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My Lady’s Love.

(Coneluded.)

A deathly paleness came upen his
face as he raised it to hers and saw in
the depths of her eyes a passion such as
he could not believe he was capable of |
inspiring in a woman so far removed
from hin. "1'nu ave playing with me !
—torturing me!” he eried angrily.
thrusting the hand from his neck and
moving i little distance off. I am only
a poor beggar, and you are a great lady |
and should be content with other game,
and not disturb one like me, who has ap
honest heart to give.”

Iis voice sank into a whisper. My |
lady came over by the fll(‘}ﬂ wee. where |
lw stood, and took his hand in hers.

Aml that is what I want—an honest |
heart,” she said boldly. Then she laid |
his head upon her bosom and kissed Ins'
throbbing temples again and again. |

Ab! lm\\ sweet to be loved like that!
All his life long he had dimly dreamt|
of Cupid's coming. Why repulse it|
now?
: 8o forgetful of the world-wide hﬂul-l
ence between them, oblivious of \\lx.\t,.
the future might bring, he gave himself |
up to the delicious intoxication of this !
suddenly-awakened passion, and was
nearer Paradise than he had ever im- |
agined it possible for a mortal to be
and live.

*Caro, caro,” she kept murmuring be-
tween her kisses. and so Beppo took
courage and kissed her in his tarn.

*We shall live together always,” she
said softly. *“Nothing shall ever part
us now. I havea fortune for hoth,
Beppo—you will not deny me the Iuxury
of sharing that?"?

“But I have not a scudi in the whole
world!”” he answered, the sense of his
poverty falling more heavily upon him
than it ever had when he was almost
sLtrvm.,. She answered nothing. Some-
thing in his tone seemed toring through
her heart like the echo of a voice heard
long ago.

“You are very dear to me.” she said |
presently, at length, looking into his |
face with an earnestness which some-
what abashed him. *I cannot bear to
let you leave me.” But midnight came
in, and she had to send him from her.

When he left she was still standing
by the fire-place, and she stood there
for many an hour after.

Why had she yielded to this strange
infatuation? Simply because he re-
minded her of a firstlove, dead now
and sleeping in a green valley by the
northern hills of Italy? Because he
brought before her a shadowy realiza-
tion of what a little child, born to her
among the Tuscan Mountains some
eighteen years ago might have become,
had he not died, as the peasant woman
said, with whom she left him? She
raised ler head detiantly as such
thoughts crowded on her memory and
laughed harshly, and struck her hand
fiercely on the marble mantel, and vow-
ed that she would marry him, come
what would.

The desire of possessing him was so
strong upon her that she mistook it for
a different love than that which law-
fully she should have for him. Butshe

ras blind then, and did not know, or
would not.

The next evening he came at his
usual hour, but the charm of the old
violin had departed, and they only sat
and talked of their future.

They would live in Italy always, my
lady said—was it because she could not
face her old coterie in Paris with such
a youthful husband beside her? Or was
it that the wines were less adulterated,
and the olives had a richer flavor, and
the air was purer there than across the
border?

Maybe the latter, forone must be
charitable in such things. and 1 am
charitable, for I am a man and can be
s0 toward women, which cne of their
own sex cannot.

She had so much to say of ier plans, |
of her vague desires for dreamy rest
and case forever within sicht of the
blue Mediterranean, that she had littie

Beppo's past history. and slight wish to
be questioned on her owin.

Butone night it oceurred to hey ‘.1)
ask him if he had lived long in 8o
whose mountain music had so displea
ed her at his first visit.

“I eannot remember mueh, for I left |
there when I was so voune,” he said.

“ITow young, Beppo™
CEWhen I was b vears old.”

AN that was—-*

“OVer twelve vears aero.

Ier memory also wandersd back for
twelve vears and over. lnll the
spect was not a pleasant one. Ay
mother is dead,” he contintued present-
Iy. “I can’t remenber her. hut she
Was very cood 1o e, and  when she
died the priest took on ali ourfurniture
1o pay lor the masses he was goinge to
say. and so I was leit with nothine. el
begred my wayv to Rome, where Lmui«l
mike my livie wit. my violin.™

“And have yon nothing to remind
You of that time?” she asked idly.

