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s Glittatind and
imd; ke the Mont Blanc, Monte
-amd Matteriorn of Switzerland,

[
“The Shining Peak,” and Skagastolt-
:imd, “The Shaggy-topped Mountain.”
Jattinheim s infinitely ilder and
more Fugged than Switzerland, though
without the majesty of the High Alps.
+Ome can kee glaclers coming down to
the water's edge, mountains sending
cliffs into 'akes that ure
.as deep as .the. mountains are high,
and ngrrow arms of the sea,. the
Tjords, runnidg hundreds otgniles in-
:lamd. The only Swiss lake which any-
-whete resembles the combination of
‘mountain and water of the Norwegian
flords 's Lucerne; and (he celebrated
Axenstrasse and Via Mble have thelr
counterparts in the Land of the Mid-
nigat Sun.
From October to April the land s
fast bound by snow and ice, storms
Bowl through the swaying pines and
whir] eddles of snow down, the moun-
tain sides, and perchance 'the cry of
the wolf mingles with-the voice of the
gtorm. Then, by the ruddy glow of
the pinewood fire, the mother rocks
“the cradle of her youngest a
ber first-born stories of the glants of

~old who' lived in the heart of the
mountalns, and of the sprites and gob-
Mas who' dwelt bepeath the ico of the
1 and In the ‘dim recesses of the
‘forest. .

Ome 'frequently puts up at the
“skydsstations.” The people of Nor-
way pay very few taxes, but each man
along a road will have so many yards
of the road assigned to his care; own-
ers of land and stock must, within the
district allotted to them, provide shel-
ter and conveyance within a fixed
time, at a low rate of pay fixed by the
government. A ‘“skydsstation” is
therefore a kind of relay station or
bostelry, where fresh horses will bo
.sapplied and refreshment provided for
man and beast.

‘oads Hewn Through Rock.

Some of the roads over the moun-
tains are amongst the finest In the
‘world, hewn out and in some places
tunneled through solid rock; through
where pent-up cat-
less fury, or along
~«lifis that descend abruptly into the
ealm waters of a lake or fjord. At

otber times they . glide, snake-like,
down, somé broad-breasted slope, or
~elimb from tife narrowing valley up to
‘the “tableland” that spre Itself
-above.

But léaving the highways and the

x tracks, one can taste the joys
©f roaming with map and compass for
suld straying far from hotel

and skydsstation, and leaving the
mountaifi cabins in their fastnesses,
ome lodges wherever shelter may be
‘Mound. Then oue sees the people as
they are, finds out their primitive sim-
plicity sand bospitality; and the town-
‘bred American discovers that miracle

4ounyo punBieg

skyward betokened a possible resting
place, The saeter was reached, and
a night's shelter requested. The wo-
man sald she would gladly provide It,
but that other “fremmede”. (stran-
gers), a woman and‘a little boy, had
arrived some time previons and would
occupy the only spave bed. The wo-
man had come leading a cow, and the
iittle boy had ridden on its back. How- |
ever.. permission was obtat to
sleep In the barn near by, fufl of dry
bay. pal

In the Family Room.

The house contained’ one big room,
to which everything’else was merely
accessory. Large bedsteads occuplod
two corners of the room, a-huge fire-
‘place with a brightly-burning log" fire
occupled the third, and a fourth con-
tained a cuckdo clocls, a table, and
some broad wooden benches.” Tha|
housebald ‘consisted of a little weaz-|
ened man, his (stalwart wife, and a!
fair-haired daughter of 15 or 10. His
wife was about 4ix feet high and broad
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happy dream.
brown and bare
n the window there;

Little " Miss Peters \olled up 'the
three flights of steps to her tiny hall
bedroom. She ihrew her bag on the
bed and walked: deliberately to the
mirror, only stopping to throw open
the blind for more light.,« She sat
down deliberately before the hideous
little glass and began to take another
faventory of her good looks.

Not even one who loved her—she
smiled bitterly at that thought—could
call her pretty. She was homely. Not
with that piquant sort of plainness
that 1s almost as attractive as beauty,
but with a sgrt of ugliness.
The forehead bulged, the eyes were
3wl and sunken, the cheeks presented
Bo‘contours to speak of, and the whole
expression was owlishly pathetic.

In proportion, and looked as If she
could put her husband in her pocket
on occasion; her bare arms showed
goodly muscles, and petticoats reach-
ing only to the knees made her ap-
pear even taller than she was, a peace-
ful feminine Goliath. The old man
smoked his pipe by the light of the
blazing fire, while the daughter
combed out her long golden halr; the
little boy was already slumbering in
one of the big beds, and his mother
was attending to the cow, while the
hostess bustled about her household
dutles.

