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"BETRAYED;

A DARK MARRIAGE
- MORN.

A 'Romanoe of Love, Intrigue and
Crime.

g
BY MRS. ALICE P. CARRISTON.

CHAPTER XXIV—(Continued.)

He thought it bad taste in Clara not to
have maintained longer the high ideal his
innocence had created for her.

Nevertheless, when he approached her
house, and had the presentiment of her
approving presence, he was troubled.
Doubt and snxiety assailed him.

When he saw through the trees the
window of herroom his heart throbbed so
violently that he had to sit down on the
root of a tree for a moment,

“I love her like a madmun!” he mur-
mured. Then, leaping up suddenly, he
exclaimed: “But she is only a woman
after all. I shall go.on.”

For the first time Clara received him
in her own apartment. She was sitting
in an arm-chair, and, contrary to her
eunstom, had no work in her hands.

She appeared calm, though two livid
circles surrounded her eyes. BShe had
evidently suffered much, and wept much.

On seeing this dear face worn and hag-
gard with grief, Leland forgot the neat
ﬁhnus he had prepared for his entrance.

e forgot all except that he really adored
b

er.
He advanced hastily toward her, seized
in hjs two hands those of the young lady,
snd without speaking interrogated her
eyes with tenderness and profound pity.
*“It is nothing,” she said, withdrawing
her hand and bending her pale face
nntly; “I .am better; I may even be

PPy, if you wish it.”

There was in the smile, the look and
the accent of Clara Denton something
indefinable, which f{roze the blood of

H td- 1 tha$ she loved h
e felt confugp, , she loved him,
and yet was 1?5,%’5: nf; that he had be-
fore him a_specigg-of being he did not
anderstand, and “that'this woman, sad-
dened, broken, an&lost By love, yet loved
something else in th s world better .even
than that love. ¥ g‘-’

She made him a i%t gign which he
obeyed like n child, §nd’ he sat down be-

side her. 5%y

“Mr. Leland,” she #&id, in a voice trem-
ulous at first, but whick giew strongér as
she proceeded, “I heard you last hight—
rrhsps with a little too much patience.

shall now, in return, ask from you the

same kindness. You'have told me that
_you love me; and I avow frankly that I
entertain a warm affection for you. Such
being the case, we must either separate
forever, or unite ourselves by the only tie
‘worthy of us both. To part would atfect
»me much, and I also believe it would oc-
-casion grief to you. To unite ourselves
—for my own part I would be willing to
.give you my life; but I cannot do it, I
cannot wed you without manifest folly.
You are younger than I am, I think.”
‘Then hurriedly:

“But there is another reason. I do not
belong to myself. I belong to my daugh-
ter, to my family, to my past. In givin
wp my nameé for yours I would wound—

cruelly wound all the friends who
surround me. and, I believe, some who
-exist no longer.

*“Well, sir,” she continved, after a mo-
ment’s bhesitation, “I have discovered a
way by which we may avoid breaking off
.an intimacy so pleasant and sweet to
‘both of us—in fac’, to make it closer‘ if
soything. My propos:l may surprise

~you, but have the kindness to think over

- %, and do not say no at once.”

She glanced at him, and waé terrified
ut the palior which overspread his face.

She gently took his hand and said:

“Listen patiently.” '

“Speak on,” he muttered, hoarsely.

"l&. Leland,” she continued, with her
angelic smile, “you have seen and ad-
mired my heart's darling—my friend and
-companion, Mildred Lester. Yon know
how much she is. to me. Since she first

. :eame to us I have learned to love her with

all my heart. She is more than a friena
—more thnn a sister to me. Having
watched over her so long and constantly,
I have all a mother's feeling and affec-
tion for her. She is, she must ever le
the same tome as my own child. . She is
beautiful—far more beautiful than I am,
and since she has- wholly recovered her
physical health, her mind has developed
with marvelous rapidity; and although a
portion of her life is yet a blank, in edu-
cation and refinement she is the peer of
any lady in the lund. Warren Leland, I
%h’n vou to make Mildred Lester your
. -
Leland started abruptly to his feet and
seized the woman by the wiist, casting a
. mearching look into her eyes. Then, as
he realized the full purport of her words,
Je sank back as one thunderstruck.

CHAPTER XXV.
THE LINES DEAWING NEARFR.

Clara Denton regarded her companion
-anxiously for a moment, and then said:

“I swear to you that I shall be very
happy if you only tell me you will con-

~sent to what I have proposed.” ¥

His answer, when it came, was an im-
&;ﬁont exclamation of irony and anger.

en he said:

“You will pardon me, madam, if so
vsudden a change in my sentiments can-
‘mot be as prompt as you wisb.”

