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TfiEY had been friends from boy
hood, and possessed the same 

tastes and inclinations concerning 
both play and study. When the col
lege days >dasraed upon the horizon 
the same old spirit of friendliness 
manifested itself; they chose the 
same profession, medicine, and were 
greater friends than ever in the close 
rivalry of ambition. 

In college they were known as "The 
Twins,-' though they were wholly dis
similar as to appearance, stature or 
complexion. Henry Morse was short, 
stotitly built, with blue eyes, crisp-

: ly curling, light hair, and a mouth 
pa. sweet and tender as a woman's. 
John Findlay was tall and slender, 
with dark hair and eyes—the latter 
deep set and searching—and a mouth 
about whose corners the lines of a 
fixedness of purpose even thus early 
were drawn. 

The college days are over, and .we 
find them both attached to St. Mark's 
hospital, working side by side; ready 
for the ambulance call, to rattle away 
over the pavements of the city to 
administer aid to the unfortunate 
bruised and broken; or we find them 
together by the side of the dying1, 
quick to smooth the pillow or receive 
the fluttering pressure of the en
feebled fingers of the "passer on." 
• "This fair Canadian nurse who re
cently came to St. Mark's seems a 
self-possessed sort of a person," sai(l 
Henry Morse, locking arms with his 

t, „ friend as. the pair passed down the 
\'y i gravel walk leading to the' hospital 

steps* But John Findlay was not in 
a eommvnicative mood, and he did 
not immediately respond. He had a 
habit of pushing one end of his thin, 
inky mustache info the corner of his 

.mouth with his finger. He is doing 
it now; and it always gave the other 

chill to see him do it, for Henry 
disliked habits of the sort. -

All hospital grounds, flowers, walks 
and embellishments in the way of 
landscape gardening look stiff. They 
mean to be alleviating to the ill ones, 

*> charming to the eye; but they never 
if; ara, for they bear too closely the 

marks of precision, soldierly care; 
Y and instead of appearing natural, 

• .< they seem surrounded with too much 
» I' -.- red tape. Every flower, tree or shrub 

growing upon hospital grounds has 
H < the sign of the red tape drawn about 

, them. Even the fountain that tinkles 
!< j,.', in the mellow, hushed air of the place 

i., plays the rhythm of rotation upon 
' the eardrums of the afflicted behind 

% .v', those stone walls. I have been told 
: by many who have been so placed 

,r '' that the sound of thunder, the riun-
bling. of a train of cars or the roar 

. of cannons was more soothing than 
' the tinkling of the placidly plashing 

,1 * fountain. 
, |fc . After the pair reached the thor

oughfare leading to their quarter^ 
situated but a short distance away, 
Findlay finally .found his tongue, and 
asked: 

"Whose name did you mention?" 
"Well, you must be pretty, deeply in 

ft, old man. I did not mention any
one's name," said Monfe, withdrawing 
his arm. 

"But you were speaking of some 
one as we passed through the 
grounds." 

"Then it has just struck you? I was 
simply saying that the fair Canadian 
nurse seemed to be a self-possessed 
sort of person. That's all."" 

"^y the way, she is not fair; and 
how is she different from the rest, 
Henry?" 

"I mean by fair she is—oh, well, 
eharming, pleasing and pretty. She 
seems to know how to do things with
out asking. She is ready without urg
ing. She has good nerve, too. Why, 
she did up the smashed leg of that 
poor fellow who was brought in day 
before yesterday, before I came, in a 
manner to equal anything of the sort 
I ever saw."1 " , 

"Humph! that's what she is at St. 
Mark's for—to learn how to do 
things. As .for beauty and all that 
sort of thing, I " 

"Well, what, John?" asked the 
other, as the tall, slender fellow lift
ed, his hand to apply the latch Key. 
The other hand was busy with the 
mustache, pushing one end of it out 
of sight. Henry Morse gave a little 
shiver of dislike, and Findlay said, as 
he pushed open the door: 

"She may not be charming at all 
without her hospital garb. Come, let 
us go in; drop nurses and such trash." 

