
rhe rest he would devote to searching the 
earth for his eons. He could not give them 
up.

He spent all his fortune in the search for 
his boys. At last he gave them up for dead. 
He returned home. No comfort for him 
there. He found himself looked upon with 
coldness and mistrust. Men who had broken 
his bread in better days passed him without 
speaking. Women who had been his mother’s 
friends gave him a glance of horror, and 
hurried on, in the common belief he had fired 
his own house with the monstrous intent that 
his insane wife should perish within. Thus 
skillfully had malice wrought its work.

He had now to earn his bread. He looked 
for work. Who would give employment to 
one suspected of so foul a crime? No man. 
At length he was driven to say:

“I will go away, where no living creature 
has heard my name. I will shut this hateful 
world out of my sight.”

Were not these hard lines for a young man 
who bad always had his own way?

CHAPTER VL
TWO SCENES.

Once more, as on the first day of this story, 
the sun was sinking low on a summer after
noon at the stone house. Once more, too, 
Shirley sat beneath the willows down by the 
millrace. Those old trees keep rising before 
us constantly.

But now it was two years later than when 
the story began. It was the day after Shir
ley had read her poem and been crowned with 
the silver laurel wreath. School had ended 
for the year.
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wreathed around and around at the back of 
her noble head. She was beautiful enough 
for a young goddess, as she threw her head 
back in an attidue full of spirit and natural 
grace. Was she expecting anybody, sitting 
there in her white dress, with the red rose in 
her hair?

Two strong hands suddenly covered her 
eyes from behind, and a voice said:

“Guess who!”
- . I V.
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GUESS WHO.

It was a deep, sweet voice. Shirley had 
heard it almost every day for two years.
One Is not certain but she had heard it in her 
dreams, sometimes, lately. A kingly face, 
with starlike eyes, bent low beside hers. It 
was a serene face now, not restless and dark 
and bitter, as when we saw it first It was 
full of peace, if still a sad face at times.

[TO BE CONTINUED.!

Outside Barbarians In China.
The foreign residents in Canton, a mere 

handful of consuls, tea and silk merchants, 
live on a small island, separated from the 
city by a broad canal There are large, com
fortable houses, a long banyan shaded ave
nue and a fine sea wall promenade encircling 
the islet, but with the bridges of approach 
closed and guarded both night and day it 
seems to be virtual imprisonment on this 
Island of Shameen, and one realises how 
completely at the mercy of the Cantoneee 
mobs the residents are. Two years ago there 
were riots and a storming of the Shameen, 
and several houses were burned, and at any 
moment the least spark may ignite the slum
bering wrath of the natives and precipitate 
another reign of terror. Except for the 
sense of being shut in and hemmed in, with 
no place to godto and not wanting to leave 
the parklike shafie and quiet of the island 
for tile din and disquieting sights of the Chi
nese city, the Shameen is a small sort of 
winter paradise. Roses bloom, the sun shines S6X. 
warmly, and tennis is played in the winter 
season with enthusiasm.—“Kuhamah” in 
Chicago Tribune.

HISTORY.
From time to time we will publish short articles 

early History of. the Province, with particular reference 
to the early History of Saint John and vicinity.
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SPECIAL ARTICLES.
Every issue will contain at least two special articles

con- 
a view

dealing with some subject of timely interest. The 
tributors to this department will be selected with 
of obtaining those possessing the best qualifications for 
the work.

FOR WOMEN.
We will devote a considerable space each week to 

the discussion of topics of special interest to the gentler

SERIAL STORIES.
yk Mountain Flower Farm.

One of the largest flower farms in the 
Alpes Maritimes, where flowers are grown 
for making perfumes, is that of the Marquise 
de Rostaing, at Setilans, about 2,000 feet 
above the level of the sea and twenty miles 
from the coast, upon the southern slope of 
the Alpes Maritimes. The soil is of a chalky 
nature, and very poor, and up to 1881 the 
olive groves which covered the property 
yielded but a very small income. Mme. de 
Rostaing, however, determined to see whether 
it could not be made to grow flowers, and, 
cutting down the olive trees, she had the 
ground trenched to a depth of four feet, 
while arrangements were made for irrigating 
the twenty-five acres. In the autumn of 1881 
she had planted 45,000 plants of violets and 
140,000 feet of white jasmine, while in the 
spring following the rest of the ground was 
planted with roees, géraniums, jonquils, eta, 
and a laboratory built " for making scent 
The result was most satisfactory, for in the 
fourth year—that is to say, in 1885—the 
property, which had before yielded an in
come of $115, produced scent to the value of 
$4,315, leaving a.net profit of $770.—St Louis 
Republican._________________

Each number will contain an instalment of a Serial 
Story by an author of reputation.

