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APPEARANCES.

RY 6. HUNT JACKSON,
Hast thou e’er seen the moon reflected, ~
Impressed upon the azure ajr?
Reason, by acience updirected,
Would see, not one moou. but a pair.
Appearances deceive the sight,
We do pot always judge arght.

Oft bast thou seen the rainbow's glow,
A remi.cirele 10 thy gaze
‘While there upon the mountain’s brow
Beheld complete a circle's rays.
Appeamnces deceive the sight,
We do not always jndge aright.

Hast thou not seen a human face
All pallid through suspended breath ?
Physici n's eve alone conld trace
‘the signs of life, snd not of death.
Appearances deceive the sight,
We do not always jodge aright.

How many a villain's heart bas been
Corcealed. through sudbtle management ?
His deeper pature sas not seen,
Nor he held io disparage ment.
Appearsoces deceive the sight.
Wedo notalways judgearight,

How many a noble soul, and true, -
Has rarried, through long years, a stain :
Hecanse one ¢in to ontward view,
Wasseen, na was the curse of Cain.
Appearapces deceive the sight,
We do oot aleays jodge aright.

MY NELLIE.

AN IDYL OF THE >TREET~. TORONTO, 1§6—

Twelve o'clock noon, aud as the great town
clock struek the hour leisurely, the shrill whis.
tles of the many factories, the mellow-sounding
gongs from the warehouses that lined the
wharves near, joined their discordant tones, the
big bells on the Cuthedral towers clanging out
their share in the noontide melody : every nar-
tow by-way, open doorway and outlet from dark
passage sent forth a living stream of work-
people—voung women, their wearied faces
strangely sad uoder the faded finery of their
thabby hats, the worn shawls or buttonless
jackets, needing closer folding about their thin
ferms 1o protect them from the chilly, brisk May
air after the close atmosphere of the crowded
reoms : men putting on their coats as thev
strode up the street, some still retaining the
elasticity of youth, but many, alas! with the
shambling gait, betraving the close hours, ab-
sence of out-door exercise, and the heavy drag
of a struggle with poverty : coal-heavers, black
and smotty from the nature of their work ; oil-
begrimed workers at the boats and engines,
all on the one object intent—their dinner.
Turving away down King street as the bells
ceased, one found it comparatively quiet; a few
carriages standing at the shop doors, a waggon
ortwo, a farmer’s team quietly munchinga wis
of hay, while their ownerand his *‘ old woman"
told their aches and jpains to a sympathizing
druggist’s cierk, who had sold them a bottle of
Perry Davis® Pain-killeras a panacea for all their
ls, and sent them away happy. The streets
»ast—then runniug only to Yeorkville and ap
Queen street—crossing at the switch, near the
market, a solitary shopper or two, clerks burry.
ing howe to their dinner. The doorways of the
newspaper offices, even the mouth of the dirty
lane leading to the old ZL.adsr office, without
the nsual crowd of ragged venders of the daily
papers. The sun shone warm on the closed
dwors and brick walls of more than one Com-
pany's oftice, glinting on the door-plates and
emblazoned siguboards, dashing with all its
warmth and light on the pretty little Sgure in
dark grey that took its way so slowly along the
rorth side of the »street, swinging her tightly.
furled umbrella with apparent carelesspess, as if
she had no thought bevond, but the rapid, half.
#ideway, backward glances from the brown eyes
under the broad-leafed hat, told a' different
story. As she nears the corner of Yonge street
the pretty foreliead is wrinkled into a frown,
and the umbrella tapped impatiently against
the well-fitting boot on my lady’s tiny foot, and
the steps grow slower and slower, the backward
glances more frequent. Then, with » sigh of
disappointment the corner is almost torned,
when the frown gives place to a smile that
speaks volumes. Turning, she stoops to Jook in
a window, her figure hidden by an old post that
had stood for many years half leaning againat
the house ; only a moment, when, walking very
fast, ane hand in his pocket, the other swinging
aud switching a light cane, came a handsome
man—dark-skinned, ' dark-eyed, gentlemanly
and refined in appearance, but, in spite of ali,
with a'something wanting in his face, & solidity
of purpose to carry him through a great nuder-
taking, orset at defiance’ wills that might clash
with hisown. He was energetic enough now,
as he reached the corner, witha mutsered,

