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DOES YOUR HEAD
Feel A» Though It Wee Being

Hammered?ENGLAND'S ARISTOCRACY AND 
OURS. ,

An Englishmen, speaking to » Yan
kee, said : "The great drawback to 
America is this

As Though It Would Crack Open?
Aa Though a Million Sparks Were

Flying Out of Your Eyes?
It baa no ari^o

"What do you mean by aristoc
racy ?” asked the American.

"A»—well—an erwtocmcy is a class 
of privileged persons who live well, 
but never do 
■even.
Parli.

Horrible Sickness of Your Stomach?
Then You Have Slek Headache I
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were mirrored elsewhere about 
He room.

fl,€ waiter, with a bow and a 
fiourlsb. proffered a chair. Wlitfred 
t00y it, and Jackson seated himself 
opposite her.

««It is lovely, Isn't it 7" said shq, 
drawing off her glove» and glancing
obout her with a pleased, smile. 
"Flowers, lights and myelc !"

For at that moment unseen violins 
burst into a familiar air from the
Cavalleria Rusttoana.

Winifred listened eagerly.
"I like it," dhe murmured. Then, 

die laughed. "Anybody would know 
that I was from the country, ” she 
added. "Wouldn’t they ?”

Jackson did not reply. He waa 
scanning the bill of fare.

“What do you went ?" be asked. 
She reached her hand across the 

table. "Give it to me," said she, 
"and I will see.

He watched her ae die glanced 
| casually down the list while the 

■waiter filled their glasses with Ice, 
poured into them water from along- 

necked carafe, laid Immense napkins 
at their plates and patiently awaited- 
their order.

"I think,” said Winifred slowly, her 
finger on her lip, "that I should like 
some carfvas-becked dock.” The 
waiter took out a little tablet and 
wrote rapidly—"canvas beck duck- 
"Some terrapin, some pots de foie 

gras.” The waiter's pencil fikimxned 
deftly over the part» do foie gras. 
"And scene whitebait. But the 
whitebait comes first, doesn’t it ? 
Well, I will order wbat I want 
it can be sorted afterwards." She 
studied for an absorbed moment 
two. "There are a lot of other 
things I want," she went on, biting 

1er under lip while the waiter de
veloped into one broad and expan
sive smile as he hung upon her next 
words, "but that will do aft pre
sent. I will be studying up f* the 
next course while you are bringing 
that,’’ she concluded.

Jaclootf turned pale.
"Winifred !" he gasped, ifcqir con

templated marriage in the early 
spring warranted the familiarity of 
ter given dame. "Hand me the bill 
■of fare. Do you know how far we 
are from home ? I don’t want to 
lave to walk."

Winifred looltxl up in surprise. 
"What’s the matter ?" she cried.
"Oh, nothing," said he. "Only If 

tou go on ordering like that $ùu will 
treaU me. I haven’t got a fortune 
in stocks. I’m no multd-millionaire, 
no bloated bond-holder, rolling in

fjjf weMity-

' <M*>«

aipped daintily. Somehow 
tim had lost'hèr appétit,.

Presently, laying down her epoon, 
she looked across -the room at a girl 

net lor two. On the |B a pink waiat, who showed two 
vase tangtitemmed rowa <* «nail white teeth ae 

" laughed and talked with the

|,eelth T m living on a salary. 
Halid me that MU of lare."

She passed it to him and eait star- 
lag at him with wondering eyes 

i to frowninglyr over It.
The waiter, with an almost imper- 

: «plible shrug of his broad abould- 
! ere, scratched out the Items lotted 

down on bis tablet; and, pencil in 
i toed, courteously contemplated the 
f ceiling.

Finally Jackson looked up at him. 
Is the table d'hote dinner over ?"

[ to enouired.
"It is." answered, the welter.

i . Jackson once more acratlitrad the 
\ bill of fare.
, we «N$ be obliged to or-
! dec, he aald, disconsolately. “How 
i T°uld V®" »be a little consomme to 
[ "Wa m, Winifred I"

r *“ buslly <*«•«*« tore-
i “storing. Small facts oeemiMly 
1 J™”1"™1 wt'the time now aseum- 
1 ” t™ Proportions.

For instance, Jaokaon that vm 
i hsd brought ber aï 

wets And pinned 
^ . . . .She _ ""

1 said to her,* *'I 
- and I made

‘toe pin. 
n to Pay three,
** violets."
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man opposite her. By the side of
thtir table were tell candlesticks ol 
silver, in which Uuual lueo-colUred 
«ndlee, dunking the flare cf bbe flow 
ere. These carnations were delicate- 
iy pink, and matched the tirade ol 
the girl's tilk waist.

