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SUNSHINE
FURNACE

Guaranteed
by McClary's to
save fuel—to cut out

dust, fuss and bother
and’ to heat your house
evenly and comfortably
in the coldest weather. We
guarantee the **Sunshine™ j
Furnace to save enough to
pay. for itself quicker,
than any other
furnace you can

buy.
311,

M<Clary’s

Rails for Wagons.

An idea new to this country, but al-
ready successfully tried in Europe is the |
use of iron rails for on heavy ‘

As seen in P.iladelphia at the

wagons
grades

Chestnut street bridge, where they are
these rails are ahout eight
This |

being laid,
inches wide on the top flanze,

flange is turned up along lﬁ:ssi'les.
These sides bave notches in them so that
the wagon wheel will catch in:teul of

“slide when it is desired to turn out. |
These tracks are entirely separate and
apart from those on which the trolley

car: run.--Philadelphia Record.
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The Chicago woman who found that
many working girls of her city received
only $4.50 a week has conducted an in-
vestigation 1n other large cities of the
countrv, and] has the satisfaction of
knowing that in this respect Chicagois

not the worst offender.
ske found girls who were receiving only

$1.75 a'week.

In Washington |

THE GOVERNOR'S DAUGHTER
By Sydney Carter

| A STRANGE ESCAPE
i By Henry Thomas

| 7 .
She stood on the porch of the great When the old Bangor schooner

colonial house, gazing on a tall figure
coming up the drive, a young man in

a dark suit very much the worse for |

wear. Neatness could not hide :he
fact that his coat was much worn
at the edges. Nevertheless he car-
ried himself with a certain assurance,

which the sight of Juliet Arlington, |
standing erect and expectant by the|
door, did not in the least diminish. |

He mounted the steps. Juliet stopped
playing with her riding whip, and
looked at him inquiringly.
his . hat.

“Governor Arlington is at home, is |

he not?” he queried. His tones, like
his eyes, were very direct.

“l really don't know,” said Juliet,
with polite indifference.

Nothing daunted the young man
reached forward a thin, determined
brown hand and rang the bell.

When she returned at luncheon,
eyes and cheeks glowing brigatly
from exercise she found her father
in a very happy mood.

“You look,” said Juliet, bending
over him, “as if you had found a zold
mine!” :

“Better than that” he replied. “I've
found just the young man I want tor
my private secretary.”

“Most people find you that
Father dear,” said Juliet, with an ap-
preciative glance.

“The best ones do,” he mused.

“What is the young man's name,
Father?” went on Juliet, breaking in
on his revery.

“Eh? Oh, you mean my
secretary? Faxon’s his name
Faxon.
Very poor.
college, and now he's ready for a job.”

“I see,” said the girl slowly.

The house was very gay that Win-

private
John

ter with guests coming and going, | wind,
and Juliet came to rely on John Faxon | boom

almost as much as her father did. He
was always ready to smooth away
obstacles, to make the most of diffi-
cult situations. He was courteous,
clever and reserved.

The Governor's daughter was sur-
rounded by suitors. She was the belle

of every dance and dinner and driv- | there € S
| But though rumor engag- | athwartships in the slack rigging and
| ed her first to this one and then to|Drevented from going over the stern

ing party.

that, she made no sign.

“When do you intend to give away
that cool, young heart of yours?’ her
father questioned. “And to whom?”

“To the right man at the right
time,” answered Juliet serencly.

She was the last to retire that

| evening, and as she stood in the great
{ hall at the foot of the wide staircase

John Faxon lit her candle for her.
Then he lingered, watching her as
she went up the stairs, the candle’s
glow making a soft halo for the pale
gold of her hair and the delicate
beauty of her face. Half way up she
raused and looked over the banisters.
Her lips were smiling, her eyes were
dazzlingly tender.

“Good-night,” said Faxon, half be-
neath hs breath, still watching her.

“John Faxon,” ishe said quietly,

| “haven’t you anything else to say to

me?”

His face showed a battle between
pride and love, and pride assumed the
mastery. He shook his head.

“Nothing else,” he answered cold-
' But the look of adoration that
he gave her haunted her dreams that
night ,and for many nights after.

