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if I cared for Clem in that way 1 Have 
I not fiom the first set my heart on this 
real life romance ending in the only 
way it could rightfally end ?”

A sudden light came into Nettie’s 
face, but it died away in a moment.

“Then you do not care fi>r him ? 
Poor Clem !” she said, iu a low voice.

“Poor Clem, indeed I” cried Cyn, 
pacing the floor excitedly. “I cannot
__no, I cannot—believe if of him 1 He
certainly has sagacity enough not to 
run his head against a beam in broad
daylight, even------ ”

“If Jo bad not,” she was about to 
add, but checked herself suddenly. 
Not for the world would she betray 
Jo’s confidence. What had passed 
between them to-day should be a secret 
always, never again to be mentioned— 
but never forgotten in the friendship 
and companionship of after years.

“You must be very difficult to suit, 
dear, if you do not like Clem 1 said 
Nattie, with unconsciotts significance, 
after waiting in vain for Cyn to finish 
her sentence. .

“It is not that,” replied Cyn, 
what sadly. “Do you not know I have 
only one love,—music ?

“Poor Clem I” again said Nattie, 
from the depths of her tender heart. 
“For I know he loves you, dear. He 
could not help it, who could 7”

would have been sweet

I respect and esteem 
I said before—we will bet 5jUadi you do not love Clem ? Am I so 

homely as to be repulsive to you ?”
“Homely ? Nonsense !” replied Cyn, 

momentarily putting aside her newest 
anxiety for the previous one, “now I 
come tOjthink of it, I had rather mar
ry you than any msn 1 know I”

“Would you ? Would you really !" 
seizing her hand fhopefolly. “Then 
why will you notjH

Cyn allowed her hand to remain in 
his as she said slowly and impressively, 

“I cannot marry. That is entirely 
out of the question for me. Of my 
life, love can form Bo part !”

“But I thought you believed in 
love ?” said Je, leaking perplexed, but 
clinging to her hand as a sort of au

to you now. 
you as
friends—comrades—always—no morel"

As she spoke, she extended her hand 
to him, in farewell to all his hopes.

And sc understanding be clasped it, 
a sadness on his face she had never 
seen there before.

“As you will, Cyn,” he replied, l*p- 

kenly, “but I shall love you—for
ever!”

As he spoke, from below came the

iant
The Seamstress’ Story,

Idlv she sat in her rocking-chair,
A woman of forty, pale and plain,

There were streaks of gray in her scant, 
light heir, [pain.

On her brow deep furrows of care and
Needle and thread from her hands had 

topped, [clung.
The hands that nervously clasped and

As with voice that faltered and often 
stopped [young.

She spoke ofthk days when she was
“Yes, it’s twenty years since I saw him 

last—
Twenty years since we said ‘good-bye.’

I’ve heard folks say time goes so fast— 
They couldn’t have known such years 

as I.
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ay,
;‘Cyn ! Jo ! where.are you ? we ate 

going!”
“Coming !” Cyn’s clear voice an

swered back.
“One moment,| Jo said, detaining 

her, “may I—may I kiss you once, 
Cyn 7 Once, and for the last time ?”

There were tears in Cyn’s eyes. 
She bent her handsome head, their 
lips met, then, without a word, they 
went on together to join those who 
awaited them.

And it was thus Fate decreed for 
these two.

Love brings the most intense sor- 
the keenest joys of life.' But
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“Twenty years ! I remember yet 

Just how he spoke and looked And 
stood.

When he said ‘Now Msrv, you mustn't 
if I «mid!

I icatioas’ from all parts micbor.[foiget
“Ï dd. I believ5 it ie the best hap- 

Bfe. But
met Why, I will you. I owe this 
much in return for what you have 
given me ; what I prize even though I 
am compelled to - refuse it. What 
stands between us the memory of a 
love—gone forever.’

“What I” exclaiiaed Jo„ astounded 
in hissturn. “Yon do not mean to say 
that you—that you—you, the gayest 
of the gay—that you—" Jo stopped, 
unable to proceed. .[

“You hardly expected to find me in 
the role of the victim of a broken heart, 
did yon F’ questioned Cyn, with* half- 
sad, half-tmmoroub smile. “I admit I Lcaviig Clem, on their arrival at 
do not exactly answer to the average the hotel, to bear the burden of the 
description, and m/heart is not broken green stuff they had brought from the 
—there is only a blank in it—some- woods, Cyn, with a trace of melancholy 
thing dead that can never live again, on her sunny face, followed Nattie to 
Once I loved a man with all my heart” her room. For Cyn’s joyous picnic,

with its gay beginning, had ended sadly 

The differ- enough to her.
“I want to ask you something,” Cyn 

said, with frank directness, as she 
carefully dosed the door behind them. 
“And that is, are you, can you he 
foolish enough to imagine, that. Clem 
and I are in love with each other ?”

