
c.f tarns, Mr Oliph&nt, I've not set the An Amusing Feature of Itton CSamrtg gfrgtetw phaal's life at the expense of her own,
it may be, though the doctors seem to
have had no hope of her from the first.
If you are her sister "

A change had gone over the woman's
face. Awed and shrinking, she had
stood listening to his eager explana-
tions, but now as ha halt-paus- ed she

lovi ng womn-- l way-- ields, beftfIC
man's stronger will.

They were married a month later, and
sailed for Spain via Panama. Power
had observed before this a shrinking
horror for every thing which connected
her with her past life.

"If I could blot it all out I could be
happy now," she said to him, and he
began the blotting-ou- t process by giving
her the name which always came nios
readily to his Hps. She was Mignon no
longer, but llose. i ,

There had been no intentional ifeceit
at lirst, but two years later they met
Senor Alverez in Spain, and he greeted
them without a suspicion that this was
other than the girlish Madame Oliphant
he had known before, with complexion
spoiled by Yellow Jack and figure
changed by time.

Her hair, which came out after the
fever, had come in in snow-whit- e rings,
blanched by trouble and remorse
greater than Power Oliphant knew, and
it had been her caprice from the first to
color it golden, the one vanity, her hus-
band laughingly said, of Mrs. Oliphant' s
life.

As years went on, the tide of travel
brought quite a number of persons who
had known Power Oliphaut's lirst wife
across their path, and no one fathomed
the fact that this was not Kose Sanger-
ford. They had never met one who had
ever known Mignon Almont, and there-
in the secret lay. Fair, gentle Kose
Sangerford's pretty features were soon
forgotten, but the looks of the siren, La
June, lingered tcp forcibly to evade the
memory.

Whether she was ever a happy woman
maybe fairly - doubted.- - There was a
secret in her life which poisoned all hap-
piness; and un.der her passionate love

divide. It so" Shocks decency that It
carries with it its own corrective, and
Stalwart and Half-Bree- d, instead of
being prompted by it to sharpen dag-

gers for each other, will feel more like
loading their boots for the authors of
the grossest political indecency of th.9
century. Detroit Post and Tribune.

Struck Em Like a Cyclone.

The astonishing statements attributed
to Mr. Dorsey have struck the Repub-
lican press like a cyclone. The attempt
is beiug made to discredit the 6tory, but
it will hardly.succeed. Who is Dorsey?
An answer to that question will throw
some light on the probability of the
story. "Stephen J. Dorsey came to the
political surface during the "recon-
struction" period, being Jent by the
negro Legislature of Arkansas as a Sen-
ator to represent that State at Wash-ingte- ri.

Of course he was a stanch
andstalwart Republican. He was so
familiar with corrupt and desperate
political measures that he was soon
placed on the Republican National
Campaign Committee and eventually
became its Secretary. During his term
as Secretary he became familiar with
the methods of getting and carrying
out the contracts for carrying the
Federal mails." He engaged, in that
Dirtiness and invented, the scheme for
robbing the Treasury commonly called
"the Star-rout- e robbery." By this
means he accumulated a large fortune,
a part of which he has invested in cattle
ranches and silver mines in New Mexico.
When the Presidential contest of 1880
0pehe4l .it was- - speedily discovered,
through the Republican defeat in Maine
early in the summer, that the genial
Marshall Jejvell, of Connecticut, Chair-
man of the iepublican Committee, was
wanting in something, and that their
cause was lost unless the most desperate
measures were resorted to. In this dire
eraergencyr jthe Republican leaders

Dorsey, gave him
t he management of the remainder of
the campaign and begged him to save
the grand old party. Dorsey accepted
the task and went at it with character-
istic ai'dor and unscrupulousness. , . The
keystone of the contest was Indiana. If
he could wrest that from the Demo-
cratic, ranks the Republicans might
eject the President. This he succeeded
in accomplishing. Hancock was de-
feated. Garfield was elected.
""Every intelligent politician was aware

that Indiana had been carried for the
Republicans in October of 1880 by the
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HER LIFE'S SECRET.
BY JENNIE DAVIS BTTBTON.

JLU'Ji nr of "Strangi-l- IFM, " Th", Thornh'irst
Mystery," " The AfadUst )tarriaie Ai.r

11 at" "Cecils secrc'," "A Mer- - t
cilex Fie." etc., cic.