Outwardly their life went on exact-
ly the same. Faxon neither socught
nor avoided her.. Both. went quietly
about their duties; the incident that
had so stirred them seemed ufterly
forgotten.

Winter melted into Spring 2nd late
one evening Juliet came in from a
long ramble in her garden. The es-
sence of the flowers seemed still to
cling to her, dewy and fresh and in-
effable. Moonlight streamed in the
windows of the great hall as she en-
tered it. She went to the quaint ma-
hogany table for her silver candle-
stick, and was aware of John Faxon
standing in. the shadow. Mutely she
held out the candle toward him, and
he essayed to light it for her. His
hand - trembled, and three matches
went out before he could accomplish
it. He was very pale, but the Gover-
nor’s daughter was quite cool and un-
dismayed.

"“Thank you,” she said as he handed
it to her. She looked adorable in the
half-light. A

“Good-night,”
bowing.

Juliet paused.

“Have you nothing else to say to
me?”’ she asked him.

“Nothing else,” Jchn ansfvered. He
spoke with difficulty.

Juliet dimpled bewitchingly, set
down the candlestick and leaned to-
ward him. “Don’t you think it's time

said John Faxon,

| you had?” she queried, laughingly.

“Juliet!” he cried, “you. know that
I worship you—that I adore you! And
you know, too, what has held me gi-
lent all this time. I have nothing on
earth to offer you but a poor man's
love.”

“Is love so cheap a thing that you
speak of it bitterly?” said Juliet Ar-
lington. “And as for poverty—your
life is not lived yet, John Faxon, My
grand father was a Governor, my
father {s a Governor, and unless 1
am the first Arlington woman to be
mistaken in a man, my husband will
some day be a Governor, too.”

“With your help, Juliet,” laughed
Faxon, brokenly. She was in his arms
now, her head against his breast.

“Bless me, what's this?” cried hor
father, entering, and peering through
the gloom.

“It means,” flashed Juliet, before
Faxon could speak, “it means that a
candidate for my heart has been elect-
ed after a most exciting campaign.”

“The right man at the right time,”
quoted the Governor softly, and held
out his hands to them both. ’

Not Too OId
*Young man, I

Professor: am

seventy-nine years old, and I never!
4 ilng so people can pass.
in my; S

smoked a shred of tobacco
life.”

He raised !

way, |

Comes of a good family, ““.t[came tumbling on
Worked his way m‘:(mgn;

|

Hannah F. Carleton went to the bot-
tom of Vineyard Sound. Davy Jones
ciaimed the coaster that was famed
all along shore as having been the
vietim of such a collision as never
| occurred before or since. There was
one chance in a million for the Han-
nah F. Carleton in that famous crash,
and chance favored the schooner.
They were teiling about the Han-
nah F. Carleton’s remarkable ex-
| perience, the mariners assembled
round the fire in Mulvaney’s sail loft
| the others day. She was a two-
| master of 189 toms, bu.lt at Pembroke
in 1884, and at the time of her strange
| experience hailing from Jonesport.
| She had been to New York with lum-
| ber and on her return trip east was
| passing in by Cape Cod on a clear
| moonlight night, coal laden for
| Boston. - Capt. Falkinghem was on the
{ quarter, and he noticed a steamer
| coming; up astern, but at first paid
no attention to her, everything being
| clear for miles around. Capt. Falking-
!ham, however, glanced astern every
 little while and presently became ner-
| vous, for the steamer was coming
| right for the Carleton, and without
altering her course would hit the
schooner fair in the stern in a few
n.inutes. g
| When the steamer got up a '.atle
! closer Capt. ralkingham bLegan to
shout to her people, telling them to
keep away. The men in the stean:r's
pilot house were plainly visible, as
was also the bow lookout, but th>wy
scemed to not see the schooner. Cap
Falkingham’s shouting awoke a '
hands on the schooner, and the meg
deck. They a.l
joined in the shouting, but to no purs
pese. The steamer came right on ard
struck the schooner’s main boom faj =
ly on end. The schooner was on tho
with sheets flat, so that the
hung very nearly fore apd af:
land the force of the blow from tge
steamer’s stem was transmitted o
the mainmast, which was broken 0a
short at the jaws of the boom, lettirg
the stick down on the deck with £
fearful thump. The heel of the broker
mast stove a big hole in the deck an?
the stie» .rested, swaying

only by the springstay.