^ He led the way up the .wide stairs, 
pp and the two were soon settled for the 
0; night in their suite of rooms. 
^ When they appeared at the hospital 
<? \ the next morning they were asked to 
- :. ;step ,into the office-where "Old Ice;" 

• the pet name bestowed by the young 
i, fellows upon Roger Thorn, M. D., the 

beat surgeon, in the city, was await
ing them. Ah, many a poor fellow's 
death warrant had been drawn up in 
that square, compact little niche of 
St. Mark's! And many a bold and in
tricate case had also been solved 
therein by the thick-limbed and 
sandy-headed man who is sittings in 
the big, leather-cushioned chair drum
ming upon the window sill with those 
long, blunted fingers. "Old Ice" is 
cool at all times—or at least his 
fingers are—add those same fingers 
Khve guided the keen knife within a 

, tissue's breadth of many .a jugular 
V' vein, or hare searched for many a hid

den ill among bone and muscle. 
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"Good morning, geatlemen; . Bit 
down; I want to tell you something," 
uttered the celebrated surgeon, in his 
peculiar. Jerky words. After the two 
were seated, he turned around square
ly and asked: 

"Either of yon want to die? Ha, 
ha! Good joke, that—stop! Don't 
say a word until I get'through. I'm* 
not much of a talker; I like to finish 
what I'vex got to say before the other 
chap begins, though. Some-men are 
born soldiers, and do not know what 
fear means. Others acquire bravery 
after much practice. Was a timid 
young thing myself once. Got all 
over that—with a few exceptions here 
and there. The case I'll mention is 
one of the exceptions. Candidly, I 
am timid about it. Wish people 
would have some other sort of ills if 
they must be sick. This case I do not 
like. It makes me timid, os I said. 
I'm as cowardly as a child before a 
bulldog now'." 

If "Old Ice" felt as he said he did, 
he failed to show any Bigns of it in 
the slightest. He looked as ready to 
perform a great piece of work as he 
ever did. John Findlay, who could 
contain himself no longer, ventured 
to say: * 

"Will you please enlighten us con
cerning the case, doctor?" 

"Tn a moment. First, you are both 
sure you do not want to die?" 

"You are joking,my dear sir," said 
Henry Morse. 

"I joking? You must be mad, sir! 
I never joke. I may play jokes with 
nerves, bones, muscles and sueh; but 
what is commonly called joking—I 
never indulge in the foolish practice. 
To come right down to the facts of 
the case, I will simply say that I am 
about to take a great, a very great 
risk. I am oblijed to call upon my 
young men to take the same risk—" 

"Doctor, we are at your service," 
broke in Findlay. And Morse nodded 
approvingly. 

"Ah! that's the sort of spirit I like 
to see in my young men," said "Old 
Ice," good naturedly. Then fixing his 
deep, hazel eyes upon • the f&ce of 
John Findley, raised his hand and 
punctuated the air wth his long fore
finger as he spoke: "It is an easy mat
ter, young men, to remove a limb or 
sew and plaster a wound; nothing 
easier—in our line—in the world. But 
when a surgeon takes his life in his 
own hands and attempts to heal a 
poor mortal of a fatal infliction, and is 
liable, ten chance* against the rest, to 
incur himself a fatal infliction, how 
about it, eh?" The sandy fringe of 
hair seemed to be bristling about that 
grand old head that had bent low 
over many a serious case in its time. 
Henry Morse began to feel as though 
he was wholly ignored, for the sur
geon kept his clear eyes fixed upon 
Findley's face. And then Henry grew 
nervous as his friend began to push 
that inky slip of mus.tache out of sight 
with his fingers. 

"Well, doctor, what is the case?" 
asked Findlay, without glancing at 
his bosom friend, who was bending 
eagerly forward, with a rosy flush 
spread over his fair face.' 

"Putrescent abscess of the liver.". 
John Findlay quit gnawing his mus

tache; he straightened up in his chair 
and looked for a brief instance into 
those clear, .hazel eyes fixed tipon him. 
Then he rose and said, hesitatingly: 

"Dr. Thorn, I am very sorry to say 
that we do not care to assist you in 
the case—" 

"You mean yourself—not I," broke 
in a sweet toned voice. 

"Eh? You—why bless my stars!" 
broke from the surgeon, as he. gazed 
at the fair speaker. 

