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THE OTHER SIDE.

* The worde are good,” 1 said, ** I cavnot doubt ;"

1 took my scissors then to cut them out ;

My darling seized wy band. * Take care,” sbe cried,
** There is a picture on the other side.”

1 fell to musing. We are too inteut

On gaining that to which our minds are bent ;
‘We choose, then fling the fragments far and wide,
But ¥poil the picture on the other side !

A prize is vflered ; others seek it (oo,

But on we press with ouly self in view,

We guin our point, and pause well satistied,
But ah ! the picture on the other side.

On this, & sound ot revelry we hear;

On that, a wail otwourning strikes the ear;

On this, a carrisge stands with groom aud bride,
A hearse is waiting ou the other side. *

We call it trash—we tread it roughly dowu,

"I'he thivg which cthers might have deemed a ¢rown ;
Anintant's eyes, anointed, see the gold,

Where we world-blinded, vnly brass behold.

We pluck a weed, and fling it to the breeze ;

A fower of laivest hue another sees.
Westrike a chord with careless smile and jest,
And break a heart-string in another’s breast.

LTread sott nod softer still as on you go,

With eyes washed clear in Love’s anointing glow ;
Life's page well tinished, turn it, satisfied,

And lo! Heaven's picture on the other side.

““UNE DAME SEULE.”

We were nearing the Christinas holidays and
had plauned all sorts of festivities ; gifts and
games for the children, a Christmas tree, danc-
ing and all that, when my brother received a
letter which summoned him to England. He
would be absent from Paris several days—
would return Christmas morning, or at the
carliest the night before. His two boys, one
eight, the other ten, had been left at Stutt.
gard in the family of a learned professor who
charged himself with their instruction. My
brother had :u'ranged to go for the children
to bring them to Paris for the holidays, when
this unforeseen demand upon him made the
canying out of the plan impossible. We talk-
ed the watter over at the breakfast-table,
thinking of this and that way ol getting the
boys home. It was out of the question their
m@ther’s going for them—she could not be
spated ftom the little ones at home. [t was
an emergency, and I found coursge to suit the
occasion. I am convineed heroines are made—
not born.

‘I will go to Stuttgard and fetch home the
boys,” I said.

My brother looked up, astonished.

“You go to Stuttgard alone 1’

“Yes, [ will go to Stuttgard.”

*¢ Mais, mais,”” began his wife.

“Don’t say a word. T wantto go. | know
the road ; it is all plain and simple; it will
be a pleasant excarsion. I will leave here ip
the morning, spend the night with the pro.
fessor and his good wife, and the next morning,
with a nephew under each arm, I will take
the train for Paris. Oh! | ghal]l enjoy it ever
so much.” .

My brother and his wife were persistent in
their efforts to dissuade, but I overruled every
objection and, us a result, | found myself one
fine morning iu a train going eastward.

1 had one companion at the beginuiug-a
lady with her maid, and a Spanish poodle,
From Paris to Strashourg not a word passed the
lips ot the mistress or maid ; silentium wag the
prder.  The lady was stoutish in figure and a
deal encumbered with wraps ; she was fresh
7. colour, with pale, hay.coloured hair partly

E@,‘Ied by the white Shetland scarf with

ich her maid had replaced the bonnet that
car“ully bestowed in the rack above. 'The
maid™was tall, thin, with wide-open eyes, in
avery way the opposite of the lady, Her black
scanty vestments clinging to Ler scantily-made
person made her a contrast indeed to the rather
corpulent mistress in a large, scarlet, circular
cloak, who sut with closed eyes and with her
hands folded over her red-covered guide-book
I could have made this deseription more Drief
by saying simply that my vis-a.vis wag a
symphony in red.  Though 1 did ot speak
during all this journey, I felt 1 had company
—that 1 was not alone.