The crew of the Carleton made [ 9
rush for the boat at the stern davis,”
but Capt. Falkingham, seeing th.at
they intended to desert her, seized ar
axe and chopped a hole in the boat,
so that she would not float. That
stopped the panic, and the men turnec
to and helped in patching up the hole
in the deck with a tarpaulin, for the
sea was making over her, she bein
decks to with coal, and with such a
gan open she would soon have filled,

The steamer, after backing away,

| came close up and asked if assistance
| was wanted.

Capt. Falkingham said
that he would like a tow to Boston,
and the steamer sent him a line.
line to which the steamer belonged
settled tor the damage, and at Bos-
ton the Hannah F. Carleton got a
new mainmast and boom and had her
deck patched up. Had the steamer
struck- her in any other place the
schooner would have gone to the bot-
ton like a shot. The end of the boom
was about ten inches in diameter
and, as an old coaster cap:ain re-
marked, “thev don’t often shoot as
close as that.”

An old coaster captain who haa
listened to the story®of the Hannah
F: Carleton recalled the mysterious
wreck of the little” schooner Active
in Fox Island thorough’ares ‘some
years ago. It was in the fall of the
year and the Active was going
through the narrow passage between
the isiands. She carried but two men,
the master, Capt. Ray, and his 16-
year-old son. When last seen under
sall the Active was shipshape, the
boy at the wheel and his father below
taking a nap, as it was afterward
found. Next day the Active was found
on the rocks, with her stern stove in,
the master drowned in his bunk and
the boy dead at the wheel with a
bullet hole in his head.

This discovery caused a great sen-
sation and as there appeared to be no
motive for any one to kill the boy
and as it was known that the shot
must have been fired by a third
person the whole affair was a mys-
tery and remained thus for years,
when a man in a distant state con-
fessed on his death-bed that it was
he who fired the shot that killed the
helmsman of the Active.

The man said that he had fired at
a hawk which was circling low, and
did not see the schooner, which sud-
denly came into range, owing to an
intervening clump of bushes. Then
he was horrified to see the boy at
the schooner’s wheel throw up his
hands and fall to the deck. while the
vessel broached to and was driven
ashore by the wind and tide. The
gunner, who was after gulls and
ducks, fled without waiting to in-
vestigate the result of his unfortunate
shot, fearing that if he reported the
matter to the authorities he might
although innocent of any criminal in-
tent, be imprisoned.

THIS TICKLED HIM !

James J. Hill, the Railway King,
told the following amusing incident
which happened on one of his roads:

“One of our division superintend-
ents had received numerous com-
plaints that freight trains were in
the habit of stopping on a grade
crossing in a certain small town,
thereby blocking travel for long
periods. He issued orders, but still
the complaints came in. Finally he de-
sided to investigate personally.

“A short man in size and very ex-
citahle, he went down to the crossing,
and, sure enough, there stood, in de-
fiance of 1is orders, a long freight
train, anchored squarely across it.
A brakeman who didn‘t know him by
sight sat complacently on the top
of the car.

*“‘Move that

train on!’ sputtered
‘Get it off the cross-
Move on, I

the little ‘super.’

Student (puffing cigar): “Well, Sil‘,! *r2e srakeman surveyed the tem-

you're not too oldto learn, I assure l;:@?m!au ‘ttle man from head to toot.

you. Cato learnt Greek
of eighty, you know!”

at the age’

: ‘0 the deuce, you litile
carmmp,” e replied. ‘You're small
awough @ ~raw! under.” 16
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A Premature Story.

Teacher: “Now, Jimmy, think of the
little bird in the egg; how it patiently
waits until the time comes to break
its shell. Can you tell us the rest of
the story?”

Jimmy: “No.”

Teacher: “Why can't you tell the
story of the bird in the egg?”

Jimmy:. “’Cause it ain’t out yet.”

Her belief.

Edyth: "And you really believe that
Stella’s marriage was an  affair of
the heart?”

Mayme: “Of course I do. She --ag
led to believe that the rich old dufter
she married had a weak heart.”

What Bothered Hubby

The farmer and his wite watched
their dog as he chased madly down'
the track after the 4 o’clock train.
He did it every day and always
returned winded.