"My friend is only joking. Come, 
Henry, let us go." Findlay went to 
the door and laid his hand upon the 
brass knob. He opened the door and 
stood for a brief instant upon the 
threshold, as though waiting for his 
friend to depart with him. He only 
•sat there, smiling back at the hazel 
eyes of the sangy-neaded man who was 
looking at him in astonishment. The 
door opened and closed, and the sur
geon of St. Mark*s and .the student 
were alone. 

"I thought he had the most nerve," 
said the surgeon. 

"So did I." 
"I had picked him out from among 

•the entire lot of young fellows to 
help me in this affair. Well, I was 
mistaken." t , 

''So was I." 
"And you will join me in this case, 

young man?" / 
"With the greatest pleasure in all 

the world, doctor " A pair of hands 
clasped there in the little square room 
where many a life or death Verdict had 
been pronounced. The young man 
received his instructions as to the 
hour of operation and then he left 
-the Toom, went out where the flowers 
nodded* and where a pretty girl 
dressed in the uniform of the St. 
Mark's nurses stood by the side of the 
tinkUng fountain under the elms. 

What passed between the pretty 
Canadian nurse and the young medi
cal student is of small import.xto us; 
but a look ofv surprise, followed by 
one of anxiety, name upon her face 
when Henry Morse responded to the 
question she asked. She turned her 
face away from his. and looked down 
at the gold-fish darting hither and 
thither in the shaded pool at her 
feet. He asked her a question, but 
she did not answer; she'Continued to 
look down, drew in slightly her under 
lip, and gave a dainty shrug of her 
shoulders. When she lifted her face 
again, he was at the gate. Then she 
murmured: 

"He is grand, but I thought the 
other was the strong, brave one of 
the pair." 

The day passed, and the subject of 
the operation to be performed upon 
the following morning was ,never 
mentioned between the two friends. 
Once, only once, Morse turned his 
eyes toward the dark face bending 
over a book. The black eyes were 
fixed upon the page, and the fingers 

of one hand wen errwdinj the laky 
mustache oat of sigL*. And when 
they parted to retire, Henry Morse 
held out his hand before going to 
his chamber, saying: 

"8hake, old boy. Becollect, we are 
friends, ever." 

"Friends, ever," echoed . Findlay, as 
he- took the warm palm between his 
chill fingers. 

"Good-njght, John, my friend." " 
"Good-night." n 

The door between the long, wide, 
waiting-room and the operating room 
opened, arid "Old Ice," leaning heav
ily upon the arm of the fair-faced 
young student, emerged from it. The 
hazel eyes were not as bright as 
usual, and the generally ruddy face 
of the great surgeon was ashen. He 
was helped into his office, where he 
took a glass of wine, after which he 
seemed to recover-some of his old-time 
'spirits. He left the hospital after
wards—and inside of ten days was a 
dead man. Ttye cause of the old sur-
geno's death was pronounced to be 
blood-poisoning. 

Upon the evening of the day of the 
surgeon's funeral, Henry Morse was 
taken to St. Mark's ill, weak, nerve* 

"There seems to -be something 
wrong with the boy," said Findlay, 
after his friend had been placed npon 
one of the snowy cots, in a cool, quiet 
room. 

A white hand was laid 'upon the 
sick man's brow. Findlay turned to 
meet the calm gaze of the Canadian 
nurse. 

"Yes—it is now a struggle between 
life and death. I pray God I will win," 
she said, softly. „ / < \ • - \ • • 

"You?" ' • 
"Yes, I «hall be his nurse." -; • 
"There are others who can nurse 

him." 
„ "There is no one but myself who can 
do so much for him," said the sweet, 
low voice of the fair girl. 

"Why you, more than any other 
nurse?" . 

"That, no one' but he has a right to 
ask," replied she, as she pointed to
ward the face upon the pillow. 

And then commenced the great bat
tle for the mastery. Medical science 
said the brave young fellow should 
die. Close, careful and skilled nurs
ing, backed up by youth and man
hood that had never knotvn any 
ill, said he should not die. Every 
change, no matter how slight, was 
watched by his friend, John Findlay, 
who seemed to be always by the sick 
man's bedside. 

