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She did not respond, and he drew

a long breath, and -walked away in
silence. She let her hamds fall into

her lap, and sat in am attitude of
-expectation. As Dun Ippo.ito came near
her again he paused a second time.

“It is in this house that I fo--
et my priesthood,” he began, “and it
is the first of your kindness that you
suffer me to do so, your good mother
there, and you. How sha:l I repay youf
It cut me to the heart that you
should ask forgiveness of me when
you did, though I was hurt by your
rebuke. Oh, had you not the right
to rebuke mo.if I abused the delicate
unreserve with =~ which you had al-
ways treated me? But believe me I
mesnt no wrong then.”

His voice shook, and Florida broke
in, “ You did nothing wrong. It was
I who was cruel for no cause.”

“No, no. You shill not say that,”
he returned. *“ And why should I have
cared for a few words, when all
Yyour acts had expressed a trust of
me that is like heaven to my soul 2

She turned now and lcoked a* him,
and he went on. *“Ah, I see you do
not understand! How could you
know what i% is t0 be a priest in
this most unhappy city? To be
hiaunted by the strict espionage of
all your own class, to be shunned as
a 8py by all who are not of it! But
You two have not put up that bar-
rier which everywhere shuts me out
from my kind. You have been wil-
ling to see the man in me, and to
let me forget the priest.”

“1 do not know what to say to
you, Don Ippoiito. I am only a
foreigner, a girl, and I am very
ignorant of these things,” said Fior-
ida, with a slight alarm. *“I am
afrald that you "'may be saying
what you will be sorry for.”

“ Oh, never! Do not fear for me
if I am frank with you. It is my
refuge from despair.”

@T'he passionate vibration of his
voice increasel, as if it must break
in tears. She glanced towards the
other room wi:h a  little movement
or stir.

**Ah, you neeln’'t be afraid of list-
ening to me!” cried the pricst bit-
werly.

*“1 will not wake her,” said Flor-
ida, ecalmly, after an instant.

‘“See how you speak the thing you
mean, always, always, always! You
could not deny that You meant to
wake her, for you have the life-long
habit of the truth. Do you know
what it is to seem, to say, to do,
the thing you are not, think not, will
not? To leave what you believe un-
spoken, what you will undone, what
You are uunknown? It is to be a
priest!”

Don Ippolito spcke in Italian, and
he uttered these words in a  voice
careiuilly guarded from every list-
ener but the one before his face. * Do
you know what it is when such a
moment as this comes, and you would
fling away the whole fabric of false-
hood that has clethed your life—de
you know what it is to keep still
s0 much of it as will help you  to
unmask silently and secretly ? It is
o be a priest!”

Hig voice haul lost its vehemence,
and his manner was strangely sub-
dued and cold. The sort of gentle
apathy it expressed, together with
u certain sad, impersonal surprise
av the difference botween his own
and the happier fortune with which
he contrasted it, was more touching
than any tragic demonstration.

As il she felv the fascinaton of the
pathos ‘'whch she could not fully an-
alyze, the younz girl sat silent. After
a t'me, in which she scemed to be
trying to think it all out, she asked
m a low, deep murmur: * Why did
you become a priest, then?”

“ It 8 a long story,” sald Don Ippo-
lito. “ I will not trouble you with it
now: Some other t me.”

*No; now,” answered Florida, in
Englsh. *1f you hate 8o to Lke a
priest, I don’t understand why you
should have allpwed yoursell to becomoe
one. We should be very unhappy il
we cou!d not respect you—not trust
You a8 we have done; and how could

we, if we knew you were not true’

to voursell in beinz what you are?”

* Madamigelia,” said the priest, “I
never dared bel eve that I was in the
smrallest thing necessary 10 your hap-
piness. Is it true, then, that you care
for my Leing rather this than that?
That you are in the least grieved by
any wrong of mne ?”

* I searcely know what you mean.
How could we lelp being grieved by
wihat you have sa’'d to me ?”

“Thanks; but why do you care
whether a pr'est of my church loves
" h's calilng or not—you, a Protestant ?
1t is that you arc sorry for me as an
unhappy man, 8 it not ?”

