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Catching sight of ths commanding 
figure of the great bandit., the adroit 
politician bursts out rapturously: "Ah, 
thanks, grand Antonio Bonelli, for thy 
presence and countenance. You have 
come to say to me, 'Kernardo, you are 
a true Corsican; in you is upheld the 
honored custom of the vendetta to the 
twentieth generation.' So will all here 
say when to-morrow I shall have the 
Dody of the one who came to Marina's 
nuptials and left death behind him, 
this American who brought with him 
soldiers to shoot down poor old To
masso Monaldi." 

But the savage shouts that greet 
this are stilled by old Tomasso, who 
pushes through the . rowd and stands 
facing the platform, his eyes flashing, 
and says: "I, Tomasso Monaldi, tell 
you there is no cause of a vendetta for 
me, because I am alive!" 

At his words shuddering cries of 
"Ghost!" "Spirit!" "Spectre!" rise 
amid the tobacco smoke of the meet
ing, and some would slip from the door 
did not Antonio Bonelli command: 
"Let all remain!" as three of his stal
wart descendants bar the entrance. 

There is a sudden cry: "Father!" 
from a girl in black mandile and deep 
mourning who has been sitting with 
some other women in the retirement 
of a corner of the hall, listening to her 
lover's ferocious eloquence, and Ethe-
ria, with streaming eyes, is in Mon-
aldi's arms. 

"Aye, 'tis flesh and blood you're 
fondling, girl," laughs the great ban
dit, and striding to the platform he 
says in ringing tones: "But this i» 
not all!" for now the crowd are gath
ered about Tomasso and are greeting 
him with words of sympathy because 
for the mere killing of a man, he had 
been forced to take to the macchia 
and become a bandit. 

"Attention, all!" commands Antonio. 
"Listen to my words. If not, re a- fol
lowers shall give sharper notice to 
you!" And the crowd wjsely becomes 
still. 

"In pursuit of your suffrages, Sali-
ceti has put a base outrage on our hos
pitality," continues the bandit chief in 
solemn tones. "He has abducted a 
young English lady and brought her to 
Bocognano to lure to death her hus
band, an American Signore who shoots 
well enough to be a bandit and who 
this night, with his own weapons, has 
ttlain Rochini and Romano, whose mur
ders have made you all tremble as you 
went along mountain paths and whose 

t outrages have caused our maids to 
'have nightmares." 

"Rochini and Romano dead? Impos
sible!" cries a shepherd, as a sigh of 
relief and then a yell of gratitude rises 
from the concourse. 

"I saw him shoot the ruffians to 
death upon Del Oro, I, Antonio Bonelli. 
Don't dare say no!" This last is ad
dressed to Saliceti, who, having recov
ered from his astonishment, is about 
to open his mouth. 

"Ah, you admit it. Maladetta, where 
Is the English lady?" 

And Saliceti, being admonished to 
answer by a quick prick of the stiletto 
from a Bellacoscia youth who has 
stepped behind him, the young politi
cian falters forth: "No harm has come 
to her. She is with niv mother." 

On this Barnes has looked from a 
distance, wisely reflecting that his bat
tle is being fought for him, but with 
difficulty restraining his hands from 
putting a pistol ball through Saliceti. 
He now cries: 

"Then, for God's sake, take me to 
her quick!" 

This brings upon him the attention 
of the crowd. Learning that H is he 
who has relieved them of the terror of 
Rochini, the men cry "Viva! and em
brace him, and a little girl steals up to 
him and tiimdlv kisses his hand. 

"Your lady shall receive you soon 
Signore Harnes," remarks Bonelli. "I 
would like you to see Corsican justice," 
and at some words from him two or 
three of the young men having left 
the hall on his errand, the hawk-eyed 
bandit continues: "Besides, 1 tear 
common report has done wrong to the 
:ady of our town. Marina, cluld, step 
here and make your friends love you 
again." 

To this time, she having stood in the 
shadows of the rear and the lamplight 
of the room being very dim, in their 
excitement the concourse had not no
ticed her; but as Marina steps for
ward, some men turn away, a woman 
whispers: " Tis a pity the blood of 
Pasquale Paoli flows in her," and a 
young cavalier remarks: "We honored 
your wedding, Madame Anstruther, but 
then we did not know that you had for
gotten your oath of the vendetta and 
were matins with the slayer of your 
brother." 