But Winifred wan not thinking of 
the girl, nor (V the candles, nor ot 
the pink blossoms. The room and 
Its occupante faded before her, and 

instead a frugal tltehen with 
one large window, the panes of which 
were very bright and clean. At this 
window hung a snowy curtain, be
neath which was a table spotlceély 
scrubbed. Before the table stood a 
fragile women in a dark-blue calico 
drees, a gingham apron tied- about 
her waist, the starched strings hang
ing to the hem of her skirt. The 
woman was her Aunt Clorinde, en
gaged In thq humble occupation of 
peeling potatoes.

As she stood there, in her attitude 
appeared an air of such repression, 
of so resigned and profound- a sad
ness, that, accompanied as the re
membrance of it was with the wails 
of the violins, it served to bring 
rush ol sudden tears to Winifred's 
eyes

She blinked them back and forced a 
smile to her iips ae Jackson asked.

“Shall we have quail on toast 
Examining the price list more minu
tely, he added: “It isn't very ex
pensive."

“By all means, then" said Wini
fred, “have quail on toast.

The waiter bqat his head attentive
ly-

"Two ?" he inquired.
“One will be enough lor us both, 

won't it ?" asked Jackson, looking 
interrogatively and appealingly a* 
Winifred.

At the same time he cautiously 
touched the toe of her shoe under the 
table.

Plenty, ' said she. She laughed a1 
trifle hysterically. "Plenty," she re
peated.

The traiter removed the soup plates 
and passed through the room toward 
the kitchen. At the door he nudged 
another waiter and jerked his thumb 
over his shoulder in the direction ot 
Jackson, it was impossible for 
Winifred to hear what he said, but 
her face flushed scarlet at the ges
ture.

While they waited for the quail, 
Winifred’s mind again drew a picture 
for her. This time it was a room 
in her own home that she saw. Her 
mother set in a low rocking chair 
before the grate fire, knitting and 
talking. "Clorinda was one of the 
brightest and prettiest girls J ever 
saw," she was saying, “and now 
look at her.' Don't tilk to me. 
There is nothing that so warps 
woman’s life as stinginess in her hus
band. Do you know that, on her 
weddrog trip, when she wanted b 
bring back some little presents t, 
hqr friends, he wouldn’t let her 
'Save your money,' he said, ‘don’ 
throw it away on foolishness.' And 
thalt has been the cry ever si rice. 
•Save your money, save ydur money. 
That poor thing hasn't a decent drees 
to her dam*. I wouldn't be seen on 
tine street in the things she wears; 
and work ! she slaves from morning 
till night to sane his money. The 
qhange in her Is pitiful. It hurts me,
Prom a bright, happy woman __ _
hae become a machine sot going for 
the performance of endless taslo—a 
hopeless drudge. Sometimes T 
in the middle of the night and can
not sleep, thinking ol her."

Jackson broke in upon her reverie.
"I suppose they had to go out and

that quati," said he, "from the 
of time they are taking 

it In."
toughed faintly.

make him deduct 
i the price ol it," ,
' taken so long

FASHION, ELEGANCE, 
RESPONSIBILITY.

YgU MEED GOOD, RELIABLE FURS? YOU MU8T CO TO A RESPONSIBLE HOUSE.

give satisfaction.0 cxper,ence and the continual increase of oar trade are a guarantee that we always

in the world^ 8ParC n° Cxpense to put our House on a footing superior to the best and largest Fur Houses 

We only employ experts in the art of cutting furs.
House has aUcûuiré'd'a<!,epartme|nt is under the supervision of a renowned and experienced artist, and our 
nouse has acquired a umversal reputation for the fit and elegance of its garments.

Furthermore, Buying all our Furs FOR CASH,

in the largest and best markets of the world, and direct from the 
trappers,

We are in a position to secure the choicest of the finest 
turs at prices which permit us to give you for the same money

40 Per Cent.
Better Value than you can get elsewhere.

CHA5. DESJARDINS ET CIE.
1537 St. Catherine Street THE KINGS OF FURRIERS.

hq observed, by way of J girl in the pink waiet, upon 
"and I am. Bring us some multifarious attentions were 
to the waiter, who, raising

believe, ’ 
apology, 
cream,"
his eyebrows the fraction of an inch 
oope more left them.

