
My Lady's Love. 
(Concluded.) 

AdeatUlv paleness camo upon J'.is 
face as lie raised it to hers and saw in 
the depths oi: her eyes a passion such as 
lie could not believe he was capable of 
inspiring in a Amman so far removed 
from him. "You are playing Avitli me 
—torturing me!'' he cried angrily, 
thrusting the hand from his neck and 
moving a little distance oil'. "1 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 an 
honest heart to give." 

His voice sank into a Avhisper.  My 
lady came over by the fireplace. Avliere 
he stood, and took his hand in hers.  

"And that is Avhat I Avant—an honest 
heart," she said boldly. Then she laid 
his head upon her bosom and kissed his 
throbbing temples again and again. 

Ah! how sweet to be loved like that! 
All his life long he had dimly dreamt 
of Cupid's coming. Why repulse it 
llOAV? 
; So forgetful of the Avorld-Avide differ­
ence between them, oblivious of Avhat 
the future might bring, he gave himself 
up to the delicious intoxication of this 
snddenlv-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, ;u>«l so Ueppo took 
courage and kissed her in his turn. 

"We shall live together always," she 
said softly. "Nothing shall ever part 
us now. I have a fortune for both, 
Beppo—you will not deny me the luxury 
of sharing that?" 

"But I have not a seudi in the Avliole 
world!'' he answered, the sense of his 
poverty falling more heavily upon him 
than it ever had Avlien he Avas almost 
starving. She answered nothing. Some­
thing in his tone seemed to ring through 
her heart like the echo of a voice heard 
long ago. 

"l'ou are very dear to me," she said 
presently, at length, looking into his 
face with an earnestness Avhicli 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 lie left she Avas still standing 
by the lire-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 lirst love, 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 her head defiantly as such 
thoughts croAvded 011 her memory and 
laughed harshly, and struck her hand 
fiercely 011 the marble mantel, and VOAV-
cd that she would marry him, come 
what Avould. 

The desire of possessing him Avas so 
strong upon her that she mistook it for 
a different love than that Avhicli law­
fully she should have for him. But she 
•was blind then, and did not know, or 
•would not. 

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

They Avould live in Italy always, my 
lady said—Avas it because she could not 
face her old coterie in Paris Avith such 
a youthful husband beside her? Or Avas 
it that the Avines Avere less adulterated, 
and the olives had a richer ilavor, and 
the air was purer there than across the 
border? 

Maybe the latter, for one must be 
charitable in such things, and 1 am 
charitable, for 1 am a man and can be 
so toward Avomen, Avhich one of their 
own sex cannot. 

She had so much to say of her plans, 
of her A ague desires for dreamy rest 
sind ease forever within sight of the 
blue Mediterranean, that she had little 
leisuie to give to thoughts concerning 
lieppo's past history, ami slight wish to 
be questioned on her own. 

But, one Highl it  occurred to her to 
ask him if he, had lived long in S'rra, 
whose mountain music had so displeas-
td her at his lirst visit .  

"1 cannot remember much, for I  ltffc 
there when i  was so young," he said. 

"J low young, Ji. 'ppo?" 
"\\  lien L was o years old." 

"And that was ?" 
"0\e>- twelve years age." 
Iltv nviuorv also wandered back for 

twelve years and over,  but tin: retro­
spect  Avas not  a  pleasant  one.  ".My 
mother is dead," he continued present­
ly. "I.  can't  remember her.  but she 
Was Avry good to m:\ and when she 
died the priest took o>'i  al l  ouri ' i irnituru 
to ]>av for the masses he was going to 
say. and f-o I Avas lei  l with nothing, and 
begged my Avay to Home. Avliere L could 
make my living wil. i  my violin." 

"And have you nothing to remind 
you of that time?" she asked idly. 

l ie hesitated, then drew from his 
breaM. a small onyx locket with the ini­
tial  ]J. cut on one side under a coat of 
arms, l ie opened it .  and the face of a 
man past  the prime of lil 'e ,  Avith low 
brow and short,  crisp curling hair,  Avas 
disclosed iu view. 

.Little did Beppo imagine AVIIO it real­
ly was, but the Comtesse knew in that 
one glance, and sat as if turned to stone. 

