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I scarcely like to guarantee the
truth of this story, .but will narrate
it in the simple, homely language in
which Barking-Wilmot told it me.
" We had been playing draughts,
which, as most people are aware, 15
the usual occupation of City men 11
the afternoon, and I had had the
pleasure of hufling Barking-Wilmot
twice, when the conversation drifted
in some curivus way to the subject
of photography.

“If at any time you go in for it
he said, sadly, ‘‘take my advice, and
don’'t buy a camera that 1s too easy
to manipulate. What you want is
something  fairly complicated; 1
should choose a camera with two or
three wheels and a series of patent
springs, that are guaranteed not to
expose a plate with less than ten
minutes’ hard work.”

-3
1
~

*

He lifted his cofiee -cup to his
mouth with trembling fingers, and,
perceiving that there was somc

strong reason for his agitation, I
put the draught-board away and
coaxed him into a full confession.

It was soon aiter he took up pho-
tography, when the enthusiast is in
that curious frame of mind that
tempts him to snap everything he
sees, from a dead cat to a Chatham
and Dover Railway station, that he
sallied forth one Saturday after-
noon with a six-and-ninepenny cam-
era under his arm for the purpose of
securing something “‘really good.”
~ He had taken the train to the pic-
turestfue neighborhood of Becken-
ham, and was tramping along a
country road looking out eagerly idr
subjects, whon a young lady riding
a bieyele turned the corner sharply,
dashed into a heap of flints which
the loenl board had thoughtiully de-
posited in the middle of the road,
lost control of her machine, and fell
off.,

The hieycle rolled away into the
hedge and the young lady picked her-
self up, or at least attempted to do
so, as quickly as possible.

I really can’t blame Barking-Wil-
mot for what he did. e placed his
camora on a gate near at hand and
stepped forward gallantly to assist
beauty in distress. Idis conduct ap-
pears to have been quite correct. On
attempting to rise the young lady
discovered that her ankle was
slightly  injured. Barking-Wilmot
put his arm round her in perfectly
put his arm roun'd her in a perfect-
ly respectinl way — I have his word
for it, and he is as truthiul a man
as I ever met in the wholesale drap-
ery +trade — and lifted her to her
feet.

After expressing the hope that she
was mot seriously hurt, and finding
that after a moment or two she was
able to mount her machine, he fetch-
ed the bicycle and she rode away.

That is the entire incident. The
trouble arose in this way. When he
turned to pick up his camera  he
found it on the ground. Having a
vapgue idea that he had better change
the plate he did so, and went gaily
on his way taking photographs.

Now comes the unfortunate de-
veloyyment, both of the photograph
and of the incident.

Barking-Wilmot was a great deal
more enthusiastic ahout ‘‘snapping’’
pictures than developing plates. But
his wile is one of those irrepressibly
active women who gladly undertake
any branch of work that comes in
their way, from spring-cleaning to
running a poultry farm. She said
she would develop his plates one day
in the following week., When she
got to work she found that eleven
out of the twelve plates were scarce-
ly worth printing out. DBut there
was. one plate which was a surpris-
ing suecess.

1t was a pleasing little picture, a
background of foliage with a noble
hill in the distance; in the fore-
ground two figures, a lady, young
and pretty, round whose waist was
Mr. Barking-Wilmot’s arm. HHe ap-
peared to be looking into her face
with an expression of inefflable len-
derness,

It is easy to understand what had
happened. In falling off the gate,
the camera had “‘gone off,’”’ so to
spealt, and with that extraordinary
“cussedness’’ which pervades human
affairs, photographic and otherwise,
the picture which had been fortuit-
ously taken was really excellent.

His wife was not pleased. DBut,
unfortunately, instead of approach-
ing her husband on the subject,
when he returned from the city that
night, she determined to give him a
little surprise by printing off a copy
the following day and placing it in
a prominent position on ‘the mantel-
piece, where he couldn’t fail to see
it, .

As luck would have it, too, on the
following afternoon she met at a
neighbor's At Home a young lady
from Beckenham, who was staying
" in the house.