COMPLETE STORIES.
.

Arrangements have been effected by which 
interesting complete story is assured for each issue.

an

SPORTING.
We will furnish our readers with a weekly budget 

of the latest news of the different field sports.

NEWS SUMMARY.
Every week from this date we will furnish;/our 

readers with a complete condensed repert of the 
of the week from all points.

r A New Fad in Brooklyn.
The ultra-fashionable young ladies of 

Brooklyn, when ont promenading or on shop
ping tours, have a new fad which attracts 
much favorable attention. It is that of 
wearing a bright flower of some sort, not on 
their boeom or at their throat, but between 
the lips, perfection in the fad depending 
largely on holding the flower stem between 
the teeth as carelessly and forgetfully as a 
veteran smoker does his cigar. In comment
ing on this new custom The New York Even
ing Sun says: “A strikingly handsome bru
nette carried a beautiful red rose between lips 
which beat the rose in color, and two demure 
brown haired maidens had violets of differ
ent shades between their white teeth. Roses 
and violets were the favorites, though carna
tions, heliotrope and a single daisy 
noticed. . Aside from the score of economy, 
no more striking way could be devised for 
displaying the beauties of nature, both in 
rose and maiden.”—Chicago News.

news

IN GENERAL.
Besides the features above outlined the publishers 

of The Gazette are making arrangements for the in
troduction of several new departments, announcements 
of which will appear as soon as the arrangements are 
completed. We intend to widen the field of The Gazette 
so that it will be the best and most complete family 
newspaper published, or can be published, in and for this 
community.

Our maxim is to advance. So far every improve
ment made in The Gazette has been handsomely 
endorsed by the public of Saint John and the Province 
at large. The improvements in contemplation will 
necessitate a largely increased outlay, and we expect 
large additions to our circulation in consequence.

were

Uphvaved by an Earthquake.
A phenomenon which occurred during an 

earthquake at Port Sandwich, in Mallicola 
Island, on the 21st of October last, has greatly 
alarmed the people. In the middle of the 
port the waves were rolling as usual, when 
suddenly a column of water was projected 
upward and flames leaped up, lighting the 
sea und land for some distance around. It is 
feared that Port Sandwich may some day 
meet with the fata which befell Port Resolu
tion, which is now almost blocked up, owing 
to the upheaval wrought by an earthquake.—

I
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Dumoray's mother to trace the origin of the 
ugly suspicion, if possible. Hre. Bliss b a 
lady noted for her charitable deeds and moves 
in the highest social circles.

“Our reporter was admitted to an inter
view, and the following conversation took 
place:

“Reporter—I have called, madam, to ascer
tain your opinion as to the truth of the rumor 
that your son-in-law set fire to his own house.

“Mrs. Bliss seemed overcome with emotion. 
Affliction such as hers should, perhaps, be 
sacred from the public eye. But the public 
b interested in unveiling the mystery, perhaps 
the crime, that lies back of the fire on Linden 
street. The lady spoke at length, with visible 
reluctance, substantially as follows:

“Mrs. Bliss—I would be far from laying 
any straw in the way of my daughter’s hus
band. He has enough to answer for as it is. 
My poor darling’s mental condition, and 
what brought her to it, are well enough 
known.

“Reporter — Did you understand your 
daughter at any time to convey the impres
sion that she saw Mr. Dumoray applying a 
match to the combustible material in the 
library?

“Mrs. Bliss—Of course my poor daughter b 
out of her mind. What she says may be 
fact, or it may be only an insane fancy. But 
when she has seemed to be in her right senses 
die has insisted from the first that she saw 
her husband carry the children down stairs 
and out of thedoortothe rustic garden house. 
He went carefully, so as not to waken them. 
He left them there, and went into the library. 
My daughter watched him. She saw a bright 
blaze in the corner of the room. Then she 
ran away and came to me. She was fright
ened almost to death, as well she might have 
been, poor darling!

“Reporter—What motive could Mr. Dumo
ray have for the deed?

