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GENIUS AND MADNESS 

CLASP HANDS IN SOME MY8TERIOUS 
BORDERLAND OF THE BRAIN. 

Ti>a»ulii» of Lunacy That Have Recent

ly Shocked Those Who Read and Those 

Who Love the Stage—BMBMFIW-

M« Cases Recalled. 

A French lunatic asylum, a New York 
madhouse and an Irish hospital are to
day mute witnesses to three tragedies of 
genius. 

At a rnaison de sante near Cannes 
Guy de Maupassant will rave out the re
mainder of his life. At Blooiningdale 
Actor Scanlan will sing his sweet songs 
and imagine himself the favorite of the 
footlights until oblivion shall extinguish 
the dim candle of imbecility, and at Bel
fast, it is to be hoped, Lawrence Irving 
will struggle back to sanity and health. 

vA? /// 

GUY DK MAUPASSANT. 

All Americans are cognizant of Seta* 
lan's sad story—of how he struggled des
perately against the lapses of a failing 
brain and tried to hold the place he had 
won upon the stage; of how he fought 
the creeping demon of decay, and while 
yet in physical prime succumbed to a 
mysterious and incurable malady; but 
few probably have noted the fact that 
De Maupassant's; case resembles that of 
the stricken actor in many respects. 
Like Scanlan he practically had his life 
before him; like Scanlan he "enjoyed 
the passing hour," and like Scanlan he 
has written finis to his career. Yet it is 
only ten years ago that the critics prophe
sied for both the highest triumphs at
tainable in the callings to which they 
had devoted themselves. 

Henri Rene Albert Guy de Maupas
sant was born in 1800 and on attaining 
manhood surveyed the field of human 
endeavor and decided to become an 
author. He went to Flaubert, and se
cured that master's literary patronage. 
Under this skillful direction he served 
an arduous apprenticeship of seven 
years. During that time he studied 
books, human nature and the construc
tion of ingenious plots. Not until 1880 
was he allowed to offer any of his pro
ductions to the publishers or the pub
lic. Then, at the age of thirty, he made 
his first attempt to win popular favor 
as a novelist, and it proved successful. 

Not long afterward he took rank in the 
same class with such men as Zola, Dau-
det and Bourget. Paris wanted to know 
him, and tie wanted to know Paris. He 
was a fine looking fellow, with brown, 
wavy hair, magnificent eyes, splendid 
physique, the bearing of a soldier, and 
charms of manner and conversation that 
won the hearts of women. Welcomed 
alike by society and Bohemia, he "went 
the pace," now spending twenty-four 
hours on a new novel, and again devot-

lock, when Gwear the epileptic fell at 
the foot of Pompey's statue and when 
Antony the infatuated refused to sur
vive the disaster of Actium. 

These men strove to rule, fend reached 
such heights that they thought them-

1 selves more jwwerfnl than the fabled 
I deities of Olympus. Then extravagance 
took the place of sense, and the sequence 

! was disaster. In later times the same 
j conditions produced Charles XII of 
• Sweden, the "madman of the north,w 

j who failed, and Frederick the Great of 
i Prussia, who succeeded. It may becon-
: tended regarding (he latter, that none 
but a sane man could so hold his own 
against a world in arms, but his private 
and literary eccentricities weigh so 
largely in the balance of judgment that, 
had he been defeated and his kingdom 
wiped out, he would today tigure in his
tory as a crazy monarch who lost his 
heritage. Even more recently the case 
of Ludwig of Bavaria has attracted at
tention. Undoubtedly he was "melan
choly mad," yet without his royal patron
age Richard Wagner never could have 
developed his wonderful dreams and 
demonstrated the ideas on which arf 
based the "music of the future." 