"Gaspardo!" cries Marina, with a 
gasp of horror, "my childhood's friend, 
how dare you say this lie?" and stag
gering onto the platform, and seeing 
condemnation, horror and disgust in 
the faces she had known from child
hood, the girl simply but with great 
nobility of manner, tells them how 
Musso Danella, inspired by devilish 
jealousy, had turned the articles in a 
dead man's trunk into evidence that 
the English officer whom she had 

til in tha F.«nFlltlOP Vlftcnl. 
tals and whom she loved with her 
whole heart, was the principal in the 
duel at Ajaccio, the man who had slam 
her brother. 
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The beauty of the suppliant, with 
the blood of the great Corsican patriot 
flowing in her veins, touches their pas
sionate hearts. A lady from the little 
balcony seizing some of the cyclamen 
decorations, throws the flowers all 
over her, and her compatriots, whose 
faces had been cold to her, fly around, 
embrace her and beg her to forgive 
them. 

"But there is one I will not forgive," 
cries the girl sternly; "this Saliceti, 
Bernardo, who had known me in my 
youth, who spread these reports all 
over the mountains that 1 have dis
graced my very womanhood in giving 
»tyself to my brother's murderer." 

"A bas Saliceti!" yells a sheep farm
er from the valley. 

"Demonios, his lies have dishonored 
our race!" growls a goatherd from 
the slopes of La Pintica. 

"Leave him to us," says Bonelli 
calmly; his hawk's eyes are fixed un
pleasantly on the candidate, who with 
muttered anathema is edging from 
the platform. * 

With this, Corsica's favorite bandit 
commands sternly: "Men of Bocog
nano, no one of you will cast your 
ballot at the polls for this politician 
who has disgraced our village. -Other
wise you will hear from me. You will 
vote for Signore Ambrose Lucitano, 
the cigarette smoking statesman from 
Ajaccio, who begs your suffrages. Ke 
may be a greater fool, but he is not so 

"ia*nardo!" Cries Marina. 
great a rascal as our fellow towns
man! Don't you even dare vote for 
yourself!" he cries, as the abashed 
Saliceti flies from the room pursued 
by jeers and execrations and even the 
taunts of his own sweetheart, who i« 
still clasped in old Tomasso's arms. 

"Now, reparation to you, Siguort 
Barnes, the only one we can make. 
We will bear you in honor to Marina's 
home, where your bride now awaits 
you. Your wedding fete was postponed 
in Nice, 1 understand." the grim man 
smiles slightly. "We will give you in 
Bocognano a nuptial procession to a 
bride whose, lips are as unsullied as 
when she made vows to you." 

So, attended by the whole of the 
Bellacoscia and many girls, who have 
pulled down the floral ornaments of 
the communal room, waving the flow
ers about him, and young nien« shoot
ing off their guns in his honor, Barnes, 
with Marina on his arm, is escorted 
beneath the lantern-lighted chestnut 
trees to the old mansion of the Paolis. 
As they pass along the main street a 
girl comes running from the telegraph 
"ii'ice and places an envelope in Ma
nnas hand. After glancing fit it, a 
wild elation is in the young wile's 
face. She whispers some I:"med di
rections to old Tomasso, and lrippn.~ 
to Barnes' side her step is as buoyant 
as his. 

They are soon at the doors of the 
country house, wmch are being thrown 
open by some of Marina s old servants. 
The tavat bandit bows and says laugh-
iiU'Tv: 

You seem to be in a hurry, Sicnore. 
Your meeting with your abducted 
bride should be a private one. 1 do 
not wonder at your eagerness." Barnet 
has already turned to the house. "My 
young men who conducted your lady 
•from Saliceti's tell me she is of mo.-. 
marvelous beauty, though somewhat 
overcome by fatigue and anxiety for 
you and bashfulness. We take our 
leave, deadly pistol shot, but will 
watch over you and your spouse to see 
that no harm comes to you " 

Then, it being whispered that the 
enraged Saliceti has notified the gen
darmes by telegraph that the Bella
coscia have come down from the mou&> 
tain, the illustrious bandit and his fol
lowers silently disappear in the shad
ows of the night. 

During these words Mrs. Anstruther 
has hurriedly gone into her house. 
Barnes now, with the eagerness of 
happy love upon his face, runs up onto 
the veranda and steps into the hall
way. 