The fair nurse never left „the bed
side until Findlay went out for his 
meals or to snatch a few. moments of 
sleep. 

It is midnight, and the crisis is at 
hand. The face upon the pillow is 
livid. The blue lips are drawn back, 
and the white teeth gleam in the 
shaded light. By ^he side of the bed 
sits the young student, Findlay, hold
ing 'the feverish hand of his friend. 
The tinkling of ther fountain falls upon 
his ears. The rattling of whe(els 
over the pavement comes from the 
distance. The sleeve of the sick man's 
robe is pushed back, and tW arm 
with the turgid veins is disclosed. The 
small figure in hospital garb stands 
with back- turned to Findlay. A longf, 
lean finger produces from the vest 
pocket something that glitters in the 
light. A careful hand guides the ob
ject to the thick part of the forearm, 
and then—like a phantom, as quick 
and as noiseless—a small figure leans 
over the bed and pushes one slender 
white hand between the instrument's 

i keen point and the bared arm. A pair 
of black eyes are raised to the now 
livid face of Findlay, and a pair of 
tightly-drawn lips huskily whisper: 

"Do it, coward! You dare not!" 
The, instrument is withdrawn, and 

John Findlay leans back and begins to 
push his inky mustache out of sight. 
Again, the figure of the nurse stand* 
ing upright, and with arms folded 
acorss the breast, and a pair of 
searching eyes penetrate to the in
nermost heart of the false friend. 

The sick man stirs uneasily, the lips 
part, and upon the quiet air of the 
room there falls softly, slowly: 

"Friends—e-ever." 
The nurse laid her cool hand up'on 

the forehead, and gave a sigh as of sat
isfaction. The brow was no longer 
hot and feverish. "It was cool to 
the touch. 

"Go, please; I can attend to him 
now without your help," she said. 

Findlay. rose, gave one glance at 
the sick man's face, and then left the 
room, fussing with his mustache in 
the old, tiresome manner. 

Up* in the Canadian woods, where 
Henry Morse werit with the fair girl 
he married, he found health rapidly. 
Once—only once—he asked her why 
his friend Findlay had left him so 
suddenly. His wife shrugged her 
shoulders, and said nothing. 

"I had an idea, dear, that he 
fancied you." 

"I did not fancy him." 
"John is queer—but he and I are 

to be friends ever." 
But the two were destined never to 

meet again upon this world.—Good 
Literature. ; ' V ' 

Decidedly Up to Dqte. _ 
"Is.she an up-to-date girl?" he re

peated. "Is she? Well, rather. Why, 
do you know what she did?," 

"What?" 
"Well, sir, when the. young man to 

whom she was engaged began to 
show indications of a* desire to recon
sider,. she went into court, and applied 
for an' injunction to restrain him 
from breaking the engagement."—Chin 
cago Post. 

Tke'Truk Habit. 
Mrs. Von Blumer—Well, well, you've 

been traveling for years, haven't you? 
When are you and your daughters 
going to settle down? 

Mrs. Huntman—I don't know. Why, 
the very thought of it makes the girls 
homesick.—N. Y. Herald. I 
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BELGIAN HARE BUTCH. 

Color*** Fancier Deaerlbea One Itat 
Is Warmly Reeoai(Beaded by 

Other Breeders. 

l«e Belgian hare fad is slowly abart-
ing, no doubt, and yet I find that peo
ple take a good deal of interest in 
these animals. One of our inquirers 
seems to have the same trouble that 
I had. met; namely, that the young 
die off from some unrecognized cause. 
The boomers in this business usually 
claim vthat Belgian hares are exempt 
it om d isease. I have lost a good many, 
And have been unable to say from what 
cause or disease. Others who have had 
the same experience tell me that they 
have hard better luck since adopting 
the practice of putting a drop of hy-
drachloric acid into one quart or so 
of the waiter given to the hares to 
drink'. Another reader, Thomas Ed
wards, of Colorado, gives me a plan 

II 
RABBIT HUTCH. 

of a rabbit-hutch which strikes me as 
excellent and tempts me to build one 
exactly like it. .JThe construction is 
shown in accompanying illustrations. 
My correspondent describes if as fol
lows: "The building should have the 
floor at least two inches off the 
ground, and banked up as much as 
possible all around, for warmth. Nest-
boxes for breeding does should have 
partition in ijor nest. Partitions be
tween pens should be of wood, as some 
hares will fight through wire and they 
will not do well. Nest-boxes should 
have the lid hung with hinges, so that 
the d'irt can be removed and the boxes 
opened." 