At 10 o'clock we reachied the station at
gard, and 1 confess T felt a little the worse
for wear, us my breakfast had beeu but & cup
of coffee, and at Strasbourg I had made the
slenderest sort of repast. My hope buoyed me
up. I should soon be at home with the brave
professor and hiy kind-hearted wife, and in the
warmth of their welcome and in the joy of see-
ing our dear boys I should forget how dreary it
had been during the last four or five hours of
the way, with the dark and some other disagree-
ables that I have not set down. | found a cab
at the station. | mentioned the street and
number. There seemed to be some needless de.
lay in starting, especially as the driver saw fit
to leave his horse and vehicle while he ran off
to speak with a comrade. The house | sought
I remembered to have been not far from the
station, but the way by which it was reached oy
this eccasion seemed interminable. I peered
out, from time to time, in search of gome
familiar object or lund-mark to help me to guess
where I was.

To shorten the story, as I would have the
journey—the varriage stopped. 1 got out with
my wraps and hand-bag; paid wmy cabman ;
stepped toward the door; saw that it was un.
fnmibliar; looked around and found that [ was
jp 8 vegion altogether new to me,

Stutt-

It was —— strass, it was No. 10, but not
€10 4.

I held my breath for a moment, then recover-
ed, and re-entered the cab; 10 A was a new
house at the other end of the street, and we soon
reached it. [ recognized it Ly a tree before the
door—Ileafless now—but with the same twisted
trunk. 1 was surprised when the cabman de-
manded another fare, but paid it and bade him
good-night as civilly as 1 could as I mounted
the steps to the house I remembered,

The Louse as I had seen it in the antown [
had thought almost shabby iu ils characterless
newness—but now it was the House Beautiful, I
rang gently, once, aud again. The third time
I pulled vigorously, for the cabman had mounted
to his seat, and I had begun to regard him as a
friend, though I knew he might prove a costly
one. The door opened and the haus meister put
forth his head. What did I want, he asked.

‘“ Prof. Fersten.”

The head otiuded a little further, then a
hand reached out, and a little lemp in it was
waved two or three times before my face.

‘Do you want to sec Prof. Fersten ?
gone to Paris.”

I gasped.

*“ His wife- - Mwe., Fersten.”

*Gione to Augsburg—will be back
week.”’

The cabman had gathered up his reins,- was
making a preparatory chirping to his horses. 1
shoutes to him to stop. [ learned that the pro-
fessor had gone, with my two nephews, to Paris,
and his wife to visit her friends. There was no
one in the apartment, Whether this intelligence
was conveyed to me in a few words or many, 1
do not know. [ turned away.

“ Madame surely knows it is the custom to
reward the haus meister when he is called up at
a late hour 1”

Madame did know, and she put & half-frane
into the outstretched hand. 1 returned to the
carriage.

“ You must take me to some hotel.”

* Which, madame

I did not think to ask the fwus meister Lo re-
commend me one, and 1 do not believe he conld
have in his then stupid condition. 1 suddeuly
remiembered my brother had spent a night in
Stuttgard once—the hotel was near the station.
1 did not know the name, but the cabman did.
We found it—or a substitute. I paid ¢ ¢ thrice
the fare,” as did the grateful stranger to the
boatman in Uhland’s verses.

An unkempt man—a stable-boy in appear-
ance, represented the landlord. 0, yes, they
had a room ! and a woman who had evidently
been suddenly roussd from her stumbers took a
light to show me toit. We passed first through
a toom, where at two or three tables, men were
playing cards-—as I saw through almost blind.-
Ing smoke—then through a kitchen where a
maedchen with her head on u table was soundly
sleeping, and where a small Llack dog came out
from somewhere to growl at me—then across a
stone passage. It was a small, low room we
found, with a porcelain  stove that oceupied
considerable space, a short bed, a chair, » wash-
stand and two trunks. The room had that
forlorn air of tidiness that a room way have that
1s never occupied. The bed was covered with a
haudsome enough knit cover, and the window-
curtains were crocheted. The tloor was bare,
Lat clean. There were two colonred French
1ithogra})hs on the walls—-heads and shoulders
of blandly smiling women. On the top of the
stove was a pile of bed-clothing, with which the
woman made the bed with a dexterity that sar-
prised e, she was so heavy-looking. I ventured
to try my limited German'on her by asking if 1
could have my tea and some rolls and butter
brought to my roowm, for [ felt the need of estab.
lishing a connection with somebody in my drcary
condition. The woman evidently did not un-
derstand e, though she respouded **Ju, ja.”
Her duties quickly over she bade me good-
uight, and lighting a crumb of a eandle that she
found among other erumbs in her apron pocket,
departed.