“Mrs. Bliss—The house was heavily in
sured, though I would not wish to think a
___ of hb wealth would commit such a
crime on that account. He was educated in 
Germany. He has often been heard to re
gret he ever left there. He could bide the 
children awhile, and then go to Germany and 
take them with him, after the excitement of 
the fire had blown over. It has been hinted 
to us that he wished to get rid of hb wife to 
marry a woman in Germany. You will spare 
a wretched mother’s feelings further, I am 

I do not wbh to be forced to concludesure.
my son-in-law was such a monster as to— 
No, no, he surely would not have set fire to 
the house expecting that hb insane wife would 
be burned to death! My child has been the 
victim of cruel wrong. i

“Here the afflicted lady’s feeling quite over
came her, and the repeater took hb leave, 
after thanking her for her kindness in forcing 
herself to talk on a subject so repugnant to 
her feelings.

“Mrs. Bliss refrains from making any accu
sation against her son-in-law, it will be ob
served. Her delicacy of feeling in thb respect 
can only increase the sympathy which must 
be universally drawn toward thb estimable 
lady in her sorrows."

It fell like a thunder bolt upon Philips 
Dumoray. It b not too much to say that at 
thb point hb feelings also quite overcame 
him. He had not wholly learned, at that 
time, the self control which it the first duty 
offman to himself. He rose slowly to hb feet, 
in a white rage', he muttered:

“------. PU murder that old woman.”
He hurried out to the street and away. 

He rang the bell at the Bliss mansion.
“Where to Mrs. Bliss?”
The grim old colored serving man an

swered:
“Yer mother-in-law’s got the mewks to

day."
“Wha-a-t?”
“Yer mother-in-law’s got the mewks.”
“What do you mean?”
“She’s get one of her spells, sir, when no

body can do nothing to please her. If you 
ask her if she’ll have the carriage out she 
snaps your head off, and says we’re tryln’ to 
torment her into her grave. Then she draws 
her month down at the corners, and says 
she’ll be in her grave soon enough, dear 
knows, with all her sufferings. Better not 
go in to-day, sir.”

The man was an old familiar, and spoke hb 
mind to Philip. But Philip strode past him. 
On a sofa np stairs lay the lady with the pow
erfully emotional nature. She had a wrinkled 
nose. It was red and shiny to-day from 
much nibbing. Her eyes were as the leaden, 
lifeless orbs of a mackerel in pickle. The 
good dame had an inexhaustible capacity for 
tears. Her mouth was drawn down at the 
corners habitually. To-day it was very far 
down, indeed. She looked up when she heard 
somebody coming. ,

She saw it was her son-in-law and put her 
handkerchief to her eyes. He laid a heavy 
hand on her shoulder. He held the paper to
ward her.

“Woman, what devil’s lie b thb?”
Instantly she removed the handkerchief 

and stared at him with dry, spiteful eyes.
“Go on,” she said. “It’s like you. You 

want to beat me black and blue, do you? and 
drive me crazy, as you did my poor dar
ling? Go on. I’m only a weak, helpless 
woman.”

Hb hand dropped. A crimson flush, turn
ing to purple, slowly dyed the cheek of Philip 
Dumoray.

“If people will talk, I’m sure I can’t help 
it,” she went on complainingly. “I don’t tee 
why you come here to insult me in my own 
house, and my poor darling insane, and me 
with my nerves all shattered.”

“She put up her handkerchief again.
“I beg your pardon,” said Philip. “But 

you must know you set this lie going your
self, by your insinuations.”

Down went the handkerchief.
“The idea!" exclaimed Mrs. Bibs.
Have yon ever noticed how a woman looks 

when she says—the idea? A man never says 
it Into these two words she puts all the cm- 
phasb that should go with those stronger ex
pressions, the use of which b denied her on 
account of her sex. She may not swear, she 
may not fire a bootjack at the candle, she 
may not even go off and drown her sorrows. 
She may only say—the idea! In that one 
expletive she must vent all the venom and 
vinegar of her gentle nature.

Mi's. Bliss sat bolt upright and remarked— 
“The idea!”

Philip Dumoray sighed. Hb 
settling into the coldness of despair, 
the disadvantage he was at. The lady saw 
the advantage which was hers. Up went the 
handkerchief.
à “You came here to bring me down with 
sorrow to an early grave,” she whined. “As 
if I hadn’t got enough to bear from you now, 
with my poor darling where she b, and my 
nerves all shattered—boo-hool”

Philip turned away. The lady had left a 
comer of one eye uncovered to watch him. 
She saw the movement, and sat upright 
again. She became majestic. In the con
sciousness of injured virtue and superior suf
ferings, the estimable lady fairly towered, at 
that moment. With a scepter-like wave of 
her hand towards the door, and in a toplofti- 
cal tone of voice, she said:

“Relieve thb mansion of your odious pres
ence instantly!”

