
•Tea will no doubt tell mo that Iallowed my-.
jf jo be cajoled and befooled by a pretty

Kttstt." Fald tne -haplain. 1 tr-ertlM M
\u25a0gainst the impression my story produces upon
Snrjnind Iwill set my long and critical ex-
i-eritnee of humanity. 1 am a connoisseur In
crime, villany, roguery and hypocrisy, and I

rwface ;^is story with the emphatic pronounce--
Jaent that 1 am j>ersuaded of the genuineness \
if Mrs. Fulharo's delusion."
\vith that be pushed his chair a little bark ;

from the fire, set his pipe in his laj and with

fc:s feet resting upon the fender told me the
following « xtraordir.ary story:

Eliza Fulham was sentenced to a long term
ef imprisonment on a charge of forgery. Her
maiden name was Cha miners, and she was the
daughter of a Canadian rancher. At the age

ef eighteen she married a man named Fulham,

who came from the States, and after some live
years of life in Canada she went with him to
England, where they settled down to a humble,

humdrum existence in the suburbs of London.
3%ere were no children of the marriage.

•The man, Thomas Fulham, was several years
older than his wife and her very counterpart.

Whereas she was small, fair, gentle and in-
lirai of v.i\\. he was huge, black, stern, and r.
r.:an of iron determination. His full, dark eyes
were expressive of the most profound melan-

«\u25a0&•>!>". and the character of his mouth was se-
rene, and at times even cruel. He was fre-
<iuently thrown into fits of gloomy depression,

which lasted several days. He was glum, taci-
turn, s •. -relive. His wife, at the lime of her
rjwrr;.!.?'- and for several years after, knew
nothing of his antecedents. He came suddenly

into her somewhat lonely life
—

a striking look-
ing man of magnificent physique, n great
fcjjEK •:. a bold rid:r. a lover of so'itude— and
bo :•••-.\u25a0 erful w-iis tht enchantment he cast
«>\x-r the frill's mind thai for many months,

:::::.:•:.:? he did not care for her, she suffered
severely Itoth in mind and body. Her love for
him was of the blind and unreasoning order

—
i>. girls love for a hero of romance; the sort of
love \usx is common enough in young and un-
sophisticated communities, however rare it
may be in nioderr. Europe. She loved blindly,
and when one day he rode up to bet father"*;
ranch, tied his hor<=- up to :he rails, entered
th- house, and without preface of any kind
loid her That she must marry him, the girl was
wild with happiness.

Her father appeared content with Fulham's
assurance that he had private means, and no
liar was raised to their engagement. They
were married, and at her father's death, live
years later, they left the country.

My story logins after their arrival in Kng-
l.ir.d. ButImut tell you lirst that, soon after
the marriage, althoupn she continued to adore
her husband. Eliza FulLam was distressed by
his deepening melancholy and by the unlifting

shadow that overhung his thoughts. She real-
ized that she was married to a confirmed hypo-
chondriac, and after vain attempts to dispel
the mists of his melancholy she settled down
:<> a gray colored life, content if she avoided
giving him offence, and enchanted if he ever
bestowed upon her any mark of tenderness or
affection. Such a life, as you may well imag-
;:\u25a0. had a numbing effect upon her intelli-
gence. The vigor of the strongest mind would
decay and atrophy in an atmosphere of this
kind: and as the poor girl was of a weak and
clinging nature her environment was peculiarly
adapted to the destruction of her sanity.

Oiie day, she told me
—
it was some eight years

after her marriage
—

Thomas Fulham returned
to his villa after a visit to London, came into
The kit'hen where she was helping a little maid
of ail work to prepare the evening meal, and.
Taking her hand, led her without a word into the
Fitting room. Here he laid both hands upon
li*r shoulder, and for several moments looked
C*--ply into her eyes. Then he Jrew her nearer
to him. kissed her gently between the eyes, and
Fj>oke as follows:

"My dear Mary," said he. "it has been dawn-
ing upon me slowly for several days that I
have not shown you the kindness and the at-
tention which your great affec ti«>n deserves,
and which my love for you is most ready to
display. Ihave had thoughts to worry me,
business to occupy my mind, and conscientious
difficulties in the matter of religion. But by
the mercy of Heaven Ihave now shaken these
troubles from my brain, and from this time
forth we willbe all the world to each • her."