“Yes; it is that and more. T am
no Catholie, but we are -both Chris-
vhans—" ‘ ‘

Don Ippolito gave the faingest move-
ment ol Ii's shoulders.

—“ And I cannot ehdure to think of
your doing the things vYou must do as
a priest, and yet hating to be a priest.
It is terrible.”

‘" Are all the priests of your fa!th
devotees ?”

“'They cannot be. But are none of
" yours so?”

O, God forb'd that I should say

that. I have known real saints among |
them. That friewd of mine in Padua, |

of whom I once told you, became such,
and ded an anze! fit for Parac ;
Amd 1 suppose that my poor uncle is a
saint, too, in his way.”

“Your uncie? A priest? You have
never ment oned him to us.”

“No,” sa‘d Don Ippolito. After a

<ertnin pause he began abrupt!y, “We !

. are of the people, my- fam'ly, and
in each generation wg have sought

to honor our blcol by devot'ng |

one of the race to the Church. | g
| third,

When I svue a chiid, I used to divert
my:elf by making little figures out
of wood and pasteboard, and I.drew
rude coples of the pictures I saw at

church. We l'ved in the house where |
| diers, I was bound, a8 they are

live now, anl where [ was born, and
my mother let me play in the small
chamber where I now have my
forge; it was anciently the oratory
of the noble family that occupied the
who'e palice I tentrived an altar at
one end of it; I stuck my pictures
about the walls, and I ranged the
puppets in the order of worshippers

In The Furnace
of Temptation
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on the floor ; then I played at saying
r‘gnasa. and preached to them all day
2.
My mother was a widow, She
uzed to watch me with teays in her
eye:z. At last, one day, she brought my

| uncle to see me ; I remember it all far

better than yesterday. ‘Is it not the
will of God ?' she asked. My uncle call-
ed me to him, and ed my whether
1 should like to be priest in good

earne:t when I grew up? “Shall I

then be able to make as many little
figures as I like, and to paint pic-
tures, and carve an altar like that
. your church?’ I demanded. My
uncie answered that I shouid have
real men and women to preach to, as
he had, and would not that be much
finer ? In my heart I did not think
0, for I aid not care for that part
of it; I only liked to preach to my
puppets because I had made them.
But I gaid, 'Oh, yes,’ as children do.
I kept om contriving the toys that I
played with, and I grew used to
hearing it told among my matesand
about the neighborhood that I was
to be a pilest; I cannot remember
any other talk with my mother, and
1 do not know how or when it was
cecided. Whenever I thought of the
matter, I thought, ‘That will te very
we.l. The priests have very little to
do, and they gain a great deal of
money with their masses; and I
hall be able to make whatever I
dke.” 1 only ‘concidered the office
then a3 a means to gratify the pas-
don that has always filled my soul
for inventions and works of mechan-
ical ekill and ingenuity. My incling-
tion was purely sécular, but I \y/.)w
lnevitably becoming a priest as” if I
nad been born to be one.”

“But you were not forced? There
Was RO pressuie upon you ?”’

“No, there was merely an akbsence,
s0 far as they were concerned, of any
other idea. I think they meant just-
.y, and agsuredly they meant kindly
by me. I grew in years, and the
time came when I was to
beg:n my etudies. It was my
uncle’s influence that placed me in
the Ffemmnary of the Salute,
ard thera I repaid hicd care by the ut-
most dll'gence. Jut it was not the
theolog can studes  that I loved, it
was the mathematies and thelr prac-
veal appleation, ard among the clas-
sics I loved best the poets and the
historians. Yes, I can see that 1 was
always a murdane spir't, and seme of
those in charge of me av once d.vined
T, I thimk. They uscd to take us to
walk—you hayve seen the little crea-
tures in their priests’ gowns, which
they put cn when they enter the
school, with a couple of young priests
at the head of the fle—and ouce, for
an urcommon pleasure, they %took us
to the arsenal, arad let us sea the ship-
yard: and the museum. You know the
wonderful thirgs that are there: The
flags and the gurs captured from the
Turks; the strang> weapons of all
depices ; the famous sul'ts of armor. I
came back half-crazed; I wept that 1
must leaye Khp phaloh Bub T eet'tio work
the best T could to carve out in wood
an invent’on which the mcdal of one
nf the antique.galleys had suggesten
to me. They found t-—nothing can be
concealed outs'd> of your own breast
\n such a echool—ard they carried me
with my contrivance before the super-
‘or. He looked kndly but gravely at
me: ‘My son,” sa'd he, ‘do you wish ‘to
Yo a rriest ? *Surely, raverend father,’
L answercd {n alarm, ‘why not?' ‘Be-
cause these things are not for piests.
Their thoughts must be upon other
things. Congder well of it, my son,
while there is yet time,’ he said, and
he addressed me a long and serious
d'scourse upon the life on which I wi.s
to enter. He wad a just ard consclen-
tous and affect'onate man, but every
word fell I'ke burning fire in my heart.
At the end he took my poor plaything,
ard thrust it doywn among the coals
of his gcaldno., It made the scaldino
smnke, and he bade me carry it out
witlh me, and so turned again to his
'hook.

