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Tho Ballad of Tannhauser,
BY JOUN T, NAPIKR.

11, aweel iz the blue of the mpmner sky
And gweet i the vesper e ll,

Bl swee? is ihe earth o @ soul exestprd
Frou the treacherous juys of hell,

A the eool Prer o Disses s b niny hrow,
Aad playe il Iis tangled hair,

Ludd agqain in hes burd ned hert there stir
The words of & holy prayer !

To the little churoh by the Venus Hiil
Tannhauser, weary, came;
And in the ears of the awostruck
Ho poured his talo of shama:
How in deaplte of tha grace of our Lord
Ho had sold his soul to ill, [dwelt
Aud for saver long years with fiends had
Vithin the Venus Hiil,

And his oyes were hollow, hix cheek was thin,
As he kuolt his tale to tell, -

And still in his sunken orbx thore gleamed
An ember it of hell,

But the trembling priost in silence heard,
And logked in the passionate face,

As it made confession of sin and prayed,
For tho words of pardoning grace,

priest

The tale was told, yet the words came not
To answer his eRger prayer ; (filled,

Ior the old priest’s eyes with doubt were
And his face was seamed with oare ;—

Till ia horror he spake: *Go for.h, my son,
Nor wait for words of mine;

God gives no meusage of pardon or peace
For a gullt xo great as thine.”

Forth from the church Tannhauser wens,
And he wandered a year and a day;

And ever his tale to God's priests he told,
And ever he wend away

Without she words of absolving power,
Witheut a mevange of hope ; me

Till the weary wanderiugs brought him to
And our Holy Father, the Pope,

In the ears of the Vioar of Christ he told
The tale of his guilt and shame;

And he prayed for the words of pardon, spoke
In Christ's most holy Name,

But Urban, with horror and loathing, oried :
‘‘As soon will this ataff of mine

Bear blorsoms and fruit, as God will cleanse
To whitenees a ain like thins,"

8o Tannhauser bitterly turnsd away,
Rejected of aught but il ; [z;gn.ln,

And he hastened, unshrived, %o the ds
Who dwell in the Venus Hill,

But three days aftor he went to Rome
Tha Pope’s ataff’ blossomed amain,

And Urban learued, too late, to grant
Whut the pilgrim had sought in vain,

0 yeavho are sct the messuge Lo bear
Of our dear Lord's pardoning grace,
Who life at His altar holy hands
For Iis peaple in every place,
Let not your harshness or doubl offend
The stnner for whom le dicd,
But know that the blackest sin qrows white
In the blood ef the Crucified !

110w erimson socver the stain of guilt,
How shameful socver the sin,

Shut not the gate on the penitent
When he fain would ent~r in.

For the rod may bud, and the dry bones liv,
And the midnight be clearest day,

But owr Lord's sweet merey will never turn
A seeking soul away,

-+

Florenco Nightingale,

WHEN the celebrated philanthropiat,
Florence Nightingale, was a little girl
and living in Derbyshire, England,
overybouy was struck with her thought-
fulness for people and animals, 8he
even made f}')i':nds with the shy rquir
rels, When persons were ill she would
help nurse them, saying wioo thingu
from her own meals for them.

There lived near the village an old
shepherd named Roger, who had a
favourite sheep-dog named Cap This
dog was the old man’s only companion,
and helped in looking after the flock
by day and kept him company at night.
Cip was a very sens’b'e dag, and kept
the sboep in much good order that he
8aved his master s deal of trouble,

One day F orence way riding out
with a friend and saw the shepherd
giving the wheep their night.feed ; but

Cap was not there, and the sheep
know it, for they wero scampering
about in all diroctions. Fiorenco and
her friond stoppod to aik Roger why
he wae g0 sad and what had bocome of

his dryp.
*“OL 1" ho replied, “Cap will nover
be of any more uso to ma; I'll have

to hang him, poor fellow, as soon ax I
go home to-night.”

“Iang him " gajd Floranco, «O
Roger ! how wicked of you. What
has doar old Cap donet”

“He has done nothing,” repliod
Roger; “but he will never bs of any
more use to me, and I cannot afford to
keep him. One of the migchievouy
wohoolboy 8 throw a stone at him yester-
day and broke ono of his legs.,”  And
the cld shapherd wiped away the teess
which filled his oyes, ¢ Poor Capi®
Ba gaid, “ho was &g knowing as a
human boing,"

* But are you zure his log is broken?”
ssked Florence.