She blushed slishtly. #

*Yes,” she said, with & faint smile, “I
can understin | how you feel about it at
this moment; but try to familiarize your-
self with the idea, try to look upon me
@ her elder sister—her mother, it you
will, and dll may yet come right, and—
.and we my be very happy soon.”

The soul of Leland was u perverted,
mot a hase one, and was suddenly touched
at this woman’s hercism. He rendered
it the greatest homage he could pay, for
his eyes suddenly filled with tears. <

She observed it. for she wa:ched with
an anxious eye the slightest impression
she produced upon him. So she con-

~tinued more cheerfully:

“Auad seg, Mr. Leland. how this will set-
tle everything. In this way we can con-
tinue to see erch other without danger,
because your affinnced wife will be al-
wuys between us, Our sentiments will
soon be in harmony with our new

“t¢houghts. Even your fulure prospects,
which, in a way, will also be mine, will
-encounter fewer obsiacles, because I
shall push them more opeuly, without re-
~vealivg to my f ther what oughttoremain
.a secret between ustwo. '~ " 7

“He thinks the world-of Mildred, and I
ean let him suspect my-hopes,“and that
will enlist him in your service. Above
all, I repeat to %m that this wil -insure
my hippivess. ill you thus acoppt the
pecali r affection I offer?” _ } 7.

~eland, by a powerful effort of will,
Jhad recovered his self-confrql. ~* -

“Pardon me. Mrs. Dentgn,” he said,

L

with & faint smile, “but this is all so sud-
den and strange.” 'Then abruptly:

“But who is Mildred Lester? You have
never told me, and once you promised to
do so.”

“She is an orphan, of good parentage,
and has but one relative in the world, a
brother, who is now traveling. To all in-
tents and purposes, my father is her
guardinn ond protector.”

“She came to you under peculiar cir-
cumstances, I believe?”

“Yes, she was traveling with her broth-
er, and was seriously injured in the great
railway accident at Cos Cob. He bronglext
her here, and hired the little cottage
longing to us on the lower road, but soon
consented to her being taken into our
own family.”

“Her injuries affected her mind to a
certain extent?”

“They affected her memory, For a long
time after the fever left her, all her past
life was a blank; but by little and little
certain things have come back to her,
and again, other things have rushed upon
her memory like a great awakening, as,
for instance, her musical and other ac-
complishments. Still, she cannot recall
her parents, nor any dear friends, not
even her brother, and there is yet a wide
gap in her past life.” .

“It is very singular,” mused Leland,

“And yet not without a parallel,” soid
Clara. *“I have been informing myself on
the subject, and have found many cases
quite similar.” %

“Generally speaking, her mind seems
“r{, bright,” remarked the gentleman.

“Unusually so; she has a thirst for
knowledge, and seems to comprehend, as
by intuition, everything she hears and
reads.”

“Aud now you have told me all you
know about her?”

“Yes, except what you already know,
that she is the dearest, the best girl in all
the world.”
= “.:'nd. seriously, you wish me to marry

er?”

“Yes, it is the one great wish of my
heart.”

“But pardon me, dear madam. What
is it you ask of me? Do you yourself
fully comprehend? Have you reflected
well on this? Can either of us contract,
without imprudence, an engagement of
such g delicate nature?”

“I demond no positive engagement of
vou at this time,” she replied, “for I feel
that would be unreasonable. You must
be fully satisfied aboat Mildred first, of
course. But if you give me any encour-
sgement nt all, this is what I propose:
You shall secure us respectable quarters
in New York, convenient to some great
physician—a specialist, and we will re-
move there with the least possible delay;
and wHatever can be done to restore her
completely to her former self shall be

one.

“I believe—I almost know she loves
you already, and if you marry her I am
convinced she will make you an excellent
wife. Th nk—do think, Mr, Leland; she
is so much to me, I love her better than
a sister, I regard her—I love her as though
she were my own child.”

Still Leland did not speak.

“Well, take time to think over it,” she
went on, “and return to give me your de-
cision, should it be favorable. If not,
we must bid each other adieu.”