‘““My mother was by this t'me dead
but I cou!d hardiy have gone to her,
f she had st/ll been livitg. ‘Thesd
things are not for prests,’ kept re-
peating teelf night and day in my
brain. I was in despair, I was in a
fury to see my uncle. I poured out my
heart to him, and tried to make him
understand the (llusons and vain
hores in which T had 'ived. He received
eo'dly my sorrow and ‘the reproaches
which I dld not spare him; he bade
me consid>r my inclinations as so
mauy temntat'ons to be overcome
for the goed of my soul and
tho glory of Gcd. He warned me
against the secardal of attemptmg
to withdiraw now from the path
marked out for me. I said that T never
would be a priest. ‘And what will
you do?' he asked. Alas! what could
I do! I went back to my prison, and
In due coursy I becaine a priest.

“It vas not . withovt sufficient
warning that I teok one order after
another, bnt my uncle’s words, ‘What
wiil you do?" made me deal to these
admonitions. All that is naw past.
I no longer resent or hata; I seom to
have lost the power; but those were
days when my soul was filied with
bitterness. Something of this must
have showed itsell to the>e who had
me in their charge. I have heard
that at one time my supcriors had
grave doubts whether I ought tobe
allowed to take orders. My examina-
tion, in which the difficulties of the
sacerdotal life were brought before
me with the greatest clearness, was
pevery; I <o not know how I passed
it; it must have been in graco ta my
uncle, I spent the next ten  days
in a convent, to medtate upen the
stop I was aboubt to takel Poor
helpless, fricndless. wretch! Madami-
gella, even yet I cannot see hew I
was to blame, that I came forth and
received the first of the holy orders,
and in their time the second and the

*l 'was a priest, but no mora a
priest at heart than those \'nnetl;m
conscripts, whom you saw  carried
away last week, are Austrian ° sol-

bound, by an inexorable and in-
evitable law.

‘“You have asked me why I became
a priest. Perhaps I have not told
you why, bufti I have told you how
—I have given you the slight out-
ward events, not the processes of
my mind—and that is all tha§ 1 can

do. 1If the guilt was mine, I have
suffersd for it. Some ban seems to
have rested upon whatever I have
attempted. My wurk—oh, L know it
well enough !~has all been cursed
with futility; my labors are miser-
able failures or contemptible successes.
I have had my unselfish dresams -of

| blessing mankind by some great dis-

covery or invention; my life has

barren, barren, ren; and
save for the kindness that I have
known in this house, and that would
would not let me despair, it would
now be without hope.”

He ceased, and the girl, who had
listened with hek proud looks trans-
figured to an aspect of grieving pity,
fetéhed a long sighy “Oh, I 2am
sorry for you!” she said, “more sorry
than I know how to tell. Bub you
must not lose the courage, you must
not giver up !