He liesitated. then drew from his
breast asmdll onyx Jocket with the ini-
tial 1. cut on one side under a coat of
arms. e opened it and the face of a
man past the prime of life, with low
brow and short. erisp eurling hair. was
distlosed in view,

Little did Beppo imagine who it real-
1y was, but the Comtesse knew in that
one glance, and sat asif turned to stone.

“They said he was my father.” said
Beppo softly, **but the time is far ofl,
and le never came to me. and so I can-
not tell.”

Reverently Le kissed the portrait,
then closed the locket and replaced it
among the folds of his shirt.

The Comtesse did ot

ielio-

sutak, She

! sob burst from her lips,

| peetedly found—tears of

[ speetfully for her,

fand that i

only sat there silent,

on her handsome face,

locket brought to her.

It seemed as if she could not breathe.
She arose and went over to the window,
and Deppo followed her. A convulsive
but no tears
came from her eyves. and her face was
as impassive as ever.  Tenderly Le laid
her head on his shoulder and Kissed the
wavy masses of dark-brown hair. Then

all self-control deserted her, and she |

vielded to the terrible emotions which
swept over her guilty soul like a torrent.
ITot tears of joy for the son So unex-
rage and dis-
{ appointment for the lover so suddenly
. torn from her anxious grasp.

For the portrait was that of Beppo’s
| father—her lover among the hills one

summer years ago, and the locket she |

|

had given him as a love gift. Now it !
stood forth in undeniable evidence of
Beppo’s c]nimupnn her, and in the fury
of her selfish passion she would not ae-
knowledze it.

Now all her dreams were over, the
luxurious future with him gone. She

| took his tace between ler hands and |

gazed at it with a look which he remem-
bered ever after,
tightly in her arms and kissed him as
it they were never to meet again, and
these kisses were the last she could ever
bestow upon him, then thrust him from
her and said that he must go.

Obediently Beppo took his departure,
little thinking that when he came again
he too would find his dream broken.
and the mistress of the villa cone.

Yes, gone; for she could not stay. now
that she knew the trath. Better that
he should believe her false to the vows
she had so passionately plighted than
that he should know why love such as
they felt for each other was unnatural
and sinful.

“ITe will love me still, thourh he will
curse me,’”* she thought: **butlove would
go at once and for all time if I confess-

| ed.”

So the villa was closed, and my lady
went away to Paris. Beppo’s heart was
broken. ]ml, as she had said, he loved
her through everything, and would not
believe but that she would soon return
to him.

And she did return, when he least ex-
pected it, when he was most thankful
for her presence.

Three years my lady passed quietly in
Paris, when a great fever broke outin
the lower quarter of Rome, and poor
Beppo fell a vietim to it.

Strange that the man who had sar-
castically advised her to invite Beppo
to call on that gloomy day before the
palace gates was the very one to tell her
of his misfortune. Yes, the Baron with
the blonde beard had but just returned
from Rome and brought her news of
Beppo. “You rememberthe little rascal
with the wonderful eyes—so deep, and
dark, and—and—in fact, so very Ttal-
ian. mon amie? Well, I saw him drop
down on the Corso, and they said he
was taken with the fever. So they
bundled him off to the hospital, where
he is dead now, T presume, with not a
rag on him (it to sell for the masses his
soul no doubt stands in need of.”

All her maternal fecling—so long

[ crushed and strangled by other passions

—rose stroig within hersorrowtul heart
as she listened.  Bitterly she reproach-
ed herself for not havinz told him. for
not having kept him with her and shar-
ed her fortune with him, though in a
different way from the one they had
planned together.  But she woald go to
him and nurse him thirough the fever,
and bring him back with her, whether

the world laughed and sneeved or not.
It was just such a day as the one on

! which chey had first met the Comtesse

de Charneau reached Rome, and drove
straight to the hospital where Beppo
was. The attendants made way ro-
whispered among
when  they saw her by

llu mselyes, wl

fover and kiss hing, that it micht he ler
leisure to give to thouzhts concernine | -
P Know it,

. And it was. But Beppo did not
He only knew that the Kisses
ol old were falling seftly on him ones
in, and her  dear 4»)‘1-\' were mutely
ing wrdon for that longs neglect,