Presently the latest comer asked
permission to retire, but he was bid-
den to wait a moment and he would
‘be given something bétter than the
barn. That was a house where wo-
man’s word was law, so he sat meekly
between the fire and the golden-halred
girl and watched his buxom hostess.
Quickly she placed two benches slde
by side beneath the cuckoo clock,
fetched two huge armfuls of hay from
the barn and spread them theredn,
went out again and brought some
more with which to stuff a pillow case,
and finally covered all with homespun
sheets and blan Then, by the fit-
ful dancing of the dying flames pro-
ceeded a general but necessarily in-
complete disrobing; host and hostess
1in one of the beds, the hostess’ daugh-
ter and the woman afd little boy in
the other, while the sixth occupant of
the room lay beneath the cuckoo
clock. Could hospitality go further?

Next morning the hostess was up
before the dawn; the crackling of dry
wood In the flames of the open hearth
and the grinding of coffee in a small
wooden trough roused the slumberers,
and the rich fragrance of the crushed

| coupen?

berries roused their appetites. Flad-
brod and coffee, potatoes and butter,
porridge and sugar and cream made a
meal for a prince, but such as princes
rarely taste. not this better than
a room in a hotel, provided in ex-
change for a Cook's tourist

He Died Suddenly.

When the Shah was in Parls last
year hé was dccompaniéd by an off-
clal named Mahmoud Khan, who Is
not with him now. X French journa
ist who remembered Mahmoud well
put some questiops about him the oth-
er day to a mentber of the Shah’s ret-
inde. “What has become of Mabmoud
Khan?" inquired the journalist. “He
is dead. monsieur,”: was the answer.
o But surely he was

4dnd seemed to enjoy excellent
hulz." “It 'was excellent,” assented
the Persian fundtionary. “Was he il
very long?" “No, monsieur. He was
pot 11l at all. ' He died quite spddenty.”

wants good looks ‘it s when she is

ticket [

She d each feature as cal-
lously as If it were a statuo she were
appralsing. The face was the same.
As bateful to her as ever. £he closed
She was plain, un-

And it one ever

her eyes wearily.
attractive—ugly.

twenty. Miss Peters was barely that,
but she looked almost any age, up to
forty.

She slipped theé plus out of the tight
little knot at the back of her neck
an® shook her halr down over her
shoulders. It was not pretty bair. 1t
was thin and scraggly and mouse col-
ored. In the hand mirror she ralsed
to get a glimpse of her profile s
could see her hent little shoulde
reflected. A bookkeeper who bends
over ber work from elght in the morn-
tng until six at night rarely has pret-
ty shoulders

And seventy-five dollars Is not much
to pay a girl who does the wark of
two men. ‘Miss Peters sent fifty dol-
lars of this amount home every month.
Atter her board was pald, little was
left to waste on feminine finery.

“I wouldn't care,” (she had fallen
Into the habit of talking to herself),
“I wouldn't care it 1 were ugly and
poor If dny of them liked me.” She
buried her face in the pillows ard be-
gan to cry. “I never have any tun.”
She lay staring at the celling, thinking
hard. And her thoughts were even
more pathetic than her face. One by
one she took the girls in the boarding
bouse, and studied their faces from
memory—and thelr friends.  Trere |
was only one of them who had ever
manifested the slightest friendliness |
for her’ and that was Miss Mathis.
She did not wonder tbat people loved |
Miss Mathis and thought her beauti: |

|
i

ful—she was. She reminded:Miss Pet-
ers always of a queen who had stray-
ed somehow into a cheap boarding.
house Incognito, that she might learn
to know and love the least of her sub-
fects. Miss Mathis, with her gorgeous
bair and eyes was so beautiful and
magnetic no one could keep from loy-
Ing her. But it was the others she
wondered about—the dozens of sten-
ographers, book keepers and school

teachers. Very few of them were real-
Iy pretty, yet they had friends. The
landlady's daughter was no beaaty,

en liked her.
ex¢laimed Miss Peters,
with sudden energy, “it's only the gay
girls that are popular. 1 will make
‘em llke me, too!” Her. face had
emerged from the pillow. A new light
was In her eyes, the light of one who
determined to conquer. “A girl who
goes along, tending to her own busi-
ness and lving up to ber ideas of
what a lady should be. Wkat's com-
{ng to her? " Unconsciously she fell
{nto the slang of the other girls. |
She rose wigh' fresh determination
and began to’dress for dlaner. She |
pulled out hér best froci, the one kept |
religiously for Sundays, and her good
slippers,” She would dress up like the |
otker girls. She would even “make up”

s daughter.

To do this she had to improvise cos-

metics. A rose petal from her best

hat put color into her cheeks and Ifps.

Bhe darkened her brows and lashes.