How desolate 1 felt ! Tired, huugry, sleepy,
and not a little nervous at the prospect of spend-
ing the night in such unpromising quarters.
But | determined to begin well by making my-
self o little tidy for my tea. I soon found that
I had counted without my host, or had wo host
to count on. My washstand containetl a hand
basin, but no ewer, and so no water. | must
wait till my tea was brought for there was no
bell to my room. [ tried to be amused at the
situation, to see it in its ludicrous aspect, but 1
was o cold that any attempt at a smile must
prove a fearful grimace. I shivered so I could
not sit still and 1 got up and tried to pace round
my little circle. The clock struck 11. 1 waited
& while longer for my tea, my teeth chattering
at the thought of the long night before me, At
length [ took wy candle and sallied out into the
Ppassage to try if possible to call some one to serve
me, for [ was sadly in need of something vefresh-
ing. 1 crept noiselessly along the unlighted cor-
ridor to the head of the stair, and began to de-
scend, when a door suddenly opened below e
and let out upon the pagsage two or three such
sinister-looking individuals that T quickly re-
turned breathless to my room. To my door
there came up a sound of shutling feet and ex-
cited voices and a good deal of undefined noise
that I was glad to try to shut out. With sus-
Beuse and some anxiety the minutes dragged,

ut at length the clock on some uear tower
struck 12.

1 gave up ull hope of even au apology for a

supper und decided to make the best of tt. There
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Was no lock to my door, and un way of fasten-

ing it, so 1 made a barricade before it by piling
one trunk on the other and putting my chair on
that in a way that any pressure on the door from
the outside would throw it to the ground. I
could not think of going regularly te bed under
the cirenmstances, but I'lay down on it and drew
over myself a big, over-stutfed cou rie-picd, which
fell to the tloor the moment 1 dropped asleep.
That, however, must have heen near morning,
for 1 countad several of the hoursas they struck,
and my xputtering candle had burnt itself out,
leaving only a suggestive odour I would gladly
have been rid of. o

At length a gray worning made itsell’ visible,
and assoon as I could see I made my way to the
lower regions, still dark, where found the man
of the night Lefore with a Jantern in his hand.
An old woman was culled and a fire lighted in
the kitehen stove, where | watched the brewing
of wmy coffee while I warnied myself. T did not
criticise iy bread which I ate with a compote of
stewed pears and mustard—-for the butter was
au indignity—nor my account either-- though
it was exorbitunt - and when the morning tiain
came up from Munich | was the tivst to enter.

1 was alone in wmy compartment  that for
“ Jone women,” and the excessive cold agyravat-
ed my general wretchedness. No notice way
taken of me by any-one, and 1 got safely to
Strasbourg, nursinginy |,hysica1_1 discomfort, At
Strasbourg the oflicers of the train were changed,
und 1 Lbecame an object of interest and attention
to two of the guards— onea big, middle-aged man
with half-gray side whiskers, the other younger,
u tall, stooping individual, who smiled in at my
window on every occasion, with light blue eyes
of most inane expression.

How uncomfortable those two men made me !
At the second station alter Strasbourg the elder
of the two demanded of me my passport. 1 re-
plied that I had none -that none was necessary
ona journey from Sl.}lttgurd to Paris. At this
the younger was informed .tlmt my name was
Gretchen, buc it was impossible to say to which
part of Germany I belonged. At the next
station [ was asked for my visiting curd; with
my Paris destination. 1 prpduced it while the
old man watched with evident enjoyment my
apparent discomtiture. ) )

As we approached Paris the miles secnied
longer. The train I knew would arrive
after dark and—but [ will not follow the
thoughts and fancies that, Stll)lula!cd by my
fears, filled my mind. At X. the train stopped,
and T saw my two persecutors looking down the
line toward me, and, O, joy! I saw on the plat-
form of the station my good old friend M. C—,
tranquilly smoking a cigavette. I waved my
handkerchief- -1 shouted : .

() Monsieur ! Monsieur C.!

