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ES WON success where others
failed; he's built a weird machine,
composed of cranks and doodads

and propelled by gasoline, that circles
proudly overhead, as graceful in its flight
as any eagle that cavorts along the airy
height. When Wilbur and his brother bold
began their march to fame, the sages of the
village sneered, and said: "What is their
game? Do these here loonies really think
that they can make a trap of iron and brass
and canvas things, and junk and other
scrap, with which to leave the solid earth
and plow the atmosphere? By jings! It
isnt safe for them to be at large, that's
clear." But Wilbur and his brother bold,
whose courage never fails, kept on a-patch-
ing up their trap with wire and tin and
nails, they built a new cafoozelum, im-
proved the rinktyram, and tinkered up the
doodlewhang until it wouldn't jam; and
then one morning up they flew, and all the
village seers just stood around and pawed
the ground and chewed each other's ears
Good luck be with those Dayton boys—good
luck in every flight! It is a pleasant rite to
write that Wright is strictly right I