She almost fancied that she saw in the
reflected a likeness

(Copsright, 1905, by Daily Story Pub. Co.)

1.1

o'clock.

ing, she ran lightly down to the din-
irg room. She did not see, fortunate-
¥, the elevated brows behind her
back, or hear amy of the whispered
comments on her appearance. It was
a plty she did not know that one man,
Mr. Hughes, the kindly-faced new
boarder, was disappointed in her. Be-
fore this he had felt & gertain shy
friendliness for the modest little book:
keeper, who reminded fim somehow
of a fragrant clover blossom In a
bunch of artificial flowers. And so,
he was thinking, as he watched her
flippant and painted. that she was like
the others, after all. He felt a mild

sort of pity that he could not have ex

“It Is,” she admitted.
plained to himself, but all the time
he kpew that the others were making
fun of Miss Peters behind her back.

But the little bookkeeper, with an
st flerce galety, was chattering
away to a commercial student who sat
cext to her. After dinner she followed
the others (n the parlor, still deter-
mined to be one of them. Her com-
panion at dinner was at her hegls, en-
couraging ber. Later she went to sit
on the steps to the side gallery with
aim while be smoked a cigarette.

“Have one?” he invited, companlon-
ably. “Daisy smoked one with me
last might” For an fnstapt Miss Pe-
ters’ face, went whitg under the paint
~—with ange. Then she remembered
she musy be Ike the others If she
wanted to be popular. No one could be
popular and be a prig.

She reached out for the cigarette,
and the Young mau offered her a light
from the ome he was smoking—and
moved up nearer. Two whiffs of the
cigarette turned her deathly faint.

“I think I'll go up to my room,” she
faltcred, throwing it aside with a lit-
tle forced laugh.

“Dan’t go,” he begged.
game enough to finish it?
your first one.”

“It 18" she admitted, fighting back
her disgust for her companion. “Good
night.”

“Aren’t you going to kiss me good

ht?" he whispered, rising. “Dalsy

“Aln't you
Must be

How dare—" But Miss Peters
did not finfsh. She stumbled blindly
through the dinicg room and on up
the three fights of stairs to her own
room. She slammed the door and
dropped on her knees beside the tiny
white bed )

" she sobbed, “what have I
hy did you let me do It?

did it matter If [ were
That I had no friends, Nothing
I Bave lost every-
thing now. My self re-spect Is go-oce
for-ev-er

And sha.was on her knees, still sob-
bing.and praying in the dark when the
last boarder came in for the night
and passed Whistllog to his room at 1

Where He Got Them.

Jones sat working at his desk when
a Hebrew flower peddler stuck his
head. in at the door and arked if he
was golng to the big Yale-Harvard
football game on the morrow at New
Haven, If 50, he would for

2z
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Every now apd then a new set of
china bas to be provided, and usually
that costs about $25,000—rather a big
polnt of view. Repairs run-up to a
large amount annually, white palnt
belng an important item;

The president ‘gets ‘his pay every
month in the shape of a check, or.
more accurately . speaking, a “war
rant,” for $4,166.67, which s sent by
messeiger to the white house. A
memorandum of the amount due fs
made out by the “uditor for the state
departmbent and {s sert to the war
rant ‘division of the treasury, where It
is examired and marked as approved.
he secretary of the treasury signe
it, the comptroller_certifies it as cop
rect and then Mr. Roosevelt receives
his money.  The smallest warrant
ever fssued by the treasury depart-
ment was in favor of a president of
the United States. It was for one cent
and was forwarded from

i », =
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to Mr. Cleveland at Gray Gables, the
sum being due to close the account of
salary for. the fiscal year.—Saturday
Evening Post.
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HAS SET NEW FASHION.

Recent Bridegroom Rose Superior to
Conventionality.
As a rule weddings, like most mod

ern plays, are c d around a
single actor.

The bride plays the leading part
and the bridegroom and the rest of
the company, are permitted to walk
through the performance for ‘her
greater glory. Her costume and her
pleture hat and her armful of flowers
may be gescribed in a column and the
humble man she fs making happy for
life be lucky If he is barely named as
an Indispensable character along with
the clergyman.