She was so enraptured by this confession that
?fce did not concern herself to tell him he had
addressed her by a wrong1 name. She threw
herself upon his breast, told him that he had
always ;•< en good to her, and professed the most
complete and mranmhnj: adoration for her one
Spend in the arid.

K<? seemed pleased by her artless love.
fondled her with quiet affection, and studied
ber countenance with lingering interest. "You
we not looking at all well," he said presently.
rTon Ft~y too much indoors. Imust take you
iit-OUt."

She said she was perfectly content with her
l~e.

"You deceive yourself." he answered. "You
tre not well You have grown much thinner,

Inotice that in order to obscure this < Bfect
tQMa your face you have taken to wearing- your
i-'^ir Jr. a different fashion.">-v.c laughed, a.nd said that he was quite mis-
taken.

\u25a0"I»o r.rt distress me by 1 \u25a0\u25a0• tradictiOßS,** he
assvered. '

llittle impatiently. "I remember
perfectly well that you always wore your hair
l^rted in the centre, und caught away from
the brow?, which gave your face a more open
'-\u25a0-i Simple expression. Ihope you willreturn
•'•"hat fashion. Iliked it, and itsuited you."

To humor him she said that she would dress
her huir in future like a Madonna. At that
be Bhnddered.

"Like the Madonna!** h<» said, .'i'rriost under
biz breath. "Yen, >c.«=, like the Madonna. All
«tnnen should emulate that holy purity; cer-
taujy. certainly." And then he added, thought-
J -;!y. "idesire my Mary '\u25a0 be like the Mary of

"Why do yon call me Mary?" she ajsked, smil-
fa* op Into his eyes.
H- l-oker] at her insurprise. "Why? Because

jronr name is Mary.""-N"o," she answered; "itis an uglier name, a
cnjch oglier name."

"MyUttle wife is ill,"he said, gently. "Come,
\u25a0 have neglected you too long."

"No, d*ar, Iam not ill."'.she answered, "and
lknow that my name is KMza."

He frowned angrily. "Your name is Mary,"
\u25a0c atid

+J"tiggestion.
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about you and me O, something is wrong,
something is wrong! Tell me what it means."

He drew her upon his knee, held her gently
against his breast, and read the article. But as
he read a great shudder shook him, he drew his
breath in sharply, and she felt his arms tighten
about her. And then—all in a minut<

—
he sprang

up, flinging her from him, and cried out, in a
loud voice:

"Mary in heaven, forgive me! Ihave forgot-
ten you—

Ihave been false to you."
He was looking up. one arm raised above his

head, the list tightlyclenched.
His wife went to him.
"What does it all mean 9

"
she whimpered.

!!•\u25a0 turned upon her a glance (f the most hor-
rible ferocity, shrinking back from her.

His brows were black with t.i-j;", his parted
lips were cuiled into an expression of I)athing
and contempt. He raised his arm as ift < strike
her.

While she trembled nnd gasped before him,
however, his face suddenly softened, a look of
th" most tender compassion dawned in his eyes,
and he stretched out x hand, resting it gently
upon her head.

"Against two women have Isinned." he said,
slowly and brokenly; "the wife whomIforgot in
death, and the woman whom Imust forget in
life."

And he left her— without another word he went
out of the room and out of tne house.