CTIAPTEIl XVII. CoNTixrvn.
4 Leave them for those who need theni
iv. Th"v will do me no good. ' List- -

tn t me, doctor. I shall save livr and
die. n )wnht Vd will: Here, is lier
purse, which I have fomfd. with money
in it. Send her away when she is able
to be moved. There is no safety in tlrs
poisoned air. For. me. 1 neither fear
death nor would I avoid it; 1 only wait
for my release."
f !"Tply mother! it is the priest she
need.tnore than me," muttered the doc-
tor, angr'lv. "Let them believe th v
are go:ng to die, d they will l.e in
spite of us- -

Ile saw his successor as' n bad prom- - and th ougn it Mign n was his
and urged his interest ini.ese two j i"g nurse. The summer passed: the

time or telling my secret any too soon,
he said to himseif.

Mrs. Oliphant shrank at her husband's
approach. ... . . i

"Shivering, Rose? It is too damp
out here with nothing around you."
The painful grip upon her heart re-
laxed. Not yet, oh,; thank; Heaven!
was the hour of her doom.

" Power!" she cried out next instants
"Oh, my husband, what is it?" . j

He savered a little in bis walk, an
a mortal pallor had overspread his face.

"I Quest has been telling me some
thing strange. He thinks Farrington
saw the the nurse. He came down on
the train Launt did and met a lady
at the station. . Harmon thought it was
you, .and I came to ask, but of course
he was mistaken."'

He spoke in an uncertain, dazed way,
which alarmed her more than his looks.

" Power !" she cried out again.
What is the matter with you ? Is it
what he has been telling you that has
made you ill? '

"I I suppose No; I don't know.
I do feel a little queer, but my head has
been in a whirl off and on all d'ay. It's
a touch of my old vertigo, but I'm get-
ting better of it out here in the air.
Kose, do you know, I really hope Far-
rington has got hold of the truth? It's
only a question of time, in my opinion,
till one or the other of those two gives
us away. I can't understand, though,
why he shouldn't; have corne here at V

once."
He was turning away. -
"Don't go back, Power. Stay here

with me." 1 '
' "I promised Quest. He had some-
thing more to say." .

"It is sure to be something unpleas-
ant. Let it wait until morning. Stay,
Power, please!"'

He looked down upon her "smilingly.
The healthful color was com in r back
into his face; the undecided maimer, so
strange to him, had iroue.

"Almost thou persuadest me, tempt-
ress. Altogether, then. I am not in
the mood for anything more unpleasant
to-nig- Kose," his voice changed,
"something as we stand here brings
back that morning seventeen years ago
wiien I rode away and left her with so
little thought that I was never, to see
her again. . Poor little, Kose!" 4 . . 1

The sigh was for that lonely grave,
in that far-awa-y land, ishe hail slipped
her hand into his arm; she pressed it
close now. There had never been 'any
jealousy of that first wife in her heart.
He went on after a little pause:

"I wonder, sometimes, how it would
have been had she. lived. I can not
imagine her pure, tender child that'
si;e was! ever growing dear to me. as'
you have been. It is well that the
power of directing our owniiyes-i-eio- t
given into bur own hand Bfow little
we know that froni our greatest sorrows
may spring our greatest jots. J. am not
given to fancies, usually, but! ar? JF-cli-ned

to be fanciful to-nig- yit seerns
in some manner different troiii wUat-h'- . .4
gone before, and from what is to come
after in our lives." fr

They lirigrcd while1, the dusk fell, t
talking but little, then ' Power joused
himself with a shake and a laugh.

"Come, R ;se. I think w'e have both
been in dream-lan- d together. You will
be chilled to the marrow with this heavy
dew. It is my fault, but you wiil have
the penance to bear in the shape of a
bail cold It is the way of
the worid that one person shall, suffer
for another's sins."

"I wonder if you can forg've mr,
Power, when you are called upon to
suiier for my sins?" she said, in a low
tone.

"I think I can safely promise that."
He was turning to go, but she still de-

tained him.
to be continued.

Why No Water-Rat- s, Snakes, Etc., Are
Found in Ireland.

