear, that is this :
While a few eminent physicians and others
in Europe, such as Charcot, of Paris, and
Spurgeon, advocate the uso of tobacco, it is
not easy to find one on this continent who
can say much in defence of it, or more
than that it is a uscless, idle habit.—Cu-
nade Heallh Jowrnal,

—_—

. oo e riging of the s
& it the guing i nf the &%
5 none, dhe Too's name i5 fo o
? e qenised. ’,

Psary 113: 3.