Here he is met by Marina. "Don't 
be too impatient," she observes, smil
ing slightly. "I haven't seen your wife, 
but she is upstairs in her chamber, the 
great front room on the second floor. 
Though perfectly well, my servants 
say, she is worn out by the constant 

I excitement and anxiety of the last S4 
I hours." 

"Yes, I can understand that. The 
»ront roc.ni on the second Door, you 
said,' whispeis llurlon. and turns to 
spring up the great oaken stairway to 
the upper story. 

"You are in a great hurry," snvs Ma
rina. laying a light hand upon his arm. 
"You will hardly be coming down for 
some liltlc* time and in two minutes 1 
shall be on my way to llastia, so i will 
have to bid yon good-hy now." 

"To liastia?" queries Barnes, turn
ing to her, astonishme nt in his face. 

"Yes, I shall see my husband to-mor
row morning.' she remarks, in joyous 
excitement. •'Here is a telegram from 
Edwin telling me he will he in liastia 
by noon. I must. meet, hini there. 
Everything in the house is jours, dear 
Burton. 1 know you will be as happy 
here wit.li your bride, as I shall be 
with my husband. Ah, Tomasso is al
ready at the door." 

For at this moment there is a noise 
of wheels and hoofs upon the avenue. 

"Better wait for the diligence to
morrow," dissents Barnes. 

"No, Tomasso shall drive me to
ward Bastia through the night. Be
sides, going by the diligence, at the 
post-stations there will be gendarmes, 
and my foster father is still a fugitive. 
It will be best that Edwin and I take 
him out of Corsica entirely. I have 
given orders to my servants—make 
this place your home as long as you 
like." She has already stepped out 
upon the porch. 

"You had better see Enid first," re
marks Burton, following her. 

"No, I think not. Your interview 
should be before mine and I haven't 
time. The drive to Bastia is so long." 
Barnes hurriedly puts her into the 
vehicle. "May you be happy as I am," 
she calls to him, and the young Cor
sican wife is driven rapidly down the 
great avenue of chestnut trees, To
masso being, apparently, also eager 
to leave the gendarmes that have hunt
ed him over the mountains. 

CHAPTER XV. 
A Little Surprise for Mr. Barnes. 

1 The American springs up the steps 
f.to the house again, and rapidly as-
i ending the stairway to the second 
floor, sees a very faint gleam of light 
shining under the doorway of the great 
guest chamber in the front of the old 
Corsican mansion. 

He knocks almost reverently and a 
faint, sweet voice answers timidly: 
"Come in." 

His heart lighted by hope and love, 
his whole form trembling with anx
iety to take his bride within his arms, 
the thought that she is his and safe 
making his flashing eves very tender, 
the eager bridegroom opens the door. 

Reclining on a lounge in a white 
robe her head bashfully turned from 
him, the long, beautiful, almost dis
heveled hair streaming over her shoul
ders, is his rescued bride. 

She is in a nook of the big room well 
from the faint candle light. 

He passes an arm about her slender 
waist and kisses her passionately. Her 
lips respond as sweetly and clingingly 
as ever did those of a young bride. 

But even in the midst of the ;:iss, 
Barnes starts back with a sharp 
amazed cry of almost horror: "My 
God, Sally Blackwood!" 

And the lady turning to him so that 
the candle light shines upon her radl 
ant features that are almost laughing, 
says archly: "Yes, I'm all here, La 
Bellle Blackwood. It is a little sur
prise, is it not, my ardent bridegroom. 
Mr. Barnes of New York?" 

"My heaven, how did you come 
here?" Burton's voice is hoarse with 
amazement. 

"How? In Cipriano's swift yacht 
«nd afterward on a Corsican pony." 

"And why?" An awful anxiety has 
crept into his voice. , 

"Why? To save your life!" 
"To save my life?" Burton's tone 

is incredulous. 
"Yes. I guessed from Cipriano that 

they were luring you to Corsica for 
your death. 1 came here to warn you." 

"And Mr. Ruggles?" remarks Barnes, 
still astounded. 

"Oh, Ruggles quarreled with me: 
got jealous of you or Cipriano, 1 don't 
know which. I w.-is tired of Dan 
Then bizarre Cipriano, he is so tunnv 
—he said to me: Ma chere, you want 
to even yourself with Barnes of New 
York J had told him you were such 
a gallant knight you wouldn t even 
Kiss an old sweetheart because you 
were going to be married to a prettv-
faceu, tuii-ljaired, blue-eyed English 
ingenue, ami so, «t Cip's suggestion, 1 
came over to CorsU-i. Uy Cipriano s 
fast yacht yesterdav. 