In an interesting article on the vole
or water-ra- t, by Mr. Grant Allen, in the
English Country Gentleman, the writer
discusses the question why certain ani-
mals, such as snakes, vipers, water-rat- s,

etc., are not found in Ireland. For the
real solution of the problem, he says,
we must go back to the time when En-

gland, Ireland anil the continent were
1111 led by a broad belt of land across
the beds' of the English Channel, St.
Ceorge's Channel and the North Sea.
It is now an ascertained fact that in the
very latest geological period, known as
the glacial epoch, the whole surface of
the British islands (except an insignifi-
cant s rip of the south coast) was cov-

ered from end to end with a deep coat-
ing of glaciers, like that "winch nbw en-
velops all polar lands, and while this
conUition of things prevailed there were,
of course, no animals of any sort in all
Britain, or, at any rate, none but a few
Arctic types. After the ice melted,
however, the existing British fauna,
such as it is, began to occupy the land,
and the fact that it did so is one proof,
though by no means the only proof,
that a communication with the conti-
nent then existt d across the bed of the
North Sea. Now, the animals only
pushed their way very slowly into the
newly-cleare- d region as the ice melted
away, and the consequence is that only
some forty kinds of mammals out of tLe
whole European fauna had penetrated
as far as England before the gradual-submergenc-

of the low-lan- d belt sep
arated it from the continent by forming
the inclosing arms of the sea. . But Ire-
land lies even further west than En-

gland, and there is reason to beli. ve that
St. Georges Chanhel had all been
flooded before the waves of the Atlantic
broke down the last link between Dover
and Calais. Accordingly, Ireland never
got her fair share of lsind animals at all.
for though the wolf and fox and Irish
hare and many other quickly migrating
creatures had time to cross the inter-
vening belt be.ore the submergence,
several smaller or slower creatures, in-

cluding the vipers, did not get over the
ground fast enough and were ihus shutout

forever from the Isle of Saints
Among them were the whole race of
voles, and t: at is the reason why Ire-
land to this day has no water-rat- s.

A scientist says that a tVscord
struck violently on the piano will kill
a lizard. That may be, but every one
isnotgoiMl pianist enough to make a
discord on a piano. l'otikcrs Gazette.

The most amusing, if not the most
instructive, feature of the Dorsey-Bark- er

revelations is the new light
thrown upon two important political
events: the nomination of Gartield at
Clrcago and the Republican victory in
Indiana at the electioa in the following
t)ctobef.;' TI13 contemporary historians
pf the great' moral idea party have

spread themselves," so to speak, in
describing the "Providential circum-
stances" which led to the defeat of
Grant and the selection of a candidate
who had never been seriously thought of
ifl connection with Presidential honi9,
and who was as much surprised when
they were thrust upon him by the Con-
vention as was Cincinnatus when sum-
moned from the plow .to the dictatorship
of imperiled Rome. Who can forget, or
remember now without a burst of laugh-
ter, the accounts of Garfield's behavior
on that immortal occasion? how he
was " completely overwhelmed " when
his name .was mentioned: how he
" vainly endeavored " to decline
the coming event in favor of John Sher-
man;, how he "insisted that consent
was impossible:" how "terribly con-
fused" he was, and how "the blushes
of modesty and embarrassment mantled
his cheeks" when the result of the final
ballot was announced; and how" he
"tried to escape from the ovation of
congratulation" which closed the pret--
ty piece of business. The picture drawn
by Republican pencils was so gracetul
and attractive to the unsophisticated
popular mind, that the artist engaged
in the preparation of the Garfield Na-
tional monument might have incorpo- -'

rated it in the forthcoming marble or
bronze, and so transmitted to admiring
posterity the edifying spectacle of . a
Presidential nominee who , did not,want
to be nominated, had not the slightest
expectation of being nominated, and
would not have been nominated if he
could possibly have helped it. Alas for
"the truth of history V; Alas for the
design of the artist! Remorseless Ddr-se- y

and Baker have sat down upon both
and flattened them out forever. The
world now knows, beyond all reasonable
doubt, the real facts in the case; knows
that Garfield knew all about the plans
of his friends for springing ; him ; upon
the Convention; knows that he was
consulted in regard to tho matter, and-gav-

his consent with the utmost
promptness and pleasure; knows that
he had no more intention, of nominat-
ing Shermnn than of do!ng the same
for General Jackson or Julius Caisar;
knows that all his confusion, surprise
ard mod- sty was only a neat bit of act-
ing, and that he must have smiled in
his sleeve at the game' so succccsfully
piayed. Thanks to Dorsey and Barker

unimpeachable Republican witnesses
Ijey, .are, too one more, Republican
histSritfalhttitS n- - hs Jbcctk exploded.

