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Tubal Cain.
BY CIIARLES MACFAY,

Old Tubal Cain was o man of might,
In the days when the earth was young,
By tho flerce red light of his furnace
bright,
The strokes of his hammer rung;
And he lifted high his hrawny hand
On the {ron glowing clear,
Till the sparks rushed out in scarlet
showers
As he fashioned the sword and spear.
And he sang, *Hurrah for my hanrdl-
work !
Hurrah for the spear and the sword
Hurrah for the hand that shall wleld
them well !
For he shall be king and lord.”

To Tubal Cain came many & one.
As he wrought by his roaring fire,
And each one prayed for a strong steel
blade
Asg the crowa of his desire;
And he made them weapons sharp and
strong,
Till they shouted loud In glee,
And gave him gifts of pearls and gold,
And spolls of forest free.
And they sang: “ Hurrah for Tubal
Cain,
Who hath glven us strength anew !
Hun'ag f?r the smith! hurrah for the
re!
And hurrah for the metal true!?

But a sudden change came o'er his
heart,
Ere the setting ot the sun,
And Tubal Caln was filled with pain
For the evil he had done.
He saw that men, with rage and hate,
Made war upon thelr kind;
That the land was red with the blood
they shed,
In their lust for carnage blind,
And he sald : * Alas, that ever I made,
Or that skill of mine should plan,
“The sxj)ear aad the sword, for men whose
oy
Is to slay their fellow-man !”

And for many a day old Tubal Cain
Sat brooding o'er his woe;

And bis hand forebore to smite the ore,
And hig furnace smouldered low;

But he rose at last with a cheerful face,

Angd a bright, courageous eye,
Apd bared his strong right arm for
work,
While the quick flames mounted high;
And he sang: “Hurrah for my handi-
work !
And the red sparks lft the afr—
* Not alone for the nlade was the bright
steel made,”
And he fashioned the first plough-
share.

And men, taught wisdom from the past,
In frlendship joined thelr hands:
Hung the sword in the hall, the spear
on the wall,
Aud ploughed the willing lands;
And sang: * Hurrah for Tubal Cain !
Our staunch old friend is he;
And, for the ploughshare and the plough,
. To him our praise shall be.

But whnila_oppression lifts its head,
Or a tyrant would be lord,
Though we may thann -him for the
plough,
We'll not furget the sword.”

A Short Cruise.

BY JAMES Q7IS.

CHAPTER V.
AGROUNT,

It was a long time before Thomas

Hardy would be comforted, and then he
had additicaal causes for terror.

Beczuse of the fog there had been no
{wilight to announce the coming of
night; but the gray mist suddenly took
on a darker hue, and in a few moments
all was darkness,

“ Now there’s no chance anybody can
see us ! Master Seabury waifed; “and
tefore morning we may ail be drowned!”

At this moment Samuel Abner awoke
with a cry of fear; and once more was
little Ellen forced to play the part of
aurse to both her companions.

With the baby In her arms, and
<eated by the side of Thomas Hardy.
*he brave little womau began to siug
anee more; and agaia the sound of her
voice checked the loud evideaces of
grief.

“We must go inio the cabin,” she
raid in a whisper, as if fearing to speak
gloud. ‘‘Everything {s wet out here,

and we shall be In no more -danger -

there. If you will take the baby, dear,
I'll try to light the lantern.”

*1 don't belleve there'1s one on board
thig ‘vessel. There isn’t anything here
we ought to ‘have.” ’

- . ~

— e ——— o~ —

! saw the lantern when I was put.
ting the baby to sleep, and it won't seem
so"lonely {f the cabin is lghted.”

I don't sce how that Is going to
make any difference.”

I had as soon do without one.”

would have been most wrotched if
obliged to remsin in the darkness dur-
Ing all the long night, and he satd un-
graclousjy,—

* Go ahcad and do as you're a mnind
to, what I want don't make any differ-
ence.”