Well, he went.
He resolved to do what he could to right 

the wrong ho had wrought. He set aside a 
portion of hb property in the hands of trus
tees who would use the income for the care of 
hb wife. Thus she was surely provided for.

mind was 
He saw
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back and see him make an ass of himself. 
And while he was musing on matrimony, he 
saw a bright little phaeton flash by. Inside 
of it was his wife, gay and pretty, chatting 
with one whose polite attentions were not a 
compliment to a lady, married or single. He 
went home in a fury. When presently the 
wife in all her poodle dog prettiness came 
back a scene took place which it will be quite 
as well not to repeat.

It may be mentioned that similar scenes 
followed. The discord became common talk. 
Everybody took the part of the wife. Was 
she not a sweet, pretty, childlike creature, 
whom no one could help loving? A man who 
would mistreat her was a brute and 
a monster.
did seek a little relief from the wretchedness 
at home ? There was no lack of those who did 
not like Philip. His imperious temper and 
haughty frankness had not tended to draw 
friends around him. By degrees he got the 
name of a tyrannical husband and a bad man. 
He heard the whispers about himself. He 
saw his wife flirting openly with fops and 
rakes. He became a young fellow fit for des
perateness.

One evening he came home earlier than 
usual. The light burned low in his wife’s 
parlor. He looked in. The man whom he 
had seen ridtig in the park with Myra was 
there. His arm was about her, he was mur
muring low words in her ear, her head was 
on his shoulder.

Philip was like a tiger. With one hand he 
gripped his wife’s arm, and flung bar against 
the wall. He took her companion by the 
throat, before he had time to recover from 
his first daze. He throttled him «until he was 
purple, and threw him out the door, and down 
the steps. He was a giant

Then be clasped his hands to his temples, 
and sat dowm t* think. A crumpled rose- 
colored objected 
sight It was BE v 
in the gay dress sift had worn to receive that

He tried to spring to his feet but fell back, 
weak and helpless. He saw his wife gliding 
like a spirit out of the low window that opened 
on the veranda. How could he see her in the 
darkness ? What was that light ?

Flame and smoke burst in through the 
door from the hallway. The flame licked 
the ceiling and lapped the door. The smoke 
spread through the room. He was suffocat
ing again.

Great God ! His boys ! His darlings !
With the last effort he could make in that 

desperate moment, he staggered toward their 
beds, and fell across it with open, empty arms.

The children were gone!

Who would blame her if she CHAPTER V.
THE FIRE.

Where were Philip Dumoray’s boys?
A wild glance around showed him they 

were nowhere in the room. The nearing flame 
sucked his breath and scorched his hair. He 
had barely time to save himself by the win
dow through which Myra had vanished like 
a spirit

Where was she now? Was she perishing in 
the flames with the children? She was not on 
the veranda. Fire and smoke poured from 
all the windows and mounted to the roof. They 
drove him from the veranda. He sprang 
(Jown the iron supports to the ground. He 
ran around the burning building crying for 
help. The cook and the coachman flitted 
past him. These were all the persons in the 
house at the time, except his wife and chil
dren. The crowd came pouring in from the 
street, in another moment the grounds 
were full of people. The house was a mass 
of flame. Heavens! were htt boys in there? 
He fancied he heard a cry. He dartijl tovard 
the fire like an insane person. Strong men 
caught hi en by the mists and held him back.

In scarcely more time than it takes to read 
thi* the fire had done to work. Only the 
bare outer walls of the house were left. The 
inner walls had fallen in. What had they 
buried under their direful ruins? One banded 
Philip some clothing. He had forgotten he 
had only his night clothee on.

It was a pitiful thing so see him, crying for 
bis children, calling them by their names, 
searching for them under the trees, peering 
into corners of the outbuildings, if haply 
they might not be hidden there. All that 
night he went on crazier than his insane wife. 
Toward morning he remembered that he was 
a man.

Messengers, descriptions of the lost children 
were sent in every direction. There were 
days, weeks of heartache for the stricken fa
ther, but no tidings of hi* darlings came.

Where was his wife? It was the conclu
sion, at first thought, that she had been burned 
to death, and buried under the ruins. In his 
agony that night Philip had not given much 
thought to her. But next morning a message 

from Myra’s mother. His wife was at 
her house, and would be, her husband, take 
her away at once, and provide for her? She 
had fled there in the night, from the fire. 
Madam did not feel safe to have her in the 
house. _

Philip had no home for her now. There 
remained only one place. The poor, de
mented creature went to a lunatic asylum.