"But where is lCnnl and bv . ^at 
devil s chance did you take my bride s 
place?" asks Barnes. 

"Oh, the Corsicans—they wanted 
you to follow them. They expected 
that. Tliev didn t intend for vou to 
get > om bride, at all events not until 
Jou hao given them several chances 
to kill >ou. So 1 was on the shore at 
Sagone waiting for them when Sali
ceti arrived per schedule on the Sea
gull. I saw them from a distance. 
They brought, your briae off the yatch 
all right. Great Scott, she has a line 
nerve, that young lady of yours. 
Haughty as a captured goddess." 

"By the Eternal, have they killed 
her?" Barnes is white to the lips. 

"Oh, not yet anyway. Saliceti, with 
two friends, hurried her on a long wav 
ahead of me through the mountains. 
Some dark-eyed gentleman escorting 
me gave you a distant chance to see 
us. You were never on the same road 
as your wife after you left Vico—you 
were pursuing me'" 

"My God!" 
"It was such an exciting affair," she 

half laughs; "something so out of the 
ordinary, an adventure so bizaree that 
1 liked to do it. \\ ord was brought 
you were in pursuit up . the mountain 
path. I knew they wanted to ambush 
you. So I told a shepherd to give yoi< 

.warning at the inn of Guagno. I hope 
•«u KOt it" 

"Where did they tr.ke my wife?" 
"That 1 shall not tell you—at least, 

aot without a bribe. Shall I have a 
farewell kfcss for the information^?" 

"Never!" 
"Oh, Burton, don't kill me!" sfe 

gasps, for Karnes' hand, in his agony 
find rage, is nearly on her white throat. 

"Pish, you are not worth it." 
Uncompromisingly he tears himself ! 

I'rom her and commands: "Tell me 
where i will fir.d her now; tt 11 me so 
that I can go hack to her and dare ta 
kiss ni> wife's lips, knowing that 1 am 
true to her. Think—think what you 
once were when your father and moth
er in Ohio loved you and believed in 
their little girl. By heaven. I know 
there is good in you. Rally—only let it 
come out, just this time," he entreats, 
".lust tell me where I can tind my dar
ling, so that I can rescue her in time, 
for you know these are villains who 
have stolen her trom me." 

A being of impulse. La Belle Black
wood wrings her hands, her head 
droops and she sobs: "Then, Hurion, 
I'll forgive you and tell you. There is 
a little good in me—I'll tell you all I 
know of your bride, which is very 
little. I think the road they took her 
was north of the path that we fol
lowed. But where Enid is, 1 know 
not." 

"Then Saliceti! I'll tear it from 
him." 

"I hardly think he can tell you. His 
followers were strangely frightened 
and embarrassed when the Bellacoscia 
young men demanded your bride from 
theni, and as an evasion, substituted 
Mis." Then, noting the fearful look 
on Barnes' face, she cries: "Don't 
waste your time here; ask the man 
who knows." 

"Ah!" 
"Cipriano Banella! The head of this 

affair didn't want yen to find her—not 
until they, killed you, if it were possi
ble. Oh, this Corsican count who is 
piaving with you is a great man—not 
a li'iy." 

"This is all you can tell me? Is It 
the truth?" 

"Yes, as God will never forgive me— 
yes." 

"Very well," says Barnes, "I thank 
you for the information. I will now 
see that you get out of Corsica safely." 

"How?" 
"My friend, the great Bellacoscia, 

will do it for me." 
"The great bandit! He will take 

me from Corsica? Liable, the mag
nificent bandit—that would be an ad
venture," laughs the volatile lady air
ily. "The ferocious bandit 1 have read 
of! This Bellacoscia who kills gen
darmes as if they were flies! That's 
greater than even a pork packer, a 
cattle man or a Count Danella, isn't 
It? I thank you for the bandit, Mr. 
Barnes." 

Barnes runs down the stairs and 
Steps out upon the porcii. 

