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uy a Guaranteed Telephone

When buying a telephone you do not want the cheapest, but you do want the best.

You can judge telephone quality best by practical test on your lines.

companies, who were using other makes, have tried and tested CANADIAN I

Realizing this, scores and scores of
NDEPENDENT TELEPHONES.

Now they are using nothing but the INDEPENDENT TELEPHONES.

USE CANADIAN INDEPENDENT TELEPHONES

You take no chances with CANADIAN INDEPENDENT TELEPHONES, because

they are guaranteed by a Canadian company,

which is manufacturing te'ephone equipment,

and has hundreds of thousands of dollars invested in the telephone business in Canada.

Construction Supplies of all Kinds

We carry a full stock of telephone supplies of all kinds, and can make prompt ship-

ments at all times.

Get Information Free

us, and our engineers will furnish full information or estimates of cost free of charge.

Ask for our No. 2 Bulletin. When in the city call and see our factory. Best quality
and prompt shipments are

making our business a suc-
cess.

Write for price list.

If you are contemplating construc-
tion, or want any information, write

Canadian Independent

Telephone Company, Ltd.,

Duncan St., TORONTO, CAN.

which are bright and airy. It will
be better for her than this dull
chamber.’’

““ True, dame !’ Caroline rose at

‘1 like not this se-

suited my sad
seem to long for
will go with

the suggestion
cret chamber. It
mood, but now I
air and sunshine. 1

vou to my own room.”’

The ascended the winding stair,
and Caroline seated herself by the
window of her own chamber, over-
looking the park and gardens of the
Chateau. The huge, sloping forest
upon the mountain-side, formed, in
the distance, with the blue sky above
it, a landscape of beauty, upon which
her cyes lingered with a sense of
freshness and delight.

Dame Tremblay left her to her mus-
ings, to go, she said, to rouse up the
lazy maids and menservants, to
straighten up the confusion of every-
thing in the Chateau after the late
long feast.

On the great stair she encountered
M. Froumois, the Intendant’s valet,
a favorite gossip of the dame’s, who
used to invite him into her snug
parlor, where she reguled him with
tea and cake, or, if late in the even-
ing, with wine and nipperkins of
Cognac, while he poured into her ear
stories of the gay life of Paris and
the bonnes fortunes of himself and
master—for the valet in plush would
have disdained being less successful
among the maids in the servants’
hall than his master in velvet in the
houdoirs of their mistresses.

M. IFroumois accepted the dame’s
invitation, and the two were present-
v cneaged in a melee of gossip over

the wavings and doings of fashionable
Ssocity in Quebec.

Il dame, holding between her
thi b and  finger a little china cup

well laced, she called it, with
remarked “ They fairly

ol '
U (g 1

rir the Intendant down, I‘roumois ;
tl is not a girl in the city but
1 her boots to distraction, since
Lt '1r out that the Intendant ad-

a neat, trim ankle I had a

ankle myseli  when [owas the

Charming Josephine, M. Froumois 1"
“ And you have yet, dame—if 1 am

a judge,”” replied Froumois, glancing

down with an air of gallantry.

““ And you are accounted a judge—
and ought to be a good one, Frou-
mois ! A gentleman can’t live at
court, as you have done, and learn
nothing of the points of a fine WwoO-
man !’ The good dame liked a com-
pliment as well as ever she had done
at Lake Beauport in her hey-day of
youth and beauty.

““ Why, no, dame,”’ replied he; ‘‘one
can’t live at Court and learn noth-
ing ! We study the points of fine
women as we do fine statuary in the
callery of the l.ouvre—only the living
beauties will compel us to see their
best points, il they have them-!"’
M. Froumois looked very critical as
he took a pinch from the dame’s box,
which she held out to him. Her hand
and wrist werc yet unexceptionable,
as he could not help remarking.

<« But what think you, really, of
our Quebec beauties ? Are they not
a good imitation of Versailles 277
asked the dame.

“« A pgood imitation ! They are
the real porcelain ! I'or beauty and
affability, Versailles cannot exceed
them. So says the Intendant, and
so say I,”" replied the gay valet.
““ Why, look you, Dame Tremblay !’
continued he, extending his well-

ringed fingers, ** they do give gentle-
men no end of hopes here ! We have
only to stretch out our ten dizits, and
a ladvbird will light on every one of
them ! It was so at Versailles—it
is just so here. The ladies in Que-
bec do know how to appreciate a real
gentleman !’