Don Ippolito resumed with a
ancholy smile. “There are doubtless

tions enough! to be false under
th of conditions in this world.
‘But something—I do not krow what
or whom ; perhaps no more my uncle
O rmy mother than I, for they were
only as the past had made them—
caused me ¢0 begin by living a lie, do
you noti gee ?'*
g'“?fea. yes,” reluctantly assented the
rl. i
" “Perhaps—who knows ?—that is why
no good has come of me, nor can come.
My uncle'’s plety and repute have al-
ways been my efficient help. He is
the principal priest of the churchto
which I g attached, and he has had
infipite patience with me. My am-
bition and my attempted inventions
are a scandal to him, for he is a
priest of those like the Holy Father
who believe that all the wickedness
of the medern world has come from
the devices of science; my ndiffer-
ence to the things of religion is a
serror and a sorrow to him which
he combats with prayers and pen-
ances, He starves himself andgoes
cold and faint that God may have
mercy and turn my heart to the
things on which his own is fixed. He
oves my soul, but not me, and we
are scarcely friends.”

Florida continued to look at him
with steadlast, tompussionate eyes
“It seemws very strange, almost like
some <dream,” she murmured, *“that
you should be saying all this to me
Don Il1pmolito, wad I do rpt Lnow
why 1 should have asked you any:
thing.”

The pity of this virginal heart must
have been very sweet to the mano
whom she looked it. His eyes wor-
shipped her, as he answered her dr-
voutly, “It was due to the truthin
you that I should secm to you what
I am.”

“Indeed, you make me ‘ashamed’’’
she cried with a blush. “It was sel-
fish of me to ask you to speak. And
now, after what you have told me, 1
am so helpless and I know so  very
little that I don't understand how
to comfort or to encourage you. But
surely you can somechow help your
self. Are men, that scem so strong
and able, just ns powerlsss as wo-
r:en, after all, when it comes to real
trouble? I8 a man”—

“l cannot answer. I am on'y a
priest,”” saidl Don Ippolitocold!y, let-
ting his eyes drop to the gown that
fell about him iike a woman's skirt.

“Yes, but a priest should b2 a man,
and so much more; a priest’”’—

Don Ippoiito shrugged his shoul-
ders.

“No, no!” cried the girl. “Your own
schem=s have all [ailed, you say; then
why do you think of becoming'n priest
in reality, and getting the good thgre
must be in such a caling? 1t is sin-
guiar that I should venture to say
such a thing to you, and it must seem
presumptucus and ridiculous for me,
a Protestix_nt—but our ways are so
different,'®-She paused. coloring
deepy, controlled herself, and
added rave composure, “If you
were to "

“To whiaty madamige’la " asked the
Tlest, sadly.

P To whnh‘ty!" she echoed, opening
ber eyes fu'l upon him. “ Té6 God!”

Don Ippolito made no answer. He
let his head fall so low upon his breast
that she cou.d see the sacerdotal ton-
sure.

“You must excuse me,” she said,
blushing again. “I did not mean to
wound your feelings as a Cathollc.
I have been very bo.d and intrusive.
I ought to have remembered tha«
peop.e of your Church have different
ideas—that the saints”—

Don Ippolito looked up with pen-
sive irony.

“Oh, the poor saints!”

“I don’t wunderstand you,” said
Florida, very - gravely.

“]1 wmean that I believe in the
saints as !ittle as you.”

“ But you believe in your church ¢

“I have no church.”

There was a silence in which Don
Ippolito again dropped his head upon
his breast. F orida leanrd forward in
her eagerness, and murmured, “You
be.ieve in God ¢

The priest !ifted his eyes and look-
ed at her beseechingly. “I do not
know,” he whispered.

She met his guz: with one of dumb
bewi.derment. At last she sald, ‘“Some-
times you bagtize little children and
receive them Into the church in the
name of 'God ¢

“Yes."

“ Poor creatures come to you and
confess their sins, and you abso.v_e
them, or order them to do pznancest”

P ”

‘“ And sometimes when people are
dying you must stand by their deatl}-
beds and give themn the last consoi-
ations of religion "

“It is true.”

“Oh!” moaned the girl, and fixed
on Don Ippoiito * a long lock of
wonder and reproach, which he met
with eyes of si.ent anguish. :

“It i8 terrible, madamigella,” h%
said, rising. “I know it. I wou.d' fain
have ived single-heartedly, for
I think I was made so; but
now you see how black and
deadly a lle my life is. Iv is worse
than you could have imagined, is it
not ? It is worse than the life of the
cruellest bigot, for he at least be-
lleves in himself.”