But inherited i>o\ver, wide dominion 
and the thirst of conquest are not thf 
only things that shake the throne of rear 

i son. It was Alexander Pope, himself 
' tortured by deformity and the mighty 
; ambitions of a restless mind, who wrote: 
j Great wit to madness nearly is allied, 
| And thin partitions do their bounds divide. 
| And in connection with these lines 

j one naturally thinks of Dr. Samuel John-
| SOB, a lifelong sufferer from transmitted 
; physical maladies: of Chatterton, the boy 
I poet and suicide; of Oliver Goldsmith, 

whose brief exisenee was at once a fare# 
and a tragedy; of Richard Brinsley^her|» 
dan, the favorite of princes and the prey 
of bailiffs; \>f William Cowper, whose lu
nacy was like the genial cloud that tem
pers a summer sun; of Coleridge, who 
found his demon of dementia in the lau
danum bottle; of De Quincey, similarly 
cursed, and of Charles Lamb, that master 
of a prose style, who fought off his own 
fantasies that he might safeguard the 
well beloved sister who could not keep 
'he fiend of recurrent frenzy at bay 

LAWRENCE 1BVINO. 
ing long and sleepless days to 
or pleasure. .The strain proved too 
great. A while ago he ceased to be a 
"thrice jolly fellow," as his friends 
caller^ im. He grew morose, then lost 
his v and recently attempted sui 
cide with revolver and razor. Now, 
at the age of forty-one. he is classed as a 
dangerous lunatic and can never more 
know sanity or freedom. 

Ambition to excel and excessive study, 
culminating in temporary derangement^ 
are the probable explanations of Law* 
rence Irving'R rash act. He is a son of 
Henry Irving, and hoped by intense ap~ 
plication and unremitting endeavor to, 
rival his father's great fame. But. fail* 
ing to win popular approval at the start, 
he became discouraged, and the other 
night was found lying in his room at a 
Belfast hotel shot through the body. 
\ outh and a good constitution are in 
his favor and he may live to regain his 
mental balance and to resume his hon
orable struggle for name and place oa 
the stage. 

Some day, when science and surgery 
have charted, mapped and classified the 
human brain with accuracy, we may 
learn why civilization and lunacy go 
hand in hand. Among savages the mad
man is rare, and liis affliction is regarded 
as an endowment of supernatural power1. 
His ravings are received as propheciet 
and violence as the visible vengeance 
of ai) offended deity. But with educa
tion. apparent comfort and material 
progress, the malady, under various 
guises, spreads arid grows formidable. 
That is a fact established by the oldest 
of written records. Those who fronf 
the calm pinnacle of observation wit-
nesKed and chronicled the doings of the 
earth shakers." set them down as 

"doomed by the gods," and thought 
'their assertions proved when Alexander 
the Great met untimely death, when 

the hntpeclced (tank tin 

EDO Alt ALLAN PC*. 
There, too, was Voltaire, the literary 
meteor of a century, a coward and a 
hero, a dissembler and a doubter, a man 
who fawned at the feet of kings and d<*» 
fied the Deity and his wrath, a miser
able groyeler and a lofty genius, who left 
a larger stamp upon his age than all th» 
captains and monarchs who went a-field 
to slay; and Byron, maddened to all 
6orts of excesses because he had vanity 
and a club foot; and the elder Bulwer, 
known to the public as playwright and 
novelist, and to his wife as a person of 
the most extraordinary moods. 

America, too, has furnished its quota 
of gifted minds that have crossed un
bidden the mysterious border iine of 
sanity and taken on the fantastic extrav
agance of ill directed genius. All the 
world has mourned for Edgar Allan 
Poe, commiserated his unhappy life and 
regretted his early and shameful death; 
has reveled in his romances and won
dered at his mastery of verse. Old New 
Yorkers in particular will remember a 
kindred genius of less wide repute, Mc
Donald Clarke, known as the "the mad 
poet." His life was gentle and his daily 
promenade of Broadway was one of the 
attractions to that famous thoroughfare. 
He devoted his pen to praising the belles 
of the town. "His oddities were all 
amiable; he had no vices, always pre
served a gentility of deportment and 
was a regular attendant at Grace 
church." 

Yet. like Poe, he was picked up in the 
street one night destitute and demented. 
A policeman put him in a cell; he turned 
on the water from a faucet and was 
found drowned at daylight. Then his 
fellow citizens gave him a magnificent 
funeral. He lie* in Greenwood Ixneath 
a handsome monument, on which the 
sole inscription is, "I^or McDonald 

WAR CLOUDS RISING. 

SMALL DISPUTES THAT MAY CUL-
HHNATE IN BIO BATTLES, 

There Is Trouble In Morocco, tTnfcsif-

ness In Egypt and an Actual Revola-

tlon on the Mexican Border—A, Re
view of the Situations. 