No fettered Andromeda ever welconmed a com-

ing Perseus with more delight than 1 did this

Id frieud of my childhood.

%shout attracted his attention ; he was soon
at my side. “ Why, J\li‘““sb‘)”l“’;f uTe you eom-
ing from—where have you been ¢ o b

“Don’t ask me a}lytlxllngl. fome l1n 0 t i
compartment ; [ can’t stay alone any longer.
“H’mc I will not be allowed. This is pour les
dames seules.” ) : . ’
«"Mon take me with you —anywhere-~Idon't
"
care where, only take me. He eloed
And [ struggied to the door. ‘ e lle red we
out of one carringe iuto another, and when we
were on our way | wept, I know not why,
and my friend comforted me.
*® . * - L 3 * * -
i ich 1 write this shines on the
The ]lgllt ]ly which o this St on ]
beautiful face aud gray hair of the good man
have referred to. C )
In years he is twenty my senior, but in all but
wisdom and gooduess he is very young.
I have just read him this account of a journey
s ajou
to and from Paris, and e responds with *“ And
thut was the day you oflered yourselt to me-—
¢ 7"
i : arry you.
asked we, in short, to mary you, ° )
Mk‘t"(‘\nd"‘ 1 |~.~|.]\", it is a dreadful thing to be
‘ ’ B

B
Caie divine seule.

HEARTH AND HOME.

T ¢ Losr-Cure.” -1t iy _llnt t'.nnugh to
enjoy life yourself ; indeed, sel.hshv eujoyment is
alwuys incomplete. teve yout 'l‘ul\el‘l‘al(“en-com’:
pations a Hft with their lO:l(!s. 1e _\ft-f,gu'e,
from a moral point of view, isa most siguiticant
phrase.  Live while you live by _“%'ll’"lg chel's
to enjoy lite. Life is lnil\jt‘, up o.( little things ;
therefore do the little things which s})read sun-
shine around your path. Hope, help, love--
these are good words  to .spenl}: and to hear
spoken—good at the beginning of the year, good
t]n‘oughm\t the year, good ut its close. W hether
life be long or short, live while you live, not
for yourselt alone, but for yourself and for others.

Chanrry.—True charity is the sweetest aud
most attractive of qualities. It smooths away
the angles and rubs off the roughuness and
diminishes the friction of lite. Tt adds grace to
daily courtesies und makes burdens easier to be
borne. The loving heart is the strung heart.
The generous hand is the hand to cling to when
the path is diflicult. There is room for the
exercise of charity everywhere - in busiuess, i
society, and iu the church ; but fivst and lchh:.vt-
est is the need for it at l}olne, where it is the
salt which keeps all things sweet, the aroma
which makes every hour charming, and the
divine light which shines star-like througl all
gloom and depression.

Mauriagk, - When a young wan wants to
marry a girl, he has alveady wade up his wind
that she is worthy of hiw ; otherwise he would

not wish to marry her.  The next thing for him

to do is to make a rigid examination and cross-
examination to see whether he is worthy of her.
In this Le should be unsparing of his own faults
and shortcomings. If he comes to the con-
clusion that the girl is better than he is, let him
at once and resolutely set himself to reform his
own character and to eradicate its defects. If,
on the other hand, he finds that he can con-
scientionsly say that he deserves her hand, he
wmay safely conclude that, if her affections are
not prevccupied by another, he can win her by
fair and honovurable and open wmeans, and with-
vut resort to clandestine pﬁuna ur practices.

HavriNess.—Most of the wrong-doing in the
world comes from an uneasy craving for plea-
sure of sume sort. The desire for revenge pro-
duces all kinds of malicious and hateful con-
duct ; the yearuing for gain suggests dishonesty,
fraud, oppression, injustice ; the appetite for
sensual gratification leads to gluttony, inten-
perance, and vice. A state of true hu])piucss
would reuder these cravings impossible ; the
higher gratifications once thoroughly enjoyed,
uo room wonld be left for the lower.  The great
happiuess of love aunihilates ruveu%:: aud
mwalice ; sympathetic pleasures extinguish selfish
oues ; pure and innocent recreations, cheerlul
society, and wholesome habits preclude the
temptations to vicious courses. In a word,
Lappiness, in its troest meaning and best forms,
is the foe to wrong-doing, and in this sense it
may be said that those who are happy are good.