“Woree, far worse!"”

“But at least, dear young lady,”
he went on piteously, “believe me that
I have the grace to abhor myself. It
i3 not much, it is very, very little,
but it is something. Do not wholly
condemn me !"” S

“Condemn ? Oy, I am sorry for you
with my whole heart. Only, why must
you tell me all thi:? No, no; you are
not to blame. I made you speak;]I
made you put yourcelf to shame.”

“Not that, deare:t madamigella. I
would unsay nothing pow, if I could,
un'e:s to take away the pain that I
have given you. It has been more a
relief than a shame to have all this
known to you ; and even if you should-
de pise me”—

s

*h tuaj I could help

Don Ippolito shook his head. “You
cannot help me; but I thank you for
your compassion; I shall never for-
get it.” He lingered irresolutely with
his hat in his hand. “Shall we g0 on
with the reading, madamigella 7"’

“No, we will not read any more to-
day,” che answered.

“Then I relieve you of the disturb-
ance, madam:gella,” he said, and af-
ter a moment’s hesitation he bowed
sadly and went.

She mechanically followed him to
the door, with some little gestures and
movements of a desire to keep him
from going, yet let him go, and so
turned back and sat down with her
hands rest‘ng noiseless on the keys
of the plano.

XIL

The next mworning Don Iypolito did
nbt come, but in the afternoon the
postman brought a letter for Mrs.
Vervain, couched in the priest’s Eng-
lish, begg’'ng her indul until after
the day of Chilst’, up to which
time, hie sa’d, he should be too occupied
for his visfte of ordinasy.

This letter rem‘nd>d Mrs. Vervain
that they had not seen Mr. Ferris for
three days, and she wonti to ask him to
dmner.  But he returned an excuse,
ard he was not to be had: to ‘bhreakfast
the next morning for the asking. He
was in open rebelllon. Mre. Vervain
had herself rowed to the consular
landng, and sent up her gondoller
with another invitation to dinner.

The painter appaared on the balcony
‘m the lnen blousg which he wore at
his work, and looked down w'th a
frown on the smiI'mg face of Mrs. Ver-
vain for a moment without speaking.
Then, “I'll come,” he sa'd, glcom'ly.

**‘Come with me, then,” returned Mrs,
Vervain, '

**I shall have to keep you waiting.”

“I don’t m/rd that. You'll be ready
m five minutas.”

Flor'da met the panter with such
gentleness that he felt his resentment
to have been a stup'd caprice for
which there was ng grourd in the
world. He tr'ed to recall his fading
sens2 of outrage, but he fourd nothing
7 h's mird but penitence. The wort
f d'straught humility with which
‘e behaved gave her a novel fasc'na-
tion. !

The dnner was good, as Mrs. Ver-
vain’s d'naers always were, and there
was a compliment to the pa'nter in
the presence of a favorite dsh. When
he saw this, ‘ Well, Mrs. Vervaim,
what "t 1?2 he asked. “You meedn't
sreterd that youw're treating me so
vell for nothing. You want some-
thing."”

“We want nothing but - that you
should not reglect your friends. We
have been utterly deverted for three
w forrydays. Don Irpol'to has not
heen heré efther: but he has some ex-
cuse ; he has to gat rendy for Corpus
Christf. He's golng to be in the pro-
cess’on.’”

“Is he to appear with his flying-
machine, or his portable dining-
table, or his automatic camera ?

“For shame!" cried Mrs. Vervain,
beaming reproach. Florida’s face
clouded, and Ferris made haste to
2y tnat he did not know these in-
ventions were sacred, and that he
had no wi to blaspheme them.

“You know well enough what I
meant,” answered Mrs, Vervain. “And
now we want you to get us a win-
dow to. lock out on the procession.”

“Oh, that's what you want, is
t? I thought you merely waated
me not to neglect my friends.”

“ Well, do you call that neglecting
them ?”

“Mrs. Vervain, Mrs. Vervain!
What a mind you have! Is there
nnything else you want? Me togo
with you, for example ?”

“ We don’t insist. You can take us
lt‘l; * window, and leave us, if you

) &

clemency is indeed wunex-
pected,” replied Ferris. “I'm really
quite - unworthy of it.”