1 8nt vanishes o'utofsiglitleavirig behind
Itiofhiug save a bad snaclL ;

:

wnifsft' smell, li iwtpr. i is leftc bv
exploded humbug, the 10c- -

Toner, election stminuiana.. jn&ivepuo-"Tlca- n

press declared at the time, and
have been declar'ng ever since, that

victory was due to "a
g' aTHtupr'sing of the people in behalf
of Republican pr:nciples;" that it was
"a great work of political conversion,"
"a moral tidal wave," "a special provi-
dence for the salvation of the Union
and the results of the war." Ths world
now knows that Garfield's bargain and
sale produced 2,000.000 for campaign
purposes; that 8400,000 went tolndiaua-"i-

crisp two-doll- ar bank notes;" that
this money was used in the most un-
scrupulous fas'hiou, and that the result;
of the election no more represented the
true sentiments of the people of Indiana
than it did those of the people of
Dahomey. No such scandalous and
shameless transaction as this is recorded
in our political annals, the Presidential
conspiracy of 187G always excepted; and
both are fragrant flowers in the bouquet
of Republican rascality and rottenness.
We can not help pitying those honest
Republicans who voted for Garfield in
1880, believing him to be a champion
Civil-servi- ce lietormer ana as tree
from all complicity with corrup
tion as an unborn babe. How
their eyes ...and moutlis must open in
utter amazement as they read of ins
share in the Indiana performance, and
how utterlr d sgusted they must be at
their own innocent gullibility! For
sweet charity's sake we will say nothing
of the biographies which will have to
lac revised to meet the demands of the
Dorsey-Bark- er documents; the funeral

.orations which must undergo the same
process lor the same reason; the com-
plete demolit'on of the idol which 11

publican hands erected for the Repub-
lican multitude to adore. Enough to
say that biographers, orators and idol-make- rs

have a oundant cause to curse
Dorsey and Barker .with the most ingen- -.

ious and profuse profanity, and that
if the Star-ro- w e trials have done noth-iif- g

else they have contributed largely
,toj the stock f popular information
upon certain sub eels heretofore envel-
oped in a thick cloud of sensational ro-

mance and impudent falsehood. '.
Louis He mill lean.

The Dorsey ...Slander ,
t

The early telegraphic reports as to
the ' Dorsey slander were misleading.
T.-.- impression was conveyed that the
Sun . publication was a letter from or
interview with Dorsey. Itwasno hing
of the ' kind: no Tetters, nor anything
purporting to and no docu-nynt- sr

any, kind are,- - prudaced. It
noes not purport to be' writterf by
Do.sey. Nor does ir purport to 'come
from him. Dorsey may not even have
instigated it in its present form, though
there can be no doubt t iat it takes its
present shape from matters that Dorsey
has previously charged either disjoint-
ed! y or as a whole. . T ;

The Sun, whose editor was branded'
a liar by Gartield, and proved to be
swh. pursued him living, and hi.
nit niorv since dead, with a mabgnitv
such as can onlyr be entertained by
small and mean spir.ts. and it is r.ifite f
probable it needed no prompting from
Dor-e- y to devote so much space to
flinging its spume at the grave of the
dead President.

Apart from its hatred of Garfield
there lies back of th s attack the hope
that a controversy may grow out of
this assault w ich will revive within
he Republican party the factional con-

tests f wo years rgo. If such hoje
is entera:ncd it will- - fa l. The brutal-
ity cf the attack will unite rather than

I looked at him sadly, and spoke:
N- -i you jjj not rJeeive the letter then
which I left with the Consul, Mr. Oli-phan- t?

There was a mistake made; it
w as the nurse who lived, and I am she.
Heaven knows, I would rather have
died, but Death passed me by and took
your wife. It is very hard for me to
deal you such a blow as I must do in,
telling you this. I did not mean that
ynn should be deceived, and thought I
had guarded against that by leaving &

letter of explanation with the Consul to
be delivered on your return.''

"I did not see him," said Power, too
bewildered 3-- to half-reali- ze the truth.
" I Mo not understand. Why should
yon wish to deceive anybody?"