The small basket Nattie held in her 
hand fell to the floor, at this unexpect
ed question. Had Cyn drawn forth a 
bowie knife,' and playfully dipped off 
her nose, she could not have been more 
astounded.

“K you can possibly reduce your 
eyes to their ordinary size, and give 
me a candid yes or no, I wiH be oblig
ed,’’ Cyn said, rather petulantly, after 
waiting in vain for an answer. The 
events of the day had sorely tried her 
usually even temper.

A little tremulously, while a burning 
flush covered her face, Nattie answered
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All you have promised,
“ There’ll be many to tempt ' yem eWay 

from me,
Never heed them, whatever they .say; 

Wait for me, Mary, wait patiently, [day, 
And think ef me always, by night and

it cannot be for

“ ‘Never mind if the 
I shall write when

years are long,
I’ve time to spend, 

I shall be true, and you must he strong. 
And look to the end, Mary, look to 

the end !
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there must always be some lives, into 
which* comes only the sadness, and 
none of the bliss, of loving.

“ ‘One thing more, Mary, give it due heed. 
Bear your joys and your sorrows alone; 

when I come I shall feel indeed
You have been always and truly my 

own.’ •a
CHAPTFB XYL

O. K.
“So he left mè—’twas hard to bear—

My lonely life with never a friend,
But he wrote, as he said, when he’d time 

to spare, ft» the end.
And I treasured his words and looked

“I thought of him always, by night or
Just as he baderne; his wifi wes my law; 

And I asked no help on my weary way, 
Though often my heart was sad and 

sore.
“Waii ing thus for the years to pass 

I never counted them as they rolled ; 
Perhspe if Pd cared to look in the glass 

I might have seen I was growing old.
“And so, when fifteen years had gone,

Be sect for my picture from over the

Ah ! when I sentit, I might have known, 
If I had been wise, what the end would

**• /
“By the very next mail a letter came— 

Not his—he couldn’t be so unkind, 
But his sister wrote and he signed his 

name, \his tried /’
To tell me that ‘John had changed

“ TT ou see, ’ she said “you are old and plain, 
Too old for John’s wife to tell the truth- 

I laid down the letter and^cried with pain, 
For hadn’t I given him all my youth f

“Well there was nothing to do or to say;
John had a right to change bis mind;

I just went on in the same old way,
Only—I left my hopes behind.

“There were some that tried to comfort 
me then

Saving, ‘Best be rid of a fickle heart,’ 
And ‘John was no better than other men,’ 

But that never seemed to ease the 
smart.

So she ended her simple tale,
Twas au old, old story, told oft before, 

For one heart will trust and one gill fail 
Until timesed change shall he ntfmore!

PEOPLE’S BANK OF HALIFAX. Such words 
to the vanity of an ordinary woman. , 
But on Cyn they had a very opposite 
effect.

“Things have come to a pretty pass 
if one cannot laugh and joke, and en ■ 
joy one’s sell with friends without being 
made love to!” she said, annoyed. 
Thai looking scrutinixrogly at Nattie, 

she asked,
“And you—did you really wish Clem 

and I might lore each other 7”
Nattie played nervously with the 

fringe of her dress, hesitated, then re
plied in a low tone,

“I fear I did not, Cyn !"
“Tneo it may come right yet ! ex

claimed Cyn, hopefully.
Nattie shook her head.
“And he loving you ? Oh, no I” she 

said. T shall never be able to say 
0. K. to what you term your romance 
of the dots and dashes, Cyn. In fact,
I have made up my mind that there 

people born to go through
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■
—Jo sighed—“with all the illusion of 
youth, and he loved me.

between hia love and mine was, 
that mine was foret#, and his was fro 
* day.”

“Impossible 1” interrupted Jo. “No 
man who once loved you could ever 
change.”

“He happened to he one of the kind 
who could. I never really knew the 
cause—it might have have been an
other woman. You know there always 
is another woman.”