For many a year peopl# have 
looking to eastern Europe and to France 
and Germany for the next war, when 
all of a sudden specks of war appear in 
three other places. There is a c hance 
for war in Egypt, a serious disturbance 
in Morocco and some real fighting on 
the Rio Grande. The situations in Egypt 
and Morocco emphasize the fact that 
France and Great Britain are gradually 
drifting into their old relations of chron
ic hostility. The French conquered and 
annexed Algiers, and for several years 
past it has remained a contented prov
ince of the republic known as Algeria. 

MULEY HASSAN, MOROCCO'S SULTAN. 
The French thought it necessary to 

the security of their new possession to 
annex the oasis of Touat and its adjacent 
valleys, which have a population of some 
200,000, but the people there claimed the 
protection of Morocco and there were 
"complications.'' All at once the people 
of the oasis and their wild neighborhood 
broke out in rebellion against Morocco 
and gained ground so rapidly that they 
threatened to capture Tangier. Great 
Britain at once notified the sultan of 
Morocco that her s^ips would take care 
of Tangier, and if necessary her marines 
would land and defend British interests 
there against the rebels. France de
clares that this is only a pretense to secure 
a foothold, and that as France was first 
in that part of Africa she must manage 
this Morocco business and annex the dis
puted territory. 

The situation in Egypt is far more 
complicated. The French really con
structed the Suez canal, but the British 
got control. The usual complications 
followed. There was a so called rebel
lion n gainst Mohammed Tewfik, the 
khedive of Egypt, who favored the Brit
ish, and so the latter bombarded Alex
andria and established a protectorate. 
The war in the Soudan followed, all 
thoso opposed to the British protectorate 
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being stigmatized as "rebels." It is not 
expected that American readers will try 
to understand the interminable compli
cations, but two points must id ways be 
considered—Great Britain is now a great 
Mohammedan power and is determined 
to control the short route to India. 

The pld khedive has died of the grip and 
his son and successor, Abbas Pasha, who 
is but seventeen years old, was educated 
in Austria, doesn't like the English and 
does like the French. So France sees 
her opportunity to oust England. Mo
hammed Tewfik was still young—born 
Nov. 19, 1852—and was the most en
lightened ruler Egypt has had In mod
ern times. On the other hand, Muley 
Hassan, Whom the French and English 
have had to deal with, as sultan of Mo
rocco, is an old African despot of the 
blood and grease variety. Nothing but 
the jealousy of Europeans has caused 
them to allow such a tyrant in power. 
The English cannot permit the French to 
get possession of Tangier, just across the 
atfaits from Gibraltar. 

/ Tf// 
• MfDOWALD CLAJUtS. ; 

Clark?.'" One of his verses, Wilf'dften 
quoted oecause of its uniqae beauty, 
reads as follows: 

Now twilight let# her curtain down. 
And pins it with a star. 

\ As for actors and playwright# to wiy*n 
dethronement of reason came when the 
future seemed fairest, their ghoste loom 
up by the score. It is undisputed that 
Edwin Forrest lost his mental balance 
because of domestic trouble, and John 
McCullough, Bartley Campbell and Tony 
Hart breathed their last &s inmates of 

bum* 4i iiarroji. 

LUCUTKKAXT GEORGE TXYLO* LAXQBOKXK. 
On the Rio Grande the situation is 

now more amusing than alarming, but 
there has been some real fighting; a few 
American soldiers have been killed and 
Lieutenant George Tayloe Langhome of 
the Third cavalry was seriously wounded. 
His foot has been amputated and his 
condition is critical. Catarino Garza, 
the filibuster, has been driven into 

i Mexico and the troops of that republic 
wm* hard after Uaa at list aceonutto. 

£|VC Mt SLEEP1. 

A morrow most come on 1 

Wheu I shall wake to wetft 
Rut just for some short hoitrt, 

God. give me sleejit \ r 

I ask not hope's return. 
Aa 1 have sowed 1 Nam 

Grief mast awake with dawa. 
Yet, oh. to sleep! 

Xo drtuuu*, dear (ioil. uo dream* 
Mere slumber, dull and deep. 

Such as thou g1vet>t brutes-
Sleep, ouly sleep! 