"They said he Avas my father." said 
Beppo softly, "but the time is far off, 
and he never came to me. and so I can­
not tell." 

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

The Comtesse did not sneak. She 

only sat there silent, witli the same j 
pleasant smile of indifferent curiosity! 
011 her handsome face, but her heart ' 
had almost stopped its beating in the 
dull terror Avhich the portrait in the 
locket brought to her. 

It seemed as if she could not breathe. 
She arose and Avent over to thcAvindow, 
and Beppo followed her. A convulsive 
sob burst from her lips, hut 110 tears 
came from her eyes, and her face Avas 
as impassive as ever. Tenderly he laid 
her head 011 his shoulder and kissed the 
Avavy masses of dark-brown hair. Then 
all self-control deserted her, and she 
yielded to the terrible emotions Avliich 
swept over her guilty soul like a torrent. 
Hot tears of joy for the son so unex­
pectedly found—tears of rage and dis­
appointment for the lover so suddenly 
torn from her anxious grasp. 

For the portrait Avas 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 
lieppo's claim upon her, and in the fury 
of her selfish passion she Avould not ac­
knowledge it. 

Now all her dreams were over, the 
luxurious future Avitli him gone. She 
took his face between her hands and 
gazed at it Avith a look Avhicli he remem­
bered ever after, then pressed him 
tightly in her arms and kissed him as 
if they Avere never to meet again, and 
these kisses Avere 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 Avlien became again 
he too would lind his dream broken, 
and the mistress of the villa gone. 

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

"He Avill love me still, though he will 
curse me," she thought: "but love would 
go at once and for all time if I confess­
ed." 

So the villa Avas closed, and my lady 
went aAvav to Paris. Beppo's heart was 
broken. But, as she had said, he loved 
her through everything, and Avould not 
belieA'e but that she Avould soon return 
to him. 

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

Three years my lady passed quietly in 
Paris, when a great fever broke out in 
the loAver quarter of liome, and poor 
Beppo fell a victim to it. 

Strange that the man who had sar­
castically advised lier 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 Avitli 
the blonde beard had but just returned 
from ltome and brought her neAvs of 
Beppo. "You remember the little rascal 
with the Avonderftil eyes—so deep, and 
dark, and—and—in fact, so Arery Ital­
ian, mon amie? Well, I saw him drop 
down 011 the Corso, and they said he 
Avas taken with the fever. So they 
bundled him off to the hospital, Avliere 
he is dead now, I presume, Avitli not a 
rag 011 him lit to sell for the masses his 
soul 110 doubt stands in need of." 

All her maternal feeling—so long 
crushed and strangled by other passions 
—rose strong within her sorrowful heart 
as she listened. Bitterly she reproach­
ed herself for not having told him. for 
not having kept him with her and shar­
ed her fortune Avitl i  him, though in a 
different Avay from the one they had 
planned together. But she would go to 
him and nurse him through the fever, 
and bring him back with her, Avhether 
the world laughed and sneered or not. 
It  Avas just such a day as the one on 
Avhicli  they had lirst met the Comtesse 
de Charneau reached Home,, and drove 
straight to the hospital Avliere I 'eppo 
was. The attendants made Avay re­
spectfully for her, Avhispered among 
themselves. Avhen they saw her bend 
over and kiss him, that it  might lis- her 

i  son. And it was. 13ut Beppo did not 
|  know it.  He only knew that the kisses 
|  of old were falling softly 011 him once 

I again, and her dear eyes were mutely 
I asking pardon for that long neglect, 
j  He raised himself with effort—for lie 
I Avas A 'crv ill .  far more so than any 
|  thought or knew—and wound his arms 
1 about her neck, and kissed away the 
j  tears Avhicli  came very fast now. 
i  "Caro— euro." he murmured feebly, 
j  "do not grieve for me. I had such faith 
; in you iVil snre you would cemehack. 
; And yon are here, and in your arms 1 
! am content. Why did you go?  I care 
: not. You as*i 11 be with me to the end. 