“Or onother man,” added Jo gloom-

BAPTIST CHURCH—Rev T A Higgins, 
Pastor—Services every Sabbath at 11 06
a at and 7 00 p m. Sabbath School at 2 30 

* pm Prayer Meeting* on Tuesday at 7 30 
p m and Thursday at 7 30 p to.

cnce

METHODIST CHURCH-Rev H. Bnr 
gees. Pastor—Services every- Sabbath at 
11 00 a m and 7 *0 p m. Sabbath School 
at S 30 a m Prayer Meeting on Thors,lay
at 7 3» p m.

Bt FRANCIS (R. C )—Rev T M Daly,
P.P.—Mass 11 00 a m the last Sunday of 
each month.

Sr JOHN’S CHURCH (English)—Rev
O Buggies, Rector—8eivice* next Sun 

day at 3 p m. Sunday School at 1 30 p m, 
Weekly Service on Thursday at 7 p. m.

Ht. GEORGE'S LODGE, A F A A. M., 
meets at their Hall on the second Friday 
ef each month at 7$ o'clock p. m.

J. B. Davisok, Secretary.

“ORPHEUS” LODGE, I 0 O T, meets 
ia Oddfellows’ Hall, on Tuesday of each 
week, at 8 o’clock p. m.

WOLFVILLE DIVISION S or T meets 
every Monday evening in their Ball, 
Witter1» Block, at 7.30 o’clock.

ACADIA LODGE, L O G. T. meets 
every Saturday evening in Music Hall at 
7.00 o’clock. e.'ii • -

ÏTICE !
argest .selection 
at of Haiti ax in 
lies’ Gem Rings 
Brooches, Ear- 

roid Rings, etc, 
snfion.
NDARD SlLVER- 

Card Reoeiv- 
rcain Jugs, But- 
Lcvolving Butter 
;iu Rings; Pickle 
t Crackers, But- Ij 
1 Fork 

lives and 
aims Tea Spoon*, 
peons, etc.
LOCK» 11 
ftineh, Canadian, 

the best select- 
rench Gilt Clocks 
R finished Cana
rd walnut, Arner- 
ed cases.
to sell the WAL- 
ihioh is s noteri- 
of the county is 
a I can sell for 
eg’ Stem-Wrudcrs 
re generally sold 
S12.00

•rice List of .
EPA1R8.
iefi 50*.
ic. to 11.00)
ring
c. to $1.00.) j

r*5—•SOe.
te.;to fl.Ofe)' 
Spring, •com 

•(spring otic- 
»e. *o $h.00.)
fils ill .
ce «fin)

lO to 15c.
26 to 25c.) *
epatih at a’ rfeduocd

mteed 12 months.

My.
“Yes,” assented Cyn, and continued. 

‘‘He was one of the kind, I think now, 
who are incapable of appreciating a 
woman’s love, and consequently un
worthy of it. Bet unfortunately, I 
did not know this, and wasted mine on 
him. So he and love, went out of my 
life forever. But,” with a proud rais
ing of her head, “I would not be weak 

gh to aEow all,my life to be ruined 
because one part of it was wrecked ; 
with bo much gone, there stiU.remained 
something, and of that I made the 
most This is why say art is every
thing to me, and why I cannot marry 
you.”

“But it seems to me unreasonable, 
that because you loved one man who 
was unworthy, you should refuse the 
love of another who would try very 
hard to make you forget that first sad 
experience,” argued Jo. 
what you have left, Cyn I If it be 
but dead ashes, Twill thank God for 
the gift, and perhaps, at some future 
day, in response to my devotion, 
from those ashes shall arise another 
love, so strong, so intense, that, in 
parison, the old shall be but as some 
half-forgotten trouble of childhood, 
whose remembrance cannot awaken 
even a passing pain.”

The fervor of an honest affection 
made Jo truly eloquent, and his true 
blue eyes met the dark ones of Cyn, 
glowing with earnestness and love, and 
for amoment she looked at him and 
hesitated. Then she arose, saying res
olutely,

“No ! Jo ! no ! Do not tempt me ! 
The experiment would be too danger
ous! To give you a warmed-over 
affection in return for your whole 
heart, would only be misery for us 
both—more misery than I am bringing

are some
life missing both its best and it* worst 
and that I am one !”

“Pray, do not say that !” urged Cyn, , 
too disturbed to bring her easy philoso- * 
phy to bear on the situation. “Of all 
things, do not get morbid.”