A happy-faced young man with 
elated air and dust-covered clothes is 
spurring hastily up the avenue, a na
tive boy trotting beside him. Seeing 
the American, he calls out: "Glad to 
Near you and Enid are again yap' 
-rm to yardarm; though you look love

sick enough, Barnes of New York. 
Awaking'with a start, Burton looks 

at him and gasps. "Edwin, you here?" 
"Easy enough. 1 found a letter left 

with Lady Chartris' housekeeper by 
my wife to be delivered to me this 
morning, which told me Marina had 
come to Bocognano. So I rushed into 
Nice. By good luck I found Aling-
ham's yacht was coming straight to 
Ajaccio. For my sake he put on 
steam. I made the 25 miles up here 
from the Corsican capital on a horse, 
arriving before they extinguished the 
lights in the inn. There they told r.'.C 
of my noble wife and how Marina's 
words had banished our vendetta from 
Bocognano." •» 

This is spoken as he springs off the 
horse, tosses the bridle to the boy, and 
runs lip the stairs. "Marina is inside. 
I imagine," he says, and calls, through 
the doorway. *• 

"Marina left for Bastia Y;ver an hour 
ago." says Barnes. 

"Why did she leave f,,r Bastia?" 
"A telegram," answers 1» \rnes. "nuim

porting to co;::e ti om yo i stating that 
you would ee at that place to-morrow 
morning. Notwithstanding her fatigue, 
she went on by caivinse to meet vou. 

'A telegram.' Inioovsiuie! isastia 
at the north end ot the island, i 

arrived at: Ajaccio. the south end. Be
sides, I sent :io telegram. 

Edwin is interrupted by a short cry 
trom Barnes: 'Cipriano Danella!"' 

With an execration Anstruther asks 
hoarsely: " Do you think he has aught 
to do with this?" 

Cont>iji.el on natre 10. * „ 
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LIBRARY THIEVES. 

LI-Assorted Into Four Classes by 
brary Official. 

"Library thieves full into four class
es." said the librarian. "The first and 
most numerous Is the umbrella class, 
gender. I regret to admit, feminine. 

"This lady lounges about your libra
ry with an unrolled umbrella In her 
ham'. If she sees a book she wants, 
a magazine or n newspaper, pop it goes 
into the umbrella's capacious folds. 
Her type is well known. Never carry 
an unrolled umbrella into a library if 
you would escape 111 e snrveillance of 
the watchers ami attendants. 

"Another class—male—steals week
lies This dnring thief rolls weekly 
into a cylinder, slips his hand through 
it and works It up his sleeve. Fancy 
running such risks for a five or ten 
cent weekly! 

"A rare genus, feminine again, is the 
partitive or installment thief, who 
steals a book a few pages at a time. 
Though this genus is known to libra
ries. 1 have met with but two speci
mens in ten years. One stole a Ilal) 
Caine and the other an H. A. Vachell 
volume in installments. Both were 
more or less daft. 

"The most numerous class of all is 
the open, daring one. These people 
bluff. They wall: out with a stolen 
book or paper under their arms as if it 
were their own. And. hang it. they 
escape, too. if they are careful that 
our label doesn't show. 

"Our percentage of thefts? Well, we 
count to have about two books in every 
hundred stolen."—Cincinnati Enquirer. 

And so his books were sold as junk. 
And ever after he didn't have any 

friends. - Success Magazine. 

Arcadian Bliss. 
You frequently hear folks say they 

wish they were millionaires. Hut our 
idea of happiness is the one that owns 
forty acres of land in the hills, doesn't 
owe a cent, has a wife and seven chil
dren. five good coon dogs, a sorrei 
team of mules, a good shotgun, forty-
seven miles from a railroad and right 

|  ou a good stream of fish. If thai would 
not be happiness "unalloyed" we 
would like to know where you would 
go to tind it.—Auxvasse (Mo.i Heview.: .:. 

A BORN TRADER. 
He Was a Bit Unlucky, but Then He 

Had No Dull Times. 
"One hundred dollars seems an aw

ful high price to pay for a typewrit
ing machine," said Mr. Jenkinson, wbc 
had just bought one. "It may seem so tc 
you," answered his friend, Mr. Hankin-
son, "but 1 have one at my house that 
cost me $750, and I don't suppose it's 
half as good as yours." 

"Y011 needn't tell me such a"— 
"It's a fact,'* broke in the other.;;,,,.; 
"Why, how in the world"— 1 

"Well. I'll tell you. A year and a 
half ago I bought an automobile for 
$000. After 1 had paid $100 for re
pairs. storage, fines and other expenses 
connected with it I traded it for a 
suburban lot. 

"The lot proved to be in the middle 
of a swamp, and when a real estate 
man offered me a horse and buggy for 
it I tool; him up. 

"The horse ran away one day and 
smashed '.he buggy into kindling wood. 
I traded the horse for a gold wnloh. 

