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« Any harm? No! What harm could 

happen to me now ? ** she replied. 

When she had gone the old wife said to 

er husband : 

** It'was a hard thing to do.” 

+ Better for you to tell ber than anyone 

else.” he answered, as he stooped and 

picked up his net. 

could it be true? How dared she doubt 

him. with his kiss hardly cold upon her li
ps ? 

Suppose he should never come back,
 could 

she ever forgive hersell 7 The woman was 

only trying to exasperate her. She was a 

fool even to notice it. She got upon her 

feet. bathed her tace, and went resolutely 

about her work. 

The days crept by — that was all they | 

ever did at Capri's Point. To Jeanette it 

scemed as though she had suspended exis 

tence until her husband's return. Her life 

was centered in one frail fishing boat some- 

where out on the countless miles of ocean. | eyes
 always turned on the bitter soul with- 

Nothing in the world could matter—noth- | in. 
It was as the fisherman's wile said : if 

ing affect her—if that one boat came saf
e | he had been dead she could have born

e it; 

but this! She had loved him with an in- 

tensity that admitted nothing else into h
er 

EAGCAR'S 

PHOSPHOLEI 
It was a dull, dreary place, with nothing 

but the sound of the sea as it flashed mon- 

otonously upon the long stretch of gray 

sands. There were a few fishing boats 

drawn up upon the beach, and a 
few wea- 

ther-beaten huts dotting the
 shore, where 

the owners of these boats tried to live. 

One could not imagine the sound of merry 

voices or of little children playing there ; it 

was easier to picture the little boats gone 

down into the sea, and the voices hushed, 

and the children weeping. 

Even when the boats came safe into port, 

the joyous words of welcome died away in 

Jeanette could not have told how she liv- 

¢d through the next few months, doing the 

same old things with their never varying 

monotony. She did them unheeding. her 
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into port. 
the monotonous sound of the waves. 
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As the time drew near for his return, she 

«« They are safe this time, but they must 
» : p 
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Dull, dark and dreary, with dread o'er- 
i : 

5 
two from a group of sailors who had just 

| Perhaps they bad news which they dared 
hanging the present and sorrow foreshad- 

owing the future—this is Capri’s Point. 

Just now, out on the sands, a fisherman 

is making ready to set sail. He is a big, 

merry-hearted fellow of thirty or there- 

abouts. His golden curling hair and laugh- 

ing blue eyes are in strong contrast to the 

scene around him. It would seem that his 

careless confidence and light-heartedness 

were almost a challenge to the sea to do its 

worst ; so it appears to his wife as she stands 

on the beach watching him, with a half- 

scared, halt-admiring gaze as he whistles at 

his work. 

and lines of hair, dark, haggard eyes, 

five years older than her husband. It is 

easier to brave danger than to wait at home. 

He is ready to put off at last, and steps 

ashore. The two comrades who are to | 

accompany him busy themselves in the 

| 

’ ® ¢ . » spore. 

She is a tall, thin woman, with raven | °" the shore 
| to Jeanette— had known her and loved her 

: : . | in oirlbood days, had tended her in their 

anxiety written deep in her face ; sh
e looks | mg y a L 

| and the old couple were aiding their failing 

| sight by the light of two sputtering candles. 

[ not tell. landed in port. Thev talked of misery and The thought cast a chill on her 

heart. Months crept past— the ruspense 

became unbearable. 

It was a day in the autumn She had 

been watching on the sands all the alter- | 

She was faint and cold, but she was 

On her 
noon. 

bracing herselt to bear the worst. 

way home she stopped at one ol the rude | 

homes along the shore. The fisherman and | 

his wite who lived there were elderly peo- 

The old man had given over going to 

home mending nets, 
ple. 

sea, and stopped at 

drying fish, and doing one thing and another 

They had been always kind 

kind, gruff fashion, once when she was ill 

and ber husband was off on a fishing trip. 

They would tell her the truth, she thought. 