“D nit! Too late again. .Just my
luck 1"

He was about to turn away,

‘* Don’t swear, Tom ; it does not sound nice,
and went out of fashion with our grandfuthers,”
and Nellie held out her hand. :

*Oh, vou'rethere all right. But what did
vou hide for, you little minx " and the tal) fel-
low looked down fondly . at the dear little girl,
as he took herhand. . ‘

*“For fun.  You know you are: late ; it must
be quite ten minutes past. - | have walked all
the way from the Cathedral sinee the clock
siruck.  Then--."

“What along walk in ten minutes,” laughed
Tom, as he held the face of his watch toward
her, the hands pointing to barely five minutes
after the hour.

 Oh, you are slow !"* she retorted.

“Well, finish your sentonce, Nell. Then—"

*“ You interrupted, and cannot expect me to
go on now.”

“ Yes, I do. 1 apologize. Come. Then—"

*“What a silly boy you are! it is nothing!”

“ Well, never mind. Tellme."

** How absund.  Well, if you really will have
it, 1 wanted to know if your sorrow was genuine
when you missed me, or only humbug!” and
Nellie buttoned and unbuttoned her glove as if
that was obliging her to speak out.

““Well, and was the result satisfactoryi”
asked her companion, after a pause.

A bright glsnce, and Nellio answered :

* You are about the most couceited, self-sat-
isfied individual 1 ever knew "

““ All right, if you say so; 1'm agreeable.”

*‘ Then, Tom, don't let us talk any more non-
sense. What is going on! Where have you
been! 1 have not seen yon for three days, you
know! Were you at Miss Thompson's last
night 7 Who was there !’

*“Sottly, softly, Nell. I can't answer adozen
questions at once ; one at a time !”

But, all the same, he told all, and maore
than was expected of hiw, to judge by the
apparent flow of conversation between them as
they strolled up Yonge street, across by Gerard
aod dowu Church street.  Talked of all the girls
whom Nellie knew well by sight and hearsay,
which, with her bright, clear eyes and true wo-
man's instinet, as vet untouched by jealousy,
gave her a truer knowledge of them than even
Toin had : of the drudgery of the office, which
he hated most cordially, and would gladly leave
upon any pretext, but Nellie had learnt now to
coax him, for the time, at least, out of his ill-
humour with it and its surroundipgs, and send
him back to it with a sinile. Talking thus, the
time passed quickly, and it was uearly one
o’clock ere they turned up Yongestreet. Tom,
chafling Nellie upon the temptation to pick
pockets, the handkerchiel was half thrust into
the outside pocket of her jacket ; he had pulled it
out, seizing the opportunity of giving the little
presenting fingers a squeeze perchance, was
startled by Nellie—

‘* Breakers ahead, Tom ! and quickening
her pace slightly, left a couple ol yands between
then ina moment, and no two people could be
wore spparently unconscions of the other’s pre-
sence than they were, when passing a rather
stont, pompous-looking, elderly map, with
dangling eve-glass, who stood at the door of the
Express office talking 1o a man with a pen behind
his ear. The eye-glasx was raised a moment
and turned towards Nellie. As it dropped, he
recognized Tom with a nod, and muttered,
‘¢ Bless my soul ! he let him pass.

Tom, remembering the handkerchief which
he still held, strode on, and, lifting his hat as
he overtook Nellie, was rewarded by a slight
bow and apparent *Thank you.” And in
reality it was, ** He knows Tom ; | saw it in his
face ! yet, despite the tears so near the surface,
her eyes were sparkling with fun. And Tom's
reply, as he walked past, was :

“Who cares! 'm sick of this farce.”

And what of the man who * knew "

‘ Who's the lady, Timmins ¥’

““ Don’t know, sir. See her often puass this
way at noon.”