The origin of the fire was matter of mys
tery. Nothing certain could be found out. 
But the day after it happened the coachman 
came to Philip with the air of one who had 
something to communicate.

“It don’t look well In a man to be telling 
tales on a woman, Mr. Dumoray,” he said. 
“But Mary, who tended on Mrs. Dumoray, 
left her last night and went to a ball I 
saw her at midnight I was out myself, and 
I don’t deny it, and didn’t come home till 3 
o'clock. I saw a bright light in the library, 
where the piles of newspapers are. I thought 
it was you up reading, and I didn’t look in.
I went by easyllke, for I didn’t want you to 
know I was out so late. I put off my shoes 
add slipped around to the back stairs. I 
Bn Dumoray going along the hall toward 
your room, with a night lamp in her hand. 
There was nobody to watch her, and she. 
slipped out, and I think it was her set the 
house afire.”

Philip thought so too, remembering what he 
had seen. But the boys, his children? Had 
she carried them in their sleep into her own 
room, or into the library, before she lit the 
fire? It was an awful thought

The boys were at first given up to have 
perished in the burning building. But Mr. 
Dumoray had yet to learn the depth of 
deviltry and cunning of which insane hate is 
capable. New troubles awaited him. He bad 
none to whom he could turn for helm His 
father and mother were now both dead. They 
had never been the same to him after his 
marriage. It had caused them a displeasure 
and dteappointment they were never quite 
able to overcome. He took lodgings near the 
ruins of his home, resolved to penetrate the 
mystery of the dis^ipeorance of his boys. 
He had had the debris of the building care
fully dug out and examined. A council of 
eminent experts was summoned. They 
searched the burned remains. No trace of 
bone or of flesh could be found. After laying 
their heads together they rendered an opinion 
of a wisdom and profundity such as only 
medical and chemical experts can give.

The law has a waxen nose, which the law
yer can turn to the right or left as he pleases, 
says the German proverb. So has medicine. 
The verdict of the learned ones was on this 
wise:

“The undersigned have to report that they 
have carefully examined different portions of 
the ashes and embers taken from the ruins of 
Mr. Philip Dumoray’s house. They have 
subjected the same to rigid analysis. In their 
judgment traces have been found of a sub
stance which may be construed to be the 
ashes of human remains. At the same time 
they deem it necessary to state that a similar 
ash is sometimes the residuum from the con
sumption by fire of other organic compounds.

“James Benson, M. D.,
“H. T. Tompkins, M. D.,
“J. L. Born, Pharmacist"

nst the wall attracted his 
wife lying there insensible,

He had laid violent hands on a woman. 
Myra was in a dead faint. He gathered 

her up and carried her to her bed. He sent 
for the doctor. When she recovered con
sciousness, and her eyes fell on him, she 
fainted once more. She was ill for many 
months.

From that night she never could endure the 
right of her husband. He wandered about 

accursed. Her ride of the story got 
abroad. Philip never told his ride, he was as 
proud as J ulius Cæsar.

His wife hated him with a steady hate. It 
was surprising that a creature so shallow and 
fickle could cherish a passion so deep and 
constant Feelings are often easy enough to 
develop, though, when they are on the wrong 
ride.

Dumoray was at heart of a chivalrous, no
ble nature. He had used violence toward a 
woman, his own wife. That thought never 
left him, night or day. He hated himself. 
Could he do nothing to make amends? Noth
ing. He might live to be a hundred years old, 
and make eveVy hour a period of expiation, 
but he could never be the same in his own 
eyes agnln. That thought iras the most 
agonizing. A noble soul always cares more 
for its own respect than for the respect of 
others.

Myra could easily have had a separation. 
She did not seem to care for it, however.

He mentioned it to her.
“You want to get rid of me, now that you 

have killed me, do you?” she said, queru
lously.

“God knows I do not, Myra,” he said. “If 
there was anything that would make things 
right God knows I would do it”

“There is nothing that will make things 
right I hate you! Look what you have 
brought me to. And you would marry me. 
What do you bring all those children in here 
for? You do it to vex me. You know I 
hate children. There, I am going off again. 
Give me my drops and go away.”

He looked at her. Was she losing her 
mind? She caught the thought in his brain, 
with a mental keenness she had never shown 
before her illness.

