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| Cavalleria Rusticana.

she laughed.

Jackson | did ? 1
gcanning the bill of fare.

“What do you went 2"’ he asked,
She reached her hamd across  the
“Give it to  me,”” sald she,

table.
“and I will see,”

He
" casually down the

thelr order.

“ think,”” saiid Windfred slowly, her
finger on her 1ip, “‘that T should like
some carfvas-backed duck.”” The
waiter took out a little tablet and
wrote rapidly—‘‘canvas back duck.”’
“Some terrapin, some pate de fole
” The waiter’s pencil skimmed
the pate de foie gras.
But  the
comes first,. doesn't it ?
Well, I will order what I want amd
it can be sorfed afterwards.’’
studied for an absorbed moment or
Iot of other
things I want,” she went on, biting
fer under lip while the waiter
veloped into one broad amd expan-
sive smile as he hung upon her next
words, “‘but, that will do at  pre-
T will be studying up < the
aext course while. you . »are bringing

gras.
deftly over
“And some

whl@!ﬂ_.
-whitebait

iwo. “There are a

sent.

that,” she concluded.
Jaclgort turned pade. "
“Winifred "’ he, gasped.
templated marriage

her given rame,
of fare.

Breals me.
in stocks.

%o bent frowningly’ over it.

down on his tablet;
band, courteously e?n('
Finally Jackson 1obked
“Is the table d’hote

SRR

Winifred listened eagerly,
I like it,” she murmured. Then
she

that I was from the country,”
added. ‘“Wouldn't they 2'”
not reply. He was

Their con
in the  early
spring warranted the familiarity "of
X ‘““Hand me the bil
Do you Know how far = we
are from home ? I don’t want
| have to walk.’””
Winifred loolnd up in surprise.
“What’s the maitter 2 she cried,
“Oh, nothing,’” said he: “Only  if
¥ou go on ordering like that'géu will
I haven't got a fortune
'm no multd-m]lllmm.}m.
20 bloated 'hond-holder, rolling  in
T'm Hving * on a salary.
| Harid me that pill of fare,’”
She passed it to' him and

ing at him with wom*,rkng

eyes as

¥

For at that moment unscen violing
purst into a familar adr hbh'», the

watched her as she glanced
list. while  the
waiter filled their glasses with  fce,
poured into them watber from a long-
mecked carafe, laid immense napkins
at their plates and patiently awaited

She

de-

to

The waiter, with an’alfost impér- ;wedding trip, when she wamted  to
. @plible shrug of ‘his broad should-
5, scratched * olt the ibets’ jotted

| ‘Save your money,” he said, ' ‘don’t

11y pink, and matehed the shade of
the girl's/silk waist. 3
‘But Winifred wis not thinking = of
\ﬂnﬂrl. nor of the candles, nor of
the pink blossoms. The room amd
fls occupants fadoed betore her, and
he saw instead a frugal Kitchen with
one'large window, the panes of which
were very bright and cléan. At this
window hung a snowy curtain, be-
neath which was ‘ a table spotlessly
scrubbed. Before the table stood a
Iragile women in a dark-blue ealico
dress, a gingham apron tied about
her waist, the starched stringe hang-
ing %o the hem of her skirt.  The
woman was her Aunt Clorinda, en-
gaged in thq humble occupation  of
pecling potetoes.
As she stood there, in her attitude
uppea.'red 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 a
rush of sudden tears to Winifred’s
eyes. v
She blinked them back and foroad a
smile to her lips as Jackson asked:
““Shall we have quail on toast 2"’
Hxamining the price list more minu-
tely, he added: “Tt isn’t very ex-
pensive.’’
“By all means, then” said Wini-
fred, ‘‘have quail 6n toast.’”
The waiter bent his head attentive-
ly.
“Two ?”’ he inguired.
““One will be emough for us both;
won't, it ?"” asked Jackson, looking
interrogatively and ‘appealingly  at
Winifred. :
At the same time he cautiously
touched the toe of her shoe under the
table.
‘“Plenty,” 'said she.  She laughed a
trifle hysterically. “Plemty,” she re-
peated.
The waiter removed the soup plated
uLd passed through the room toward
the kitchen. At the door he nudged
another waiter and jerked his thumb
over his shoulder in the direction of
Jackson. It was impossible for
Winifrod to hear what he said, but
her face flushed scarlet at  the gos-
ture, iy
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 sat in g low rocking - chair
hefore the grate fire, knitting and
talking.  ““Clorinda was one of the
|brightest and prettiest girls, T ever
saw,” she was saying, “‘and ' now
look ‘at ‘her.” ' Don’t talk to me.
There is nothing. that so warps.- -a
woman'’s life as stinginess in her hus-
band. Do you know. that, on . her

bring back some little presents o
her friends, he . wouldn/t, let her ?

throw. it away on foolighness.’ And
thalt, has. been the cry ever sirce.

dark, the curtains carerully drawn.

ing room. I{a tears fell on a long,

which she was stitching. ‘‘We had to
‘meke it,” she faltered, between her
sobs.. ‘‘She badn't a decent dress
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believe,”” hg obsorved, by way
apology, “‘and I am. Bring us some
cream,’”’ to the waiter, who, raising
his eyebrows the fraction of amn inch,
on¢e more left’ them.

