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The Building of the Ship.
BY H. W. LONGFELLOW

Boirr me straight, O worthy Master !
Staunch and strong, a goodly vessel,
That shall laugh at all disaster,

And with wave and whirlwind wrestle !

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 amile played round lus hips,

1s the eddies and dimples of the tide
Play round the bows of ships

{hat steadily at anchor ride,

Aund with a voice that was full of glee,
He anawered, * Ere long we wili launch

A vesse) as goodly, aud strong, and staunch,

As ever weathered o wintry sea !
And first with nicest siail and art,
Perfect and fimshed in every part,
Alittle model the Master wrought,
Which shonld be to the larger plan
What the child is to the man,

Its counterpart in miniature;

That with a hand more awift and sure
The groater labour might be brought
‘Toapswer to his inward thought.

In the shipyard stood the Master,

With the model of the vessel,

That should 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 ascattered here aud there with these,
The knarred nnd crooked cedar knees ;
Brought from regions far away,

rom Pascagoula’s sunny bay,
Ang the banks of theroaring Roanoke !
Ah ! what a wondrous thing it ia
To note how many wheols of toil

One thought, one word, can set in motion !

Thero's not a ship that zails the ocean
But every climate, every soil,

Must bring its tribute, great or small,
And help to build the vooden wall !

Thus with the rising of the sun

Was the noble task bei“n’
And soon throughout t|
Were heard the intermingl
Of axes and of mallets, plied
With vigorous arms on every side;
Plied 8o deftly and so well,

That, ero the shadows of ovening fell,
The keel of oak for a noble ship,
Scarfed and bolted, straight and strong,
Was Iying ready and stretched slong
The plocks, well placed upon the slip.
Happy, thrice happy every ono

Who sees his labour well begun,

And pot perplexed and multiplied,

By idly waiting for time and tide!

3ounds

Day by day the vessel grew,
With {i.mbcrs fashicn:g:rong and true,
Stemson and keelson and sternson-kaes,
Till, framed with perfect symmetry,

A skelogon ship rose up to view !

Aad ground the bowz and along the side
The heavy bammers and mallets plicd.
Till after many a week, at length
Wonderful for form and strength,
Sublime in its enormons bulk,

Loomed aloft the shadowy hulk !

And aronnd it columns o{

ing, .
Rose from the boiling, bubbling, seething
Caldron that glowed,

And orerflowed

With the black tar, heated for the sheattung.

And amid the clamoura

Of clattering hammera,

He who listened heard now and then
The syng of the Master and his men :—

Batld me straight, O worthy Master,
Staunch snd straight, a worthy vessel,
That ghall laugh at oll disaster,

And with wave and whitlwind wrestlo 1”

With oaken brace and copper band,
La¥ tho ruadder on the sang,c

That, like a thought, should have control
Over the movement of ths whols;

o shipyard's bounds
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And near it the auchor, whose giant hand

Would reach down and grapple with the
land,

And immovable and fast

Hold the great ship against tho bellowing
blast ¢

And at the bows an image stood,

By a cunning artist carved in wood,

With robes of white, that far behind

Scemed to be fluttering in the wind.

It wa- not shaped in a classic mould,

Not like a Nymph or Goddess of o'd,

Qr Nziad rising from the water,

But modelled from the Master's daughter?

On many a dreary and misty aight,

’Tivvi]l be scen by the rays of the sigoal
1irht,

Sp;td;:n;: along through tho rain and tho
ark,

Like a ghost in its snow-white sark,

The pilot of somo phantom barque,

Guiding the vessel in its flight,

By a path none other knows aright !

Behold at last,

Fach tall and tapering mast

I swung into its placo ;

Shrouds and stays

Holding it Srns and fast !

Long ago,

In tgo de  hunted forests of Maino,
Wkhen upon mountan and plain

Lay the snow,

They fell—thoso lordly pines !
Those grand, majestic pines?