“Mrs, Denton,” said Leland, rising and
standing before her,' “I will promise
never to address a word-to you which a
dear brother might:not utter to a sister,
or a son to his mother. Is it not this
which you demana?” 3

Clara Denton fixed upon him for an in-
stant her beautiful eyes, full of joy and

atitude, then suddenly covered her

ace with her two hands. 2

“Thunks,” she murmured; “you are so
goodt~ I am very happy?" , e

She extended her hund, wet with her
tears, which he took and pressed to his
lips, bowed low, and left the room.” ~

If there ever was a moment in his fatal
career when the young man was worthy
of admiration, it was this,

His love for Clara Denton, however un-
worthy of her it might be, was, neverthe-
less, great. It was the only true passion
he had ever felt.

At the moment when he saw this love,
the trinmph of which he thought certain,
escape him forever, he was not only
wounded in his pride but was crushed in
his heart. Yet he took the stroke like a
gentleman.

His agony was well borne. His first
bitter words, checked at once, alone be-
trayed what he suffered.

He was s pitiless for his own sorrows
as he sought to be for those of others.
He indulged in none of the common in-
justice batitual to discarded lovers.

Herecognized the decision of Mrs. Den-
ton as true and findl, and was not tempt-
ed for a moment to mistake it for one of
those equivocal arrangements by which
women sometimes deceive themselves,
and of which men always take advan-
tage.

He saw that the sacred refuge he had
sought was inviolable.

He neither argued nor protested against
her resolve. He submitled to it, and
nobly kissed the hand which smote him.

As to the miracle of courage, chastity,
and fsith by which Clara Denton had
transformed and purified her love, he
cared not to dwell upon it.

This example, which opened to his view
a divine soul naked, so to speak, destroy-
ed his theories. ?

One word which escaped him, while
passing to his own house, proved the
judgment which he passed upon it from
his own poiut of view.

“Very childish,” he muttered, “but sub-
lime!” .

On returning home, Leland found a
letter from his father notifying him of
his sister's marriage with Eugene Cleve-
larid, which was to take place in a few
da: s, and requesting him to come to New
York without delay.

The marriage was to be strictly private,
with only the family to assist at it.

Leland did not regret this hasty sum-
mons, us it gave him the excuse for some
diversion in his thoughts, of which he
felt the need. \

He was greatly tempted to leave at once
to diminish his suiferings, but conquered
this weakness.

The next evening he passed at Nathan
Metcalf's, and, though his heart was
bieeding, piqued himself on presenting
an unclouded brow and an inscrutable
smile to Clara.

He announced his speedy departure,
and expiained the reason.

“You will present my best wishes to
vour family,” said Mr. Metcalf, “and es-
gcially to your sister; I hope she may

happy.”
Thms, gir; I shall bear your good
wishes with pleasure.”

As for Clara, to tell of all the delicate
attentions and exquisite delicacies that
the tender femsule spirit knows so well
how to apply to heal the wounds it has
inflicted, how gncetnll{ she glided into
her maternal and sisterly relations with
Leland—to tell all this wou:d require a
pen wielded by her own soft hands.

At parting, and while for a moment
they were alone together in the hall, she
reminded him that he was to secure

uarters for herself and Mildng in New

ork. .

He assured her that he would not for-

get,’ a:::l, then, with a pressure of
the b departed.

-
R

The next day he left Roxbury. for the
great city.

One week later, Clara Denton and Mil-
dred Lester were established in comfort-
able quarters on Madison avenue, only
one block away from the palatial man-
sion which sheltered the guilty head of
Cora Elliston.

CHAPTER XXVI.
THE REPTILE MOVES,

The Hon. Sherwood Elliston remained
in New York for. some days. At the
formal request of his nephew, he called
upon his old friend Sidney Leland, and
demanded for Eugene his daughter's
hand, at the same time assuring the
banker that he charged himgelf with the
future of the young couple.

In secret, Floral Leland had long ad-
mired, and of late had lesrned to love,
Eugene Cleveland. Her happiness, then,
when she heard her father’s announce-
ment after dinuer that day, may be im-
agined, but can hardly be described.

Indeed, it wauld be painful to dwell on
the joy she felt, and her only regret was
that Eugene had not come to her in per-
sop to press his suit,

But Eugene had not the heart to do so.

He remained at his counting-room all
the morning, and only called at the Le-
lands’ when he had learned that his over-
ture was accepted: A

Once having resolved on this monstrous
actions, the worst part of which he did

not himself know, hie was determined to'

carry it through in the most correct man-
ner, and by this time he was master of all
those arts.