Need it be said that the girl was
the identical heroine of the bieycle
adventure? It is the kind of thing
that slways happens in a world
made up of ceincidences and disap-
pointsaants.

The lsglies were introduced to one
gnother im due course, and Mrs.
Barking-Wilmot remarked with an
air of suppressed unpleasantness, “I
beliave Emow my husband?”’

“] weimk not,’”’ said the girl.
fWhet — what is his name?"®

This was rather a childish ques-
tion te adk, but it is probable that
the gill was not even aware that
miwch o - as the Barking-Wil-

mots

existed. DBut Mrs. Barking-
Wilmot was equal to the occasion.
“Curiously enough,”” she said, with
an air of bland offensiveness, “‘his
name is the same as my own. I am
Ars. Barking-Wilmot."

Instead of being properly crushed
by this reply, Miss Davidson, who
seemed to possess a sense of humor,
argd this had the effect of incressing
Mrs, Barking-Wilmot's annoyance
until it became a public danger.

«] trust you spent a pleasant al-
ternoon on Saturday in my  hus-
band’'s company,’’ she ohserved.

The girl colored with indignation,
and again said that she was not
acquainted  with Mrs. Barking-Wil-
mot’'s husband, and, as Iar as she
kknew, had never seen him in her life.
She added also that she had not
heen aware until that moment that
Mrs. DBarking-Wilmot had a husband,
and that she could only feel ex-
tremely sorry for him. There were
two or three other visitors present,
and an attempt was made to regard
the matter lightly — as a kind of
mild joke. DBut it was not easy to
treat the wrath of Mrs. Barking-
Wilmot as v joke. She had a Te-
cord to maintain., She had driven
two vicars out- of the parish and
hroken the heart of at least one cur-
ate, and she was not at all disposed
to allow a ‘‘chit of a girl”’ to carry
on with her own husband.

25 she returned +to the conversa-
tion with a stout heart, and produc-
ed her purse, in which she had
brought a rough prooi of the fatal
photograph.

«Perhaps you will accept a copy of
the photograph, which some third
party seems to have talken, in which
vou amd my husband are clearly en-
joying yourselves,’”’ she said, with
a smile which  would have broken
the back of a rocking-horse.

The poor girl was aghast when
she saw an excellent print of hersell
being embraced by a man she didn’t
know, and she made o confused at-
tempt to “‘explain’ it.

But the two or three ladies pre-
sent were all married, and public
opinion went dead against Miss Dav-
idson, who, after a gallant attempt
to outflank the enemy by suggesting
a ‘“‘horrid conspiracy,’”’ was obliged
to leave the room with her cheeks
ablaze with indignation..

War having been declared, the two
ladies proceeded to mobilize their
forces without delay.

Miss Davidson communicated by
telegram with her father, a canny,
careful Scotechman, and hinted that
she was being grossly slandered by
an “‘old cat’”’ mnamed Barking-Wil-
mot. She also went to the nearest
telephone call-office and rang up the
gentleman to whom she was engag-
ed. BShe suggested that Mr. Wollen-
stein, who was six feet high, and
proportionately broad, should join
her as early in the evening as pos-
sible and proceed to exterminate BMr.
Barking-Wilmot, the innocent causc
of all the trouble. Mr, Wolienstein,
heing of a somewhat pugnacious dis-
position, made definite inquiries as
to Mr. Barving-Wilmot’s size  and
weight, and, finding that he was in-
significant in appearance, acceptied
his sweetheart’s suggiestion gladly.

In the meantime, Mrs. Barking-
Wilmot was not idle. After lodging
her complaint with the vicar, who
lived in daily terror of her, and
suggesting “~that her husband was
not a fit person to become a church-
warden, she proceeded to the oflice
of a local solicitor, and insisted, in
the face of his positive advice to the
contrary, on preparing the way for
matrimonial proceedings against her
husbhand.

