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How often, in thecrowded street, 
I ai^m of you, sweet country lane. 

And feel, once more, your soft breeze 
soothe 

My weary heart and tired brain; 
JUways above the city's din, K 

Above the clink of yellow gold, ' 'v 
X  h e a r  a  w i l d - b i r d ' s  r i n g i n g  n o t e .  ; r ?  
I catch the scent of leaf-stirred mold! 

Your grasses kiss my fevered cheek. 
Tour hawthorn drops her fragrant rain, 

I am a child once more, and dream 
That Heaven bides here, O flower-starred 

lane! 
—Florence A. Jones, In Chicago Advance. 
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Unc* Shucks and 
.% . the Witches, 

c ^ By E. L Garnett. 
< i  i  n » i  i  n  n  1 1  n  n  1 1  n  1 1 1  i  

f -V 'it 
JjEOPLE are so tired of charity 

concerts and teas and bores 
In general,-" Sue complained, lugubri
ously. 

"But even tired people must help 
each other,'' Mae insisted. "Let us 
ask Mrs. Brelle to suggest some
thing." 

The pretty widow was in a ham
mock, with Barnes in chatting dis
tance on the piazza steps, and she 
did not welcome interruption. 

"Will yau?" called Joe, upon her si
lence. 

"Will I what?" pouting. ia' ^ 
"• "Help us to help Unc' Shucks?" 

"And who," only half hiding a 
yawn, "is he?" 

"He is old and poor and blind," ex
plained Mae, making her climax with 
a most sweet compassion. 

"And black," added practical Louise, 
"as the ace of spades." 

The pretty widow looked bewitch-
ingJy reproachful. "No country poor-
house?" she murmured. 

A rather chilled silence fell upon 
the piazza group. Mae's sensitive face 
flushed. Barnes went up the steps to 
her side. 

"We cannot spare old Shucks to go 
there," he said, and enviously watched 
a fleck of moonlight bending to the 
ripples of her hair. 

"Thank you"—shy, sweet eyes 
raised for an instant to his—"and will 
you help?" 

He wanted to tell her that he would 
beg, dig, burn—do any outlandish 
dangerous deed she willed; but the 
words halted. He only got a bit red 
and nodded. 

"Oh, if he's a pet," said Mrs. Brelle, 
sulkily, "we'd best take up a collec
tion—that is the shortest way out of 
such annoyances." 

"He's in the turn of the road, go
ing out to the golf links," Louise put 
in, reflectively; she was housekeeper 
and found provisions an easier meth-
of charity than cash. "When we go 
by for the big game next Tuesday we 
might give him a donation party." 

There was a murmur of applause, 
to which Mrs. Brelle added a soft 
hand-clapping. The act displayed 
both hands and frings, and she smiled 
with pleasure over them. 

"Very well," she assented, gracious
ly; "I'll send a "barrel of flour." 

Mae threw a grateful kiss from her 
finger tips, but the widow was look-
in? to Barnes and missed it. 

Good nights were beginning. .Get
ting from her hammock,-the pretty 
widow gave a little start of alarm— 
such a shrill, weird call had rung out 
of the grove: "Who—who!" 

"Screech owl," announced Joe. And 
Barnes added, in appropriately sepul
chral tones, the old saw: "-When a 
screech owl calls, witches answer." 

"I hope he isn't calling his witches," 
said Mae, "to Unc' Shucks' donation." 

"They're worse than witches," 
laughed Joe, "who have that business 
in hand. Just don't let them forget 
tobacco, and Unc* Shucks' luck is se
cure." 

"I—he has tobacco." ' 
"So like Mae," said Louise, "to take 

tobacco first." 
"Well, a pipe," Joe protested, grave

ly, "puts heart into a man." 
* "And next in value," suggested 

Barnes, "shall we sprinkle him with a 
little silver?" 

"Don't tell me any more," cried 
Mae; "I'm too happy.'* 

The pretty widow was coming up 
the steps and noted the girl's face, 
and how Barnes sought the light of 
it. She followed to Mae's door. 

