
Before You Buy a Cream Separator
GET THE FACTS about the DIFFERENT styles or models that are recognized 

as standard. Don’t let the man with one STYLE sell you that just because he has 
nothing else to offer. Write today for the book of ('ream Separator FACTS and examine

THE EMPIRE LINE
Different Styles Different Prices All Sizes.
TAKE YOUR CHOICE. All are the same in quality all FIR; 

all hacked by the Empire Guaranty, as good as a Government bond.
THE FRICTION LESS EMPIRE satisfies and is making money 

..f thousands of users. It is the cone bowl style. It has established the 
lotion abov e all others.

THE EMPIRE DISC is the most improved, the lighte 
to clean, most simple and durable -lise separator made.

We have no one hobby to force on you We mak< 
anvbodv else tell the facts about each you take your rhoie

WRITE FOR FREE BOOK. Not a book of claim.* 
fair, just, impartial cream separator book. It will make

T GRADE

for hundreds 
Empire repu-

. easiest t<> turn, easiest

both styles better than 
of style, price and size, 
but a book of facts a 

ou a good judge of all
cream separators. And you will find our Prices and our ( luaranty interesting, Add res

EMPIRE
Chicago, III.

CREAM SEPARATOR CO.
FACTORY Bloomfield, N. J.

New Eclipse Plows
You are looking fc 

,i Plow which is simple 
to operate, strong and 
1 >erfcct '.vim ki?>>'

T h"aT™"Tvmg™" the case 
the best Plow he yon

works perfectly, bcause rift} years »! plow 
enilv The Perfection of all Riding Plows 

your dealer sho1

“ THE PERFECTION OF ALL
Made by

The Fuller & Johnson 
Madison, Wis.

The STEWART - NELSON
General Agents

behind

RIDING PLOWS

CO., Ltd.
WINNIPEG

j nc.rs pleased and nattered t he suscep­
tible girl, not used to the seductions 

jot the polished courtesies of the 
mother-land of France. She was of 
a joyous temper—gay, frank, and 
confiding. Her father, immersed in 
public affairs* left her much to her- 

! self, nor, had he known it, would he 
| have disapproved of the gallant 
courtesies of the Chevalier Bigot 

! For the Baron had the soul of honor, 
and dreamt every gentleman as well 

las himself possessed it.
Bigot, to do him justice, felt as 

sincere a regard for this beautiful, 
amiable girl as his nature was capa 
hie of entertaining. In rank and for 
tune she was more than Ins equal, 
and left to himself, he would willing 
ly have married her. Before he 
learned that this project of a mar­
riage in the Colony was scouted at: 
Court he had already offered his love 
to Caroline de St. Castm, and won 
easily the gentle heart that was but 
too well disposed to receive his 
homage.

Her trust went with her love. 
Earth was never so green, nor ait 
so sweet, nor skies so bright and 
azure, as those of Caroline’s wooing, 

ion the shores of the beautiful Bay of 
Minas. She loved this man with a 
passion that filled with ecstasv hei 
whole being. She trusted his 
promises as she would have trusted 
God’s. She loved him better than 
she loved herself—bettei than she 
loved God, or God's law. and count­
ed as a gain every loss sho suffered 
for his sake, and for the affection, she 
bore him.

I After some months spent in her 
! ( harming society, a change came over 
Bigot i le receii ed foi midable mis 

I sives from his great patroness at 
Versailles, the Marquise de Pompa- 

, dour, who had other matrimonial de­
signs for him. Bigot was too 
slavish a courtier to resent her in­
terference, nor was he honest enough 
to explain his position to his be­
trothed. lie deferred his marriage 
The exigencies oi the war called him 
away. He had triumphed over a 

Itond, confiding woman; but he had 
| been trained among the dissolute 
spirits oi the Regency too thoroughly" 
to feel more than a passing regret for 
a woman whom, probably, he loved 
better than any other of the vic­
tims of his licentious life.