“But it is the truth !” persisted Nat- 
“Even my name, for instance, 

proves it ! 1 was christened Nathalie,
a very fine poetic name. But, in all v 
my life no one ever called me by it (
I was always mediocre Nattie !” ^ s

“And 1 have curtailed you down to 
Nat!” said Cyn, with whimsical re-

“But what a tangle we are in I '

Racks,
Forks,

her,f,
‘‘I—I have heard it intimated 1” 
“You have heard it intimated! That 

means yes, to my question,” said Cyn ; 
then sinking despairingly on the lounge, 
Bhe added, “here is a crisis of which I 
never dreamed !”

Not' understanding very well, and 
much agitated by the sub-

enou tie.

gntmstmg Stsrg.CARDS.
,

WIRED L0ÏE.JOHN W. WALLACE,
BARRISTER-AT-LAW,

NOTARY, CONVEYANCER, ETC 
Also General Agent for Fibs and

Lira Insurance.
WOLFVILLE N. •-

A ROMANCE moreover 
ject, Nattie knew not what to say.

“This is awful I” west on Cyn, sav
agely beating the pillow with her fist ; 
‘what contrary things love affairs

or morse.
First it wan the man of musk and 
bear’s grease, who came, between you ! 
Then, when he was explained away, 

blundering I! Why did you 
not lock me out of sight somewhere ? 
I would have done it myself had 1 
known------" ironically—“what ao ex
tremely fascinating and dangerous, par
son I was !”
‘ At this Nattie could not help smil

DOT SAND DASHES.
«T

ELLA CHEEVER THATER.
•The old. old story,”—in a now, new way.

cameare ! ’
Fearful of having in some way be

trayed her secret—the only conclusion 
she could draw from Cyn’s extraordin
ary outburst—Nattie stood looking 
guiltily at the door a few moments, 
then recovering herself, she went to 
Cyo, and said, in a voice full of emo
tion;’

“Give meJ. B. DAVISON, J. P.
- COXTETSNCE&, '

FIDE * LIFE INSURANCE
».

CHAPTER XV.—Continued.
“They have !" vehemently, and smit

ing the rock 
hand, as she spoke. “But this is truly 
awfuli”

“Then you do not care for him ?” 
questioned Jo, joyfully.

“Care for him ?" repeated Cyn, ir
ritably. “Of course I care fro him) 
Is it not my pet scheme that he should 

Nattie ? Certainly it is, and

where she sat with her
even

com ing-'B. C. BISHOP,
Mouse, Sign and Decorative 

PAINTER.
English Paint Stock • Specia'ty. 
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“It was not your fault ; it ws* 
Fats»*’ she said, her smile becoming a 
sigh, that Cyn echoed, for she thought 
of Jo. But yet unconvinced, sue

SOe.
“1 do not just comprehend your 

meaning, dear, but it may be you 
think I might flot quite like the idea, 

nt of that—that first affair on 
the wise. If so, dismiss the thought. 
You and Clem are suited to each oth-
er) arid------ ’’ Nattie stopped, unable to
continue.

Cyn, who had been beating the in
nocent pillow, as if it was the cause of 
all this, while Nattie was speaking, 
now threw it acrjss the room, as she

said,marry
has been from the first ! And now, 
if he has gone and fallen in love with 
me, a nice predicament we will all be 
in. But you must be mistaken ! I 
cannot believe him capable of such a 
thing I The only reason I have to 
fear it is that I would not have credit
ed it of y ou yesterday !”

“But you see I do love you. You 
believe I do, do-you not, Cyn?” asked 
Jo, too eager to press his own suit to 
give much thought to Nattie and Clem. 
“Why will you not try and love me, as

Sept. 19th 1884 “Fate I No ; it cannot be 1 I think 
bette- of Clan than to believe he, too, 
has made a mistake, like Qnimby, and 
fallen in love with the wrong woman! ’ 
then starting up, she exclaimed, tragi
cally, “Who? ah! who shall eut the 
Cordian knot and bring about a crisis 
that shall cause this ‘wired love’ to 
terminate in O. K.’ ?”

As if invoked by Cyn'y 
came a sheese from outsidé, and Mis* 
Eling pushed opal the door uncere
moniously.
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exclaimed,
“Oh ! the perversity of human 

tare! Oh! you degenerate girl! A*
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