"Can I come in, dear, for a min
ute?" 

Mae drew up a cozy chair and wait
ed absently beside it. Her eyes were 
still radiant, a dreamy look in them, 
happy and shy. The tone of Barnes' 
voice lingered with her and the look 
that said "good night." Hard to strike 
such a face frightened and white,, but 
the pretty widow smiled and com
passed it. 

"You must forgive me, love, for 
hinting that your impulsive ways are 
liable to be misinterpreted." 

"I beg pardon," growing attentive 
With a start. "What did you say?" 

"Mr. Barnes is a man of the world," 
gently, "accustomed to a flirtation as 
to his wine at dinner. He^" 

"Wait!" with unexpected dignity. 
•'I do not cafe to hear you speak of 
Mr. Barnes. But of me—you were 
saying something of me?" 

"Well," rising with an angry flush, 
"you are refusing a kindness. One 
•would think that you mean—the way 
you look." 

J#. "The way I look?" 
if "My dear child," over a shoulder as 
she went to the door, "you look up at 
him as if you were kneeling before a 
shrine." 

, /'• In those next days Barnes could 
' not guess what the trouble was—how 

should he?—but he was quick to real* 
ize that Mae shunned him and, when 
she could not, was nervous and dumb 
and pale. Meeting her one morning 
in the shady lane that led toward the 
links, the look on her face grew sud
denly unendurable to him. 

"Mae," he cried, "what have I donef 
Are you offended with me?" 

"No," cried Mae, startled and miser
able. "No, of course not." 

"Then why do you treat me like 
this?" 

"This?** faltered Mae; then looking 
at him she suddenly flushed and with 
tears springing hurried away. 

Passing on, puzzled and distressed, 
around a clump of hazel, he came 
upon the pretty widow; she had 
heard. 

"I am sorry," she^stitd; "oh, I wish 
I could help." Then, hesitatingly, 
"Perhaps it would be best to tell 
you." • *. 

"To tell me what?" sternly. 
"Joe is jealous of you; see?** 
"Joe? Joe!" 
"You never guessed? Why, it is an 

old affair, since school days and pina
fores." J: 

"Joe!" I i ' f •. 
"He has been scolding the poor 

child, I suppose, and she is afraid to 
be seen with you; or, perhaps," gen
tly, "she doesn't want to hurt you." 

"Joe!" 
"I am so sorry," holding out a 

plump, soft little^iand, "so sorry!" 
But poor Barnes could only say 

"Joe!" The idea, at first incredible 
under the bits of evidence that be
gan to come in, grew past doubt. 
By the time he had reached home a 
mountain of proof was throbbing in 
his brain. He called himself a bat 
and hourly accumulated misery. 
Treachery, deliberate falsehood, never 
occurred to him. 

A perfect day dawned for the golf 
play. Old Shucks sat out on his door-
stone and gave smiles and blessings 
and smoked his pipe, while the gay 
groups came with their bundles and 
greetings. The old man listened keen
ly with head bent, identifying step or 
voice and giving a jolly comment or 
grunt all to himself as they passed 
on to their game. 

"Dat ar stumble b'long ter Marse 
Joe; never could lift his feet, dat 
boy." 

"Marse Barnes? ain* like hisself. 
Mighty down in de mouf fer Marse 
Barnes." 

"Dar's de lil widder. Um; step like 
a cat. Um.w 

"Miss Louise, bossin' de earth. La, 
don' I know Miss Louise!" 

"En Miss Sue, trottin' 'long b*hind, 
totin' de left-overs." 

"Whar's Miss Mae?" suddenly loud
er. "Is I gwine miss dat chile? 
Whar's lil Miss Mae?" 

"Here, Unc* Shucks." * 
"Somebody, throwing bricks at yo*, 

honey? You walk like yo* steppin' on 
yo' heart." 