Consequently, on reaching home
Mr. Barking-Wilmot found a royal
welecome awaiting him. His wile
had worked herself into a state of
hysteria bordering on temporary in-
sanity, and done as much mischiei
in a couple of hours as could well be
expected from a middle-aged woman
who was the mother of eight child-
ren. He was at a loss to under-
starvd the cause of the commotion.
The photograph of himsell in the
act of embracing an cxtremely pret-
ty girl was, of course, very start-
ling, but he didn’t associate it at
first with his six-and-ninepenny cam-
era: neither *was he aware that
wife had made the personal acquain-
tance of Miss Davidson, and that in
consequence of his wife’s ridiculous
statements the young lady was an-
ticipating swith much pleasure an ac-
tion for slander.

ITis wiie was in a condition that
made rational explanation impossi-
ble. DBut the little man was not al-
together unaccustomed to these pro-
ceedings, and, postponing the sub-
ject of dinner to a more fighting
time, he thoughtfully placed his
wife's feet in hot water, and applied
a violent mustard plaster to the
hack of her neck. It was not the
first time that these simple, homely
remedies had saved her lile.

After whipping the two youngest
children severely for giving extreme-
ly humorous but disrespectful 1imi-
tations of their -mother, the little
man stepped across the road to the
house where Miss Davidson was stay-
ing, for the purpose of making a
gentlemanly explanation.

He handed his card to the servant,
and the door was immediately slam-
med in his face.

He returned home with his nerves
considerably shaken, and found his
wife's solicitor waiting for him in
the drawing-room with the cheerful
tidings that matrimonial proceedings
would be instituted in the morning.

Scarcely had the man of law leit
the house when Mr. Wolfenstein ar-
rived. He had an overbearing Ger-
man accent with manners to corres-
pond, and he proceeded to state his
opinica of Mr. Barking-Wilmot with

his-

tail.

IIr. Barking-Wilmot leaned
back in his chair and listened in si-
lence. He was mnot at all ofiended
nor even annoyed, because he had no
notion who Mr. Wolfenstein was,
where he came from, nor what he
was talking about. In the course of
time, however, Mr. Wolienstein pro-
ceeded to state his opinion of  his
wife, and this the little man couldn’t
stand. With that instinctive loyal-
ty which I have so often observed in
down-trodden husbands, the - bewil-
dered little chap flared up in a min-
ute, and threatened te cast the Teu-
ton out of the house, He was only
five feet one inch high, and #he posi-
tion had something in it of humor.
But the German was not in the
mpoed to be aimuzed. He seized the
hero of this story by the collarnn
hero of this story by his collar
the left leg of his trousers, and,
without any apparent efiort, carried
him into the hall, opened the front
door, and flung the master of the
house out on to his own lawn,

He then smashed all the hats that
he could find in the hall, broke the
umbirsllas, destroyed fhe hat stand,
and left the house stalang that the

following mormng he would insti-
tute proceedings for assault.
ITn the meantime Mrs. Darking-

Wilmot had been .awalkened {rom a
brief sleep by the commotion, and,
being thrown into a new state of ex-
citement, again became hysterical.

Mr. Barking-Wilmot returned fo
his house and tried to review the
situation calmly. So ifar as the
could understand, three separate ac-
tions would be brought against him
in the, morning — an action for
slander by Miss Davidson, an action
for assault by Mr. Wolfenstein, and
matrimonial proceedings by |his
wife. His hall was wrecked and his
wife was prostrate.

It really isn’t
how the affair
But solution came irom the
expected quarter.

There was a knock at the front
door, and Mr. Barking-Wilmot him-
seif answered it, as both the ser-
vants had left on the ground that
they objected to living in a mad-
house,

On opening the door “he found
standing on the step the very charm-
ing original of the photograph that
had given all the trouble.

T want to come in, please,’”’ she
said, ‘“That is, if you will promise
to lock up your camera and not let
it play any further tricks on us.”

Without waiting for an invitation,
che led the way into the drawing-
OO,

“Now, I want you 1o ask Mrs.
Barking-Wilmot to come in here, as
I have sonething impeortant to say
to her,”” remarked the young lady,
seating herself comfortably in the
hest chair in the room.

“Are you — are you acquainted
with my wife?”” he stammered; ""dd
you think it wise to ask for an in-
terview?"’