“Of course it does, dear. I shouldn't
have spoken of the lantern it I hadn't
thought you would rather have the
cabin lighted.”

“Qlve mo the baby, and don't make
. 80 much talk about nothlng,” Thomas
Hardy replied petulantiy, pushing his
élster toward the cuddy. *“It doep
seem os it wa'd got trouble enough,
without your bringing this miserable
young one along to make more work."”

“1 will take care of him, so don't let
a little thing like that fret you. There
i 18 reaily no need of the lantern.”

Ot course there is " Thomas Hardy
cried angrily. “ It seems a8 If you wus
bound not to do anything to pleass ine.”

Ellen made no reply; but, hurrying
into the cuddy, groped around until
she found Captain Hiram's store of
matchies, after which the lantern was
qQuickly lighted.”

It was not unpleasant, this little cabin,
now it was illuminated; and Master Sea-
bury so far recovered from his fears as
to be able to make a very hearty sup-
per, whiie his sister fed Samue! Abner.

But for the fact that they were adritt,
in danger of being run down by any
passing craft, this adventure might noct
have been s0 very unplensant; and
Thomas Hardy put from his mind for
the moment all disagreeable facts, as he
trled to imagine that he was simply
crulsing in his own craft, with an able
and willing crew on deck.

*If the wind would come up now, I
could soon run her back to Qldhaven,”
he safd confidently, after the meal was
concluded.

! *Do you think you know where the
! village s ?"
i Ot course I do. Anybody'd think to
1 hear you talk, Ellen Seabury, that |
I never saw a vessel before.”

1 am certain you have never been
'in omne.”

**What difference does that make ?
Boys know how to do such things with-
out being told. Didn't 1 steer this

l vessel nearly all the way from Oldhaven
! to Dollar Island ?”

i Ellen did not again remind her brother
1

)
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that he bhud simply acted as helmsman
under Captain Hiram's directions. He
was in a reasonably cheerful frame of
mind; and to contradict him, or to make
any attempt at putting matters in their
proper light, would only result in bring-
ing about another disagrecable out-
burst; therefore she remained silent.

*The sails are up, fcr 1 helped fix
them; and if the wind comes, I should
only have to keep the rudder right to
take her into the harbour. When it
does come I sha'n’t bother about go-
ing back after Captain Hiram. He
finds too much fault to suit me; and
most likely this is the last time @'l
ever go out in-his nld vessel.”

“I am afrald it is, dear;.for he wiil
be very angry because we have lost his
enchor and rope.”

*“That wasn't my fault. If he’d tied
the rope right it wouldn’t have slipped
off the sticks.”

* But you untied it, dear.”

*“So that's the story you're going to
tell, is it 7 And now Thon.as Hardy's
{ placid mood was gone, almost as soon
{ as it had come,

{ “Isn’t it true 7" Ellen asked, regret-
| ting most heartly that she had men-
| tioned such & subject.

t I put it back just as I found it
+ Bestdes, wasn't it my business to sece
| it everything was fixed right ¥

{ Ellen made no reply, but bent over
 the baby as it Le needed her immediate
| attention, although the little Jones was
tin a particularly contented frame of
{ mind, owing to the fact that he . had a
{ bunch of-oakum with which to play.

+ Now, Thomas Hardy knew beyond a
* doubt that he was wholly and solely
 responsible for the present coadition of
« affairs; yet he seemed disposed to <hift
+ the blame to Captain Hiram’s shouilders,
t and continued to ‘dlscuss the matter
+ aloud, without -receiving-any reply from
+ hig sister, until 2 humming sound could
t be heard <roma above, and the sloop
suddenly heeled over at sach an angle
' that he was thrown from the locker to
! the i or.

! *“IWhat did that > he cried, as soon
I ag it was possible to rise to his -feet.

| And, placing the btaby in what she

*If you had rather not have a light, '

As 0 matter of fact, Thomas Hardy .

fancled was a sccure position, Ellen
hurrled on deck.