- In regard to the management Mr. 
Edwards says: "I feed once a day 
corn-chop, and alfalfa green when I 
can get it, and when I cannot, alfalfa-
hay leaves. I do not change the food 
at any time, and I have as fine hares 
as anyone around here* I give plenty 
of fresh water and keep them supplied 
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with salt. Climate has a great deal 
to do with the successful raising of 
Belgian hares. They require a very 
dry and fairly warm place, well pro
tected from cold winds and shaded 
from the hot sunshine. The reason I 
feed my hares tv-e way I do is that 
corn is fattening, and I find they grow 
better on it than on oats or wheat. 
Rabbits naturally are all muscle. They 
require some green food the year 
round, but not to excess, as it will 
cause bowel complaint; neither can 
they live on all dry food, as they can
not digest it. They require fresh wa
ter. and, above all, they must be kept 
absolutely dry; the least dampness 
will kill them off quickly. Keep each 
breeding doe separate and handle as 
little as possible. Do not breed a doe 
again until.you can take the j"oung 
from her. You will get better young 
ones and keep the doe in better condi
tion. If hutches are kept clean you 
will find the hares will also be clean 
and more healthy. — T. Greiner, in 
•Farm and Fireside.v 

Do Kot Pen tbe Turkeys. 
"T do not wonder that there are so 

many failures made in preparing tur
keys in the market when we take into 
consideration the course so many 
breeders take in fattening their 
birds," says George Wolf, in Farm 
Poultry. "I have frequently seen 
flocks of turkeys penned up in a 
building for the purpose of fattening 
for market, and it was a farture every 
time. This is no more than should 
be expected,, for turkeys are of a 
wild nature, and as soon as they are 
cooped they begin quarreling, chasing' 
one another about and constantly 
worrying for freedom. They soon 
tire of their food, grow thin, and 
will, when killing time comes, weigh 
less than when/first cooped with the 
expectation of fattening them." 

Good Feedluir Alwaya Wlna. 
The would-Jtesuccessful poultryman 

must be a good feeder. By good feed
er we do not mean a heavy feeder, but 
correct feeder. No matter how good 
the breed may be or how pure, it will 
prove a failure without proper feeding. 
Now, perhaps someone will expect us 
to follow that remark with a set of 
rules for good feeding. But instead we 
wish to say that feeding is a science 
that has to be learned just likeany oth
er science. The inexperienced amateur 
cannot even carrj' out rules laid down 
by others, since their carrying out re
quires judgment* and correct judg
ment comes only with experience.— 
Farmers'Review. 

Feed wheat bran in connection with 
the ration to both the work and road 
korte*. It is cooling and healthfaL 

GOOD 8TR9*G QUKEH. 

tee at 
^•vvrr Calaay Cam. 

When the beekeeper finds thai la 
the same apiaryj and perhaps side by 
side, he has two colonies, one of 
which produces less\ than half 
as much ai the average of the 
whole, and the other dopble the 
average, or four times as much as the 
first, he cannot help but think that 
•ne must have a very poor queen, who 
produced but little brood, and the 
other a prolific qneen, with vigor 
enough to give an active working col
ony. We are not sure but that some 
bees are like some men, ''born tired," 
by reason of a lack of strength and 
vitality in their parents, says the Mas
sachusetts Plowman. 
- But whatever the cause, there axe 
few beekeepers who have not had as 
much or more difference as this in 
colonies in the 6ame apiary, and we 
know of but one remedy. Destroy 
the queen of the poor colony and all 
queen cells found in it, and give a new 
queen or a queen cell with egg or lar
va in it from a better colony. Then 
destroy every drone cdmb in such 
hives, that, the queen may not mate 
with them, for they probably have 
the same faults as their inheritance 
as the other bees, and the power to 
transmit it as well as the queen. No 
matter if you know that the colony 
was weakened by neglect to keep 
warm last winter or by being short 
of stores. If the queen does not rap
idly remedy the trouble by rearing a 
new and large brood when,the bees 
are well fed, follow the same plan. If 
the condition of sueh a colony is 
learned in the spring, the better way 
is to break it up, and give the bees 
to other colonies, where they may 
work out the short term of itheir ex
istence. 