“ Yes, that is what makes the
ladies of Ville Marie so jealous and
angry,”’ replied the dame; the King’'s
officers and all the great catches land
at Quebhec first, when they come out
from France, and we take toll of
them ' We don’t let a centleman of
them get up to Ville Marie without
a Quebec engagemnent tacked to his
hack, so that all Ville Marie can
read it, and die of pure spite ' T say

we, Froumois ; but you understand
1 speak of myself only as the Charm-
ing Josephine of Lake Beauport. I
must content myself now with telling
over my past glories.”

“ Well, dame, I don’t know but you
are glorious yet ! But tell me, what
has got over my master to-day ?
Was the unknown lady unkind? Some-
thing has angered him, I am sure e

«]1 cannot tell you, ¥roumois ;
women's moods are not to be ex-
plained, even by themselves."’ The
dame had been sensibly touched by
Caroline’s confidence in her, and she
was too loyal to her sex to repeat
even to Froumois her recent conver-
sation with Caroline.

They found plenty of other topics,
however, and over the tea and Cog-
nac the dame and valet passed an
hour of delightful gossip.

Caroline, left to the solitude of
her chamber, sat silently, with her
hands clasped in her, lap. Her
thoughts pressed inward upon her.
She looked out, without seeing the
fair landscape before her eyes.

Tears and sorrow she had welcomed
in a spirit of bitter penitence for her
fault in loving one who no longer re-
garded her. ““1 do not deserve any
man’s regard,’’ murmured she, as
she laid her soul on the rack of self-
accusation, and wrung its tenderest
fibres with the pitiless rigor of a
secret inquisitor. She utterly con-
demned herself while still trying to
find some excuse for her unworthy
lover. At times a cold, half-per-
suasion, fluttering like a bird in the
snow, came over her, that Bigot
could not be utterly base. He could
not. thus forsake one who had lost
all—name, fame, home, and kindred—
for his sake ! She clung to the few
pitying words spoken by him as a
shipwrecked sailor to the plank which
chance had thrown in his way. Tt
might float her for a few hours, and
she was grateiul.

Immersed in these reflections, Caro
line sat gazing at the clouds, now
transformed into royval robes of crin

son and gold—the gorgeous frall

the sun filled the western horizon.
She raised her pale hands to her
head, lifting the mass of dark hair
from her temples. The fevered
blood, madly coursing, pulsed in her
ear like the stroke of a bell.

She remembered a sunset like this
on the shores of the Bay of Minas,
where the thrush and oriole twittered
their even-song before seeking their
nests; where the foliage of the trees
was all ablaze with golden fire, and
a shimmering path of sunlight lay
upon the still waters, like a glorious
bridge leading from themselves to the
bright beyond. .

On that well-remembered night her
heart had yielded to Bigot’s plead-
ings. She had leaned her head up-
on his bosom, and received the kiss
and gave the pledge that bound her
to him forever.

The sun kept sinking—the forests
on the mountain-tops burst into a
bonfire of glory. Shadows went
creeping up the hillsides, until the
highest crest alone flamed out as a
beacon of hope to her troubled soul.

Suddenly, like a voice from the
spirit-world, the faint chime of the
bells of Charlecbourg floated on the
evening breeze. It was the Angelus,
calling men to prayer and rest from
their daily labor. Sweetly the soft
reverberation flated through the for-
ests, up the hillsides, by plain and
river, entering the open lattices of
Chateau and cottage, summoning
rich and poor, alike to their duty of
prayer and praise. It reminded men
of the redemption of the world by
the divine miracle of the incarnation
announced by (Giabriel, the angel of
God, to the ear of Mary, blessed
among women.

The soft bells rang on. Men blessed
them, and ceased from their toils in

neld and forest. Mothers knelt by
the cradle, and uttered the sacred
words with emotions such as only
mothers feel Children knelt by their
mothers., and learned the story of
(iodl’s pitv in appearing upon earth

4 little child, to save mankiad
from their sins The dark Huron,