“Oh1 yos, mim, it is broken, sure
enough ; he has not put his foot o the
ground since,”

Then Florenoe and her friend rode
on!

“We will and see v Cap,”
#rid the gentlegom. “T doI:x?: bolig,ve
the leg in reslly broken, It would
tako & big stone and a hard blow to
break the leg of a great dog like Cap.”

“Oh! if 'you ocould but cure him,
how glad Ruger would be ! exclaimed
Florence,

When they got to the cottage the
poor dog lay there on the hare brick
floar, his hair disheve!led and his oyes
rparkling with anger at the intruders,
But when the little girl called him
“poor Cap” he grew pacified and
begpo& to vpvag his short ml; then he
orept from under the table and Iay
down at her feet. She took hold of
one of his paws patted his rough head,
and talked to him whilat the gentleman
examined the injured leg. It was
badly swollen, snd hurt him vary much
to have it examined; but the dog
know it was meant kindly, and, though
he moaned and winced with paiv, he
l].lickecl the hands that were hurting

im.

“It's only a bad bruise; no bones
are broken,” said the gentloman at
length; “rest is all Oap needs; he
will s00n be well again.”

“I am 80 glad 1" exclaimed Florence,
4 But can wa do nothing for him? He
seeme in such pain |

“Plentv of hot water to foment the
L’:\rt”would both ease and help to cure

im,

“Well, then," eaid the lttle girl,
“I will foment poor Cap's leg,”

Florence lighted the fire, tore up an
old flaanel peiticoat into strips, which
the wrung out in hov water and laid
on the poor dog’s bruise. It was rot
long before he began to feel the benefit
of the application, and to show his
gratitude in looks and wagging hia tail.
On their way home they met the old
shepherd coming slowly ‘along with a
lece of rope in his hands,

“O Roger!” cried Floreics, *you
sre not to haug poor old Cap, Wo
have found that his leg ia uot broken
aftor all”

“No, he will servo you yet, maid
the gentleman,

“ Well, I am mont glad to hear it,”
kaid the old man; “and many thanks
to you for going to ten him.”

The next mo:ning Florsnce wag up
early to bathe Cap. On visiting the

dog she found the swelling much gone

down. Sho bathed it again,
was ad grateful ag befors,
Two or thros days later when Flor-
enco and her friond were riding to-
gother thoy camo up to Roger and his
sheop, Uap wag thare, ton, watching
the sheop, ~ When he heard the voice

and Cap

of the little girl his tail wagged and | h

his oyes sparkled,

Do look at the dog, miss,” said the
shephord, “ he's so pleised to hear your
voice, Bat for you I would have
lhitrmg'ed the best dog I over had in my

°

This is quite & trne story. Tt hap-
pened many years sgo, and 18 now told
with plewure of thag lady who, in
later yoars, grow up to be the kind,
brave womun who nursed so many
soldiors throogh tho Crimean war, and
bas done ko many ather things for the
poor and suffering whersver she could,
—Temperance Advocate.

The Pail with a “B2» on 1t.

*Don'r the eup run nicoly, papat”

“Yes; I never saw it run better,
Benny.”

“Could T have a tree, papt”

“Yes, if you want it,”

“And a pail to oatch sap in”

*Yoa"

‘““And then mav I boil it, and have
the svrup as wine §”

on, ?

“And then may I have the money
when I sell it, and give it to our Sun-
day-school §

“ Qertainly,”

“Oh-h-h{”

Such a prospect of happiness, wealth,
and benevolencn was certainly worth a
pretty big “Oh!” The spring sun
winked and flashed among the tal s gTay
trunks of the sngar orchard, and seemed
to be in & happy frame of mind, But
its ecstacy did not begin to compare
with that of the small-legged Benny
capering around olspping his hands
and making his mouth into a good.sizsd
“Qh!”

* Hers is your pail, Berny ; and you
may commence this morning,”

“May 17"

“Ves And nee: to tell your peil,
I wilc put a B, & big B, on it.”