The woman drew in her breath with
a half-so- b. "Oh, my baby, my baby!"'
she murmured to herself. Then aloud:
"Mr. Oliphant, you do not seem to
know me as Mignon Almont. Perhaps
you will understand better when you
know that I am Mis. France, and that
Dana is my child nrne and more lost
to me than if she had died. Oh, I know
I gave her up willingly, but it was
harder for me than any one knew. I
would not have troubled you if your
wife hat! lived, but when" she died I
could not leave ray baby to fall into
other hands Her father would never
have asked that. It seemed such an
easy way to reclaim her when they made
the mistake of believing me Mrs.
Ol phant. She was dead and bur ed,
remember, before I knew, anil it seemed
no great harm to wear the name lor a
lttie time, after word came of the acci
dent which was detaining you."

There was an indescribable pathos in
her low, broken voice, in the great,
mournful eyes. Power, wh had never
seen Mrs. France, had a sudden con-
viction that she had been a much-wronge- d

woman; but over other
thoughts came the sudden, desolating
sense of his own great loss.

He felt d.zzy and confused, the shad-
owy room grew dimmer, his head fell
back, and with a ter i lied cry .Mignon
rushed to his side. Ills wound had
bu st out bleeding afresh and Mr. Oli-
phant had fa nted.

A long season of prostration followed,

bright, clear weather of the Southern
winter came, and still he lingered in
the house on Ksplanade street, not yet
restored to full health and vigor.

Dana's little feet pattered in and out
of his room, her lisping tongue called him
p:ipa, and as Mignon saw how fond he
was of the child a bitter pang pierced to
her heart. Some day he "would go
away and want to take her baby with
him; she was as sure of it then as she
would be when the time came. . Th$
mother-natur- e rebelled. She had given
her up once, she could never, nevergive
her up again.

Power .left them in December for a
trip to Cuba, and while theiv, a simple
tablet marked with the name of Kose
Mign n Almont. was r. placed by a
marble shaft -- "Sa red to the memory
of Kose, dearly beloved wife of l ower
Oliphant, ageil nineteen."

lie did not seek out any of his former
friends. Those business acquaintances
with whom he was brought into contact
Wnew nothing whatever of his private
life. His object was to effect a transfer
of his services to some oti.er place; to
remain in Cuba now he felt to be impos- -
sible: and after some discussion, he was
appointed by the company he served to
a place in Spain. Pending the linal ar-
rangements relating to this change, he
went 'upon a cruise among the. smaller
ish-mls- . Touching at Kingston on his
return, he was surprised to ind himself
accosted by a familiar voice, to see
Tredegar Almont before him holding
out hand.

"Th's world isn't big enough to run
away from one's friends in, I find,"
said the resignedly. "Mig-
non might as well have waited for you
in New Orleans."

"Is she here?" asked Power, eagerly.
"And little Dana? And running away
from me? That is hardly kind.

"JN'ot kind to whom?'' aske I Mr. Al-
mont, calmly. "If you mean to my-
self, I agree with you perfectly-- . It
can't make any great dillereuce to
you," with a keen glance, "and Mignon
has never b en particularly indulgent
to herself. You know her sad history,
I believe? She is super-sensitiv- e on
that score, has never allowed that mis-
taken idea of her death in Havana to be
contradicted, and contemplates burying
herself from the world and living only
for her child's sake. She credits you
with hav ng designs on the little one,
you see.

"1 must reassure her as to that," said
rower, anit tiie way he u.u it was very
much as the sharp-sighte- d Almont ex-
pected: and to M gnon he said:

" I do want Dana, but I want Dana's
mother with her. I must have told you
so. soon, lor 1 couiu not sail witiiout
knowing my fate. I love vou, love
yt.ii as I never loved womau uetore.

It did not seem to him any dislovaltv
to the dead to tell her this. His love
for Hose had been greater by far .than
ltose's love for him, yet that love had
been
"As moonlight unto sunlight, as water unto

wine "
in comparison to the pas-
sion which held possession of him now.

rMiarnon trembled before it.
"You love me mcl ' she cried, m- -

credulously, "Ah, it you knew all you
would hate me. despise me, pity me,
ami leave me.

"I do know all." declared Power.
confidently. " Rose had no secrets
from me. Knowing all, I love you, I
love you I love you."