After he had withdrawn, Flora flew to
her mother, who, believing in Cleveland,
shared her happiness, and they sat to-
gether a long time, hand clasped in hand,
looking out upon the garden, dimly seen
by the soft light of the stars, the daughter
blessing her mother, her friends, every-
body, aud the mother thanking God; both
mingling their hearts, their dreams, their
kisses, and their tears—happier, poor
women, than is permitted long to human
beings under the heavens.

The marriage took place the ensuin
month. Senator Elliston was present, an
when he returned to Washington this
time he was accompanied by his wife.

At the earnest request of his bride's
parents, Eugene took up his residence
with them, and Warren Leland still had
a suite of apartments in the same stately
and commodious manion.

His political campaign had now opened,
and he was very busy, visiting Roxbury
or some other town in the Congressional
district cvery day; but in order to be
near Mrs. Denton, and particulariy Mil-
dred Lester, in whom—must we confess it?
—he was beginning to feel a rapidly grow-
ing interest, he spent most of his nights
in New York.

Finding presently that he could not at-
tend to all his.correspondence alone, he
began to look about him for a private sec-
retary, and soon one presented himself
and was promptly engaged.

It was—Oscar Slyme!

The extraordinary session of Congress
that commanded the presence of Senator
Elliston in Washington was still drag-
ging its weary length along.

Cora endured it for some time, and
then, informing her husband that it was
necessary for her to visit New York,
promptly returned to that city.

A few days later Oscar Slyme threw up
his situation and followed her, .

The next day after hie arrival he was

installed as Warren Leland’s -private sec-

retary.

H:ylived in the same house with them.
He came early in the morning, after
breakfast, passed the day in Warren’s
private room, and often dined with them,
1f he had work to fidish in the evening.

Instinctively, Flora, disliked him from |'

the first. c or f s

“His name is a bad one te'begin with,”
she said. \

“Yes,” rejoined her mother; “but the
man himself is a good enough ' créature,
except thatIsomewhat dislike hia eat-
like style of looking at one.” -

“I don’t like him,” reiterated . Flora.
“He has such a peculiar pride, or perhaps
Ishould say insufferable vanity. but his
great fault, in my eyes, is the seoffing
tone he adopts when the subject i#'relig-
ion or morals.” )

Eugene entered the room in time to
catch his wife’s lust: remark. He said
nothing at the time; but that day, while
they were dining, Slyme allowed himself
to indulge in a rather violent tirade of
this description. It was doubtless con-
trary to all good taste.

*‘My de rr Slyme,” said Eugene, quiotly'

and i-;t ironcally, “to me, and perhaps
Mr. Leland, these pleasantries of yours
are indifferent ; but pray remember that,
while you are a strong-minded man, my
wife is a weak.minded woman; and
strensth, you know, should respect weak-
ness.

Oscar Slyme first grew white, then red,
and finally een. He arose, bowed
awkardly, and immediately afterward left
the table, ;

The moment he was gone, Flora said

‘to her brother,

“You may think me indiscreet, but
pray let me ask you a question. How can
you confide all your ag’airs and all your
secrets to a man who professes to have no
principles?”

Warren laughed.

“Oh, he talks thus out of bravado,” he
answered. “He thinks to make himself
more interesting in your eyes by these
Mephistophelean airs. At bottom he is a
good fellow.

“But,” objected Flora, “he has faith in
nothing.”

*Not in much, I believe. Yet he would
not deceive me. He is an honerable
man.”

Floraopened her eyes wide at this.

“Well," gaid her brother, with an amused
look, “what is the matter, Flo?” ¢

“What is this honor you speak of?”

“Let me ask you, sis,” he replied.

“Great heavens!” she cried, blushing
deeply, “I know but little of it, but it
seems to me that honor separated from
moreality is no great thing; and moralit;
without religion is nothing, They ail
constitute a chain. Honor hangs to the
last link, like a flower; but if the chain
be broken, honor falls with the rest.”

Her husband, who heretofore had re-
mained silent, looked at her with strange
eyes, as though he were not only con-
founded but disgpieted by her philoso-
phy. Then he gave a decp sigh, and ris-
ing, said: %

“Very neat, that definitidn—very neat.”

“Yes, by Jove!” exclaimed her brothu‘
“I didn’t know Flo had so much in her!

That night, at the opera, Eugene was
very aitent ve to his wife. Cora accom-

ied them; and at parting, Flora begued
g;lr‘to call for her next day in passing to
Broadway and Twenty-third strect, on a
shopping expedition, for this magnifi-
cent woman was her idol, and she loved
to be with her.

On their return home Eugene remained
gilent, contrary to his custom,

Suddenly he said, brusquely:

“Flora, are you going out shopping
with Mra. Elliston to-morrow?”