She never saw him again. Shortly after this
she was brought to her trial; she confessed
everything as though she had impersonated the
dead wife for purposes of fraud, and the doctors
finding nothing wrong with her mind she was
sentenced to a long term of imprisonment.
Iattended her every day, struck by her fragile

beauty, and the extraordinary dreaminess of
her expression which gave the lie to her con-
fession of premeditated guilt.

But it was only toward the end, when she was
dying in the. hospital, that she told her story,
charging me to seek out her husband and tell
him that she forgave him everything. And that
story of hers 1 believe implicitly.

"And the husband?" 1 asked.
"He has never been discovered.'*

—
(Black and

White.

Th" Immense chinaware punch bowl pr

ed by Ja oi. Morton to tl>> Corporation of the
city of New-York on July 4, IMi'.is an inter-
esting relic. The giver seems to have been in

: : of canal building to uu extent bordering

The principal article of furniture in the east-

ernmost of the three rooms is Thomas Jeffer-
son's desk. It is almost exactly like the work-
ing desk oi Washington at the east end of the
reception r torn and was used by the author of

th< 1 >eclaratiorj of Ind< pel
..\u25a0 in Washington's first Cabinet The

desk is of mahogany, beautifully finished, and
lias the slopii - thought \u25a0

tial to comfort in writing. The working desk
of Washington lai ks this feature. Itis said that

st message to C - was wril'

t mentioned desk. The seats for these
b upholsti red l\u25a0• a '\u25a0\u25a0 lailo

th< d»
-

1-.- tinmselv< =.

end of the recetion room hangs Trumbull's por-

trait of Washington, with the Battery and New-
York Bay as a background, while a portrait of
General Clinton by the tame painter hangs on

the west wall directly opposite. All around the
walls are portraits of the older Governors of

the State. The only pi •. oi statuary In the
room is a small bust of Henry Clay, on a tall

pedestal.

Now, you know how frequently we think
during a conversation, "I have heard that be-

or, on visiting a scene, it suddenly strikes
us that we have seen it on former occcasions.
Y<>u know all that? Well, there is a scientific
explanation. When the intelligence is alert the
pound of words is conveyed instantaneously to
the consciousness; th.' lobes of the brain grasp

\u25a0 ining of words at the very momenl their
sound strikes upon the drum of the car. But let
one lobe ol the brain he fagged and weary,

the attention Sagging, and there is delay—
albeit infinitesimal, thru delay, that fraction of
a second's Interruption in the normal working

of the mind is sufficient to produce these wan-
dering delusions. "Ihave heard that before!"
we exclaim, believing It to be years and years
ago; and quite truly, we have heard it befon

—
the thousandth part of a second a^ro.

This explanation Iapply to the case of Eliza
Fulham. She told me that on the second day

as he sat by the bedside talking to her of this
past, i! suddenly struck her that she was famil-
iar with it. familiar wiih the very words he was
addressing to her. and that somewhere in the
mysterious past she had threaded the ways of
which he spoke. She roused herself to see Ifsh •

were not dreaming. Then she checked her
thoughts and I.rushed the theory aside. She was
h< ts. If,Eliza Chambers, daughter of a Canadian
farmer, and now the second wife of Thomas
Fulham, the man who had lived beside her dead
father in the far-off Canadian days.

It was a battle between memory' and the pres-
ent. On the one side was recollection of her
past, on the other the live and active presw it

which told her she was Mary Townsend. You
may imagine the conflict.

Days went by. many days, and still he kept

her a prisoner in bed, nursing her with engaging

gentleness and waitingupon her smallest whin,

with the alacrity of a lover. They were in a
measure the best days she had known, for the
pretty little creature had long been sick for love,

and now the hero of her romance was showering

upon her a thousand tendernesses. But they

wen days of struggle— the conflict of memory

and present— and every day found her memory
weakening in the strife. She could not tell me
definitely when she abandoned her personality.