When he finally left Acadia a < on- 
quered province in the hands of the 
English, he also left behind him the 
one true, loving heart that believed 
in, his honor and still prayed for his 
happiness.
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i The days of Caroline’s d.sillusion 
soon came; she could not conceal from 
herself that she had been basely de­
ceived and abandoned by the man 
she loved so aidently. She learned 
that Bigot had been elevated to the 
high office of Intendant of New 
France, but felt hersell as utterly 
forgotten by him as the rose that 
had bloomed and withered in hei 
garden two summers ago.

Her father had been summoned to 
I France on the loss of the Colony , 
and fearing to face him on his re- 

; turn, Caroline suddenly left her h«mc 
1 and sought refuge m the forest 
among her far-off kindred, the red 
Abenaquais.

| The Indians welcomed her with 
joy and unbounded respect, recog 
ni zing her right to their devotion 
and obedience. They put upon her 
feet the moccasins of thcii tribe, and 
sent her, with a trusty escort, 
through the wilderness to Quebec, 
where she hoped to find the Inlen 
danl, not to reproach him for his 
perfidy,—her gentle heart was too 
much subdued for that,—but to claim 
his protection, and if refused, to die 

| t his door.
It was under such circumstances 

ill,h the beautiful, high-born Caro 
line de St Cast,in became an inmate 
of Beaumanoir. She had passed the 
ight of ihis wild debauch in a vigil 

of prayers, tears, and lamentations 
over her sad lot and over the degra 
dation of Bigot by the life which 
she now knew he led Sometimes 
her maddened fancy was ready to 
accuse Providence itself of cruelty 
and injustice ; sometimes, magnifying 
her own sin, she was ready to think 
all earthly punishment upon herself 
as too light, and invoked death and 
judgment as alone adequate to her 

\ 11 night she had km It be 
fore the altar, asking for mercy and 
forgiveness. — sometimes starting to 
her feet in terror, as a fresh burst 
of revelry came rushing from 
great hall above, and shook the door 
of her secret chamber. But no one 
came to her help, no one looked in 
upon her desolation. She deemed 
herself utterly forgotten and forsak 
en of God and man.

Occasionally she fancied she could 
distinguish the voice of the Intendant 
amid the drunken uproar, and she 
shuddered at the infatuation which 
bound her very soul to thir man; and 
yet when she questioned her heart, 
she knew that, base as he was, all 
she had done and suffered for him 
she would infallibly do again Were 
hei life to live over, she would re 

I peat the fault of loving this false,
I ungrateful man. The promise of 
marriage had been equivalent to 
marriage in her trust of him and 
nothing but death could now divorce 
.her from him.

Hour after hour passed by, each 
seeming an age of suffering. Her 
feeling^ were worked up to frenzy : 
she fancied she heard her father’s 
angry voice calling her by name, or 
she heard accusing angels jeering at 
her fall. She sank prostrate at last, 
in the abandonment of despair, call­
ing upon God to put an end to her 
miserable life.

Bigot raised her from the floor, 
with words of pity and sympathy. 
She turned on hitn a look of grati­
tude which, had he been of stone, he 
must have felt. But Bigot’s words 
meant less than she fancied. ITe was 
still too intoxicated to reflect, or to 
feel shame of his present errand.

Caroline ! ” said he, “ what do 
you here ? This is the time to make 
merry—not to pray ! The honorable 
company m the great hall desires to 
pay their respects to the lady of 
Beaumanoir—come with me 

He drew her hand through his arm 
with a courtly grace that seldom foi 
sook him, even in his worst mo­
ments. Carolim loo ed 11 him in a 
dazed manner, not comprehending hi 
request. “Go with you, Franco!
"You know I will, but where? ”

To the great hall,’’ repeated he ; 
my worthy guests desire to see 

you, and to pay their respects to the 
fair lady of Beaumanoir.”

It, dashed upon her mind what he 
wanted. Her womanly pride was 
outraged as it had never been be-'