He was going on with the badin-
age customary between Mrs. Ver-
vain and himself, when Florida pro-
tested

"1 gon’t desp'ee you; that isn't f
me;!ﬁgob,lwa. I
you !”

“Mother, 1 think we abuse Mr.
Ferris’ kindness.”

“I know it, my dear—I know it,”
cheerfully assented Mrs. Vervain.
“It's perfectly shocking. But what
are we to do?, We must abuse some-
body’s kindness.”

““We had better stay at home.
I'd much rather not €0,” said the.
glrl, tremulously.

“ Why, Miss Vervain,” said Ferris,
gravely, “I'm very sorry if you've
misunderstond my joking. I've never
yot seen the procession to advan-
taze, and I'd 'ike very much to
look on with you.”

He could not tell whether she
was grateful for his words or annoy-
el. She resolutely said no more, but
her mother took up the strain and
discoursed long upon it, arranging
all the particulars of their meeting
and going ‘together. Terris was a
little piqued, and began to wonder
why Miss Vervain did not stay at
home if she did not want to g0. To
be sure, she went everywhere with
her mother, but it was strange, with
her habitual violent submissiveness,
that she sho#ld have said anything
in opposition to her mother's wish
or purpose. :

After dinner, Mrs. Vervain frankly
withdrew for her nap, and Florida
seemed to make a little haste to
take some sewing in her hand, and
sat down with the air of a woman
willing to detain her visitor. Ferris
was not such a stoic us not to be
dimly flattered by this, but-he was
too much of a man to be fully
aware how great an advance it
might seem. !

1 supposé we shall see most of the
priests of Venice, and what they are
I'kes in the procession to-morrow,” she
sa'd.. *“ Do you rememter speaking to
me abont priests the other day, Mr.
Ferris 2"

“Yes, I rememter it very well. I
think I overd:d it: ani I couldn’t per-
ceive afterwards that I had shown
any mot've but a desire to make trou-
ble for Don Ippolito.”

“I never thouzht that,” answered
Flor'da, seriously. ™ What you said
was drue, wasn't it

(To be Continued.)

Why He Didn’t Go.

At a Scottizh fair a farmer was try-
inz to engage a lad to assist on the
farm, but would not finish the bar-
gain until he brought a character
from the last place; so’ he sald:

“Run and get it and meet me at
the cross-ronds at four o'clock.”

The vouth was there in good time,
ani the farmer sald:

“Well, have you got your charac-
ter with you ?”

“Na,” replied the youth, “but I've
got yours, an’ I’'m no comin’.”

.

B

HSTORY OF THE NVORET,

Evolution of This Weapon
Which is so Effective

WHEN USED BY BRITISH TROOPS

It was the officers who made the
surrender of Plevna a decent wod-
ern -affair; the Turkish raik_and
file could, and would without doubt,
have gone on at their work of point
and butt until none were left to
surrender to the surviving victori-
ous Russians but the staff.

The history of infantry fighting
Sums up something like this: First,
the Macedonian phalanx, with long
lances; then the Roman legion, with
short, stout spear; tner an interval
of, say, 12 centuries, daring most of

all his own way ; then the 200
years beginning about 155U, when
the Spanish “ infanteria ” was con-
sidered irresistible by reason of- its
pikes, which were, practically, .the
introduction of the matchlock, and
Wwith it a threat of an end to alk
‘“close quarterd,” as early as the
beginning of the 16th century.

But some French or Spanish sol-
dier, whose name has - been forgot-
ten, hit upon the brilliant idea that
these new-fangled machines might
be ccnverted” into honest pikes oc-
casionally by simply sticking the
butt of a dagger into the muzzle of
a4 matchlock. The scheme seemed to
work well for halfl a century, untils
It was generally felt that if the
lieing of the matchlock was to be-
ctome other than a long and deliber-
ate ceremonial, as seemed to be
probable with the improvements
that were coming from Nuremberg,
the corking and uncorking of the
barrels would have to be obviated in
Sowe way or other.