The early twilight was fast deepening, 

| coast. 

| agonizing tale they had to tell of a vast 

| city stricken with small-pox. 

| sailors were ready to pull back to their 

sorrow in a city they had touched along the 

As sorrow is ever akin to sorrow, 

she drew near and listened. It was an 

) She forgot 

ierselt in this awlul story. When the 

vessels she begged them to take her with 

them, sand put her ashore in the untortunate 

city, which they finally consented to do. 

"or weeks she nursed the plague-stricken | 

victims in this place. She bad put aside 

her own sorrows in the suffering and death 

agonies of others. One day she had watch- 

ed one man die—he was the last of a family 

she had been nursing—and she left him to 

go to a woman who had sent repeatedly 

tor her. As she drew near the bed in the 

squalid little room, the sufferer lying there 

opened her dark, piercing eyes, bright with 

fever ; then the eyes took on a frightened 

look She writhed in the bed and sought 

to tarn away her face, but it was too late 

for Jeanette had recognized her. 

++ Lois Fairbanks!” she exclaimed. 
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courage! Itis only the brave man who 

faces death with a smile on his lips. 

** Good-bye, Jeannie, good-bye,” he 

whispers. 

The woman on his breast shakes with 

suppressed sobbing. 

“If anything should happen—" 

Her voice breaks. 

“ God be with you, then!” he says sol- 

emnly, and with a last kiss he puts her 

gently away and springs into the boat. 

She watches him until the boat is a tiny 

speck in the distance. A group of fisher- 

men pass her as she stands straining her 

eyes for a last look ; they lower their voices 

ah, anxiety and sorrow are on intimate 

terms with these folk at Capris Point! 

At length, with a sound in her throat half 

sob, halt sigh, she turns her set white face 

toward home. Oh, how much poor, suffer- 

ing humanity can hear! Ilow much it 

bears without a murmur, while it lingers 

over its daily task! 

As she turns, blind, dizzy, seeing only 

the empty future, she almost runs nto a 

woman standing a few steps away from her. 

““ Look out!” the other exclaims sharply. 

Jeanette stops short. A look of tury 

comes into her white face. 

““ You dared to come and see him off’ 

You have been watching him as long as | 

have! I hate you, Lois Fairbanks!” 

The woman to whom this passionate 

outbreak is addressed surveys her insolent- 

ly, almost curiously. 

“ You do love him a little yourself? I 

never thought a pale, cold thing like you 

could! Well, there's ‘no judging a seal 

by its skin,’ atter all. As to daring to see 

him off,” she added contemptuously, “1 

didn't know there was any price set on 

watching the boats put off, or him either.” 

The woman was young and a beauty in | 

her way. The red blood surged in her 

cheeks, her dark eyes flashed fire, and her 

softly rounded form quivered with passion, 

despite the calm insolence of her voice. 

She 

had grown ghastly as she talked, and there 
Jeanette looked at her steadily. 

were bard lines about her close shut mouth. 

Several times of late she had heard her 

husband's name coupled with Lois Fair- 

banks’. Once she had gone so far as to 

speak to him of it, and he had laughed and 

kissed her, and asked if she was growing 

jealous. 

“* Did he—did he—know—"" she began. 

But she could not let this woman think 

that she doubted him, and broke ofl. 

“* Yes. he knew I was coming,” she ans- 

wered eagerly. * If I had got here a little 

sooner he might have kissed me instead ol 

you.” 

Jeannette drew a quick breath, turned 

and ran swiftly home. 

Lois Fairbanks stood and watched her 

with a look of unutterable hatred. Her 

bosom heaved with passion. 

““ What has love to do with a thing like 

that?" she muttered. ‘I love him a thous- 

and times better than she does—than she is 

canable of loving!" 

| drew nearer to the fire, and the old couple 

this dismal snd uncertain light, while the 

woman was stirring the fire and adding to 

it sticks ot driftwood gathered from frag- 

ments of a wreck cast ashore at Capri's 

Point. They both looked up when Jaenette 

entered, and it seemed to her that their 

faces wore a questioning, pitying expres- 

sion. 

The old woman noted her pinched. worn 

look. 

«« Come to the fire, Jeanette,’ 
) 
she said. 