“0O Thomas Hardy ! she cried In
delight, “ the wind has come up just as
Ycu wanted, and nyw we can sail back -
to Oldhaven. Perhaps we shall get |
there before it is time for mother to '
g0 to bled !” '

Master Scabury came on deck slowly:

, but his bearlng was no longer as con-

|

fident ay when he had been explaining
what he Intended to do under just suech
clrcumstances, '

There was no question as to the truth
of Ellen's statement. A breeze was |
sloging through the rigging, ard the -
safls were fliled, causing tho little craft
to slip through the water with the nac-
companiment of foaming waves under
her bow.

Thorass Hardy took bhis station nt '
the tiller, holding ‘t exactly amidships,
but sorely at a loss to determine in
which dlrection he should steer in order |
to reach the desired port; uud at that ,
moment a most ununccountable (to
Thomns Hardy) change occurred. !

The eails of the Island Queen sud-
denly lost the wind, and began to flap
geverely; after which the heavy boom
awung swiftly from one rail to the
other, when the little craft was heeled
on the opposite slde, throwing Samuel
Abner across the cuddy with a thud
that could be distinctly heurd on deck.

As a matter of course the Jones
baby began to scream loudly; and Ellen i
hastened to hls assistance.

“What are 3you going down there
for 2" Thomuas Hardy cried in fear.
“Why don't you stay here and help
me 7"

*“ What can I do, dear " she asked, !
halting frresolutely at the companlon- :
way, while the baby’s cries were re.
doubled.

*1 dom’'t know; but {t does seem as
it you could do something.”

*What do you want done 7"

“How can I tell * and Thomas
Hardy pushed the tlller back and forth
wildly, *“Something's the matter with
this old vessel, or she wouldn't act so
queer.”

Ellen no longer hesitated. She un-
derstocd that her brother was again
frightened into nervous anger, and ;
went gt once to the cuddy, where poor
little Samuel Abner was rolling to and
fro on the foor, shrieking at the full
strength of his lungs as the Island |
Queen pitched first this way and then !

)
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that in the most erratic manner.

That the baby had good cause for
tears was shown by a wound on his
cheek, which had been infiicted when ¢
he was first thrown from the locker; and
Ellen had quite as much as she could
do In attending to him, without oven
thinking of tbe petulant, ignorant boy |
on deck, who had boasted so loudly of
vhat he would do when the wind
sprang up.

(To be continued)

A PILLOW OF SNAKES,

In Egypt. an English traveller says,
yYou find snake-charmers everywhere.
Even children learn the secrets of this
strange business, and seem to have no
fear of thelr dangerous pets.

One morning a little dark-skinned
Egyptian boy came into the garden of
a big hotel in Cairo, where this Eng-
lishman was staying. The boy had in
his band a bag which seemed heavy, and
the child himselt looked weary and |
hungry. He was in rags, but he bad
a bright, intelligent face. He came up
to the traveller and sald timidly, in

‘very broken English :

**Want .see spakesg 2" -

The traveller, not teing at a1l anxious
to see snakes, tried to make the lad un- |
derstand that he did not care to ex-
amine his stock in trade. But it was,
too late. The string that held the neck
ol the bag was already looscned, and ;
out tumbled a squirming, interlaced heap ;
of wriggling, excited reptiles, right at,
the traveller's feet. No wonder he ¢
Jumped back quickly. 1

But the boy only smiled reassuringly, ;
murmured something deprecatingly in
his broken English, aad began to take
up his wugly pots, one after another,
without the slightest fear, stroking them
caressingly, and making them twine
otediently around his neck, arms, legs
and body, till he was lterally covered |
with their scaly folds. It was really
an astonishing sight. i

The Englishman, though he did not
cajoy the exhibition, gave him fome |
small change for his -troudble, ana the

"lad-untwined the snakes agaln, put them ,

in the bag, and went off, delighted; for
now he would be able to buy himself a
meal, which he very much needed.
Later on {a the day, the traveller, .
driving throusgh the city. came upon the .
same toy, lying aslezp uader the shade

of a friendly wall,
- nap, very comfortably, after his dlnner,

He wan taking a

and his pillow was—what do you sup-
pose ?—why, his bag of snakes !