He raised himself with effort—for he
" lwas very ill, far more so than any !

thonght or knew—and wonnd his arms

about her neck, and kissed away the

tears which came very fast now.
SCaro-— he anueniared fo

*do not ¢ forme. 1 had s

in you ! feit sire you wonld con 5

Al vou ave here. and in your

i

am content, Why did yon eo? I care |

not.  You will be with me o the end.
i P oask—all that you ean
vour loye till 1 die.”
She looked on that pal
iilumined with o ha
Iy ieth and for
distirh—no. she woulid not dacve to tell
him. Lot him die as he said—content.
But she took him in her anms and
held his hiead on her throbbine breast.,
and moaned to think that in that Jast
hour there could not be perfect {ruth
betwees them, Was it so after all wha
a holy tather onee said o her—that we

give e

faes now

w3 whieh all
itide conld not

© st

with the Szunel
pleasant smile of indifferent curiosity |
but her heart *

had almost stopped its beating in the .
{dull terror which the portrait in the

then pressed him |

time was taken from hex now. and hur'
arms were empty, for his b()lll had tled.
* * * ¥ * *
¢ Nob in any camatery in lt.\lf was |
Beppo laid. but in a certain corner of |
Pere-la-Chaise, in the great vault where
those of his mother’s race forever sleep
And tender boushs of cypress wave
above it; and the wind, however harsh
and boisterous elsewhers, seems tem- |
pered here to gentle murmurs which |
sweep over it like soft refrains from
IIeaven. KeENRIDGE.

—
Joaquin Miller's Cabin,

Another of the s hetic houses of Wash-
ington is ths log cavin of Joaquin Miller, the
*Poet of the Sicrras. ! The exterior and the |
interior ol this comtortablo eauin are an ex- |
act counterpart ot simiiar homesin the west, |
Miller is an authority on all the usages of |
frontier life, and here e endeavors to carry |
thewm out, i

THE CABIN,
This log eabin is bpilt on Mervidian hill,

The view from it is|
pot to Le excelled, and shounld geatify the
most exacting poet’s sonl From the well |
sweep out doors to the nnswept corners |
of the interior everything suggests fron-
tier life, Thero is the latch swing on thoe |
outside and the big wooden button on the
inside of the door. The floor has neicher
carpet nor mats, but ruzs of fur.  The broad
ved as well as a lounge is covered with the
skins of wild animals, The room is warmed
Ly a log flre, burning in an opeu brick fire-
p'ace. On the shelf over the mante! are a few
indications of civilization in the shape of
photographs of personal iriends. A tal-
low dip and a little iron clock, to-
gether with some pipes. are the only bric-
a-brac this mantel affordi The table on
which the poet works is a plain wooilen one
without a covering of any kind. I: is the
most important piece of furniture in the
Louse, for its broad surface Lecomes at times
a resting p'ace for everything movable
while Letween its straight and strong lugs is
harbored a collection of old boots and shoes
such as one finds in the “repair” corner ot a
cobbler’s shon At the side of the table
which the author usually eccupivs a furrow
is plowed in the boo: anl shoe collection
by his feet when be stretches hi: lithe and
poetic legs.  Mr. Miller seems to enjoy the
best of tealth here, and if it were not for o
slight halt in his step conlld not Le said to
aave lost any of his ecarly vigor, a result
wiich ne elaim: is duo to his not exposing
himself to the unt y homes which e
the product of our civitization.

FErry BARTOX.

outside Wachington.

Alr. Jolinsing  (to Miss
whose family archives show lher
grandmother to have been  nurse to
George Washington)—* May I hab ihe
pleasure of preinteducin® to vo,” Miss
["Tompkins, a gemmen fren” ob mine?

Tompking

{  Miss Tompkins (rather supercil-
liously )—"Who. an® what am de gme-

men?”’

Mr. Joimsing  (deprecatingly)—Ile
am ob no )\1'!('1\101 family, Miss Tomp-
klns but lie am pa't proprietor ob a
fash'nable  up-town  hotel  tonsorial
pa’lor.”

Miss Tompkins (graciously)—*1 will
aratify myse’l de pleasure ob recebin’
_m' fren’ Mistah Johnsing ™ .— /.