She gave him one glance. Ah, no,
he did not know all. One part f the
secret known by Kose Sangerford had
never been told him; if it were told to
him now, Mignon knew that he would
turn from her, leave her at any cost to
himself. He must leave her, she said
to herself; and tried to utter a firm re-
fusal of his suit, but her tongue faltered,
her eyes fell; her conscious heart
quailed before the truth, fl at her own
heart had gone out to h.ra against her
own wdl.

"I must refnse'him T must!" she
said, but she did not. She yielded, as a

for her husband and her daughter was
a bitter depth of . undying remorse which
was never whollyforgotten.

CHArTicu xvnr.
'OOOD-BY- AM) fiOOn-DV- E FOKEViaf."

Some small portion of thCs story Mrs.
Oliphant told to Lnunt Farringtuu be-

fore they parted.
" I tell you what my husband woidd

tell you if you were to go to him," she
said, in a constrained yet impassioned
way. "He never knew the real truth
of my earlier life never knew that your
father's ruin and death were laid to my
charge. We wHl n --discuss that.
Think of me as you like. It matters very
little now, but spare hiui, it will not be
for long."

Lannt's heart hardened toward her.
"You ask what is simply, impossible.

It strikes me, Mrs. Olipiiant, that you
are only anxious to spare yourself. I
can n t consent to appear in the light
of a coward or a villa. u for the sake of
shielding you from the consequence of
your sins. To know what you have
been may lower you in the estimation
of your husband, but I see no way of
si aring you in justice to myself. I
shall write to him my reasons for break-
ing my engagement to Dana. Tell her
what vou will what he may think
best. ISettcr for her to believe me
false than to know her parents for what
they were. I will write also to Killuth
asking him to brng my grandmother
and rejoin me; it is not necessary that
tiiese explanations be made to her while
she is beneath your roof. 1 1 can not
promise more than that."

"One thing more, please. Only that
you will not send that letter to my hus-
band until morning. I have a reason
for asking it."

Lauut hesitated. He was averse to
having his grandmother remain one in-

stant longer than necessary in the same
house with the woman who bad wrought
the desolation of her life, but lie re-

membered that a woman's preparations
can not be made in an hour.

"He it so,'' he said. "I will return
to the city and send a dispatch to Kil-
luth; it will reach him in time for th ir
departure to-- m utow. My letter to Mr.
Oliphant will arrive later by mail."

"Thank j ou," she said, constrained-
ly, and then they parted, Launt to walk
l ack over the glistening' sands to the
little station with his heart full of bit-
terness toward the woman he had left.
Heartless and scliish and bad to the
core! Su ely she was all these. To
spare herseif she had kept silence, when
a few won Is from her would have saved
Dana and himself both infinite pain. He
could Hot forgive her that. She had
known from the lirst what his action
must be, if the truth were told, and she
had not spoken.

Mrs. Oliphant reached the cottage as
she had left it, unperceived, just in time
to dress and appear in the drawing-roo- m

before dinner was served. Mean-
time there had been another arrival,
another passenger had al gi.tcd from
the afternoon train, unobserved by
either t of' herself, and Mr." Quest
was back, a hidden sneer ciirlng h'"s
lips as his eyes rested for a moment
upon her face. He made a shrewed
guess at what had taken place.

"The iig's up with young Farrington.
It tons him after Mrs. Hickctt, just as I
thought. Kather hard on the governor,
after coining down on the nail as free as
he did, but we'll call that an install-
ment on another account."

He had a report to make to Mr. Oli- -
and the two were closeted in theIdiant, after dinner was over. Mrs.

Olipiiant found it impossible to sit down
and talk commonplaces to Madame
Harrington and Miss Power. Dana was
drooping a disappointed face over a
book ot engravings the last trairr was
in and Lauut had not come. Signing to
Alexia to cover her absence, Mrs,'. Ol-
iphant passed out upon the verandah.
She descended the steps and crossed the
strip of lawn, passing where a fountain
sent up its silvery spray against a back-
ground of canna and olh r tall, tropical-lo-

oking plants. She could see the
library window from this spot. It was
wide open, and while she watched, her
husband appeared at it. Even at that
di-tan- she could see that he looked
pale and disturbed. A great pain
caught at and held her heart. At last,
at last, she felt her hour hud come!

Standing by the op. n window, Mr.
Oliphant caught sight of that 1 ngering
figure, and spoke over his shoulder to
his companion.