Work.—We are all of us workers in one way
or another, but how many of us are possessed
with an earnest desire that the work we put
from our hands shall be a thorough, honest,
faithful performance that shall fulfil its pur-
pose and withstand the ravages of time ¢ The
great ditference in labour is, not in wAImt is
done, but how it is done—mnot in the kind of
work we perform, but in the spirit we put into
it. Irom the cleansing of a room to the puriti-
cation of a government, {rom the clearing of o
forest to the chiselling of a statue, frem the
humblest work of the hands to the noblest work
of heart und brain, it is the determination to
make it of the best possible quality that places
it in the frout rauk. The work that is per-
formed ouly tor the sake ol what it will bring,
uot for what it is tocarry forth, is like cloth of
shoddy, which may please the eye, but will not
wear. It is cheap, limsy stuff; woven with uo
nobler purpose than to held together long
enough to be bought and paid for.

Prary axp ReasoNasLe KNOWLEDGE.-—A
sound aud strong statement of what is right,
and why it is right ; of what is wrong, and why
it is wrong, is a most needful foundation for
any other moral or religious training that way
follow with the young.  From the lack of this
plain and reasonable kuowledge comes mueh of
the coutfusion of wind which fails to detect the
sophistry with which self-interest will plead
against the calls of honour and of duty.  People
Qrift into wrong-doing of every kind far oftencr
than they deliberately plunge into it, and the
lack of a clear conception and a thorough com-
}_-rr.he;usion of its nature from the beginning is
1equently the first cause  How this want can
be best supplied, as a fitting preparation for
life’s arduous and responsible juties, is & watter
worthy of consideration of every well-wisher of
the rising generation. Hitherto it has been
strangely veglected 5 but, if the conviction of
its great importance be once firmly implanted in
our hearts, suitable methods to promote it will
not be loug in following. No ove, whether in
the home, the school, or elsewhere, who has the
care ol the young can avoid a share of obligation
in this matter,

MUSICAL AND DRAMATIC.
CaMraNiNt likes to talk French.

Ebwakp B. Perny, the distinguished pianist,
is blind.

Max Strakoscn will confine himself to Eng-
lish opers next seasou.

PS8, Grisoke has gone to Europe in search
uf wnsical uovelties for the summer seuson at Manhattun
Beuach.

Mis. KaTE CHask Srracuk entertained Miss
Thursby, the siuger, at her house in Washiogton ‘s few
evenings ago.

Miss CARY is to make her last appearance in
public before her depaiture for Europe at a graod con-
cert on Sarturday afternoon, May 22, at Music Hall, Cin.
ciunati.

A SERIES of accidents has rendered it necessary
to indelinitely posipone the Lenefit tevdered Manuger
Max Strakosch in New York recently.

P. 8. GiL.MORE finds it dificult to escape from
the wusicians of Loudon, who are eager to tollow him
to this country. He left for home oun the 6th just.

It is reported that certasin friends of Mr,
Theodvre Thomas are endeavouring to secure an en-
wagement of the favourite conductor for the establish-
ment in New York of (ermun opera

Tie Alice Outes opera compnny, after many
tribulations iu the way ot snits-at-law and injunctions,
is reported as disbanded for the season, and their dutes
ut Huooley's Theatre have been caocelled.

MaNaGeEr MariesoN has, by virtue of his
oontract with Cawpauini, forbidden the favourite tenor
to accept suy further engagement before sailing for Lon-
dou, beyond those already made for the Boston and Cin-
vivnati festivals.

T new opera-house corporation of New York
bas completed it organization as “ The Metropolitan
Opera Houss Company,” and will push matters with the
vigour possible to such u powerful combivation of ocup-
italists.

Lirrie Bexepier Tacaeni, a child of ¢
voars the ‘" midshipmate " of an Euglish children's
Pinafore company, was takeu ill with acute rheumatism
aud died. During the daslirium consequent on his il].
ness be continually sang the Plpafore music, and the
lastuudible sound that the little fellow nttered was his
childish version of * For he is an Englishmay." :