«T think I am prepared to face the
consequences, awful though they may
he,’’ said the girl

He staggered out of the room,
quite believing in his heart that he-
fore morning broke there would be
bloodshed. When she heard the mes-
sage his wife rose from her bed with
a look of truly awful indignation on
her face.

But the interview was a brief and
extremely successful one. Miss Dav-
idson remarked that her father had
come down to see her, and that she
believed that Mrs. Barking-Wilmot
was already acquainted with her fa-
ther,

easy to imagine
would have ended.

Mrs., DBarking-Wilinot  denied the
suggestion with an air of gloomy
joy.

Wiss Davidson persisted sweetly

{hat her father was an old friend of
Mrs. Barking-Wilmot's, and Mrs.
Barking-Wilmot hinted that DMiss
Davidson was not speaking the
truth. The young lady, quite un-
rufiled by this last thrust, produced
from her purse a photograph, just
as Mrs. Barking-Wilmot had produc-
ed one from her purse earlier in the

day.

“Father brought this over with
him from home," she said. ““And
he thinks you will recognize it."”’

It was a very faded photograph,
taken, oh, a great many years ago,
and showed a lanky young man sit-
ting in arm chair with his arm
round the waist of a girl whose
dress looked quaintly old-fashioned.
The girl was sitting comiortably on
the arm of the chair, and, faded
though the photograph was, there
was an unmistakable reseniblance in
the yvoung girl’s face to the middle-
aged features of Mrs. DBarking-Wil-
maot.

‘““Ts — ig your father Birkett Dav-
idson?’’ she stammered., “If so, 1I—
I remember him quite well.”®

“You and . he seem to have been
great friends,”” said Miss Davidson,
slyly. “‘But it musit-have been a
great many years ago. Now, how
many yvears would it be?”’

DBut Mrs. DBarking-Wilmot was not
disposed to go into the delicate sub-
ject of the number of years that had
elapsed since the time when she and
yvoung Davidson had been sweet-
hearts, and peace was signed forth-
with, and all insinuations, charges,
and libels unreservedly withdrawn.

Mrs. Barking-Wilmot discovered
that Miss Davidson was a -‘‘sweet
girl,’”” and kissed her aflffectionately

in the neighborhood of the leit ear
before she left the house.
Nevertheless, she told her hus-

band gloomily that she had her own
opinion of the matter, and apparent-
ly found wunalloyed joy in the fact
that ‘““he had forfeited her confidence
for ever.”

Which shows how foolish it is to
handle a cheap camera carelessly —
especially if you are a married man,

Teutonic accuracy and wealth of de-!—London Tit-Bits.
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STORIES OF PLUCKY MEN,

SOME WHO HAVE MADE WON-

DERFUL RECORDS.

———

Many Times Ruined, and Yet
Have Paid Every Dollar
They Owed.

In spite of being ruined over and
over again, and assailed by years
of ill-fortune, that would have
erushed almost any man, a silver
casket, with £125 in gold, has just
been presented to Mr. Charles Good-
son, of Norwich, as a prizé for pluck
and honesty which no amount of
had luck could heat, says London
Answers.

When in busiress at Norwich, B3
vears ago, o bundle of misfortunes
caused him to make a deed of as-
signment, and his creditors accepted
a dividend of 8s. 5d. in fthe pound,
for bad luck had ““let him in'' for
£5,000 in liabilities, He gave up
every penny, and emigrated to New
Zealand in the hope of wiping out
the deficit. By hard work day and
night he gradually built up a busi-
ness, and saved £6,000. When on
the point of sending this to Ing-
land to his creditors — although
they had no further legal claim on
him — a blight fell suddenly on all
trade in the Colony, and hundreds
were plunged into ruin from which
the country has

SCARCELY RECOVERED YELN

Mr. Goodson's little fortune, built
up by hard work, was swept away
with the rest. TIor the third time
he began again from the heginning,
angd for twelve years fought against
stroke after stroke of bad luck, but
finally ‘built up a third business, and
paid his New Zealand creditors in
rull—£4,500,.