“Yes, I’m going crazy, and you have made 
me so. Give me my drops, I tell you, and go 
away.”

He obeyed. He wont into the corridor, and 
walked the floor. He sent for tho family 
physician, and asked him anxious questions. 
The family physician answered shortly:

“Your wife is an opium eater.”
What a life was in store for these two!
The high bom soul needs only one lesson. 

Philip hod had his lesson. He was never the 
same again, from the night he had struck his 
wife. lie became the gentlest, most jmtient 
of men. His boys were growing to be bright, 
intelligent little creatures. He devoted him
self to them. He was in place of a mother to 
the bereft infants. All the happiness of his 
life he found with them.

By degrees his wife quite lost her mind. 
Ho would not put the insane woman away in 
an asylum. He accepted the care of her as 
part of his punishment. He tended her 
wants and humored every whim of the poor, 
crazed creature. She retained still gleams of 
recollection. Tho most vivid was her hatred 
of Philip. She never forgot that in her most 
demented moments. She knew him and her 
boys. For tho children in fier sane days she 
had had little fondness. Now one of the 
gleams of remembrance that was left her told 
her Philip loved them. Therefore she hated 
them. Her insane fancies took shape in one 
intense idea—revenge on Philip Dumoray.

She became a cunning, dangerous lunatic. 
Philip liad her watched night and day. He 
kept himself away from her. The sight of 
k'ui irri

Ho slf nyl in the room alone with his boys. 
Ho would not permit them ip care of another 
at night, lest harm should come to them from 
their insane mother. It was touching to see 
how ho tended them and how much they 
were to him. From caring so constantly for 
these helpless ones he came to care for 
others, too, and think of them. He lost him
self in self forgetfulness and sweet thought
fulness for others, this self willed, fiery tem
pered youth who had always had his own 
way.

Time <pdes on alike to the happy and 
miserable. What cares Time ? He will not 
hold his glass back to give one hour more of 
youth to a Cleopatra. He will not hasten it 
to shorten by so much as one second the tor
ment of a martyr in flames.

Philip Dumoray’s boys were 4 years old. 
All the tenderness of his powerful nature 
went out to them. They slept in a little bed 
beside his own. He hung over them long and 
fondly one night, studying each child-feature, 
listening to their sdftly falling baby breath. 
How lovely they were, lying there in their 
white bed! The rosy faces were flushed with 
deep, the milk white baby arms were flung 
above their heads. The rings of bright hair 
hung damp and worm about their pretty 
brows.

t4 God bless them !” mumured Philip.
He went to his couch and was shortly in a 

deep slumber. He had not slept so soundly 
for years, he recalled afterwards. a

How long ho had been asleep he did not 
know. He was suddenly awakened with an 
awful horror at his throat He only knew 
something was strangling him, something 
was being pressed steadily down upon his 
mo ith and nose. He threw his arms con- 
vi: lively upward. His hands caught a hu- 

form, which glided from his grasp. 
With a last effort he threw the thing, what
ever it was, from his face. It was a pillow.

as one He collected himself.

came

saw

her uncontrollably.

Here was wisdom.
Philip Dumoray was just where he was be

fore. What should he do next? He sought 
every possible source of information. He 
examined the newspapers with fear and hope 
every morning, only to be overcome with 
the same dull, dead despair. One morning, 
for his comfort and encouragement, this met 
his eye:

“Readers of The Daily News will remember 
the mysterious fire which destroyed Mr. 
Philip Dumoray’s house on Linden street a 
few weeks ago. At the time there were many 
conjectures as to its origin, but none that 
seemed to offer a solution of the mystery. 
Among the rumors current is the unpleasant 
one that Mr. Dumoray set fire to his own 
house. The gentleman’s wife is out of her 
mind and is now in the Iron Gate asylum. 
The unfortunate Mrs. Dumoray was before 
her marriage a young lady of remarkable 
beauty and accomplishments, and, it is said, 
was crazed by domestic unhappiness. She 
has still some sane moments, however. Dur
ing some of these flashes of reason she has let 
fall rambling remarks which beyond doubt 
point to her husband as the author of the 
fire. Her disordered brain clings to the fixed 
idea that he removed the twin boys and then 
fired the house. This opinion was said to be 
shared by Mrs. Dumoray’s mother, with 
whom tho unhappy woman took refuge 
when she escaped from the flames.

“Such was the rumor, too unpleasant to be 
credited. Accordingly, a reporter of The 
Daily News was sent to the house of Mrs.

mi n
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