¢« It's bitter cold, and vou've been watching 

out on the sands again, I trow.” 

Jeannette only nodded her head. She 

exchanged glances over her head. Sud- 

denly she wheeled about. 

«| cannot bear it any longer! she said in 

a labored way, as if it was difficult to 

speak. “This is killing me! It there is 

anything you have to tell me, I had better 

know it. I can bear it better than this. 

Don't be atraid to speak.” 

The old man bent his head lower over 

the net he was mending, and his fingers 

trembled at his work. His wife kept be- 

hind Jeanette, and busied herself with fill- 

ing the kettle and setting it to boil. 

Jeanette faced the old man. 

“There is something—I see it in the way 

your hand shakes and you bend your head ! 

What have you heard ? 

«Nothing, Jeanette,” he said huskily. 

“Nothing, and no news is good news.” 

«What do you guess, then? What do 

yon suspect? Has there been a storm in 

the way he sailed? Tell me—1I can bear it, 

I tell you!” and she went up to him, and 

and took the net out of his fingers. 

He was pale through the dark brown of 

his weather-stained skin; the sweat stood 

on his brow, and his hands shook nervous- 

ly. He looked at his wife. 

“Tell her. She will have to know some 

time,” he said. 

“Yes, tell me,” Jeanette repeated after 

him. The woman came and put ber 

wrinkled hand on the younger one’ shoulder. 

«It is harder to bear, dear, than as if his 

boat had gone down to the bottom of the 

ocean: harder to bear! You must not 

grieve too much—he is not worth it—" 

“What is it ?" 

Jeanette could not say the words; she 

merely formed them with her lips. 

“They say, dear—try and bear it, little 

one—that he has run away with Lois Fair- 

hanks.— He never meant to come back—" | 

Jeanette staggered, and the older woman 

put her strong arm around her. 
" 

+ Then it was true—all true!” she mur- 

mured. 

In a moment she freed berself irom the 

sustaining arm, and stood erect before 

them. 

““ (30 on. 

Tell me the rest.” 

** He never meant 

[ interrupted you,” she said. 

back,” the 

«It was all ar- 

to come 

old woman repeated: 

ranged before he started for her to meet 

him over at the Cove. She paid one of the 

boys to take her there; he was waiting. 

' had grown quite dark. 

bed. Her white, set face was opposite 

Lois Fairbanks. Her black eyes held the 
dark, fevered ones. 

«« Where is he? Is he dead ?" she asked, 

with trembling eagerness. 
“* Whom do you mean?” 

answered. 
«« Do not mock me, ‘Lois Fairbanks! 1 

mean my husband 
“ Your husband ?” she asked compre- 

hendingly. “1 thought his boat never 

came back.” 
“It never did come back. 

you were with him 4 
«1 never was!” Lois raised herself up- | 

on her elbow. “1 am going to die,” she 

said, *and I want to make it all right. 1 

loved him, but he never cared for me. [ 

followed him that day, but he would not 

listen to me. I waited by his boat until 

after the boy had put off ro come home. I 

wanted him to tell you. I bated you so. 

I hate you yet—and I am going to die. I 

dared not die without telling you. If 1 

should meet him he would curse me.” 
She sank back on the pillow exhausted. 

After a time she raved incoherently, and 

when morning dawned, she was dead. 

It seemed to Jeanette she could not bear 

it any longer. Worn with watching, sor- 

row and this last revelation, she went out 

on the sands and paced up and down like a 
mad creature. 

She had doubted him and he had been 

so true—and now he was dead! She could 

never fall at his feet and ask him to forgive 

her—only to tell him it was through her 

very love she had sinned—can there be love 
without jealousy ? 
At last she grew calmer. It had grown 

late. She had spent the day out on the 

sands. It seemed to her she could not go 

back to the loathsome, suffering people. 

She yearned for the dreary monotony of 

Capris Point. To see again the familiar 
stretch of beach; the dingy cottage, the 

place where his fishing boat had anchored ; 
the spot on the sands his feet had pressed 
that last time when he kissed her good-bye. 