"The watch wouldn't keep good time, 
and I swapped it for a bicycle. One 
day 1 fell from the bicycle and put a 
finiter out of joint. Then I oxchamred 
the maciiuie tor a secondhand type-
\»i i tei  '  l  

1 (e " 
"A.M.! I've UJ use for the typewriter. 

I>o you know of anvbody thai wouid 
'.vive me a good dog for it. ' -— Souths 
Companion. 

Misfortunes. 
It's an old French saying that "mln-

fortunes are in morals what bitters are 
in medicine. Each is at first disagree
able. but as the bitters act as corrobo
rant to the stomat h. so adversity chas
tens and ameliorates the disposition." 

A Genius. 
Little Willie—Say. pa. what is a gen

ius? I'a—A genius, my son. is a ma.'. ' 
who as a boy the neighbors said would 
never amount to anything.—Chicago 
News. 

The haughty are always the victims 
of their own rash conclusions.—LeSage. 

An Occasional Treat. 
"I like to eater to the appetites of my 

boarders as far as the market will per
mit." said the landlady blandly. "Mr. 
Ontime, is there anything special that 
you would like for dinner tomorrow?" 

"Oh. yes, indeed, if it Isn't asking too 
much." 

"That is all right. Speak right up-
What is It you want?" 

"Well, since you insist, it is food. 
That's always a favorite with me." 

Wise. 
"The liest way to learn is to learn 

by experience." 
"Yes. But I would like to add a little 

bit to that." 
"Well, add." 
"I much prefer that it shall be the 

experience and expense of the otlier 
fellow." , . 

Occasional Treat. 
I t 's  very seldom that  you hear 

Of persons who eat  crow. 
But st i l l  they serve spring chicken 

In the boarding house,  you know. 

"V "V,' Making It Attractive. 
"Do you think 

women smoke, 
as reported?" 

"Well, there is 
some circum
stantial evi
dence." 

"Where do you 
see it?" 

"I11 the store 
windows. I no
tice some bar
gain clay offer
ings in cigars 
from time to 
time." 

PERT PARAGRAPHS. 

Th? Runner's Atti.ucJe. 
'1  hey were walkiug through the of 'ne 

of a  h:i :  ath.et ic club when one of the 
mt i :  s topped and said:  

' 1 >0 yuii see anything wrong wilh 
that painting?" indicating a innri . i  
decoration up above the cierk's desk. 

"No. '  said ibe other, "I can t sav iba: 
1 do." 

"Viell, it 's a thing that most persons 
woului. t 110.ice." said the first man. 
""That runner there who is jusi passing 
the finish line has hi'-, left leg lorware 
and has his left arm out at the same 
time. It ever you've had anything to 
do with athletics you'll Know t:mi the 
arm extended always is the opposi
te the leg. to keep the balance. ^ ou ' i: 
notice that sort of thing all the time m 
athletic pictures made by those who 
don't study the subject."—Washington 
Tost. 

How It Works. 
Once there was a struggling young 

author who was blessed with many 
friends, all of whom told linn that he 
was the coming great writer ot the 
country. 

Bo one day a bright thought struck 
him. lie said: 

"I will publish my book, and all my 
friends who admire it so much will buy 
my book, and 1 will be rich." 

So he printed ills book. 
And all of his friends waited for him 

to send them autographed copies of his 
tuwtlr 

The man who has a certified meal 
ticket good lor the next year is a ...out 
the only man who is wearing his hat 
jaunnlj these days ^ 

Perhaps the reason that it is so hard 
to live up to New dear's resolutions is 
because in doing so it carries with it 
the added task of living down the past. 

It is doubtless true that we are nil 
more or less crazy, and the point of dif
ference seems to he in the question of 
who has the more and who the less, mm 

Having a short measure of brains 
ought not to militate against a man if 
he was thoughtful enough to have In
herited the price of 1111 expert lawyer/ 

Judging by the progress that airships 
are making, lite 011 the ocean wave will 
Boon lie superseded by life on the bil-
lowj blue 

As the Wall street men seem to be 
the only people it Is popular to con
sider In the money question, high 
finance might be defined as a state of 
strain which certain individuals un
dergo during a stock juggling contest. 

ICuthusiasin is ever the portion of the 
newest convert anil conservatism the 
portion of the seasoned radical 

Seme one tune promising candidates 
begin to look like the end of a hard 
•wluter. 