’V Jley Glt/ hJ regry |

Al Kinds of finits.1 ml\'ui:‘\ arowin. such
| as (Q(m‘.w(-ln‘i‘l}'.

Strawberey
Currant and  Crabapple.
All Kind of shade and ornamental
{trees We Lave a fine assortment of trec-
pelaim stock, vize Cottonwood. \White-
Ash, Box-Elder, Elm and Willow cut-
Clings, at from Si50 1o =100 per 1000,

Seven lindred hushels of Cree Seeds in |
stecek.  They ave fine. 1885erop.

Will sell l)nx-l-lldvr seeds at E2.40 per
bushel, wess Paded, antil Maneh 1sd
o steck isnot ¢ ‘I)..II\L( td ¢ 'nmﬂl 11 cate.
Small 1t is g suecess i Dakota. !

Joseimion we sehil over =100 worth ofl

Raspheriy., |

: Fries, vaspherries dcurrants.
A‘ui.v:'-uuuhw. (i, W, COWDIREN &
(COL VALLEY Ciry, DAL, {
Pz Catadogue ready by Foh, 15, |
1% 8. Xake out your o "'1 for any-

s dhing vou want. either vegetable, troe or |

Hdower seeds. tree chiam stoek. small
Fraits or shade trees, and we will make
ot low prices and furnish gead stock.

COOPERSTOWH MEAT MARKET

Retzlaff Bros., Preps. |

malke a heaven or hell for ourselves on |

carth? Perhaps. She thousht so row.

The shadow decpened in that dreary
chamber. for the day was closing fast.
Beppo lay very still: she could searcely
hear him breathe, though s lips were
by her cheek.

For an hour he did not stir again or
give one sign of iife, then he opened his
eyes and murmared: **Caro—ed uo hold
me: hold rue—do not let me go,” and

gave 4 stitled ery, and hid his face in |
Then she knew that the !

Ler bosom.
end had come. and that the child which
she had abandoned in that unhiaony

COOPERSTOWN

T E.

FLOR, CEED and GRALN,

DAZEY. DAK. }

DArxora.

WEILAND,

A complete stock always on hand,  Also a gener
al commissien business done

§° Nuent forihe Ketlor Fanning Mill.

GIAL INDUCEMENTS

CASH PURCHASERS,

EN

On all lines of good, until further notice.

Grand Glosing Out Sie,

To make roem for

SPPRING STOCIS.

PR

e

o7 CURES — Diphtheria, Croup, Asth: Bronchmn. Neuralgia, Rhoumatism, Tlecding at the Innps,
H onggenon. !nﬂ?xenl.. Hnokin?Coug coping Cough, Cata .h Cholera Morbus, Dyucntery, Chroni
Diarrhoea, Kidney Troubles, and smn-ln iseases. Pump hiet frce. Dr. L. 8. .Yohnnon & Co., Bou!on. Mass.

PARSONS’ =5 PILLS

< 1A
Theac pills were a wonderful discovery. No others like them in tho world. Will positivel l; cure or
reliave all manner of discase. The information around cach box i3 worth ten times the cost or a box ot
ills. Find out about them and you will always be thun kml One pill a dosa. Illustrated p.'\'“ph\ [
ree. Sold evervwhere, orncnthymml!orzao. instamps. Dr. 1. 8. JOHNSON &CO0.. 22 C.H. ©t., Zosien.
Sheridan’s Conaition e m N 2 on earth
Powder is absolutcly g
pure and highly con- g8
cer nr*ted Oneou: icc e

bo given with food - book
BoL SveryWhers: or sent by mail for 20 couts a stamps, Sil:s1b-aleatipht tin cans, 31 Os
81z cous by cxpress, prepaid, for £5.00 LB LE.Jd N & CC., Lostcn.

Stoves

LUMBER. BUILDING MATERIAL.

(@,

Hannard

-

Tyvane.

—Yard af foot of Durrell Avenne—

COOPERSTOWN, - = -  DAKOIA.

HARDWARE,

|

Tinware, Paints, Oils
Cedar Felt Paper, for Inside Finish.

A. N. ADAMS.

Eick