'Mid shouts and cheera

The jaded sleacs,

Panting beneath the goad,

Yiragged down the weary, winding road
I'hose captive kings so straight and tall,
T'o be shorn of their streaming hair,
Ang, naked and bare,

To fecl the stress and the atrain

Of the wind and the reeling main,
Whoso roar

Wouid remind them for evermoro

Of their pative forests they sbould not soo

again.

All is finished ? and at length

13as come the bridal day

Of beauty and of strength,

To-day the vessel shatl be lacnched !
With tleecy clouds the aky is blanched,
And o'er the bay,

Slowly, in lus splendours dight,

The great sun nses to behold the sight.

The ocran old,

Centurics old,

Strong as youth, and &3 nancontrolled,
Faces restless to and fro,

Up sad down the sands of gold.

His beating heart 13 not at reat;

And far and wide,

With coascless flow,

His beard of znow

Heaves with the heaving of his breast.
He waits impatient for his bride.
There she stands,

With her foot apon the sands,
Decked with flags and streamers gay,
In bancar of bher marriage day,

Her snow white signals fluttering. blending,
Round her liko a voil descendin,,,

Ready to be

The Lride of the gray old sea.

Then the Mastor,

With a gesture of command,

Waved bis hand ;

And at the word,

Loud and saudden thers wa» heard,

All around them and below,

The sound of hammers, blow on blow,
Kpocking away the shores and spura,
And seo ! sho stirs !

She starts, she moves, she seomns to foel
The thrill of life along her keel,

And, spurniog with her foot the ground,
With one oxulting, joyous bound,

8be leaps into tho ocean's arma}

THE HERO.

“Reosex | Reuben!”

No answer.

‘‘Reuben, my son, it is timo to got up.”

But Rouben d.d not went to hear. Nor
did ho feel like gotting up. It was very
cold. He drew the bed-clothes closer about
his head, and turned over for another nap.
Meanwhile his feeble old mothor made tho
kitchen fire, pumped the water for tho
kettle, and went out in the ice and snow
to feed the half-frozen chickens.

“Doliy ought to have been milked an
hour ago,” she thought. *‘Y wonder what
ails Reuben, anyhow? He gets up later
and Iater every morning.”

About an hour afterward, Rouben came
slowly down the stairs to breakiast. Ho
looked somowhat ashamed of himself. But
he replied in a sallen tone when hia mother
spoke about the late hour for milking : *1
think wo could do withouta cow | It is a
grest bothor to milk ber morning and
night.”

*“1 wish that T could attend to her; but
I cannot do everything,” said the mother,
with a sigh.

If Reuben had looked ap just then his
heart might have reproached him at the
sight of his mother's weary and careworn
faco. She was a widow, and he was her
only son. He intended to be a good son,
but he did not go the right way to work.
He spent many hours in reading about boya
who had dene remarkable things, such as
run away from home, and come back, years
afterward, with fortunes to surprise thair
friends, and enablo their mothers to live
like queens! *“That is what I want to do
for my mother ;" he said. But instead of
doing ho sat and dreamed.

One day he took up a pampnlet that was
1ying on the schoolmaster’s table. In it he
saw a story called * The Hero."

“Hallo!" ho cried. ** What is this
about? I want tc be a hero.”

The story was somowhat like this: A few
years ago tho travellor might havs seon a
charming little village—now, alas! no
longer in existonce. A fire broke out ono
day, and in a fow hours the quaint little
farmhouses were entirely destroyed. The

r peasants ran around, wringing their
anda and weeping over their lost homes
and the bones of their burned cattle.

One poor man was in greater trouble
than his neighbours even.  True, his home
and the cows were gone ; but 60 also was
his only son, a bright boy of six or sevon
yeart. He wept, and rofused to hear acy
words of comfort. He spent the night
wandenng sorrowfully smong the ruins,
while his acquaintauces had taken rofuge
in the neighbouring villages.

Ju~t as daylight cameo, however, ho heard
a weli-known sownd, and looking up bosaw
his favourite cow leading the herd.
coming directly after them wus bis bright-
oged little son.

“QOh, my eonl my soni” he cried,
$“ere you really alive 3™