—Ann* Reeve Aldrioh in ScritaerV 

A FAMILY FEUD. 
Thoso two rival families repeated on a 

small scale the discords of the Montagues 
and Capulots; only, wit^ due regard to 
the civilization of the tunes, instead of 
spilling blood they spilled money. In
stead of dead relatives there had been 
many lawsuits, long and entangled; they 
went to law for spite, for resentment, 
for anger; they kept at law with that 
obstinate delight in litigation which is 
one of the joys of provincial life. As 
Usual, it was a question of trifles—a 
stream of water that had taken a wrong 
direction; an unruly goat that had 
leaped from the field of one into the field 
of the other; some obscure and stupid 
potatoes which, spreading themselves 
underground, had disregarded the boun
daries. 

Upon this showered legal documents. 
The lawyers toiled to write in that style 
of theirs, the last relic of barbarous in
vasions. Judgments ware multiplied. 
Lawsuits grew complicated. The .two 
advocates rubbed their hands for joy, and 
from the aspect of things were sure of 
transmitting as a valuable inheritance 
those quarrels to their sons. How the 
enmity l>etween the Pasquali and the 
Dericca families had been caused could 
not be clearly learned. Affirmations va
ried on ono and the other side. But it 
was a deep and declared enmity. Being 
neighbors in town and in the country, 
they frequently met, looking askance at 
eaoh other. The women heard mass in 
two different churches. If the Derieca 
girls wore blue gowns, the Pasquali girls 
at once put on pink ones. In the munici
pal council the Pasquali were always 
conservative and the Dericca naturally 
radical. That xyhich one did the other 
would not have dono for a thousand 
scudi. When cue went the other did 
not appear. 

And then gossip, evil sj>eaking, com
plaints, eagerness for scandal, malignity; 
in short, all that outfit of pleasing things 
which take place in provincial towns be
tween two rival families. On top of all 
this, Carlo, the eldest son of the Pas
quali, and Maria, the second daughter of 
the Dericca, thought it best to fall in 
love with each other. 

Love in a small town has not mnch 
variety; usually it begins in childhood, 
continues amid games of blindman's 
buff, is apt to manifest itself in social 
dancing parties and round games, and is 
always ratified by the parish priest and 
the mayor. These loves are recognized, 
superintended, established, registered in 
the household comings and goings, pro
tected by grumbling grandfathers and 
by priestly uncles; loves without nerves, 
without tears, without tendernesses and 
fancies; something extremely calm and 
slow, the crystallization of love. 

But Carlo Pasquali had had the in
comparable fortune to pass, once, a fort
night at Naples, which made him look 
with scorn upon provincial customs; and 
Maria Dericca, at night by feeble l%mp, 
had wept over the hapless heroines of 
Mastriani, and had envied them in their 
fantastic passions; therefore for these 
two was required an exceptional love. 
First it was a furtive glance; a softly 
murmured word, yet heard with singu
lar perception by her who should hear 
it; a carnation pink fallen from a bal
cony by reason of the wind, of course; a 
sudden pallor of Ms, a sudden blush of 
hers; then, by the armed intervention of 
a rogue of a fifteen-year-old girl who 
came with a fLatiron to smooth Maria's 
linen and the course of true love at the 
same time—a note and a brief reply; a 
little letter, a long letter and finally 
those voluminous epistles of eight or ton 
sheets of note paper which mark the 
highest point of the folly of love. 

Alas! The joy of the young people 
was brief and sorrow rapidly arrived to 
destroy it. They were seen, spied, the 
news reached their respective papas and 
ail the thunderbolts of paternal wrath, 
embittered by eleven lawsuits, fell upon 
the heads of the poor lovers. The bal
cony windows were closed, the bolts 
were fastened on the terrace door, the 
carnation pinks on the bush were count
ed, walks were forbidden, or at least 
made without previous notice, the hour 
of going to mass varied each Sunday— 
bat those two continued to love each 
other. Rebuffs, exhortations, prohibi
tions, difficulties availed only to inflame 
their love; at night, in the winter, Maria 
arose, dressed herself, wrapped herself 
In a shawl, and in slippers, with bated 
breath, trembling for fear, descended 
the stairs to a window of the first floor; 
the young friend was in the street, lean-
thg against the wall. 