Oh, to see them all aga, and then—she 

need not think. 
There was a vessel in the harbor prepar- 

ing to set sail. She hurried down to it and 

asked one of the seamen it they would put 

her ashore at Capri's Point... The man told 

her they were sailing in another direction. 

Shr turned away despairing and disap- 

pointed. A fisherman who was lounging 

along the shore and had overheard her 

question followed her as she turned away. 

and told her that he was about to put off 

and was intending to land at the Point. 

It she ¢idn't mind the fishing boat, she was 

welcome to go along. 
She accepted his offer gratefully. and 

they put ofl together. 1t was early twilight. 

There was a strong breeze, and the tide 

was rising. She sank down in the end of 
the boat. and the fisherman. true to his 

craft. was silent. The wind was blowing 

freshly. 
Presently the man broke the silence. It 

the woman 

But you-- 

+1t’ll be a rough night,” he said. 
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She did not answer him. 

The waves beat against the side of the 

boat. Their white crests gleaned through 

the black night. Jeanette sat unheeding. 

The man moved uneasily. It was too late 

now to go hack. 
The waves rose higher and higher. 

They swept over the httle fishing boat, 

drenching the two crouching there. The 

fisherman turned to Jeanette, saying : 

« The boat cannot stand it much longer. | 

She is old and unsafe.” 
She started from her lethargy. 

+ [ am not afraid,” she answered. 

The wind rose and stooped to kiss the 

waves. and the waves leaped madly to 

meet it. The boat was tossed like a play- 

thing trom billow to billow. 

As Jeanette sat with ber eyes closed and 

her hands clasped, she murmured : 

«I shall see him again—I can tell him 

now—he will torgive me. God is merci- 

tul—in a little while. How long » 

There was a lull in the tempest for a 
moment. The man caught her last words, 

and thinking they implied a question, an- 

swered her: 
+“ Not verv long. Another shock like 

the last will do tor us.” 
The boat was now nearly swamped. 

The billows came on with redoubled tury, 

sweeping m-+jestically forward with their 

reat white-capped heads high in the air. 

‘he man held his breath. Jeanette still 

continued to murmur: 
«1 shall ses him again. 

while—a little while——" 
The great roaring waves struck the little 

boat. The end had come. 

In a little 

The next morning a sailing vessel espied 

a poor fellow clinging to a floating timber 

out in mid ocean. He was promptly res- 
cued, and when he was landed at Capri's 

Point he told a pitiful story of disaster in 

the awful storm of the night before. By 

the little he could tell them of the woman 

who shared his perils, the simple fishermen 

were able to recognize Jeanette.—Wav- 

erly Magazine. 
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STEAMERS. 
— 

BAY OF FUNDY .. €0.~(LTD.) 
S.S. CITY OF MONTICELLO, 

ROBERT H. FLEMING, Commander. 

Sailings for November and December. 

From the Company’s Pier, Reed’s Point, St. John, 

every Monday, Wednesday, and Saturday at 7.30 

a.m., local time, for Digby and Annapolis. Return. 

ing same days. 

Passengers bv this favorite rcute are due at 

Halitax at 6.35 P. M. 

HOWARD D TROOP, 

President. 

INTERNATIONAL S. S. CO. 

Three Trips a Week 

=k BOSTON 
{ JNTIL further notice the 

~~ steamers of Jhis company 
will leave St.John forEastport, 
Portland and Boston every 
Monday, Wednesday and 
Friday mornings at 7.25 std. 
Returning, will leave Boston 

same days at 8.30 a.m., and 
Portland at 5p. m., for East- 
port and St. John. 
pa~On Wednesday Trip the 

steamer will not call at Portland. 
Connections made at Eastport with steamer for 

Freight received daily up to 5 p.m. 

C. E. LAECHLER, Agent. 

HOTELS. 

1 JELMONT HOUSE. 1! 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

The r-ost convenient Hotel in the city. Direcu) op- 

posite N. B. & Intercolonial Railway station. 

Baggage taken to» and from tie depot free of 

charge. Terms—$1 to $2.50 per day. 