So farmer White took a nai! from
his pocket, and soratched a B on the
bottom of the pail.

“Tuore! mow you will know just
what is yours.”

“Thank you, papa, very much.” And
Benny comwenced capering over the
ground again,

All day Benny was busy carrying
maple-sap fr~m bis trea to the kettle on
the fire—a kettlo that was to boil his
sap. Towsrd night uv saw one of his
father's rails hung at & tree, and how
he wished ho conld haveit! Hoe could
put his pail there instead, and carry the
sap he tgund to his keitle, The pails
wera all alike, and who would know
the difference? The little fellow stood
debating the question,

Oan't you seem to see him, swinging
bis empty pail in his hand, the. tall
maples overhead, the sinking sun
making a great splendour ir. the weetern
sky

zimmy, ran! Run from that lempts-
tion! Run as fust as those small legs
will carry you !

No; he stood and thought it over,
Suddenly he thought he heard some one
whistling a1 they nesred the suga
orchard, Hoa acized his father's pail,
with its nioe, oluar sap, lett his own

behind, and ran off for the fire whexe

huvg his sap-kettle, Benny, if you will
only say “Ghl” now—a vary mourn-
ful ag well ag a big one |

That night Bonny could not nloep
vory easily, “ What is the matter with
my hod 1” he thought, [ can't reat.”
At last ho had a dream, He thought

0 Wad carrying map, and carrying it in
his father's pail, The pail wae very
full. Heo thought that as a punishment
for bis gin ho muat oArTy it a great way,

“ Where are you going1" said Billy
Bcown, whom Beun soonded to meet,

“ Don’t know, Billy,”

*“ What ave you doing 1"

“ Oarrying this pail,”

“Ix it heavy 1"

“ Foas ful,”

Here Benny thought he wished Billy
would lift his pail, and he would run
and losve it with him,

“Here. hore!” u voloe meemed to
sy, “Up to your old tricks} Want
to run away again? You did enough
running in the orcharl, Take up that
pail aud carry it. S-art! Don't stop.”

Ob, dear! He carried it and carried
it und carried it. Ho took it over hille,
and through awamps, and scross big
moadows, but he could mever scem to
find the kettle or the fire whero he
could empty his pail, 8o tired |

He was 0 tived that he began to ory
~and awoke,

“ Why, Benny, what is the matter !
I heard you s bbiog, and hurried in.”

It was bis dear papa. It was morn-
ing, and the sunlight was coming
through the windows—a big gush of
gold, all at once,

O paps, do forgive me! I am so
sorry 1 took your sap-psil. I have had
wuch 2 dresm! Do forgive me |

Then Benny confeesed all his tin, and
told bis dream.,

“I sm wsorry, Benny, you did it.
Papa will forgive you, but you have
made him feel vory badly.”

“You?! you, papat How did you
know it}

“I took up the pail you loft last
night in the place of mine, and I saw
the B on the bottom of it ; then I knew
my little boy was a thief. How I did
feel about it | ”

Banny begun to cry again,

“I didn't think there was a mark to
tell about me. I forgot about the B.”

“Yos; overy sim leaves a mark
behind--x big B. Don't f rget it, God
soes the B at once; Ho may make men
#oe i, and the who's thing come ouy
before the warld,”

“I am sorry, paps. T will never do
it again, X won't take the 2 astest thing
sgain,”

Banny felt his ain, and felt it keeuly.
I do uot think he will take anything
again, If he should live to be s old
8¢ Granuy Bright,—white-haired and
bent, and ninety years old, and a:l that
time have nothing but an old, rusty,
dented pail that held ontly a apoonful,
he would not take the pail of another,
If tempted, Tam sure he will think of
that big B on ths bottom of hiy sap-
puil—The Child's World,

Nor long back an Irishman was
summoned before a bench of county
magistrates for being drunk and dis-
orderly. “D) you know what bronght
youhere?” asked the chairman, Faix,
Your honor, two policemen,” replied?.
pritoner. “Had not drink someth ng
todo withit 1" said the J.P., frowning,
“Sortiuly,”avawered Paddy, unabash

“they were both drank,” .
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