In 1689 Gen. Mackay introduced
among his infantry a ring bayonet.
The name of the weapon has been con-
‘nected with Bayonne, the French eea-
port. As a matter of fact, “bayona”
and “bayometa’” are Spanish words,
and mean neitler more nor less than
“sticker” and “little sticker.” But the
etymology of the word did not trouble
the British infantry whom it helped
to raise to the tapmost place among
the troops of Eufrope in the period
from 1703—the date when Wauban
introduced the socketed bayonet in
the armies of the Great Monarch—
to tho middle of the presant century.
The ‘transition from ring to socket
was a perfectly natural one. The two
rings in the earlier weapon were
merged into a sort of tube fitting on
the end of the musket barrel. The
blade was connected with this tube
by a stout neck, so as to leave it clear
of the bullet’s path when the gun
was discharged. In order to give the
blade greater strength it was made
triangular in section. Finally this tri-
angular blade was hollowed out to
make it as light as possible, and so
reduce to a min‘mum its disadvantage

firing. Thus was evolved the form of
the bayonel which is to-day the con-
ventional idea of it entertained by un-
informed civillan minds. It was this
form that was used in the Penimsular
war, where more than at any other
time or in any other part of the
world the bayonet won its fame.
“British bayonets” became in those
days a synonym for the military pow-
er of the British, ?

In the earliest part of this cen-
tury the authorities of the United
States army wege fully alive to the
importance of skiil with the bayonet.

manual of bayonet exercize, which
was the authorized text book for the
army at the beginning of the Civil
War. It is interesting now to the lay
reader chiefly on'account of the ela-
borately minute instructions on posi-
tion. In those days /much stress was
laid on the effectiveness as a military
ipectacle of a large body of men go.ng
through the bayonet exerc se. McClel-
lan’s took is now obsolete, and bay-
onet dr.ll in the United S:ates army
has taken the form of an athletic ex-
ercise, llke toxing, carri>d on with
hayonets made safe by pads attached
to the points. In the British army, to
fudge by the compla'nt of a recent
wr ter in the United S-rvice \B@’yle\v.
L

which the mounted man had things.

as a weight at the end of the piece in | gene!

Gen. George B. McClellan wrote the:

the idea of bayonet exer%lse as an
affair of parade ground display has
prevailed, until recently, though many
tommanding offi ers have wo: k.d hard
and, it seems, with some success, to
substitute foF the formal parade drilig
of companies and battalions man to
man contests with blunted weapons,
small prizes being given to the vie-
tors. Gen. McClellan, it must be said,
contemplated the same practice. 1In
his Manual there are plates, curious
enough to look at after the lapse of
half a century, showing the inf try-
men of that period wearing the padded
" plastron” to protect the body, and
going through with what look to the
eyes of this generation like very
stagey movements, w th specially
made whalebone bladed bayonets.
The whaletone blades are made de-
tachable from the h'lt of the bayonet,
so that a blade broken by a “palb-
able hit” can be replaced.

In the article in the United Sarvice
Rev'ew. alrendy m-~n'jon-d the writer
evidently takes the viw th t the day
'of the bayonet is by no meaps, past.
The “trowel bayonet” des'gned by
Col. Rice In the seventies, with the
idea of furnishing the infantry soldier
w'th a convenient and ever-ready cn-
trenching “tool, was never a success, in
a practical sense. The idea of it, how-
ever, serves to show how little im-
portance was attached to the bayonet
A8 a weapon twenty-five years ago.
But since that time the bayonet has
been gradually improved up to the
present., form of a broad-hladed knife,
attached by a spring below the barrel
0! the rifle, to which it adds less
than one pound in weight, and about
twelve inches in‘length.

HER GOOD NAME.

Mistake of 2 Woman That Helped a
Church Out of Difficulty.

The mistake a lady recently made
caused her husband to pay $450
more than he had expected, but re-
sulted in a large increase in the
fund being raised to pay off a debt
on the local church. The lady isthe
wife of one of the best known coail
men in this vicinity and at the time
she made the mistake she and her
husband were at a meeting of the
church, of which they are members,
in a npear-by town.

The meeting had been called to
raise funds to pay off a pressing
debt ageainst the church. The minis-
ter made an appeal to the congre-
| gation for money and appointed a
committee to take around a paper
for subscriptions. As the member
of the committee came near the coal
man he said in a whisper to his
wife : .