J. SIME, Propriet r. 

LY HOTEL, 

FREDERICTON, N. B. 

J. A. EDWARDS, Propnicior. 

Fine sample room 1n connection. Also, a first-cl ss 

Livery Stable. Coaches at trains and boats 

Ho™ DUFFERIN, 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

FRED A. JOMES, 
Proprietor. 

{mae oem 

FREDERICTON, N. B. 

Most beantitully situated in the centre of the city, 

large, light, cheerful Sample Rooms, and a first-class 

Livery and Hack stable in connection with the house. 

Coaches are in attendance upon arrival of all trains. 

F. B. COLEMAN, 
Proprietor. 

ONNORS HOTEL, 

CONNORS STATION, MADAWASKA, N. B. 

JOHN H. McINERNEY, Proprietor. 

Opened in January.” Handsomest, most spacious 

and complete house in Northern New Brunswick. 

St. Andrews, Calais and Si. Stephen. | 

RAILWAYS. 

LJ - 

1) Intercolonial Railway. 
After Oct. 17, Trains leave St. John, Standard 

Time, for Halifax and Campbellton, 7.00; for Hali- 

fax, 13.3 ; for Sussex, 16.50. for Point du Chene, 
Quebec and Montreal, 16.55. 

Will arrive at St. John from Sussex, 8.25; from 

Quebeer and Montreal (Monday excepted), 10.25; 

from Point du Chene, 10 23; from Halifax, 19.00; 

from Hal*fax, »2.30. 

ANADIAN © 
PACIFIC 

WE ARE NOW RUNNING THE FOLLOWING LINES OF i 

OUR UNRIVALLED 

Tourist Sleeping Cars 
West, from Windsor street Station, MONTREAL, 

as follows: 

Every Tuesday at 9 p. m, 
— TO — 

DETROIT? GHICAGO. 
Every Wednesday at 8.15 p.m. 

Seattle, Wash. 
and points on the 

Pacific Cost. 
Every Saturday at 11.45 a. m, 

Viathe “S00 LINE” to 

Minneapolis and St. Paul. 
Holders of Second-Class Passage Tickets to or 

through these points, will be accommodated in these 

Cars, on payment of a small additional charge per 

berth. Particulars of ticket agents. 

D. McNICOLL, C. E. McPHERSON, 

(Gen’]l Pass. Agent, Ass’y Gen’l Pass. Ag" 
ONTREAL. St. JonN, N. B. 

WESTERN COUNTIES RY. 
Fall Arrangement. 

On and atter Monday, 17th Oct., 1892, tr: * « will run 

daily (Sunday excepted) as follow? 

LEAVE YARMOUTH Express daily at 8.10 a. 
m.; arrive at Annapolis at 

12.10p.m ; Passenger and Freight Monday, Wednesday 

and Friday at 1.45 p.m. ; arrive at Annapolis at 7.00 p. 

m. Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday at 1.45 p.m.; 

arriving at Weymouth 4.32 p.m. 

LEAVE ANNAPOLIS, tr sl vu ast 
4.55 p.m. ; Passenger and Freight Tuesday, Thurs- 

sepa. Saturday at 6.00 a.mn., arrive at Yarmouth 

156 a.m. 

LEAVE WEYMOUTH Esser in riety 
Friday at 8.25 a.m., arrive at Soho at 11 en. 

CONNECTIONS 3.0 ali Sop a 
way.; atDighy with SteamerCity of Monticello forSt. 

John every Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday. At 

Yarmouth with steamers Yarmouth and Boston for 

Bosten every Wednesday and Saturday evenings; 

and from Boston every Wednesday, and Saturday 

mornings. With Stage daily (Sunday excepted) 

to and from Barrington, Shelburne and Liver- 

ool. 
Through tickets may be obtained at 126 Hollis St., 

Halifax, and the principal Stations on the Windsor 

and Annapolis Railway. J. BRIGNELL, 

Yarmouth, N.S. General Superintendent. 
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satisfy any one as to the superiority of this Hotel. 
A. B. SHERATON, MANAGER. 
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Hampton, New Brunswick. 