As was said at the beekeepers* con
vention at Ontario last winter, to be 
good honey producers the colony 
must be industrious, numerous, of the 
right age at the right time/, long lived 
and long tongued. This depends upon 
the queen to a very large extent, 
while we do not know to what extent 
it depends upon the queen that waa 
the parent of the drone she met in 
her flight. When all are good queens 
there will be no drones but of good 
blood, and beekeepers ,are beginning 
to consider this; so that we may ex
pect by and by to see advertised 
young queens for sale from a colony 
that has established a record, with a 
statement al$o of the record of the 
whole apiary. 

SIMPLE SWARM CATCHER. 

Ho Matter at What Ancle tbe Pole Is 
, Held tbe Da* Is Alwaya Per

pendicular. 
— •». 

-I have tested quite a few swarm 
catchers, but have found none to give 
such thorough satisfaction as this sim
ple device, which any beekeeper can 
make. Find a suitable crotched stick 
and remove.the bark. Make a ring 
about 20 inches in diameter out of 
stout wire, telegraph wire is about 
right. Next take a piece of burlap 
and sew into bag shape, then sew the 
wire -ring into the mouth of the bag 
and fasten it into the crotched stick, 
so it will swivel, and the device is ready 
for u$e. It is well to have on hand 

SWARM CATCHER. 

one or two poles of different lengths 
and two short stTaps with which to 
unite them. 

This device will reach a swarm 30 
feet from the ground. The great fea
ture of it is its lightness, and no ma
ter at what angle the pole is held the 
bag is always perpendicular. To hive 
a swarm whose queen is at large with 
the bees, bring the swarm catcher 
right up under'the cluster and give 
it a sharp jerk upwards and the clus
ter will drop from the limb right into 
the mouth of the ca tcher. Carry to the 
hive and turn the bag inside out and 
the bees will drop in front of the hive 
and run imto it.—Orange Judd Farmer. 

How to Kill Ground Moles. 
Ground moles, aside from the dam

age they do to growing plants by lift-
iitg them or disturbing their rootQ, 
are rather a friend than an enemy. 
They ate insectivorous, and it is in 
searching out grubs and cutworms 
that they make tunnels. These tun
nels are merely traps, into which the 
worms fall and are picked up by the 
mole in his rounds. Persistent 
tramping in . of his runs will drive 
him to parts of the garden or lawn 
where he will do no harm. However, 
if he must be killed, it can be easily 
done. Open his tunnel, saturate some 
waste with bisulphide of carbon, put 
it into the hole, and cover with dirt. 
The fumes will permeate the whojp 
system of tunnels, and kill all animal 
life there. Don't poison grain; he 
won't eat it.—J. L. Irwin,%in Farm 
and Fireside.-" 

Milk for Growing Cbicka. 
Poultrymen who own cows and have 

surplus milk have a decided advantage 
"over those who do not. Milk is both 
food and drink, and at this season is 
especially beneficial to tbe growing 
birds. A safe way to supply it is to 
heat it scalding hot, and when it has 
cooled let them drink as much as«they 
want within an hour in the morning. It 
shuuid then be,disposed of and the ves
sel1 cleaned. Rotten milk is little bet 
ter than poison.—Farm Journal. 

4$10PflC8 OF IHTEBEST. 

h a life of fMtpor recently 
lished in Pari* attention iŝ lled to 
the fact that the man who was des
tined to revolutionise chemistry 
ranked fourteenth ln tfce;list of ttoen-
ty-two candidates at-his high school 
in Dijon, and was marked "weak" in 
chemistry. 

A book on the ears as an index of 
character having been published by 
an English author, a learned reviewer 
mentions his own elaborate study of 
the ears of more than 40,000 people, 
including 800 criminals and 2,000 in
sane persons, besides those of 300 
apes. He was forced to the .conclusion 
that the ears gave no clew to per
sonal traits.. 