Winifred nibbled = absent-mindedly
at her quail. Once more she was
lost to ber surroundings, to €he hum
of the crowd, the pacing of the soft-
footed waiters, and to the music of
the violing, and there appeared before
her mental vision a swall soom, hall

Against the wall in the room was a
narrow white bed, upon which @ her
Aunt, Clorinda lay, = her worn hands
clasped upon her breast, Her sister,
Winifred’s mother, wept in an adfoin-

straight  garment, black and sombre,

There wasn't & ' thing
be buried in, not a
A mervant ‘would have
she had, for she
‘have had wages with which
buy clothes, I'm not grieving for

her, Winifred; thet is, T won't after

of | girl in the pink waist, upon whom
being
whose
pocket reposed a snug fee, and tingl-
and
Jackson pushed back their chairs un-
the
and down the carpeted
steps to the sirest, followed by the
who stood
folded, indignantly

multifarious attentions were
layvished by her waiter, in

ed with mortification as she

assisted, walked the length of
two rooms

glare . of their
aloof, his arms
imparting his. grievance to a fellow-
waiter,
Jackson tucked her hand under his
arm.
“It’s .80 jolly te be together.

waiter,

flat,”” he whispered. ‘‘Shan’t we 2"

Winifred disengaged her hand, and,
putting it into her mufl, walked apart
irom him through the brilliantly-
lighted streets to tho elevated.

“I have chamged my mind,”’ said
she.  “I think we are unsuited. There
will be no ‘liftle flat’ for us.”

“Why 2’ he asked, wornideringly.
/‘‘Because.”

“Ts that a reasan, Winifred ?'’ he

exclaimed. . “‘Because 2’

“It is a woman’s reasom,”’ she re-
plied, “‘and it must suffice.”’—Zoe An-

derson Norris.

i

ENGLAND'S ARISTOCRACY . AND

W b SR OBRE, :

We
shall. be awfully happy in our little

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 am
aim in itself, but a by-product. The
fallacy that technical training is all-
sufficient has been stated before, but
bardly with such bluntness as by Dr,
Faunce. - If a liberal education has
meant anything in the past, it has
meant the development of the mind
—a development not achieved by the
mere acquisition of information, It
has meant not mercly the possession
of facts, but the right way of looking
at facts. Dr. Faunce's theory is in
eflect that of Mr. Gradgrind. The
youth: of the land are so mamny pit-
chers, walting to be filled to the
brim,

The value of techmical training is
no doubt very great. But to con-
fuse such training with educatfon ean
"work' only evil. . Tt may be question-
ed whether the universities are call-

'DOES YOUR HEAD
| Feel As Though It Was Being
f Hammered ?

1)

ed upon to conduct techuical schools.
Certaindy, if they underiake to do so
it should not be at the expense of
what our fathers called ‘the hwmamni-
ties. A knowledge o1 art and liter-
ature is not incidental to the work
of an analytical chemist. 'If he cam
add such kmowledge to his scientific
attainments he is a happier and
more useful man. But he can be &
compgtent analytical chemist withouty
it. On the other hand, science, ab-
stract or applied, cannot take the
place of the classics in the general
cducational scheme. To say this ia
not to decry scientific research. Suchl
research is, however, properly the
work of tha specialist. Culture does
not imply ‘'more tham an intelligemt
passing familiarity with the import~
ant laws of nature. But it does ime
ply close familiarity, in Arnold's
Phrase, with ‘“‘the best that has been
taught and Known in the world.”
This best is found, not in the me-
terial triumphs of man, important to
his welfare as they may be, but in
the operations of his mind. It is
the poetry and philosophy of tha
world which creates the atmosphere
of sweetnéss and light”’ where we
maly use ideas frecly. These com~
stitute culture—the armor of  tha
Lreast, as Horace calls it. No sek
schemes of education, mapping out
the mind into distinot flelds 10 b 3
ploughed amd harrowed in turn, ' de-