"She is quite happy, Shucks," said 
Barnes' voice beside them, "but she is 
afraid of hurting some one if she 
shows it." 

Shucks turned his sightlers eyes 
anxiously from one to the other. 

"De truf bes', chile; better hurt 
'em den fash 'em. What yo* happy 
'bout, honey?" 

"I—I don't know," faltered Mae. 
"Um. What she happy 'bout, Marse 

Barnes?" 
"It is her secret—and .Toe's." 
The old man leaned eagerly to catch 

her reply, but Mae's pretty head was 
tilted in indignant silence. 

"Marse Barnes," turning a broad 
smile on him, "if yo' an' Miss Mae 
was to go ter de spring an' fetch 
me a drink I'd be mighty thankful; 
dat I would." 

"I must speak to you," Barnes said 
as the girl would have turned away 
from him. "Let me at least have 
your forgiveness." So they went to
gether down the pretty hill path, un
der the elm and hawthorn and wind
ing through witch hazel to the old 
spring. . • 

"Um," grunted Shucks, and filled 
his pipe, the smile still broad,on ,bis 
face. , 

Presently the pretty widow came to 
him. 

'"Hare you seen," she began, anx
iously. "I mean heard, anything of 
Mr. Barnes?" 

"Marse Barnes gone on ter de 
links," shamelessly, "wid Miss Sue, 
marm. Yes, marm." 

But he shook his grizzled head as 
she hurried away. "Dat how de cat 
jump," he mumbled. "Um. Old 
Shucks gwine feel a pain in his con
science 'bout dat falsifying an' dat 
barrel o' fine flour, um—uh—who dar? 
Marse Joe? Yo' late at de links, 
sar." 

"I am not going to the links, Unc* 
Shucks. I am hanging about with my 
gun. Miss Mae is anxious about your 
chickens; she says a screech owl gets 
one every night." 

"Dat he does, dat he does," indig
nantly; "an* I makes no doubt he's 
nappin' up one ob dem trees dis min
ute, dreamin' 'bout supper time, but," 
sotto voce, "yo wastin' shot flrin' fer 
Miss Mae, chile, yo' shorely is." 

Joe, all unconscious of this, went 
peering keenly along ths edge of the 
wood, and the old man listened, his 
mind divided between chuckles for 
the spring and conscience-stricken 
grunts for the wood. 

"Ah! here 1ie is!" came triumphant
ly at last. 

"Hit 'im 'fore he holler, Marse 
Joe!" Shucks advised, eagerly. "De 
ain't no luck in his screech." 

So Joe took the owl silent and se
cured happy fortune to the donation 
party; at least that was the old man's 
verdict, but he shook his head du
biously when he considered Joe's 
share of it. 

"But de biggest sort er 'uck," he 
grunted, philospoiiically, " 'bleeged. 
ter end somewhar."—Springfield Re* 
publican. 

SOME BEAUTY HINTS./ 

A Timely Little Seima "EpliMk 
V , asal KtMeii or Hew Re* *• 

Waih the Face." . r.-> , 
There are three dont's involved in 

the first lesson in face washing: 1. 
Don't use a sponge. 2. Don't use a 
crash wash-cloth. And the third and 
greatest of these is: Don't use very 
Cold water. The first because it is 
almost constantly wet, is full of germs 
insidiously poisonous to the skin. The 
second irritates and is not permeative 
enough to cleanse thoroughly. Keep 
your washcloth for the soles of your 
feet, if you must use one, for tradi
tion's sake. Cold water shocks the 
skin and roughens it by closing the 
pores. 

The face should be washed in tepid 
water if one is going immediately out, 
and at other times in water as hot 
as one can stand it. Hot water is 
stimulating and cleansing. Bathing 
the face in it will remove the lines 
from a tired woman's face as effec
tually as a half-hour's sleep. 