Tighteen months ago he sent a
cheque to England for £992, and

only a few months back came home
to Norwich, ecalled a meeting of his
creditors 28 years before, and paid
them to the last penny, in all, £1,-
795,

The ecreditors.rewarded this record
of pluck and honesty by giving him
a silver casket and £125, which was
presented by Mr. Gurney Buxton,
the well-known Norwich banker.

Martyn's-Stead Farm, on the Lin-
coln coast, is an up-to-date monu-
ment of extraordinary ‘“‘grit’’ in the
face of wave after wave of crushing
bad luck. Mr. Marten Martyns was

A YEOMAN FARMER
who shared in the general hreak-
down of agriculture some years ago,
ard his farm, which his forefathers
had held for three hundred ¥years,
was eventually sold up.

The ruin was complete, but attach-
ed to the farm, and not included in
the sale, was a big track of salt-
marsh and foreshore, through  the
channels of which the sea flowed. It
was of no value as it was, bhut an
ancient charter gave him the right
of it, and he set to work to Dbank
the tide out and save it from  the
sea. In three years he succeeded,
and hezan to carry out his scheme,

which was to graze cattle on the
salty grass. This diet will put
nearly a stone weight a week on
lrullocks.

The plan acted well, and just
{he owner had ready a splendid herd
of eattle for market, which would
have raised a price to set him up
for life, the foot-and-mouth disecase,
as it is called, seized the beasts,
anid all had to be killed.

Ruined a second time, Mr. Martyns
started again, but on the brink of
success the sea broke down the em-
bankments and

FLOODED THIE LAND.

Completely ruined this time, the un-
fortunate owner went Lo a colony
and started a cattle ranch, after
working for a wage three years to
carn the money to start it. Ie
prospered in spite of difficulties, and
in twelve years saved £3,000. Full
of beliefl in his salt pastures at
home, he left for home with the
money, and - was robbed of every
penny in a now famous ‘‘hold-up” of
the mail train in which he was
traveling in 1879,

He went baclk, and after a time
managed to start the ranch again,
saved £2,000 more, and eventually
saved the Martyn's-Stead IFarm, as
the bhig salt pastures are called. Ie
retired worth £12,000 a year ago,
and his son owns and works the
prognerous pastures at present — a
lasting mark of doggedness.

A record worth knowing by any-
body who feels that luck is against
him, is that of Mr. Norman Good-
yer, who came out on top by his
own exertions after five separate
ruinous misfortunes,. and: managed
to keep the Goodyer Orphanage at
Newport, which provides for ten
parentless children, regularly going
]1l the time, even when penniless
and working with his hands for day
Wagos. Starting on nothing, he
made his first fortuné against tre-
menklous opposition, out of patented
inventions for wool-combing and
cotton-spinning, and lost the whole
of it by his cashier, who “"levanted”
with over £12,000,

BROKEN DOWN IN HEALTH,

Mr. Goodyer started all over again,
and in five years got everything

straight, and made £20,000 by a
dye works which he built up from
the fruits of his own labor. He

started a small private ur?hanage
at Newport, to
cash, and kept it endowed
three years ahead.- Foreign com-
petition and a ruinous lawsuit left
him penniless within a year, howev-
er, but he got a job as railway out-
porter, and even then contrived to
sand a little money to his orphan-

always

as,

At was very

take up his spare|

age, which was still running on the
endowment he had left it. Getting
a little cash together from his earn-
ings, he started a coffee-stall in DBir-
mingham, which soon became a ho-
tel, and gained him another {for-
tune, * worth £2,000 a  year. Ill-
health came down on him, and his
business ran to seed, for he ¢ould
not look after it, but before  the
crash came he re-endowed his or-
phanage, and paid everyone in full.
Brokeén in purse and health, in a
vear he started again, succeeded as
an iron-founder at Wolverhampton,
and died last yvear owing no man a
penny, but leawving £17,000 out of

“all his fortures and misfortunes.