“ Well, that's all to-dav. Shall look in on
you again to-morrow. By-bye,” and the man
with the eye glass, too, went his way. Timmius
turning into the office, chuckled, sotto voce :

““Guess that little game's spoiled, Master
Tom. XNot quite clever enongh this time for
the old boy !

» - » - * - *

A Warm sunny afternocon, the town elock chim-
ing the half-past four; King street thronged
with carringes, the coachmen in quiet undress
livery, with white-gloved hands, holdiug in
their horses to a proper pace to enable the fair
freight to scatter smiles and bows to their friends
on the pavemeunt, who, in the most taking of
costnmes, promenaded on the fashionable side ;
men from the panks, clerks from the Govern-
ment offices, students from the college, in the
hated eap and gown, thronged up and down,
“*studying human nature from four to six,”
they said. Drawn up at what was generally
considered the unfashionable side of the street,
and certainly the quiatest, was one of the hand-
somest equipages ; the low, luxnrious cushioned
seats, occupied by a stout old lady in speetacles,
and a fair, slight, undeniably bandsome girl, her
straight features and clear complexion set off by
all the advantages of dress and style; yet the
want of warmth and flexibility in the thin-lip-
ped mouth, male many wonder where others
found the beauty in her face. Slie was lookin
her best just now asshe leant slightly forward
to tolk to the tall, dark man, who, with one
foot on the carriage atep, was listening to her
with apparent interest, unhecding the impatient
haste of the fair, slight man who was waiting
for him. But everything comes to an end some
time ; with & nod and samile, which would have
b«.-f:(;x bewitching had the mouth been softer, she
said :

*“Mr. Morton is getting very impatient, so
we'll say good-bye until to-night ;” just, how.
ever, a8 the man was about to drive on, she
called out : '

*Oh stop a minute, Tors,” she went on, when
he cama to the carriage. T am going to wear
white to-night : no colour, and want my flowers
to match., Dou't forget, and don't be Inte,"

e " ol

What evil genius made Nellic pass just then,
in time to see the smile and hear the response.

** Not I, while you wait! The whitest roses
shall be yours too, Charlotte.”

*¢Come along, Tom,"” said Mr. Morton, as
the carriage drove ofl, ““ [ thought you wers
going to stop all day. Tell you what [ saw the
neatest little body 1 town while you were wust-
ing your smiles on that icicle. All right, old
fellow,” he added, as an exclamation cscaped
his companion, **I apologize ; but if you kunew
the little girl 1 mean you could not help draw-
ing comparisons. The deuce is 1 don't think
she recognized we, and 1 didn’t know she was
in town until this minute. | must find out
where she is stopping, and pick up the old tlir-
tation.”

“Who is shet You're quite warm, Mortan.”

¢ The nicest little thingin girls Tom, and the
veriest flirt you ever met. First saw her in
Newmarket last summer, when up about that
business of old Toper's, you know. It was
plaguey dull work, so I went in for a bazaar
that was going on—not expecting much fun, but
by Jove § had. She was there, got up in pink
ribbons and lace, and in half an hour I hadn'ta
cent in my pocket, and if I had had any time
for that sort of thing I should have gope in to
win in earnest and settled down.”

“1t's a pity you hadn't, Jack, as you seem to
feel it so still. But what’s her name 1"

“*Cranstone ; [ think the other girlscalled her

Nellie. ¢ Hello !” he added, ¢ there's the man
I've been hunting all day, Tata, I'll sev yon
in"

Aod Morton sprang across the street heedless
of his friend, uunoticing the frown upon his
face.

“ Nellie ! by all that's holy,” he muttered.
“ 1t's likely enough though ; they are alf alike,”
he added angrily.