“I wonder why he -chases that
train?’ remarked the wife with her,
eyes on a little cloud of dust that
showed where Rover was.

“That’s not what’s bothering me.”
answered her husband. “I'm wonder-
ing what he’d do with it it he caught
it

Ada: “Why does Clara speak of
George as her intended? Are they
engaged ?”’

Alice: “No; but she intends they
shall he.”

Neat and Tasty
Printing
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We offer One Hundred Dollars Reward
for any case of Catarch that cannot be
cared bv Hall’s Catarrh Cure.

F. J. Cheney & Co., Toledo, Ohio.
We, the undersigned, have known F.
J. Cheney for the last fifteen years, and
believe nim perfectly honorable in ali
business transactions and financially able
to carry obligations made by his firm.

NATIONAL BANK Of COMMERCE.

Toledo, O.

Hall’s Catarrh Cure is taken internally
acting directly upon the blood, and muc-
ous surfaces of the system. Testimonials
sent free. Price 75 cents per bottle.
Sold by all druggists,

Take Hall’s Family Pills for constip-
ation.

Forming the Great Gatun Lake.

The closing of the gates of the Gatun
dam on the Panama canal, an event re-
ported recently, means that the Chagres
river, the real probiem of the stupendous
urdertaking, is under control at last.
From being a menace, as it was at the
beginning, at everystep taken by the
engineers, it becomes the most useful of
instruments, The Gatun dam is situated
seven miles from Limon, bay, on the At-
lantic side, aniis intended to impound
the entire watershed of the Chagres 1iv-
er and other streams, the whole covering
a basin 1320 square miles. This struct-
ure is a mile and a half long by halfa
mile wide at the base, and what has been
in the past mainly a str-tch of typical
isthmian country, lowland, hill and jun-
gle, with here and there the remmnant of
a prrate village dating back to the earli-
est days of Spanish ascendency, by the
impounding of the wild waters of the
territory will ina short time become a
beautiful lake. Witk nearly nine miles
of the Culebra cut to Pedro Miguel, it
will constitute a waterway of about thir-
ty-five milesin length and atout 164
square miles in area, It will be larger
when filled than Lake Oneida, the larg-
est body of fresh water 1n the state of
New York.

Contrary to popular belief, the Pana-
narrow
It

very great extent, a large

ma canal will not be merely a

waterway through the isthinus.
will be, to a
lake approached fiom either side by can-
als. This lake will be eighty five feet
above sea level, and vessels essaying to
enter it will d» so by three grand steps
or locks, each 1000 feet long by 110 feet
wide, The locks themselves, so as to
economize the water, are each sub-divid-
ed into chambers of 400 and 600 feet each.
They are, of course, of twin construction
so that traffic may proceed in hoth direc-
When a vessel

Great

tio_s at the same time.

reaches the upper level, or the
Gatun lake, it will be at a sufficient ele-
vation above the surrounding country to
give its passengers some magnificent
views.

The point at which there has been most
disagreement among experts is whether
the waters of the Chagres and tributary
rivers could be safely impounded; or, in
other words, whether a dam of sufficient
withstand the pressure of
the flood season could be built on such
foundations as the isthmus has to offer.
The tide-level canal advocates contended
thzt this could not be done;l Colonel
not

assistants have

stopped to ergue the matter, but have

'|contended themselves with doing the

seemingly impossible. The dam is now

ready to receive the waters, is, in fact,

already receiving them. In the ramny

season the run-off fiom ' the water
shed of 1320 miles would fill the lake
one and one half times. The supply will
make possible the development of an
enormous horsepower for the operation
of the locks, electric illumination, etc.
’l.‘here will also be opportunity in this
supply for storage of a surplus that will
be invaluable in the dry season.

It will be some time before t:e tract of
country that is being artificially inundat-
ed will have been completely submerged,
but the closing of the gates of the Gatun
dam marks the beginning of the forma-
tion of what may properly be termed the
most mmportant link in the interoceanic
waterway.--Ex.

: -
The Massachusetits Senate on Monday

Ipassed through the final stages the
| Grand Trunk Railway bill. There were

‘some amendments made toit, principally

Buithe Grand

Trunk people have won the right to get

dealing with its finances.

into Massachusetts ports.-=Ex.