and that is all I ask"—all that you can 
; give me—your love till  I die." 
• 'She looked on tha* pale face now 

illumined with a hapoin >s< which ail 
i her strength and fortitude could not-
'  disturb—no. she would not (hire to tell 

him. L"t him die as he said—content. 
But she took him in her arms and 

held his head on her throbbing breast,  
and moaned to think that in that last 
hour there could nor be perl 'ec, truth 
between them. Was it so a f t e r  a l l  what 
a holy father one!- said to her—that we 
make a heaven or hell for ourselves 011 
earth? Perhaps. She thought so now. 

i The shadow deepened in that dreary 
1 chamber, for the day was closing fast.  
'  Beppf) lay very still:  she could scarcely 
• t  hear iiiin breathe, though li.s lips were 
I by her cheek. 
j  For an hour lie did not stir again or 
give one sign of life, then he opened his 

! eyes and murmured: "Caro—caro, hold 
me; hold me—do not let me go," and 
gave -a stilled cry, and hid his face in 
her bosom. Then she knew that the 
end had come, and that the child Avhich 
she had abandoned in that unhannv 

time Avas taken from her now. and her 
arms Avere empty, for his soul had lied. 

* * -x-" ' •>:- * * 

Not in any er>ni: ' tery in Itaty 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 boughs of cypress wave 
above it; and the Avind, however harsh 
and boisterous elsewhere, seems tem­
pered here to gentle murmurs Avhich 
sweep over it like soft refrains from 
Heaven. KKN'jjiixiH. 

•T»it<|uiii Miller's (ill)ill. 
Alio:her of the ;s.i.hetiu houses of AVash-

ington is tli j log oa.iiu of Jo.iquin Miller, the 
"Poet of the Si-iras. ' Tho exUTior and the 
interior of this comfortatilo :.ii\ ara an ex­
act counterpart of similar homos ia tho west. 
Miller is ail uuthority on nil the usages of 
frontier lil'o, und here he eudoavoia to carry 
tiiein out. 

t'ss.v . »il irr(\0. 

: ] - {  '  .V * * 

- •• —11 :m 
THE CABIN. 

This los enhin is built on Meriiliau hill, 
outside 'Washington. Tho vie-.v from it is 
not to te excelled, and s hould gratify the 
most exacting pool's soul. From tho well 
oWeep out doors to the rnnwept corners 
of tho interior everything suggests fron­
tier life. There is the lntcli string on tho 
out<ido and tho big wooden button on the 
inside of the door. The lloor Iris neiiher 
carpet nor mats, but rugs of fur. The broad 
bed as well as a lounge is covered with the 
skins of wild animals Tho room is warmed 
by a log fire, burning in an open brick lire-
place. On the shelf over the mantel are a few 
indications of civilization in the shape of 
photographs of personal lriends. A tal­
low dip and a little iron clock, to­
gether with some pipes, are the only bric-
a-brac this mantel affords. The table on 
which the poet works is n plain wooden one 
without a covering of any kind. I; is the 
most important piece of furnituro in the 
house, for its broad surface Loaomes at times 
a resting p!aco for everything movable 
while between its straight nud strong legs is 
harbored a collection of old boots and shoes 
such as one finds in tile "repair" corner of u 
cobbler's sho >. At tha side of the table 
which tho author usually occupius a furrow-
is plowed in ih# boos an 1 shoo collection 
by his feet when he stretches hi; lithe and 
poetic legs. Mr. Miller seems to enjoy the 
best ,  of  health here,  and if  i t  were not  for u 
slight. hair, in his step could not lis said to 
•iave lost any of his early vigor, a re^i.lt 
wuich he claim, is due to his not exposing 
himself to the unhealthy homes which are 
tbe product of oar civilization. 

1'KltKY BARTON. 

All*. Johnsir.g (to .Miss Tompkins 
whose family archives show her 
grandmother to have been nurse to 
George Washington)—" May 1 hab the 
pleasure of preintoducin' to yo,' Miss 
Tompkins, a gomnien iron" ob mine?" 

Miss Tompkins (rather superci­
liously )—" Vv'lio. an" what am de gme-
menV' 

Mr. Johnsing (deprecatingly)—-ulle 
am ob no pa'tickler family. Miss Tomp­
kins. but he am pa't proprietor ob a 
l'ash'nable up-toAvn hotel tonsorial 
pa'lor." 

Miss Tompkins (graciously)—"I AVIII 
gratify myse'l de pleasure ob recebin' 
vo" lien1 Mistali Johnsing".—Kr. 