So they talked for two or three hours, 
Without caring for the cold, the rain, or 
the loss of sleep; they talked without 
fleeing each othen from a distance of five 
meters of altitude, becoming silent at 
every sound of a passer, then cautiously 
resuming their discourse, with the con
tinual fear that Maria's parents might 
arouse and find her in that aerial collo
quy. But what did it all matter to 
them? They had within their hearts 
Sunshine, light, springtime, courage, en-
thmd&sm. If the king had come they 
trould not have moved. Instead the 
brother of Maria, one night when he 
nn«iM not sleep, arose from his bed and 
femnd the door ajar, went -down the 
stairs, heard a murmur, and caught his 
sister in the act He unceremoniously 
haired the shutters in the face of Carlo, 
gam Maria a resounding box on the 
aad brought her to her room. Next 

the small window on the fist 
floor Was walled tft. 

Oh, all ye faithful lovers, who grieve 
amid the pains of thwarted love, imagine 
the of those two! Their letters 

Jthe words; rows of exclamation points, 
"that looked like Prussian soldiers under 
''arms, followed the daily imprecations 
•against fortune, destiny, fate ard other 

'^timpersonul beings incapable of resent
ing them; a thousand fantastic plans 
were treated, discussed, and thin re
jected. Carlo would have liked tc elope 
'with Maria, but his father allowed him 
ho money, and it would have been diffi
cult to put together the nine lire and 
fifty centesimi for two tickets for the 
{journey to Naples; they thought for a 
knoment of suicide, but found that it 
would not solve the difficulty. Then, in 
the long run, their love became syste
matic. the imprecations were always the 
same, and they could not go to their 
beds without having "poured forth upon 
the faithfnl paper the fullness of their 
grief." 

In the town nothing was talked of but 
their unshakable love and their tor
ments; they were the objects of general 
interest; if a Neapolitan arrived, the 
townsfolk took him to see the ruins of 
the amphitheater and related the case of 
Carlo and Maria. Therefore the young 
people, flattered in their amour propre, 
assumed the behavior fitting to the cir
cumstances. Maria was always pale, 
with a melancholy air, never smiling, 
always talking to her girl friends about 
her joyless days, refusing to amuse her
self, content to resemble in all respects 
one of Mastriani's heroines. 

Carlo took lonely walks, was always 
deeply depressed; at balls he never 
moved out of a corner, content that they 
murmured around him. "Poor young 
man, that unfortunate love affair sad
dens his lifer In society, at small fes
tivities, in visits, with the unwearying 
monotony of the province, the discourse 
always returned upon the subject of the 
two lovers. Carlo and Maria bore with 
dignity the burden of their popularity. 

Finally, after I don't know how many 
years-four or five, it seems to me—of 
this continual struggle, of daily weep
ing, of long, long love maintained alive 
by dissensions, the aspect of things 
changed. There was a worthy person— 
there still are such—who with many ef
forts of eloquence persuaded the parents 
that by the lawsuits they were losing 
property, and much of it, as witness the 
two advocates who had grown rich at 
the expense of their clients; that those 
two young people were pining and would 
go into a decline because of that thwart
ed love; the houses were side by side 
and the estates contiguous; Christ for
gave and they must forgive, if they 
wished to find forgiveness. He said so 
much and so many other persons, moved 
by the example, interposed, that the 
questions came t<> a compromise which 
liad, as its fcfrst chapter, the marriage of 
Carlo and Maria. : 

Here, surely, every one will suppose 
that the young people were greatly con
soled. and will suppose truly—but my 
obligation as a sineero story teller con
strains me to say that in their first free 
colloquy reigned a great embarrassment. 
They were accustomed to see each other 
at a distance, by stealth; to speak from 
a first floor window down to the street, 
in the darkness, disguising or smother
ing their voices; they found themselves 
quite different, perhaps a little ridicu
lous; they had no subjects of conversa
tion, they were often silent, hastening 
in their thoughts the hour when they 
should quit each other. There were no 
more imprecations and tears to be 
mingled with the ink; tKcy no longer 
wrote to each other. 

Everything was free, smooth, easy for 
their affection; they were not obliged to 
think of subtleties by which to evade the 
vigilance of their elders; they took no 
more pleasure iri murmuring a few words 
in secret; they made no more daring 
projects for the future. They would be 
married prosaically, without obstacles, 
like so many other silly couples. The 
townsfolk no longer took thought of 
them; the wonder and the comments on 
the marriage onceover, Carlo and Maria 
no longer awoke attention; were no 
longer talked about; their behavior was 
noted no more ; they ceased to be pointed 
out as an example of fidelity. Now all 
eyes were fixed upon the wife of the 
pre tor, who was accused of too great 
partiality for the vice attorney—a serious 
piece of business. 