"Wa.t a moment. Quest. I don't
feel able to talk to you just now. I see
my wife out tnere.'and I will ask her
what it me: ns. Remain, if you please,
until 1 return."

Mr. Quest sent a doubtful look after
him.

'If you are given to having that sort

the lavish tfse of money. Indeed, Vice-Preside- nt

Elect "Arthur, at the famous
Delmonico's banquet in New York,
given in honor of Dorscv, openly and
shamelessly lauded Dorsey for the ex-
ceedingly able manner in which he car-
ried Indiam.by the use of'jdo jinmnts
-- and soap" When A Garnefd was
elected he' offered. Doricy "ilie jSosiffon
of SeerefaTVvf thfclnterlbi,but Dortfey
4ecMjieiL ,lle had ft "loiter thng"iin
ihe postal-roiiterald- s. $ Aft hejesiafcd
wasto shape theAdmihlstraf5on io tlnat
be would be allowed to steal wltn lm
punity. This it was agreed should be
done. But to Dorsey' s great disgust.
President Garfield attempted to take
care of Dorsey and at the same time
play the part of a great reformer. Ho
put James and McVeagh. into his Cabi-
net. They happened Co be honest and
hence they prosecuted Dorsey, the
savior of the Republican party, for the
Star-rout-e frauds. Garfield was shot
by. a Republican statesman named Gui-tea-u.l

' James ' and i.McVeagh were put
out of the Cabinet of President Arthur
to'make the task of saving Dorsey
easier. But there was " the Star-rout-e

prosecution, like a wh to elephant, left
on Arthur's hands,, Arthur found him-
self in an embarrassing position. He
became seized with the desire of being
elected President. He tried to carry
water' 6n both shoulders. He deter-
mined j to be a reformer just a little
one for a cent and he ordered the pros-
ecutions against Dorsey to pror eed. Of
course Dorsey was to be saved in the
end. The trials ended in Dorsey's ac-
quittal by the jury-- . Before the bar of
public opinion, however, he was found
guilty. The trials cost him a great deal
of money. The Star-rout-e stealing was
broken up. Dorsey was out of a job.
He felt that the Republican press, in its
anxiety to shield the party from respon-
sibility for Dorsey, had dealt severely
with him. He doubted the fidelity of
Arthur, though his acquittal ought to
have saved him that suspicion.
He became soured and angry and
determined that in his fall he would,
like another Samson, drag down
the pillars of the Republican temple. So
he has told the story revealing the in-
side plottings of the Republican cam-
paign of 1880. The story hurts a great
many Republican leaders. It reilects
on the character of Garfield. This is
unfortunate, for Garfield is dead and
can not tAswer for himself. But Dorsey
could not leave Garfield out of his story
for the ' reason thai' he was ti'e central
figure around which the drama revolved.
It is not necessary to go into the details
of Dorsey's" exposures. ! We published
the ma:ii facts of the case yc'terday,
notw.ththo purpose of maligning any
person,, whether he be tie d or alive,
bij'tjiiepnuse this sfoi- - is a p-r- of the
poliiicaf history of tlie country which
every citizen ought to be informed of.
The story is not a Democratic campaign

'liel" Noeanipaign'is in progress: The
stnry does not originate with Demo; rats.
It is told by Dorsey, fli M a Republican
Senator, and but a few weeks ago the
Secretary and aetuarl tntinapen Tf the
nciibl.cAn National voinimtt(4 If it
is' not. true, let the Republican leaders
wht are living disprove it. For the
S,ak.e, of . the credit w.3 earnest-
ly hope it may be 'completely refuted.
But thut refutation should come speedil-
y-. JDelays are dangerous. Dorsey's
story;tallies well with the known facts
of the late Presidential campa'gn. It
will take very strong evidence to over-
turn Its inherent probabilities,; t will
not dis for the Republican press to dis--
ms it with assumed contempt and to
A.iTl ';.. ...i:wuii 11, u, pieee 01 jiinng-- n

ty." The story has noth ng of that
natureabout.it. It is an official state-
ment by a leading Republican of things
that he'saw and helped to perform. It
is verj-- serious for the Republican
party. ' Unless it is . absolutely anni-iiilat- ed

bv impregnable ev deuce, the
people will believe it, and raanv thou-
sands of Republicans will refuse to
vote with a party whose managers are
capable of suc h daring crim-- s a,.aitt
tiie Republic.- - ATcw Ilaven ltegUUr.