And Nellte, what of her ! The wonds as well
as the expression on the girl's face who so laid
her commands upon Tom, aud his answer were
a trouble to her; the kuowledge that socially
Tom wus far abave the music teacher, & lurking
fesrthat alone in the world as she was, the many
hints and varied warnings upou the wickedness
of men generally, which she hal heard so often
re-iterated by her married friends (God forgive
them) might be true, and Tom no better than
the rest, was making his love for her but an ia-
teresting amusement pour passre le lemps ; and
thought it no sin tothrow her aside when weary
of it or something better turned up. The
anxioty he had shown to avoid being seen with
her by his own people ziving colour to the fear.
So the small end of the walge of diatrust was
drawn slowly but surely in by nnacknuwledged
jealousy. Apgry with herself for harbouring
the thought for a moment, her senxitive pride
aceused her of latting him see too plainly her
love for him : how o’ﬁen she had gone to weet
him, let her hand lie in his unreproved, taken
so much for granted—manner and looks for
plain  wonds, in spite of novels and uevel
writers of ‘‘stories from real life”” Now few
men make the long specches, utter the weil
turned sentences when telling their love that
are attribated to them. Thus Nellie worked
herself into a determination to go to meet him no
morv : it he wanted her he might tind her, and
if all stories were true the hint would make him
like her better. Poor Nellie, it was oo new feel-
ing, how many have felt the same and made
thetnselves feel miserable without a cause,

- » . L * > . .

Hot broiling days bad given place to the
balmy omnes ofgspring, §062 and 80z in the
shade had driven all who coubl atford it to the
seaside ; those who could not, to some quiet
country place, there to rusticate in the fond im.
agining that their fashionable friends« at Ca-
couna would think they were at Murray Ray
and vice versa, leaving only the few detained
by business or poverty to choose the shady
side of the streets, and try to peniuade them-
selves it was not very kot after "all. When
Nellie and Tom met again, past the Rosiin aver
the old uneven flagstonns they walked, her face
flushed and indignant, his jealous and angry,
biting his moustache viciously, the veriest by.
stander could tell they were quarrelling. Jealous
accusations and indignant denials followed
quickly upon one another, neither willing to
give in without some sign of relenting on the
other's part. llnmsu:rw! by their wurroundings
~—ah ! how little lovers gnarrelling in some
dimly lighted conservatory or firelit drawing-
room know the vajue of the tonch that breaks
the cruel barrier of pride and sends a thrill of
reconciliation through heart and head--our
lovers quarrelled on.

“1don’t believe you carv that for me,"” and
Tom snapped his fingars detiantly, ** and would
just as willingly flirt with any other fellow that
came along. You are all alike, ane fellow’s back
tarned thy next will do just as well, pravided
he’s fool'enongh ; so we might as well part first
a8 last, it will come w that in the end.”

* As you will. " If you eanuot trust me en-
tirely wo had better—part,” and something very
like a sob rose in her throat, bat she bravely

ulped it down, and with elear unflinching eyes

oollted straight into his face. “ Now at once,’’
and tearing off the tiny glove, heedless of the
the flying buttons, she took off the ruby ring ns
if it burnt her, ahe had dropped it into his hand
and turning into the many entrances to the
hotel, had closed the door and spsd half way up
the long staircase helore he had recavered i;irm
self, the ring in his hand recalling his scattered
aensen at last to throw it down and with a mut-
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ing a release he nover weant seriously to give
her ; scornful of himself for loving her, he went
his way to bo the merriest, - wildesl at the club,
making the room ring with the laughter pro-
voked by his wit and Em an hour afterwards.

And Nellie-—wounded pride, the whole weight
of ber own love thrown back upon her heart,
angry with herself boonuse she could not quench
it ﬁxeu and there, fecling satisfaction in having
shown him how little she cared for his love
when he was 8o peady to renounce hers. All her
nerves quivering, her head in a whirl, her eyea
nhiuiug‘iku stars, sha never knew how she got
through the music lessons of the next two houra
or home to her lodgiugs in the quiet stroets,
and when night came after gazing out on the
silent street until the dawu was nesr st hand,
she threw hersolf at last on her bed to sleep the
weary, dreamless sleep, in which thers in only
cessatiot, no rest, :

L] L] L ] . - - LIS -

Eight o'clock in the mon?ing. housemaids
sweeping doorsteps, beating mats and gossiping
with the milkman ; a boy with a telegram ; a
cab on which s white.faced brown-eyed girl was
rattled away in over the stoues to the rilway
depot 1o ga to the brother dying at school of
scarlet fover ; the sorrow of vesterday as nothin
in the presence of the misery of this later grivtF,
was ail that the dwellers in the street saw,

A day or two alterwards und several successive
days they noticed a tall, dark man come up the
street, mnake inquiries at the door of the board-
ing-house, but appareutly not receiving satis-
factory replies he too disappesred, and the
street saw him no more.