Rub the face with antiseptic gauze 
—a fresh piece frequently—and if 
blackhead's exist, a fine camel's hair 
complexion-brush • used vigorously 
with some pure vegetable soap every 
night #ill do a great deal toward rout
ing them. In washing the face always 
rub from the chin up, from the eyes 
in and from the forehead toward the 
temples. The face should be washed 
with soap at night only, then rubbed 
with a pure cold cream or some lano-
line preparation. This little attention 
given to the face every night is abso
lutely essential to a clean skin and 
healthy pores. 

Hot milk is an excellent tonic for 
the face and continued application of 
it will render the skin as smooth and 
velvety as a baby's cheek. In the 
morning immerse the face in warm 
water to which have been added a few 
drops of benzoin. Dry the face with 
a soft linen towel. Don't rub. Just 
pat. You are not employes of a Turk
ish bath wielding the 4,crash," and 
the soil is not glued to your face. It 
will come off without taking the skin 
with it if you will use intelligence and 
hot water in persuading it.—Adele O. 
Lehr, in Chicago American. 

MADE A BAD BREAK. 

Tet Algernon Cannot Understand 
Why He la No Longer Liked by 

tUe Elliott Family. 

Algernon wonders why the Elliott 
family seems to dislike him. He has 
been in love with Miss Elliott for 
more than a year. When he first fell 
in love with her he decided that it 
would be a wise thing to "make up" 
to her mother. Mrs. Elliott was a 

"HOW INTERESTING! AN ANTIQUE!" 

comparatively young woman, whose 
ambition it was to appear even more 
youthful than she really was. 

When Mrs. Elliott asked Algernon 
to dinner one day he felt that he was 
really getting along. The appoint
ment was for Wednesday of the suc
ceeding week. Several days before 
the appointed time he happened to 
meet Mrs. Elliott on the street. 

"I'm sorry," she said to him, "but 
little Johnny is quite ill and I'll have 
to ask you to postpone dining with 
us for a few days. I'll write and let 
you know." 

"Don't speak of it," said Algernon, 
with what was intended to be elab
orate politeness. "One enjoys that 
sort of thing so much more in antici
pation, Mrs. Elliott, that this post
ponement will only prolong my pleas
ure." 

A few weeks later he went to call. 
Miss Elliott and her mother were both 
in the drawing-room. The younger 
woman, to whom it was not easy tb 
entertain Algernon, was exhibiting for 
his diversion some household treas
ures. 

"And here," she said, handing him a 
dog- eared copybook, "is a book which 
my mother used when she was at 
boarding school as a young girl." 

"How interesting," said Algernon, 
with a coquettish smile at Mrs. Elliott. 
"How interesting! An antique!" 

And Algernon can't understand yet 
why the Elliott family seems to dis
like him.—Chicago Tribune. 

A Good Stayer. 
"I can tell you one thing, Maria. If 

Johnny is like me he will have good 
staying qualities, anyhow." 

"He has them now, John. He'd stay 
in bed till noon every day if I'd let 
him."—Chicago Tribune. 

Only a few years have passed sine* 
Mrs. Joseph Beck, wife cf a Klondike 
gold king, was a poor dressmaker in 
San Francisco. 

Early in life she married one Now-
ell, who died leaving her penniless 
with one small son. Mrs. Nowell took 
in sewing as a means of earning her 
living and worked until the fall of 
1897, when she decided to seek her 
fortune in the gold fields. 

Her friends encouraged her in the 
venture. So, late in the fall, Mrs. 
Nowall, leaving her son in good 
care, sailed for the gold fields. 

It was a rough journey and filled 
with many hardships which would 

Jk 

HOW THE ROMANCE BEGAN. 

cause a fainter heart to weaKen ar.d 
turn back, but Mrs. Nowell was made 
of sterner stuff and traveled on un
daunted toward Dawson City. 

On her arrival at Dawson she de
cided to earn her living as a dress
maker, and bep-an to apply herself to 
her old business in the new field. She 
had not been long there, however, 
when she heard that Joseph Beck, a 
wealthy mine owner, was in need of a 
bookkeeper. She secured the posi
tion. Entering the office, she applied 
the same energy that had character
ized her as a dressmaker. 