It is not generally known that the 
remains of < all the Czars jof Bnssia 
since Peter the Great lie in a memor
ial chapel built on one of the islands 
of the Neva. AH the cenotaphs are ex
actly alike, each being a block of 
white marble without any decoration 
whatever. The only distinction by 
which one can be told from its neigh
bor is the name of the deceased em
peror whose remains it contains. 

The first of the anti-tuberculosis 
dispensaries in Paris was inaugurat
ed. in the Bue Mercadet, in the Mont-
martre district, the other day. The 
object of the work is more preven
tive than curative. Poor people are 
examined free of charge. If'tubercu
losis is found, the proper initial 
treatment and advice are given to 
them. This institution is due prin
cipally to private initiative. 

A plague as horrid in its way as 
any of those from which the ancient 
Egyptians suffered has assailed the 
south coast of England. Countless 
hordes of octopi, the devilfishes of 
Victor Hugo, have invaded the En
glish channel and have swarmed 
along the shores of Devon and Corn
wall in tremendous numbers. Travel
ing about in marauding armies, they 
have well-nigh destroyed the local 
lobster and crab fisheries by devour
ing these crustaceans wholesale. 

Of the entire population of the 
world 26 per cent live under the Brit
ish rule, 9 per cent under Bussian, 6 
under French, and nearly 6 under 
American. 

On a recent municipal election day 
in Wurtemburg, only one person—a 
police sergeant—took the trouble to 
vote,-and lie elected the whole muni
cipal council. 

Queen Alexandria is about to follow 
the quaint custom of English queens 
and will shortly select-an oak in Wind
sor forest to be named for herself. A 
brass plate bearing her name and the 
date will be attached to the tree. 
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JOHNSON AT WORK AGAIN. 

^ Bacine, Wis., July 22nd.—John John
son, of No. 924 Hamilton Street, this 
city, is a happy man. 

For years he has suffered with Kid- ' 
ney and Urinary trouble. He was so 
broken down that he was forced to. 
quit work. Everything he tried failed, 
till a friend of his recommended a new ; 
remedy—Dodd's Kidney Pills. Mr. 
Johnson used them, and the result sur- ; 
prised him. He is well as ever he was, 
completely cured, and working away 
every day. 

His case is regarded by those who :, 
knew how very bad he was, as almost 
a miracle, and Dodd's Kidney Pills are 
a much talked of medicine. 
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IDE UNIYERSin W NOTRE MM, 

NOTRE DAME. INDIANA. 
PULL COURSES In Classics, Letters. Eco- -

aomics and History, Journalism, Art, Adeacc, " 
PhaniMcy, Law. Civil, Machanical and Etoc* 
trical Engineering, Architecture. , 

Thorough Preparatory and Commercial ' 
Courses. 

Rooms Pre* to all Students who have com
pleted the studies required for admission into v 
the Junior or Senior Year, of any of the Collegi- -: 
ate Courses. 

Rooms to Rant, moderate charge to students ' 
over seventeen preparing for Collegiate Courses. -

A limited number of Candidates Tor the Eccle
siastical state will be received  ̂special rates. : " 

St. Edward's Halli^for boys under 13 years, c. 
is unique in the completeness of its equipments. 

The S7tb Year win open September loth. < 
1901. Catalogues Free. Address 

REV. A. MnwissRV.C 5 C.. President. 

f 

ST. JOHN'S UNIVERSITY 
C0LLEGEVILLE, MINN. 

Conducted by Benedictine Fathers. Oldest, 
largest and best Catholic college in the North-' 
west. Location unexcelled. Commerswi, Claaa 
ical. Scientific, PhUosophical and Theological 
courses. Kates moderate. For catalogue, etc* 
address The Rev. Vice President. 
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GRAFTON HALL 
11 70a have a daughter send for a CiTlLOOCK-

Your Money Can E 

50 »100% 
PRINCIPAL GUARANTEED. 

Descriptive Circular on AppUcatlon rues. . j , 
WHEAT INVESTORS LOAN C0KP0KAT10K, >• ? 

« BKOADWAY. S. Y. ... •. 
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