> - * - L a . -

Easter day, the glad chimes ringing out the
happy worn, the streets thronged with church.
goers all in their best, up the pathway to Holy
Trinity, its altar gaily decorated with fuwers,
its fout a pyramia of pure white lilies, ity pews
rapidly filling with womhiypcn and many alas
who came but to see the decorations, Among
the last, two young men who taking n seat near
the door continued their conversation iu an
under tone which however was distinetly audi.
ble to the slight girl in deep mourning and
heavy crape veil kneeling in front.

““ Who's the tall girl in alight mourning just
gone ap the aisle,”” said one.

“ Miss Torrins, Tom Falconer’s cousin; you
remember him, don’t you! Not kpow him’
Well, you missed an awfully good fellow. i«
was in old Falconer's oftice, but the old fellow
packed him off to England and bought him a
commission, peopte said because he was angry
with hisa for something - debts probably ; the
regiment was ordered to Abyasinia where Tom
wasy killed.  Miss Torrins put on mourning of
course wnd people say she wav engaged to him,
but 1 have my own opinion about that, for I am
tather a pet of the old lady's and happenad o
be there when some of his things arrived which
be had asked n brother ofticer to »end home for
him if he fell, and she showed me a photograph
of a lonely, soft.eyed girl in a drooping hat
under which the words * My Neollie, God bleax
her,”* ware written, which she said was in the
pocket-book he always carried, so I wonld not
give much for his fair cousin’s chances had poor
Tam lived. But | don’t know why [ tell von
all this when you did not know him. Why in-
deed 1 Could he have known the exquisite pain
yet unspeakable joy with which the heart of the
kneeling figure near wax filled by his random
words, he would scarcely have questioned the
reason why.

CUTTAWA.

MUSICAL AND DRAMATIC.

irviNg and Booth are acting together ax an-
nounced.

THE New York Musical Festival has proved a
ocmplete sucoes,

Tur. Tunes thinks Irving's fagoe inferior to
Hootb’s. The Globe aays it in more demonine, while
Rooth’s is the most hamas.

Tuvr Maplesan Opern Company has received a
vory sovere b'ow  Madame Trebelil has saceded to Mr.
Giyn and the Raoyal 1talian Opers.

A NEw theatre, erected on the site formerly
accupind by tha Meous Plaisis, has besn opened in
Paris. From the sajection of the company fts ambitious
ttle, ** La Comédie Paristeane, smema but balf deserved.

It is said that Salvini on his return to Italy
will anttla in Flotenes and devote bis time to weucbing
thr art of which he ip probably the greatest living ex:
Ponent.

Mu. Teery, the comedian, has been clected a
inetnber of the Richmond Board of Guardians to repre-
sent the district of aroes, with the Rev. H. R. Wake
fAntd, tbe oumta of the parish, as his polloagun.

o EnTHETicA ; or, the Times and the Mau-
aers,” 18 the tisle of A com\a opera wbioh Charles F. Pid-
win, of Boston, Masa., praposss 1o produce next aeason
with origiosl muaic by five Ametrican composars.

Tay Featival of the Three Choirs will be held .
at Worcester this yoar, and by permission of the Daan
aud Chapler, aratorios will be performad in the nava’of
the Cathedral, sultably urranged.

MpLre, Hortexskr ScHN®IDER, the famrus
npern boutle Aotress, is selling her Jewels by publie
nuciion at the Hotel Dronat, Paris, whero crowda of har
admirars assemble to purohass tham,

ORGAN FOR SALE.

From one of the heat manufactories of the
Dominion. New, and an excellent instrument,

tered curse grind it into the ground with his
heel, enraged at the girl for hnr’ﬁmte in accept-

Wi be wold shoap.  Apply st this oftles.