SPECIAL INDUCEMENTS 
—TO AIJ.— 

CASH PURCHASERS, 
AT 

WHIDDEN BROTHERS! 
On all lines of good, until further notice. 

Grand Glosing tat Sis, 
To make room for 

Valley City Nursery 

All kinds of fruits. Dakota grown, such 
as Gooseberry. Sirawbern .  Raspberry. 
Currant and Crabapple. 

. i l l  kind of shade and ornamental 
trees We have a line assortment of tree-
claim stock, viz: Cottonwood. White-
Ash, l!ox-F,lder, Elm and Willow cut­
tings, at from Si/A) to Sl.iiU per lOOii. 

Seven humlrcit bushcis of Tn r Si-els in 
stock. They are line, lss- 'crop. 

Will sell Box-Elder seeds at f-2.li:  per 
bushel, r. 'xpri ' t :* I 'ahl. until March 1st — 
if stock is not exhausted before that i.a! e.  

Small fruit is a success in Ihikola. 
Last season we sold over s!i)(l worlh of 
.-rawherries. raspberries and currants. 
Address orders. (L W. COWbaMY 
CO.. V.\I.I.I-.Y CITV, !>.A;:(.'T.\. 
^  Catalogue ready by I 'cb. hi.  

i ' .  S.—Make out your order for any­
thing jou want, either vegetable, tree or 
Mower sei ds. t lee claim stock, miall 
fruits or shade trees, and we w ill  make 
yi,u low prices and furnish good slock. 

CGOPEfiSTGWN HEAT MARKET 

Retzlaff Bros.j Props. 

COOPK liSTO W X J) A K< IT A. 

C. F. WEILANB, 
DKAl.KI! IN 

FMIIMGEJIS. 
! DAZEV. DAK. 
i  
! A o>rnpW:t<? iiork nlwavw on iunnl. M»o :i 
! :il t'dinmNsitm luisinc-* <lom-

! 53?"Ap-n; for \hv Krl'rr Mill. 

LINIMENT 
tnr CURES - Diphtheria, Croup, Asthma. Bronchitis. Neuralgia. Bhaumatisra, Clccdin-; nt the I,nncri>. 
Hoarseness. Influenza, Haoking Cough, Whooping Cough, Catarrh, Cholera Morbus, Dysentery, Chronic nOftrScUaQBt iUllUCUEai nuuftiu§ »* uuuptug vvu^Hj vaviii iiiivuvtcin 4uvi uus« */.y uuuwi j * vuiuuiJ 
Diarrhoea, Kidney Troubles, and8pinal Diaeasoa. Pamphlet free* Dr. X. 8. Johnson & Co., Boston, Mass. 

MAKE 
NEW. axes 
BLOOD. 

Thcno pill® were a wonderful discovery. Vo others like them in tho world. Will positive 
relieve all manner of disease. The information around cach box is worth ten times the cost o 
piUs. Find out about them and you will always be thankful. OnepiU a dose. Illustrated pamphlvt 
frse. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail for25o. ia stamps. 33r. 1.8. JOHNSON &CO.. 22 C.H, rt.. T3ost.cn. 

PARSONS'^PILLS 
Sheridan's Condition 
Powder is absolutely 
pure and highly con­
centrated. One ounce 
is worth a pound of 
any other kind. It isl 
strictly a medicine to 
be given with food 
£oM everywhere*, or sent by mtul for 20 ccuis in stamps, 

c&ua by cx^reiia. prepaid, 1'cr $5.G0> 

MAKE HEUS LM 
Nothing «. n earth 
will make hens lay 
like it.. Tr. cures 
chicksn choloraand 
p.ll cliscas<!s of hens. 
13 worth r:.s weight 
in pole'!.. Illustrated 
book "cy tr.u:> free. 

£ !•& U?. air-tight tin cans, SI: by ro a i i ,  
uii. !. £. uOiXKaaif it CO.. i-jatca. 

LUMBER. BUILDING MATERIAL 

-V;ml ;it  foot of IJurrell Avenue— 

COOIMiRSTOWX. DAKOTA. 

i! v 

i f !  
I • 

* 
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HAEDWA1 C?iJ< 

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

A. N. ADAMS-