The eyes of Mr. Beck were not 
closed to all this. Her character and 
disposition had won his-heart, and he 
saw in her now not only the elements 
which make a loving wife but those 
of a splendid partner. So, after a 
short courtship he proposed, was ac
cepted, and the two returned to San 
Francisco in the fall of 1808, where 
they were married. 

After the wedding Mr. Beck, with 
his wife and stepson, Walter S. Now
ell, returned to Dawson, where, by ju
dicious investments. Beck increased 
his fortune until to-day he is one of 
the richest men in the gold fields. He 
owned the Old Dominion claim, 
which he sold at a high price, and 
bought up claim No. 11 on uold Run, 
for which he was offered $90,000. At 
present Mr. and Mrs. Beck own a 
claim neighbor to one which worked 
$40,000 in four days, and both ex
pect a great income from their new 
"digging." 

Mrs. Beck recently visited in San 
Francisco, returning to Dawson Feb
ruary 25. She took sleighs at White 
Horse and traveled 400 miles in the 
severest season of the. year back to 
her husband ana son in the capital of 
the gold fields. 

Mrs. Beck's recent trip was for the 
purpose of buying ^ country place 
for herself and husband, who intends 
selling out in about two years and 
again becoming a resident of Califor
nia. Mrs. Beck bought a large tract 
of 7,000 acres of land near Red bluff, 
which will be conducted as a stock 
range, a large number of cattle al
ready having been bought. 

On the return of the Becks they 
will occupy a palatial residence in 
course of construction at Red Bluff. 

Mrs. Beck has over $2,000 worth of 
gold nuggets made into necklaces 
and bracelets as souvenirs from the 
Old Dominion claim. 

The San Francisco Call is authority 
for this narrative. 

MIRROR IS DECEPTIVE. 

Every Woman Who Depend* Upon 
the Shlnln* Glasa Is a Victim of 

Misplaced Contdeace. 

One's reflection in a mirror never 
does one justice. Comfortable thought 
for the plain and pretty alike! Com
plexion, expression and color are all 
really better than the shining glass 
makes them appear. Let not her to 
whom nature has been sparing of her 
charms despair. If she would see 
herself in the deceptive mirror as 
others see her with the eye, or as near
ly as possible, let her hasten to a 
draper's shop and buy a quantity of 
soft, pure white material—gauze, if 
possible; if not, swiss or india muslin 
will answer very well. 

Be sure to have it pure white, and, 
after polishing the surface of the mir
ror, gather the material at the center 
of the top and bring it down softly at 
either side, framing the glass in folds 
of pure white. When this is done to 
artistic satisfaction, peep in and see 
what a transformation, suggests an 
exchange. The true tints of the com
plexion, the expression of the coun
tenance and the eyes, the correct color 
of the hair will be very accurately re
flected. This is one of the milliner's 
oldest secrets. Many of the most art
ful of them drape the glasses in the 
softest drapery of pure white. It is 
done with the view of giving their fair 
patronesses the best view of them
selves possible, administering in this 
way a little subtle flattery. 

Alcohol Spot* oa Tables. 
If alcohol fall3 on a polished labie 

pour on olive oil or any bland oil at 
once. Then "sop" up with a soft tow 
si. taking care not to extend the «po1 

THE CAKE THAT WAS BURNT. 

There was a little cook, and she made a 
little cake. 

She put It In the oven Just to hake, bake, 
bake; 

It was full of plums and spice, \ 
And of everything that's nice, 

And she said: "An hour, I reckon, it win 
take, take, take!" 

And then that little cook went to have a 
Mttle play. 

With a very charming cat across the way, 
way, way; 

She forgot the cake, alack! 
1* was burnt, well, almost black. 

And I wondered what the cook's mamma 
would say, say, say! 