“The Bravest aro the Tendercat.”
BY MINNIE LRONA UIFTON.

Flercely tho battle was raging,
Thick tow the shot and shell
Where the ‘‘Johnnics’* hasty carth-
works
The * Vanks' were atoruiing well.

But In the midst of the tumult—
The fearful, leaden hatl—

A byonzed and war-scarred Johnule
Heard a frightened little wail,

* Meouw **  He peered for a moment
Over the breastworks low;

‘Twans a little., wild-ey~d kitten,
Wandering to and fro.

The folk from a neighbouring farm-
house
Had fled In wild aftright,

- Forgetting the helpless kitten

In their bewildored flight.

Then, scorning the awful peril,
Out froin the breastworks safo,

Swift leaped the gallant socldfer,
To rescue the little walf!

Back *mid the whistling of bulleta—
Ah!' what a rousing cheer
Rose frem the husky, dust-parched
throats,
Of his weary comrades near!

He won nor ribbon nor medal,
Yet ‘twas as brave a thing,
As many that win the guerdon

Of emperor or king.

So ever the best and bravest,

For the heipless ones wlill care;
And ever the heart that fs tender

Is the beart that will do and dare.

A FTLOWER CLOCK.

Just think of a clock made all of
flowers ! Such a novel timeplece, at the

. country Dlace of the Rockefellers, at

Tarrytown on the Hudson, promises, it
is sald, to be one of the seven wonders
of the summer world. Mrs. Rockefeller,
=ho was a teacher of botany before her
marriage, has always been a student of
Horiculture. In planning her foral
clock slie has chosen the wild flowers of
the region. A landscape gardener has
carricd out the plan with great success.
There are sixty-seven wild flowers ready
to contribute at different moments.

To one uninstructed, the floral bed
wiil look lL.ke many another tangle. but
those who know will ind that the dande-
lions, which will form the bands ot the
tioral clock, will waken and *“go to
gleep” as a regular hour daily.

The yellow goat's-beard 18 a very
punctual blossom, and it is said that
country 8chools in Scotiand are dismissed
by it

“The sno¥%-thistle cleses fta petals at
one o'clock, the hawksweed at two
o'clock, and so on. It will be a fascinat-
ing sart of timeplece to watch.

Imagine gulding yYour summer occupa-
tion by such a clock! Think of being
summoned to breakfast * at snow-thistle
time.” Starting off for a drive, you
would be told to return to dine * at
day-Hly o'clock,” and you would be in-
déed matingl if you rose for a dash
across country {n the saddle at the
dandelion’s hour for waking.

TRIGHTENING A GRIZILY.

.. veteran hunter tells of a bear which
backed out of a fight, frightencd by a
man s acrobatic performances. He says .

* A remarkable instance I heard of
o.ce, where a8 famous guide courageous-
1y advaoced upon three grizzlies, an o!d
she-bear and two half-grown cubs, and
by a series of ridiculous monkey shines
and ac.otatic manoeuvres on the ground
within a rod or two of the bears, filled
them with such astoalshment aand gp-
parent fear that the three hastily re-
treated into the woods.

*“ The gulde’s gun had snapped in both
barrels, he baving drawn on the o'd
bear before the joung oaes app-ared.
He afierward sald that it was in a fit
of desperation that he tried the fir.'ng
of a handspring and Jjumping up aad
down, flopping his hands and resorting
to other unhunter-like measures,

*“ He had heard of scaring panthers
in this way, and be foxnd it worked to
perfection o the case ¢? thc bears,

1 though he did not encourage any one to

go hunting grizzlies armed with nothing
mote than a capacity to turn somer-
vaulls.”



