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The Building of the S8hip.
BY H. W. LONGFPRLLOW.

* Build me straight, O worthy Master !
Staunch and strong, a goodly vesse],
That shall laugh at all disaster,
And with wave and whirlwind
wrestle 1

The merchant’'s word

Delighted the Master heard :

For his heart was in his work, and the
heart

Giveth grace unto every art.

A quiet smile played round his lips,

As the eddies and dimples of the iide

Play round the bows of ships

That steadily at anchor ride,

And with a volce that was full of glee,

He answered, “ Ere long we wlil launch

A vessel as goodly, and strong, and
staunch,

AS ever weathered a wintry gea ¥

And first with . icest skill and art

Perfect and finished in every part,

A little mode! the Master wreug.,t

Which should be to the larger plan

what the child is to the man,

Its counterpart in m<niature ;

That with a hand more swift and sure

The greater labour might be brought

To answer to his {nward thought.

Iu the shipyard stood the Master,
With the model of the vessel,
That sbould laugh at all disaster,

And with wave and whirlwind wrestle ! !

Covering many a rood of ground,

Lay the timber piled around :

Timber of chestnut, and elm, and oak,

And s.attered here and there, %ith these,

The knarred and crooked cedar knees,

Brought f{rom regions far away,

From Pascagoula’'s sunny bay,

and the banks of the roarlng Roanoke !

Ah ! what a wondrous thing it is

To note how many wheels of toil

One thought, one word, can set
motion !

There's not a ship that salls the ocean

But every climate, every soll,

Must bring its tribute, great or small,

And help to build the wooden wall!

Thus with the rising of the sun

Was the noble task begun,

And soon throughout the
bounds

Were heard the intermingled sounds

Of axes and of mallets, plied

With vigorous arms on every side ;

Plied so deftly and so well,

That, ere the shadows of evening fell,

The keel of oak for a noble ship,

Scarfed and bolted, straight and strong,

Wage lying ready, and stretched elong

The blocks, well place@ upon the slip.

Happy, thrice happy every one

Who sees his labour well begun,

And not perplexed =nd multiplied,

By idly waiting for time and tide!
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Day by day, the vessel grew,

With timbers fashioned strong and true,

Stemson and keelson and sternson-knee,

Till, framed with perfect symmetry,

A skeleton ship rose up to view!

And around the bows and along the side

The heavy hammers and mallets plied.

Till after many a week, at length,

Wonderful for form and strength,

Sublime in its enormous bulk,

Loomed aloft Jhe shadowy hulk!

And around it columus of smoke,
wreathing,

Rose from thz boiling, bubdiing, seethiag

Caldron that glowed,

And overflowed

With the black tar,
sheathing.

And amid the clamours

0f clattering hammers,

He who Iistened heard now and then

The song of the Master and his men .
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« Build me straight, O worthy Baster,
Staunch and strong, & worthy vessel,
That shall laugh at all disaster,
And with wave and wkirlwind
wrestle I

With oaken brace and copper bangd,

Lay the rudder on the sand,

That, like a thought, should have contro}
Over the movement of the whole;

-

And I;Ieard it the anchor, whoso giant

an

Wouldl regch down and grapple with the
and,

And immovable and fast

Hold the great ship agalnst the bellow-
ing blast!

And at the bows an Image stood

By a cunning artist carved In wood,

With robes of white, that far behind

Seemed to bo fluttering in the wind.

It was not shaped in a classic mould,

Not like a Nymph or Goddess of old,

Or Nafad rising from the water,

But modelled from the Master's daughtor!

On many a dreary and misty night,

"T'will be scen by the rays of the signal
light,

Speeding along through the rain and the
dark,

Like a ghost in its snow-white sark.

Of tho wind and the reeling maln,

Whose roar

Would remind them forevermore

Of their native forests they should not
seo again,

All 18 finished ! and at length

Has come the bridal day

Of beauty and of strength.

To-day tho vessel shall be taunched !
With fleecy clouds the sky is blanched,
And o'er tho bay,

8lowly, in hls eplendours dight,

The great sun rises to behold the sight.

The ocean old,

Centuries old,

Strong ns youth, and as uncontrolled,
Paces restless to and fro

Up and down the sands of gnld.

, His beating heart Is not at rest ;
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The pllot of some phantom barque,
Guiding the vessel in its flight,

By a path none other knowsg aright !
Behold at last,

Each tall and taperiag 1oast

Is swung into {ts place;

Shrouds and stays

Holding it firm and fast!