“Put your name down for fifty.”

The wife wrote her name and plac-
ed the figures opposite, and when
the paper reached the minister he
looked over the congregation and,
with a smile, said: “I am delight-
od to see that Sister Smith ‘has so
nobly responded to the call I made
{ and to the needs of the church. She
has put her name down for $500,
and it is the langest subscription on
the paper. I know many of you
! are worth more than the lady who
has 80 nobly shown her love for the
church, and I hope you will strive
to emulate her noblé conduct. To
Bive you a chamnce, I will again pass
Iuround the subscription paper and I

hope. none of you will fall behind our
| rous gister.”

While the paper was being ngaln
passed around, the husband of the
lady became very anxious snd, turn-
ing to his wife, he'sald ! * How muc
i did you put down ?”

“ Well,” said the wife, “I intend-
\ed to put down $50, hut I guess ¥
put one cipher too much, but A’

' goodness sake, don’t let them kn
that I don't know how to wrl
sw_-. 4

He did not and paid the $500, and
when the subscription poper was
returned the second time the sub-.

creased. — Pittsburg Chronicle-Tele-
graph.

e R I T I
The Jury’s Verdict.

“Gentlemen of the jury,” asked the
clerk of the court, “have you agreed
upon a verdict ?”

‘“We have,” replied the foreman.
‘“The verdict of the jury is that the
lawyers have mixed this case up so
that we don't know anything at all
about it.” ]

The hearing of the arguments in the
election appeals from North Waterloo
and West Huron will not come up at
the present sitting of the Oourt of Ap-
peal, as these cases will not be reached
in time.

Persons who take cold easily are
almost sure to become victims of
catarrh, which in its acute form is
nothing more or less than “cold in the

head.” . - :

Runni at the nose, stuffed up
uostr{?sl.ngdjffwult breathing, and head-
ache are well-known symptoms of
acute catarrh.

If allowed to run on acute catarrh

chronic, and. then there are
small ulcers formed in the nose,
droppings into the throat, which
cause hawking and spitting, and
when the ulceration reaches the bone,
foul breath. :

As a result of, the thickening of
the membrane of the nose and eus-
tachean tube @eafness and loss of the
ense oi smell are also symptoms of
chronic catarrh.

When allowed to work its way
alonz the air passages catarrh ul-
timately reaches the lungs and be-
comes consumption.

To clear the air passages and heal
the ulcers in the nose is the object
of treatment,” and no means have

Dr. Chase's Catarrh Cure.
The improved blower which is given
tree with every box of . Dr. Chase’s

Caterrh Cure s A dmph?d M

ever been so wonderfully successful as |-

A FEW WORDS = -
ABOUT CATARRH.

How it Begins—How it Becomes Chronic—How it
is Thoroughly Cured by Dr. Chase’s
Catarrh Cure,. '

effectual methiol of sending the pre-
paration to the very seat of dis-

ease,

Relief comes almost instantly, ‘‘cold
in the head” and acute catarrh are
cured in a few hours, and chronic ca-
tarrh is absvlutely eradicated I[rom
the system in a few weeks.

As catarrh almost invariably leaves
its victims in a weakened, run-down
condition, the patient should use Dr.
Chase’'s Nerve Fool along with the
Catarrh Cure to build up the sys-
#em, and form new red corpuscles in
the blood.

Thisz combined treatment is unap-
proachable as an effective method of
permamnently curing catar¥h and rid-
ding the system of every symptom op
trace of this distressing, debilitating,
and dangerous disease.

There is no ailment so frequently
neglected as catarrh, and none thas
€0-certainly leads to consumpt on and
death. Dr. Chase's Catarrh Cure, 25
cents a box ; blower frea. Dr. Chagh’s
Nervéx Food, 50 cents a -box. At all
dealers, or by niai!, {rom "Edmaunson,
Bates & Co, TorontoS y

Dr. Chase's Syrup of Liniseed ' &1
Turpeptine is mothers’ favorite ' re-
medy for croup, bronch - comghe
and eolds, 25 cents a bottle] family
size, 60 cents. oy

scriptions had been largely in-
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