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MR. BARNES OF NEW YORK.

BOOK I.

The Duel at Ajaccio.

CHAPTER I.

WAITING.

"Yes, I rather imagine this is thp pvapf cr.«*. •»

h^'ost^ofr
""

^""fr'.^'
N:w"Yor\?o'?he'^v°'n 7ll

stands on th'^'^''^*^

^nd very dilapidated little inn t^?
th^ rL?

'^^^^o'-es of the Gulf of Ajaccio, near where
von. fn T^ '"'"' ^"'^"^' ^"d' following up the Gra!

of the ?eSr^''' '^r^^' '^' ^''""Se and cit?on groveot the fertile Campoloro and then over hills covered withthe vme and ohve, is lost in the chestnut woods that hidethe lower slopes of the great Monte del Oro.
^

thinth
"^ ""^^ ^.> "^^'^ ^'^'d and striking contrastthan the man and his surroundings

; the light civSt^onof an exponent of New York fashion of theTear /gSstands face to face with the barbaric romance ofX oW
naZTosfum: o7t'he old"''?^^

picturesq^'n^ss^'o^f the

in hie c^l .u
'^^ °'^ inn-keeper, who curiouslv asksm his soft, southern /^/./., ignoring 'the French in'whi^hA|^ Barnes has addressed him, '?The spot for what

^ ;'The spot where there is eoing to be a f^r-t-i"^- -*—

!

""CknTSh" "°" " '''''' ^'^ enough totm-'^^ .

Mr' If^n^^^- • ^°"J y°" '^"^^ «^hat a duel is ? " HereMr. Barnes gives a short dissertation on the code of