“Yes."

“But {y:u see her often, it seems to me
—morning and evening. You are always
with her.

*Heavens! I do it tobe agreeableto {on.
fs not Mrs. Elliston a good associate?”

“Excellent; only in general I do not

e O e I e e .

.ovening. They were
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admire female friendships, But I did
wrong to speak to 50“ on this subject.
You have wit and discretion enough to
preserve the proper limits.” !

For some time after her marriage
Flora was quite happy, but gradually she
became le«s so; for the first enthusiasm
and first iilusious of marriage could not
for long deceive a spirit as quick and
acute as hers,

A young girl who marries is easily de-
ceived by the show of an affection of
which she is tho objeot.

It is rare that she does not adore her
husband, and believe she is adored by
him, simply because he has married her.

The young heart opens spontaneously
and diffuses its delicate p me of love
and its soft songs of tenderness; and
enveloped in this heavenly cloud all
around it is love.

But little by little it frees itself, and,
too often, recognizes that this delicious
harmony ‘and intoxicating atmosphere
which charmed it camb only from itself.

Thus was it here; as far as the pen can
render the shadows of a female soul,
Such were the impre:sions which, day
after day, penetrated the very soul of
poor little Ilo.

It was nothing more than this, but this
was everything to ber.

The idea of being betrayed by her hus-
band, and that, too, with cruel premedi-
tation, had never risen to torture her soul.

But, beyond certain delicate attentions,
she felt herself disdained and slizhted.

Marringe had not changed Eugene’s
habits; he dined at home, instead of at a
restaurant or hotel, that was all.

She believed herself loved, however,
bot with a lightness that was almost
offensive.

Yet, though she was sometimes sad and
nearly in tears, you could ‘see that she
did not despair, and that this valiant lit-
tle heart attached itself with intrepid
confidence to all the happy chances the
future might have in store for it.

Eugene continued very indifferent, as
one may readily comprehend, to the agi-
tation which tormented this young heart,
but which never occurred to him for a
moment.

For himself, strange as it may appear,
he was happy enough,

This marriage had been a painful step
to take; but once confirmed in his sin, he
became reconciled to it. 3

But his conscience, seared as it was,
had some living fibers in it; end he
would not have failed in the duty Le
thought he owed to his wife.

‘These sentiinents were composed of a
sort of indifference blended with pity.

He was vaguely sorry for the poor girl,
whose existence was absorbed and de-
stroyedl between those of two beings of
nature superior to her own, and the fate
to whieh she was condemned.

He resolved never to neglect anything
that might extenuate its rigor; but he be-
longed, nevertheless, more than ever sole-
ly to the passion which was the supreme
crime of giu life.

For his intrigue with Cora Elliston,
constantly excited by mystery and danger
‘and conducted with profound address by
a woman whose canning was equal to her
beauty, continued as strong, after mouths
of enjoyment, as at first. [

The gracious courtesy of Eugene, on
which he piqued himself, as regaraed his
wife, had its limits, as Flora perceived
whenever she attempted to abuse it.

Thus, on several occasions, she de-
clined receiving company, on the ground
of indisposition, hoping her husband
would not abandon her to her solitude.

She was in error.

Eugene gave her, inreality, under these
circumsiances, a tete-a-tete of a few mo-
ments after dinner; but later he would
leave her with perfect tranquillity.

Perhaps in an hour she would receive
a packet of bonbons, or-a pretty basket
of choice fruit, that would permit her to
pass the evening as best she might.

These little gifts she cometimes shared
with her mother, sometimes with Slyme,
her brother’'s secretary.

Slyme, for whom she had at first con-
ceived an aversion, was gradually, getting
into her good eraces.

In the absence of Eugene, she always
found him at hind, and referred to him
for many little details, such as addresses,
invitations, the selcetion of books, and
the purchase of pictures.

From this came a certain familiarity;
she began to call him Slyme, or friend
Slyme, while he zealously performed all
her little commissions.

He meauifested for her a great deal of
respectful attention, and even refrained
from indulging in the skeptical sneers
which he knew displeace<l her,

Happy to witness this reform and to

testify her gratitude, she invited him to |*

remain on two or three evenings when he
came to her rooms to take his leave, and
talked with him of books and the thea-
ters.