Long ago,

In the deer-hunted forects of Mafne,
When upon mountain and plain,

Lay the snow,

They fell—those lordly pines :

Those grand, majestic pines!

‘M{d shouts ard cheers

The jaded stecers,

Panting bencath the goad,

Dragged down the weary, wiading road
Those captive kings so stralght and tall,
To be shorn of their streaming halr,
And, naked and bare,

To feel the stress and the strain

And far #nd wide,

With ceaseless flow,

His beard of snow

Heaves with the heaving of his breast.
He walts impatient for his bride.
There gshe stande,

\ith her foot upon the sands,

Decked with flags and streamers gay,
In honour of her marriage-day,

Her snow-white signals fluttering, blend-

mg’
Rouxnd her like a vell descending,
Ready to be
The bride of the gray, old sca.

Then the Master,

With a gesture of commang,

Waved his hand;

Angd at the word,

Loud and tollen there was keard,

All around them and below,

i The sound of hammers, blow on blow.
Knocking away the shores and spurs,

And son! she stirs!

She starts, she moves, sho secms to food
The thrill of lifo along her keel,

And, spurning with har foot tte ground,
With one ezulting, joyous bound,

She leaps into the ocean’s arms !

A NEW USE FOR IDOLS,

A misstonary in Travancure, Indla, od-
served onc morning, somo yeéara ago,
a native approzching his houso with a
heavy durden. On roaching it, ho laid
on the ground a sack. Unfastoning It,
he emptied it of its contents—a number
of idolx

“ What have you brought thesa here
for ¥ gald tho missionary; “I do not
want them.”

* You have taught us that wo do not
want thom, sir,” said the nativo; “ dut
we think thbey might be put to some
good use Could thoy not ho melted
490 and formed tnto a dell to ~all a3
to shoreh

Poe biat was taken they were sent to
{a bell founder fn Cochin. and by him
made in‘o a bell, which now sumMmORE
Lho pative converts to pralse and prayors

A RICE INVESTMENT.

A very poor old lady, who had been
placed 1n a charitablo institution, through
the generosity of friends, was sometimes
heard to eay that thero was * just one
thing she did want to enjoy before she
dled.”

This ons thing was a visit to» hor
rative town. Although (it was but
ssventy-five milcs frem tho city in which
she lived, the 913 lady had not been In
her native town for nearly forty years

“ ['ve llved soveral hundred milles away
most o the timo and never bad ary
money for tho trip,” she sald, “and
alnce I've lived nigher I've been poorer
still and ain't never scon the timoe when
1 cculd spare the seven doilars and forty
cents—that’s just what it'd cost -for the
trip. TI've go! some cousins thero, all
tte kin folks ¥ got on earth, who'd be
gud to seo me, and I could pat in a
dreadful hoppy week if 1 could orce got
there.”

Now thers was in tha cily. near the
{nstitution in which this old lady lived,
a circle of the King’s Daughters. One
of them happened to visit the Institution
and hear the old lady’s often expressod
wish, and at the pext meeting of the
circle this young girl had someth!ng to
83Y.
“We are all going away on our vacs-
ticns soon,” she sald, “and it occurred
to me that If we could send old Hannad
Barton away for a couple of weeks the
thought of the Intense enjoyment shs
would derive from the trip to her o148
home would make our own vacation
pleasure greater, £nd glve her & joy that
would last all her litee. Why can'i we
do it 72"

“We can,” promptly roplied another
member of the circle. * There are six
of us. Supposiog we earn a dollar and
a half each azd carry it to old Hannah.
That will bo nine dollars. iet's do it.”

It was unanimously voted to carry out
this plan, and one day, a week or two
later, poor old Hannab received a vislt
from the six young girls, who left a rolt
of crisp new one-dolliar bills fo the old
lady's fingers for her to alternately laugh
and cry over.

“I'd a beautiful time, s beautitul
time,” old Hannah says to this day,
every tims she speaks of hor visit. “Tll
never forgot it—never. Acrd I'll never
forget the dear girls who made it pos-
giblo for me to go. I pray cvery night
for God's blessing to be on them. 1
had pleasure cpough out o’ that visit to
Jast mo all my life.”

But §t wiil not have to last old Hannah
all hsr lite, for this particular circle of
the Kigg's Daughters, at its last mest-
ing, resolved to make It a part of jts
charitable and benevolent work to send
old Hannab to hor old home for two
woeks every summer as long a8 che lives

He who takes note of all oz good
deeds and tlesses them will surely bless
these six young girls