The transition must have been so gradual, she
thought, that r.o actual date could be assigni d

to it; but when she rose from her bed it was
with the fun and complete conviction that she
had been Mary Townsend, that she had lived in

Oregon, and that it was in the old town of
Salem she married Thomas Fulham. tliza
Chambers was forgotten.

Bh? waa weak in health, and her weakness in-

creased. The greater iart of her day was pass* d
on the sofa. h<-r husband in the closest attend-

ance. In brief, she had become a complete m-

rs after this, when she had almost
en her belief in the existence oi Eliza

Chambers her husband came to her room one
ng, in a state of great excitement, with a

ktter in his hand.
••.Mary

" he (Tied, "1 have bad news for you.

and good ne* -. too. You remember your uncle,

Zachary Townsend, the ironmaster? He is dead,

and he has left you a fortune—a big fortune.
He can • to th< bedside, pul the Butt< rins... \u25a0 n hei han. is. and as she nid» he placed

his arms tenderly at.out her and kissed her hair.

Well when she bad received that fortune she
. ed herself to be the dead wife. That la

her statement— that is my unswerving convic-

tion You can guess the sequel. After son,,

months of great wealth, other heirs in th<

beard that Mary Townsend had died, pro

her death w ere fortl \u25a0
•

\u25a0 i""- "!

Fulham's s< \u25a0 ond \u25a0 with Eliza \u25a0 !

\u0084vac speedily produ. •v- at d then the '

here got hold of it, and rumors of "a gigantic
sw indie" v \u25a0 air.

Beading the account of the story m one ol

the papers, the conviction returned to Eliza
Fulham that she was not Mar) the daughter of
Auberon Townsend.

Bewildered and all confused— for h-r mind, I

fu'ny believe, was affected— sh< hurried to hei

husband.
"Bead this!" she implored. "It is all about us,

"Ifyou call me Mary, MaryIwill be," she an-
ered.

'"Your name is Mary,' he rejoined.
That evening, when they had finished their

meal, he drew from his coat an old leatherpocket book, which he had kept in his posses-
sion ever si: 1( c their marriage.
"I was looking to-day at one of your old

photographs," he said; "it was this that made
me realize how much thinner you have become
since your arrival in this country." He looked
for a minute at a photograph in his hand, and
then passed it to his [fe.

"That was the old Mary," he said, tenderly.
She looked with amazement at the Dicture of

another woman. It was ihe picture of a girl
some twenty years of ufre, with large, quiet
eyes, and a beautifully gentle mouth. The hair
was worn as he had dies ribed. and there wa.s no
likeness between herself and this woman.

"This is not I." sh. said, looking up.
H< smiled Borrowfully. "Is it possible that

you have forgotten yourself?" he paid.
"1tut, really, this is some one else.'
"My dear Mary, you are ill. \Vh;it can possi-

bly ha\. in-red to make y< v doubtful of your
own identity? Look at th< ba<k of th. photo-:
gr.-iph: you have written your own name there."

She turned the !icture over, and there on the
back, written across the photographer's usual
advertisement, was the name of Mary Town-
send.

She ioked up: her husband was regarding her
with a smile of quiet triumph.

\u25a0•\v.;i-- he asked.
"This is all wrong," she tid. "There is some

mistake. My father's name was Chambers. My
o\\ Ii naiTH is Kliz:1.."

Without answering, but continuing to smile
tolerantly, he drew from his pocket book a i<>;d-
ed document, and passed it to his l!«-.

She opened it and saw that it was a certifi-
cate of marriage. Her heart began to beat ner-
vously, and tears rushed to hei eyes. The docu-
ment witnessed to a marriage between Thomas
Kulhain. of Cedar City, Nevada, and Mary
Jefferson Townsend, of Salern, Ore.—foui years
before her own.

"What does it mean?" she cried, with a sob.
"It should convince you." '•\u25a0\u25a0 said, tendei iy.

"that your name is Mary, that this picture is
your photograph, and that the signature at the
back is your own."