Being indisposed for some little time,
Eugene passed the first two evenings with
her until nine o'clock. But this effort
fatigued him, and the poor woman who
had alre:dy erected an edifice for the fu-
ture on this frail basis had the mortifica-
tion of observing that on the third even-
ing he had resumed bis bachelor habits,

'his was a great blow to her, and her
sadness became greater than it had been
up to that time—so much so, in fact, that
solitude was almost unbearable.

Unfor(unately, her fother and mother
were away, and in the intervals she adopt«
ed the habit of ret.ining Slyme, or even
sending for him. Eugene himself, three-
fourths of the time, would bring him in
before going out in the evening.

“I bring you Slyme, my dear,” he would
say, “and a good author. You can read
him together.”

But Slyme, whenever he looked at her,
wore such a sympathetic air and seemed
80 mortified when she did not invite him
to stay, that, even wlen wearied of him,
she frequently did so.

About the end of the month Slyme was
alone with Flora about ten o'clock in the
reading “Faust,”
which she had never beforé heard. This
reading seemed to interest the lady more
than usual, and with her eyes fixed on the
reading, she listened with rapt attention.

She was not alone fascinated by the
work, but, as is frequently the case, she
traced her own history across the grand
fiction of the poet.

We all know with what strange clair-
voyance a mind possessed with &' fixed
idea dis¢overs resemblances and allusions
in accidental description. Flora per-
ceived without doubt some remote con-
nection between her husband and Faust
—between herself and Marguerite—for
she could not help show.ng that she was
strongly agitated.

hen Marguerite in prison cries out in
her agony and madness, a blending of
confused sentiments, of powerful sym.
pathies, of vague apprehension, suddenly
seized on her breast. One can socarcely
imagine their force—to the verge of dis-
tracting her.

She turned on the lounge and closed
her beautiful eyes, as if to keep back the
tears which rolled under the fringe of
her beautiful lashes.

At this moment Slyme cased to read,
dropped his book, sighed profoundly, and
st for & moment,

Then he threw himself at Flora's feet,
took her hrnd, and said with e tragio
sigh:

lgh
Poor angel!l”
[TO 3E CONTIXUED.]
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Groceries, Provisions,

Crockery, Glassware,

Boots and Shoes,

CANNED G0ODS,
L "YEQETABLES,
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I TOBACCY, e,

Call and Ssee our pri

Main St.,
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PLOUR. GRAIN 43D FE

Highest market price paid for all kinds of grain.

NN LA T S E)E),

SovTH DAKOTA.

CANTON CI'T " aﬁ

FLOUR AND FEED STORE.

We have opened a flour and feed store
in Canton and have for sale our celebrated.

Tip Top Flour,

Also Graham Flour, Corn Meal, Ground Feed, Shorts, Bran, Screen-

ings, Corn, Oats, etc.
Give us a call.

DONOEO & HENDERSON,

Goods delivered to any part of the city free.

Canton, 8. D.

Thos. T.

_of Beresford, will make °

Brady,

Special Prices To Farmers,

On a bill of goods.

Call and see him.

M. E. RUDOLPH,
Attorney at Law.

Practices in all the Courts of the State.

Notarial and Collection Business given care-
ful attention.
CANTON, - - Sovura DAKOTA.

Canton, Lincoln county, keeps a full line
of Mens, Womens and childrens shoes
_ for summer and winter wear,
that gell cheap.

Farmers Trade Specially Invited.

HOTEL AND RESTAURANT,

A. D. HYMER, Prop. -
Board by day or . Woek. Mez'lls.- 26e.

Soutn DAKOTA.'

G C Brags~,

CAXNTON, - -

T GATE CITY LIVERY.

description. Onc of the best
barns in this state. Sa
boarding dcpnrtmr-;.
counection.

E. Exp 5thSt., - - CN

. Furniture of all l=inds,

Oroans and Newing Nachines

Sold at BED ROCK PRICES, come and sec.

CANTON, - = = 3

ANDERSON BROS.

- SouTit DAKOTA.

B. Schmi

Beresford, S

dt &G0y

outh Dakota.

Dealers in all kinds of Heavy and Shelf

EX A TR I L. ERIES,

Stoves, Tinware Barb wire, Paints, Agricultural Impliments, etc.
Give us a call and we will guarantee you prices.

O. T. HELGERS

Owns this space. He handles a large vari-

ety of farm machinery, mowers, reapers,,

binders, Aultman & Taylor threshers, hullers
and engins, corn plows, stirrings plows, and
all kinds of binding twine, oils and repairs.
If you call on him for what you want in the
machinery line he will treat you well and
supply your wants according to hoyle.

0. T. HELGERSO
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