Winifred nibbled absent-mindedly 
at her quail. Once more she was 
lost to her surroumdir^js, to the hum 
of the crowd, the pacing of the soft- 
footed waiters, and to the music of 
the violins, and there appeared before 
her mental vision a small soom, half 
dark, the curtains uorerully drawn. 
Against the wall in the room was a 
narrow white bed, upon which her 
Aunt Clorinda lay, her worn heads 
clasped upon her breast. Her sister, 
Winifred’s mother, wept in an adjoin
ing room. Her tears fell on a long, 
straight garment, black and sombre, 
which she was stitching. ‘ 'We hod to 
make it,’’ she faltered, between, her 
sobs. "She hadn’t a decent drees 
to her back. There wasn't a thing 
fit for her to be buried in, not a 
single thing.! A servant would have 
had more than she had, for she 
would have had wages with which 
to buy clothes. I'm not grieving for 

Winifred; that is, I won’t after 
I get over the first shock of it—here, 
thread this needle, I can’t see to 
thread ib-she is better off dead, a 
thousand «times better off. At least, 
she can rest." I

But fbr all that, she had lain he 
head down on the black garment and 
nobbed and nobbed

The dinner was ever. Winifred had
------ a morsel of cream, played

with her cheese, drunk half a cup of 
: change had been 

Da addition .. 
, hall dollar lay 

It

whom

layiabod by her waiter, in whose 
pocket reposed a snug fee, and tingl
ed with mortification as she and 
Jackson pushed back their chairs un
assisted, walked the length of the 
two rooms end down the carpeted 
steps to the street, followed by the 
glare of their waiter, who stood 
aloof, his arms folded, indignantly 
imparting hi a grievance to a fellow- 
waiter.

Jackson tucked her hand under his 
arm.

"It’s so jolly to be together. We 
shall be awfully happy In our little 
flat," he whispered. "Shan’t we ?”

Winifred disengaged her hand, and, 
putting» it into her muff, walked apart 
from him through the brilliantly- 
ligtited streets to the elevated.

T have changed my mind," said 
she. "I think we are unsuitod. There 
will be no 'little flat’ for us."

"Why ?" he asked, wodderlngly 
/"Becaiuae.”
"Is that a reason, Winifred?" he 

exclaimed. "Because?"
"It Is a woman’s reason," she re

plied, "and it must suffice."—<Zoe An- 
<torsom Norris.

CULTURE AS A BY-PRODUCT,

(Providence Journal.)
A strange doctrine is set forth by 

the President of Brown University 
when he says, discussing the purpose 
of education, that culture is not an 
aim in itself, but a by-product. The 
fallacy that technical training is all- 
sufficient has been stated before, but 
hardly with such bluntness as by Dr. 
Faunce. If a liberal education has 
meant anything in the past, it has 
meant the development of .the mindi 
—a development not achieved by the 
mere acquisition of information.. It 
has meant not merely the possession 
of facts, but the right way erf looking 
at facts. Dr. Faunce's theory is in 
effect that of Mr. Gradgrind. The 
youth- of the land are so many pit
chers, waiting to be filled to the 
brim.

The value of technical training Is 
no doubt very great. But to con
fuse such training with education can 
work only evil. It may be question^ 
ed whether the universities are call

ed upon to conduct technical school». 
(Jartainiy, if they undertake to do so 
it shotuld nqft be at the expense ot 
what our fathers called the humani
ties. A knowledge oi art and liter
ature is not incidental to the wdrk 
of an analytical chemist, 'll he 
add such knowledge to his scientific 
attainments ho is a happier and 
more useful man. But he can be a» 
competent analytical chemist without! 
it. On the other hand, science, ab
stract or applied, cannot toko the 
place of the classics ia the general 
educational scheme. To say this ie 
not to decry scientific research. Such 
research is, however, properly the 
work of the specialist. Culture does 
not imply more than an intelligent 
passing familiarity with the import
ant lawe of nature. But it does im
ply close familiarity, in Arnold’s 
phrase, with "the best that baa been 
taught and known in the world."

This beet is found, not in the ma
terial triumphs of man, important to 
Ids welfare, as they may be, but In. 
the operations of his mind. It ia 
the poetry and philosophy of the 
world which creates the atmosphere 
of sweetness and light" where w* 
may use ideas freely. Those con
stitute culture—the armor of the 
breast, as Horace calls it. No wt 
schemes of education, mapping out 
the mind into distinct fields to bq 
ploughed and harrowed in turn, da- 
riding everything that has not ml 
immediately utilitarian' purpose,
«truly cultivate the mind. Hat I» 
one reason why a fresh and inquir
ing intelligence often finds out for 
itself what its teachers have denied 
r41 •'hiee# /■ have 
"needed not to go from home 
good Instruction 
teaching is 
when culture is characterized aa a hv- 
produot. It is only i 
cation produces

many who