They are beginning te have a strict.
er sense of justice over In Elizabeth, |
N. J. A bridegroom with a proper
sense of respect for the dignity of his
sex has asserted himself. The bride,
of course, went to the altar the same
charmicg figure all brides are. But
the bridegroom was not a mere man.
He was u rovolution.  Disdaining
what the western newspapers call
“the conventional black,” he paraded
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before the dazzled in full
panoply of white—white serge sult,

white scarf and white shoes. Even

his best man and the page were clad
in white. b
It has been the privilege of German |

duke or Engilsh aristocrat who came
to carry off an American helress to
appear In church In glittering uniform. |
But the plebelan American has gone|
along obscurely by the bride's side in |
the plainest of nuptial raiment. Now |
that the path of his emancipation has |
been blazed at Elizabeth, it lies be

 CLARK'S '3
 RESTAURANT :

tween him and his tailor to emerge |
from the obscurity to which the cter |,
nal feminine has consigned him. b
il § up-To-pATE. )

8enator Crane's Farmer at a Fir

Senator Crane tells this one: Farm-|P FINEST COFFEE 4
er Dockridge was hastily awakened in |fp PURE BUTTER
the dead of night by Alf, the hired |
man, who told him the barn was on|[ NIc€ I5¢ Lunch. Regular
fire. Instructing Alf to blindfold the [P 20c Dinner. 1
horses and lead them out, he hurried- | 4
Iy donned his trousers and rushed in- |§ 38 West ¥ort Qureet, Detween |
to the summer kitchen, grabbed a| City Rail any Postotica.
screw-driver and ran out to the barn. | TR 4

DETROIT

The roof was burning fiercely, but
he dashed Into the barn and bpgan
with frantic haste to unscrew the
hinges of the door. Alf had succeed-
ed in getting the horses out safely, |
but the farmer stuck to the job, and |
finally emerged with the doors just as |
the roof fell in. |

“That's a good deal of risk to take
for a bit of firewood
bor, who had come over to see what | fo
he could do.

d
bi

b

ing to pencil marks on the door; “see |
o1

them figgers? Well, them's my bus:

| m

—— |

more than the hull darn barn.”
Unigoked Fer. |
Just when we think we've fixed the gold-

The di t,on which fo balance |

[
Lite and Ufe's lofty Wsues—welghing |
there.

la

With fractional precision, close - and
keen,

Though motive, word and deed—there h
comes between

Some' w. rd  circumstances, some | ¥/

1yw
it

. some mood’s unwise

m, unforeseen
ustment!  Happy

ness accounts for six years and worth | 1904,

ent of the Lokal Anzelger
attle-ship Woerth rammed

oerde Wedneaday morning, cutting

| her in two, and that three fitemen in
“Firewood,” sald the farmer, point- | the boller-rocm were scalded to death

y escaping steam. The S 124 was
ne of six torpedo-boats launched in
8ke was of 420 tons displace
nent and had a speed of thirty knots,

INSURANCE.
The economy and hard work of
ong years are sometimes just 4
ome. Protect it by insuring in the
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Makes Kidoeys and Bladder Right

Is the same band that on thé sacred tree
v his sake the anguish of the

—Margaret J. Preston.

1 a burch of twice as’many violsts
any one else. .

The offer was taken, the violets
deiivered and worn to tke game by a
young lady wko not only used them
that day but the following Sunday.

A few days later the Hehrew again
called, and Jones sald those violets
gave excellent satistaction, but if you
bave po objections | would like to
know bow you were able to sell so
many violets for so lttle money on a
day when they command a high price.

His reply was, “I get ‘em off
corpses.”

It Kitled Him.
A motherly old Irishwoman was en-

Tribute to America.

A Manhattan merchant returning
the other day from a comprehensive
European trip remarked to a reporter:

“Wha{ sufprised me most in my
tour through Great Britain, and on the
contjnent especially, was to see the /D!
announcement, ‘Made Ip America,’ so| b1
frequently. displayed in retall shops.
“I can remember the time that such
placard, If seen at all, woyld- be con-
sidered by the average foreigrer as
sufficient to condemn the merchandise.

r

business man feel quite at bome.”

denvoring to pérsuade an
young man to, give up his nightly post
of duty and secure a day job, vigor-
ously maintaining that day sléep was
of lttle benefit gnd that night work
to health.

“Quit it, me Uy she pleaded,
| “quilt it. Me fond husband wurrked|

A Contributor.
“Have you ever contributed to the
of

nights fer forty years, but it Sually|
killed bim.* ¥ i !

. '
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Predatory Beast Killed by Biow
v Ri utt.

TIGER HUNTING IN AFRICA.

“An exciting adventure with &

wis seen going

lace, dragging a calf
ush, which lay close
er could not leave
early sundown and

Now it is utilized as a trade bait Doth | left

qil

Dr.King's
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For CETETI" W it

Troul
Money back If 1 fails. Trial Botties free.

Funny :

That you leave the stable doo
unfocked until the horse is stolen
—but_it's history and human
nature, Now, why don’t you be'
odd and

Peculiar

and lock the door NOW by rent~
ing a safe deposit box in the
Exchange Bank for $1.00 per
year? © And if you want any
deeds, mortgages, leases, wills or
other legal papers made, here is
the place to have it done, not
only in a neat manner

But Corrgct %
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