The two lovers felt themselves for
saken ; a great coolness arose betWben 
them. Carlo found that the virtues of 
liis fiancee, those virtues which shone in 
her letters, were dimmed by the atmos
phere of home; Maria frequently thought 
that Carlo was rather commonplace in 
his tastes, and that to end with a stupid 
marriage, so tempestuous a lovo was un
worthy of a reader of Mastriani. A few 
lively remarks passed between them in 
regard to "illusions contradicted by the 
reality," about "mirages," "optical de
lusions" and similar pin pricks; a quarrel 
ensued, then two, then they became a 
daily occurrence. One evening Maria 
said with an irritated tone: 

"Carlo, let us leave it off." 
"Let us," he replied without hestt*-

tion. 
And the next day he set off on a jour 

ney for the improvement of his mind, 
Maria went to Naples, to the house of a 
cousin, to fish for a heroic husband. 
The families had a new falling ont; 
Maria's father had an opening made for 
a window which overlooked his neigh
bors courtyard; the latter, in order to 
annoy him, built a dovecote of which 
the doves ran about everywhere; imme
diately there was a summons, a second, 
a third, the lawsuits began again, and 
this time, the advocates said, smiling, 
without hope of any compromise.— 
Translated from the Italian of E. Ca-
vaa» for Short Stories. ? 

Ptoo'a Iteznsdy ftw Catarrh is the 
Brst, to mid 

R M 
iit by mail 

Warren, I'u 

1.000 cenulne Tyler Curtain D««k«S£i a net 
(24 Net Spot Cash. 

4007 Antique Oats Stnmliini Tyler 
4(1 «n„. Ions bv art. ttin. hlith. Mice and I Hint 
I'roof, Ztnc> Bottom under driiw»>rs: £at,'nt: J'™""" 
lined Curtain; |V»lish«d Onk; V\ r»tmR Table; « I urn-
bier one look wi'unnd all drawer*; S 
cardboard Filing in .->.<1, Mm I«-<1 
Finished Hack; KxU»nM..n Arm Slide*• y 'Jf" 
jOO |b». Prlop, P. O. H. nt t 

Also t.OOO Antique Ash Desks. 
No. 400*. Sunip as nmdj* of ' 

Antique A*ti, 
I»rlce F <» B. u« Factory, »8l Slnpi>«»d 
from o'ir Indi>umi>otts factory dirfet. Made am! -"Id 
Bololy by the TYLER DESK CO., St. Louis, Mo. 

IftOptLgf fataW se ot fWnk <voune»r«, , Io 
flae»te\*-r IW-.-K * fr.-.-; ^ ccut•. 

SUBSCRIBE 
-70&-

i'i .k *.4 ~o : 

' >mn 

& 
•Y 

THE 

City N ews 
EVERY DAY. 

ADVERTISE 

111 

The Daily Leader. 
Its readers consult its columne for 

baiguug in 

MERCHANDISE 

HOUSE SBEHJES 
iL tHF 

SUBSCRIBE 

TTT-
T H E  

•f,; 

. I 

• '\ 
Afn«d with His Fap*. .'4 ' 

One day when about to undergo cor
poral punishment for one of his misde
meanors, a small boy pleaded in arrest 
of judgment that he had heard papa say 
that he was against all violence, axul the 
proper way to settle all disputes was by 
ar-ar-tritratiom!—London Truth. 

IT COHTAII8 

complete resume of the 
events of the city and 

country, ' 

loca) 

IT CIRCULATES 

Extensively among the farmers, 
and is unequaled as an ad» 

vertising medium. 

HI «O ?n' 

Job Printing 

The earliest traces of algebraic knowl 
edge are found in Egypt. Ahmes, who 
lived in 1400 B. C., dealt with geometric 

iti__ _ _ and algebraic problems in a papyrus 
^aoloQC«r legible,forimnbl6tted ' manuscript 

: fmmp, 

<&h •*», 
. W . 

Mil 

THE DAILY LEADER'S job printing 
department is complete in every 
detail. Orders for work will 
ceive prompt attention, and sati#< 
factiom guaranteed in every partic
ular. 