All that bad luck and the worst
moods of the sea combined could
bring to bear on Captain Stevens
Cortwright, of Hull, could not crush
him altogether, for though  they
brought him down six times, he

BOBBED UP SERENELY
at last. He was skipper and owner
of a trading schooner, the ‘‘I'lorrie
Ford,”” having started as a ship'a
boy; and she brought him £600 pro-
fit the first ‘year, after he had worlk-
ed fifteen years to get her. At the
end of the first year she was run in-
to and sunk off the Belgian coast
by an unknown vessel — L0600 and
all — and Captain Cortwright had
to serve two years before the mast

on another man’'s ship to earn his
bread.
Becoming prompted suddenly to

skippar, he came upon a derelict off
the Scotch coast, the salvage of
which yielded him £1,000, and this
he turned into £3,000 in eight
yvears by purchasing and working
two herring smacks. In the big
gale of 1881 both vessels were lost
in a night, and he, on board one of
them, lost his leg through a spar
falling on it.

Three more years' work with noth-
ing to start on but sheer hard work
and brains, produced him £4,000,
which he invested ‘‘off the sea’
which means inland—and it was all
lost prnmpt!_g in the fraudulent
crash of a hig publishing firm which
ruined many people some years ago.

He started a shipbuilding yard
which began to prosper, when  the
big tidal deluge that swept the ecasi
coast a few years back invaded it
and broke down the scafioldings anc
shipways, smashing wup the half
built vessels, and involving him in
heavy liabilities. Il and crippled,
but urrdaunted, he worked as a ship.
hroker’s clerk for some time, final
ly starting a business of the samxs
kind for himself, yielding a little
fortune of £20,000, which he in
vested in Consols and retired, sc
that, unless the DBritish IEmpire
fails, he is safe.
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NAPOLEON’S BAD WRITING.

Mr, Andrew Lang E=xplains Whjy
He Failed at Waterloo.
Napoleon, according to Alexandel

Dumas, lost such battles as he di¢
lose because he wrote such a fiend:
ish hand. His generals could nol
read his notes and letters, iLype
writing had not been invented, anc
the trembling Marshals, afraid o
disobeving, and striving to interpret
the indecipherable commands, loiter

ed, wandered, and did not come ug
ito the scratch, or not to the righi
scratch. Thus Waterloo was lost

Cannot you fancy Grouchy handing
round Napeleon's notes on that san
guinary Sunday ? ‘I say,’”” crie
the Rarshal to his aide-dexamp, ‘‘i
that word Gembloux or Wavre ? I
this Blucher or Bulow ?”7 So Dpro
bably Grouchy tossed up for it, ant
the real words may have been nomw
of these at which he offered his con
jectures. Meanwhile on the left anc
centre D'Erlon and Jerome  and
Ney were equally puzzled, and kept
on sending cavalry to places wher
uncomfortable (thougt
our men scldom managed to hit any
of the cavaliers, firing too high),
and did no sort of gecod. Napoleon

may never have been apprised ol
these circumstances. IHis old writing
master was not on the scene ol

action. Nohody dared to say, ‘‘Sire,
what does this fipure of a centipede
mean, and how are we to construe
these 1wo thick strokes flanked by
blots ?'' The Imperial temper was
peppery ; the great man would have
torn off his interrogator’s epaulettes
and danced upon them. Did he not
once draw his pistol to shoot a lit-
tle dopr that barked at his horse ?
And when the pistol missed fire, the
areat soldier threw it at the dog,
and did not hit him. The little dog
retreated with the honors of war.
Such was the temper of Napoleon,
and we know what DMarlborough
thought of the value of an equable
temmper. Nobody could ask DBona-
parte to write a legible hand, so his
generals_ lived a life of conjectures as
to his meaning, and Waterloo was
not a success, and the Iimperor nev-
er knew why. Of all his seven or
eight theorits of his failure at
Waterloo, his hand-writing was not
one, Yet if this explanation had
occurred to him, Napoleon would
certainly have blamed his pens, ink
and paper. Those of Nelson, at
Copenhagen, were very bad., I
yvour .guns are no better than your
pens,’”” said a Danish officer  (who
came in under a flag of truce before
the fight, and was asked to put a
message in writing), you had betier
retire,”’ i

$-

Tourist (in South America) —
““Couldn’t some of these disputes be
settled by arbitration?”’ Nafive
“‘Mere waste of time. We couls Jin-
ish ten revolutions in the time re¢
guired for one arbitration.®