cases, but with victim miiltiplyiiiir with
every passing hour, with the 'bravest,
llyingfrom the stricken city, with t e
death-ca- rt rattlingall nigh-- t buig through j

the streets, and only a 'handful of de--
voted men and women to minister o

t overwhelming ruirubers. it is notour-- j

prfn t&at'fhosc" two VCvre forgotten j
glThcot dy , 1 er, ijithej ef pfiy .8cian'
2caru$ opposite the b.us ;inl suddenly;;
Jroirembai'edithe. chafge he htid received,
tfie dgrdfii-car- t stood, l.c fore ihe door. j

i Lprir5t camUWtt, the stairs as th
' ' " '''duor astHided. '

"It is the nurse who is gone," lie
said, in answer to the hitter's inquiry.
"Found dead at her post by the lady's
ljedsHe. The Senora Oliphant will live,
so far as I can judge, but I will wait
for vour opinion and report it Co tfenora
Alverezj" .

1 ;

"Werfc ypn here while Almpdi at- -,

tended tiiern?" Dr. Flores inqiiirM. .

'Twice. He gave me a charge to
have th" Senora removed as soon asyoa-- l

thought it advisable."' ' "' J
11 news travels npa'-e-

, but the second
wetflcwiis well advanced lcfbre the fatal
sweep which the epidemic was making f

came irr vague rumor to the ears of
that party in the interior of the island.
Power Oliphant, assailed by I he sharp-
est anx ety on account f his wife, left
them immediately, and, attended by a
nt tive servant, sat out on his return to
Havana." The 'road was the merest
bridle-pat- h through a hilly- - wilderness,
and on one of the steep descents, a
stone turned under his horse's hoof; the
beast stumbled and eimi" to lus knees,
pitching his rider ov r his head upon
the rocks which lined the way, where
he lay a bleeding and unconscious heap,
with no bones broken fortunately, but a
dislocated shoulder, bru'ses and loss of
blood from a small artery which was
severed, made it five long weeks before
he readied the hacienda where the

. Senor Alverez had meanwhile rejoined
his family. '
favorable crvndit'on. She had pined for
the little Daua, and Father Nicola had
himself come for the child a few days
before. He was strongly advising her
to leave the island without awaiting her
husband's return, the time of which had
been reported to Senor Alverez as most
uncertain. Power pushed on with all
haste after hearing this, quite unmind-- .

ful oi a package of letters and papers
which had Ijocu given- - him ' at the
hierbt.i; but he reached the city, to

"learn t!?at his wife had already departed
by the s,t earner tQ JS'cw Orleans.

, Heftdlawcd by the next, which started
-- tnsrt ame-vening,"'- and when he was
alone in his state-roo- m examined the
package of mail matter he had thus far j

peglecred, There was, ForrOw in store
for K sc. A. macK-iKmier- eti missive
iinnoimccd the death of both her parents.
one sorrowful event succeeding the other
bvl YvTyutrt,itcrvfU- - He. ,mnsl be
niort- - than ever Atender and devoted
husband. Power thought, with increas-
ing impatience to be at her si'de once
more. . .

lt-was-
an iixitfrnce which tufrfci! Jo

wondef ami anxiety when "erf Orleans
wareached, anil he found no trace of
his wife at any of the .lead ngrhotefs;
but an address which had been found in
a note-bo- ot belonging to tle mujsere-currr- f

to Ite c:Jlei feir--.

rips drove --to tle jdaee? and serrf h-hi-s

card. A moment later he was ad-

mitted and coshered into a spacious
drawing-room- , wiiere a woman in dead
black turned to meet hini, with a look
of apprehension in her haggard eyes.

" Vu have come- - for my baby," she
fsahj- - in a quick, startled w:ay.

i j" I j haw come to ; make inquiry
m'v wile. I have reason to

suppose that she-woul- d call here after
arriving at Je.w Orleans. She and I
owe a debt of gratitude to one who was
a member of this family, one Kose
Mignon Almont, lately a nurse in Ha-v:tn- v

j Perhaps, you do not know that
Bbe'Wrfs in attendance upon my wife
when she died, that she saved Mrs. Oli- -