The little cook ran off, auj confessed her 
tale Of woe, 

For to tind her cake a cinder was a blow, 
blow, blew; < 

"Cheer up," her mother said. >/* 
As she stroked the golden head, 

"For accidents will happen, we all know, 
know, know!" 

—Sheila, in Cas-sell's Little Folks. 

AN ALLIGATOR HUNT. 

tt la Great Sport and Far More ISs-
citlnjr Than Catching: a Shark or 

fEven a Tarpon. , v/ 

Boys who have never seen an alli
gator in his haunts, much less par
ticipated in a chase after one, would 
be greatly interested in a Florida 
'gator hunt. Pretty soon these af
fairs will be things of the past. The 
young Chivagoan who would like to 
pull a big fellow out of his lair must 
hurry or it will be too late, for the 
days of this species of the crocodile 
are growing short. To such an ex
tent has the reptile been hunted for 
his hide and teeth that he has be
come a scarce product of the tropical 
gulf region. 

Not only have the larger ones been 
caught, but nests have been robbed 
and the eggs sold as curiosities. The 
eggs are laid in the sand, where they 
hatch in six week's if they escape the 
ravages of the egg hunter. But even 

-then there is danger for the little 
fellow, for no sooner does he poke 
his nose through the shell than a 
human eye spies him, captures him 
and finally sells him to a tourist, who 
ships him away to some northern 
friend. 

Alligators do not stay in salt wa
ter; they live in caves along the 
many creeks tributary to the river, 
feeding in the big stream only at 
night. Nowadays various distances 
must be traversed before a capture 
is effected. In past years they have 
been captured by the thousand. 

Samuel Barfield, of Rockledge, Fla„ 
is the Indian river genius of the 
'gator hunt. He arranges hunting 
parties among the northerners to 

v 
HOW THE ALLIGATOR IS CAUGHT. 

witness his prowess. He has a steam 
launch at his command and with a 
party of all the way from 20 to 40 
persons he steams up or down the 
river on his exciting mission. 

One after another of the caves 
kndwn as haunts of the game is vis
ited. Barfield, who has an experience 
of 16 years as a 'gator hunter, has 
learned to imitate the peculiar bark 
of the animal. Approaching a cave 
he utters a succession of sounds 
which serve to coax the game out of 
the cave. 

All is excitement among/ the on
lookers about this time. Everyone is 
craning his neck to catch a first 
glimpse of the monster. No sooner 
does he poke his huge nose out of his 
den than Sam, who has remained out 
of sight, grabs the big fellow by the 
jaws and in a twinkling slips a rope 
muzzle over them. An experienced 
'gator man has no fear of being bit
ten, though the vicious brute would 
chew him up did he get the chance. 

The jaws being safely tied so that 
biting is impossible, the legs are 
manacled with ropes, and then the 
alligator is towed to Rockledge, 
where the visiting populace gather 
at the dock to sec the captive and 
hear the details of the hunt. 

Barfield is one of the, most inter
esting characters about the resort. 
The visitors gather about his little 
palm thatched cabin to hear him tell 
of his various captures, for besides 
being an alligator hunter he has 
killed more rattlesnakes than any 
other hunter in Florida.^ In his cabin 
is imprisoned an alligator which he 
says is 150 years old. It is 12 feet 
long 

In a cage in the cabin is a gray 
eagle of huge size. The proud bird 
came near meeting his end the other 
day. The alligator had poked a hole 
in- the wire screen covering the cage 
and had crawled half-way into the 
box when Barfield discovered the sit
uation. The eagle had huddled up 
in one corner of the cage and was the 
most badly scared bird in Florida.— 
Chicago Record-Herald. 

A little boy, scarcely more than a 
baby, living at Roxbury, Mass., has 
succeeded in taming a fierce St. Be|> 
nard dog that has been a terror in the 
neighborhood for more than a year 
past. Grown people could do Both* 
ing with the animal. He was savage at 
all times and used to attack the chil
dren as they were passing his master'a 
house. Mr. Miller, who owned the 
great brute, tried to get rid of him, 
but could not, for a« often as he was 
given away he came back to the house 
where he was not welcome. 