"No, no!" she cried, rtarting up. "It is a lie!
I-..;\u25a0 ii is a lie!*

At that moment, she told me, the poor thing
felt the full rror of her loni liness. Without
a relative jn the world, alone in a strange coun-
try, she found herself in the grip of a man who

1 persisted in attaching to her an identity not her
own. who forced upon her a personality that
was not hers: and this man was her one guard-
ian and protector In the world! Her brain was
possessed with horror, and Phe could do nothing
but cry out. "ItLs a lie—a lie!"

He looked at her calmly as she said this; then
1,. took ih< paper from the- floor where she had
dropped it.and with quiet precision folded jt uj>

and replaced it with the photograph in his pock-
et book. She stood there, prized, while he
slowly closed the book and pulled the elastic
strap about its covers. The room was growing
dark, and she remembered that the street lamp
outside their window was suddenly lighted as
be placed the book in his pocketbook and l"ok»-d

lup at her. Sh< could see his black eyes shin-
ing upen her as he stood there on the other side
of the fireplace— and tyranni*

—
the flame

of the street lamp dancing against the window
of the room.

]]- came to her, rested bis fingers upon her
shoulders, and regarded her with fixed inten-
sity, his face close to her own. It was for many

[ minutes, or so it seemed to her. that he stood' there in the gloom fixingher with this long and
isearching raze; then, very gently, and very
slowly, he put his arms about her, gathered her
up to his breast, and, as ifshe had been a Bick
child, carried her from tin little parlor up to

their bedroom on the floor above. She was com-
pletely under the Bpell of his gaze, and could
say nothing, and could make no protest against

his action.
"You are ill. dearest," he said, when they

reached the bedroom. "Youmust go to bed, and
rest there until you are quite restored." He
bent down and took the shoes from her feet.

"Iam not ill." she answered. "Iam, indeed,
quite well. Only

—
only why do you say 1 am

somebody else?"
He kissed her, and she told me that never be-

fore bad he been so deliciously tender to her.
His very voice was a caress.

"Beloved." he said, "you are ill. thr.ueh you
do not know it—very ill. Iwill watch over you

and nurse you tillyou are restored to me again,

for Icould not support life ifyou were taken
from me."

He assisted h< to undress, and put her to bed.
Then he drew a chair to her side, and. sitting
there, holding her hand, spoke as follows:
"Ionce had a terrible dream, dearest; I

dreamed that you were dead; that peopk came
'md bore you away from me, locked up in a
coffin so that Icould not see ycur beautiful
eyes nor fondle your dear hands, which they

had folded upon your breast. Itwas a dream
from bell and when Iwoke up and found you

Btill alive Icould scarce believe that it was
true so strong was the hold of that bad dream
upon my mind. And now that you are illlam

fii! of terrible fear that my dream may come

true You must live. Mary-you must live to

comfort me for without you the dcvi's willgoad

me to madness and self-destruction. Promise
me that you will try to live."

The yearning in the last sentence filled the
mystified girl wife, and she kissed the hands
fondling her own. promising that she would get

well and that she would never leave him.
Then he sat there and talked of a past in

which she had never shared. He recalled anec-
dotes of her home, her father, and her ol Iuncle
the ironmaster, and she knew that he was talk-
ing of the home of this Mary Townsend whom

he had married four years before he marr.ed
h r It was a horrible situation; to all his ap-

neals "I>oyou remember this?" and "Don't you

that day we rode to this place or that?"
The had to nod her head and express recoilec-
ton of a past she knew nothing about.

Weil for the Bret day of this treatment she
likened eagerly, curiosity naturally urging her
t" learn all she could of this man*. first^wife.
Ar,( he never left her save to fetch food and

dr nk tending her with extraordinary tact and
l1."'.-..V. But at the end of the second day

w brdn'"crew weary, and it was then that

defurion"flrSTfcegan its assault upon her con-
sciousness.
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