At last the fierce nature of this dog 
has been changed and it was a little 
babe who conquered it. He was 
brought over to Roxbury by Mr. 
Hauer, to whom Mr. Miller gave him, 
muzzled. He.did not make friends 
with 'his new master or mistress, but 
was more ferocious than ever. 

Even Mr. Hauer thought him now to 
be mad. The dog was unmuzzled and 
pushed into a room in the garret. 
While Mr. and Mrs. Hauer were discuss-

'iS 

SAMMY AND HIS FRIEND 

ing the question of asking the poliea' 
to dispose of the dpg Mrs. Hauer 
missed her only child, little Sammy. 
A horrible thought struck her. Could 
the dog have entered the nursery, 
which is adjoining the room in which 
they had kppt the dog? All went up 
breathless and before the door heard 
the whining of the animal and cry of 
the baby! 

Mr. Hauer was first to recover. He 
opened the door and saw Dicky, the 
dog, and Sammy rolling over the floor, 
playing with each other in actual de- , 
light. /£. 

The grown-up people were speech
less. The ferocious animal of five min
utes ago had become a meek lamb In 
the hands of the baby, who had doubt
less pushed open the door of the nur
sery and made friends with the dog. £ * 

Dicky is now perfectly changed. He 
•is the pet of the family, obeys orders 
from his new masters, but allows no 
one to touch him except little Sammy, 
over whom he watches like a guardian 
angel. ^4 

t 

HOW FISHES BREATHE. v ^ 

They Need Very Little Oxygea to 
Keep the Illood Warm Enongb 

to Sustain Life. - . 

' 7 

The gills of a fish are situated at 
the back part of the sides of the 
head, and consist of a number of 
vascular membranes, which are gen
erally in double, fringe-like rows, 
fixed by the base only; sometimes 
these are featherlike, and sometimes 
they are mere folds of membrane at
tached at each end over the gill cavi
ties. In general, there arc four gills 
on each side, though in some fish 
there are more. In fishes that have 
bones the gills arc attached to the 
outer edge of bony arches connect
ed with the bone of the tongue and 
with the base of the skull, the con
nection at each end being by inter
vening small bones, while the cavi
ty containing the gills on each side 
of the head is covered by a bony 
plate with two subordinate pieces. 
It is by the movement of these bony 
plates that the water is expelled 
which is taken in through the mouth, 
and which, after passing amang the 
gills and supplying them with air, 
passes out by the gill openings at the 
back of the head. 

The fish is a cold-blooded animal— 
that is, its temperature is very slight
ly above that of the water in which 
it lives, and it therefore needs but 
little oxygen to keep the blood warm 
enough to sustain its life. 

This oxygen, supplied to the blood 
by the gills in respiration, is not ob
tained by decomposing the water, but 
by separating the air from it. It is, 
therefore, necessary that the water 
in which fish live should be supplied 
with air, and this is one of the di
rect benefits of the agitation of 
oceans and lakes by winds. 

Fishes confined in aquariums often 
die for this very reason—because the 
water is not. aerated. They consume 
all the oxygen in the closed vessel in 
which they are placed, and no more 
being supplied, they die, and may be 
said to be drowned, because they per
ish from the same cause that occa
sions death by drowning in lung 
breathing animals—that is, want of 
<»ir. 

How Duty necame Pleasnre.-
"Bobby is attending to his piano

forte lessons very faithfully of late," 
said the boy's uncle. "Yes," replied 
his mother; "I don't have any trouble 
with him about it now." "How did 
you manage it?" "Some of the neigh* 
bors complained of the noise his K1 

ercises made, and I told him about it* 
Now he thinks it's fun to practice." 

True Love. 
Briggs—Do you think he really loves 

her? 
Griggs—Of course. How can he help 

but love a girl with as much money ass 
that?—Detroit Free Press. % 
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