
I THE NEW MINISTER. :
i t

do you think. Aunt VioIs The new minister is coin-
ing

Miriam Blake and her cousin, Effle
Towers, burst into the quiet

sitting-roo- like twin gales of
wind so fresh and sudden and inspirit-
ing were they.

It was a very cheerful apartment
with the crimson carpet flooded with
October sunshine, the canary singing
from his cage among the geraniums in
the window-sea- t, and a bright wood
fire crackling from the most burnish-
ed of brass andlorns on the hearth
for Aunt Violet loved an open fire,
and adhered to It through all the mod-

ern innovations.
She Was a woman past thirty, yet

rery pretty withal a woman whose
type of face and form would always
remain youthful. Brown hair, with
rippling lights of gold upon its sur-

face; blue-gra- y eyes, large and shaded
with long lushes; a complexion where
the fresh white and red betokened
perfect health and a smiling, cherry-re- d,

melting mouth, whose smiles be-

trayed '
a singularly regular set of

teeth Miss Violet Brown was perhaps
quite as attractive in her mature wo-

manhood as she 'had been in her fresh-
er nirl-Uuy-

"To-night- said Aunt Violet. "And
is the parsonage all In readiness?"

"All prepared, I believe. And what
lo you think, Aunt Violet," went on
Miriam, with girlish eagerness, "of
old Mrs. Marsh going there with her
two daughters to prepare tea, and
make it 'sort o hum-like- ,' as she Bays,
for lilni the first night?"

And Violet smiled over her crochet.
"Why," struck in Effle Towers, "the

Marsh girls are as old as the hills."
"Not (juito as old as the hills," said

Aunt Violet, quietly. "Sarah Marsh
is about my age, and Mehltable can-
not lie more than a year or two older."

"Oh, Aunt Violet!" said Effle, coax-iiiKl- y,

stealing both arms around Miss
Brown's slender waist, "nobody ever
thinks of your being old!"

"It's an Indisputable fact neverthe-
less," said Aunt Violet, serenely.

"Aunt Violet," said Miriam sudden-
ly, as she sat looking her aunt full In
the face, "how I wish Mr, Smith
would fall In love with you!"

Aunt Violet shrugged her shoulders.
"My deur child, isn't Brown a suff-

iciently common cognomen but you
want to change it into the still more
hackneyed name of Smith?"

"I wasn't thinking of the name,
Aunt Violet I was only reflecting to
myself what a splendid minister's wife
you would make."

"I Bhall never make anybody's wife,
Miriam."

"What nonsense!" ejaculated tne
gay girl. "Why, aunty, you are the
prettiest of our whole set, yet with
your sweet-pe- a complexion and those
big innocent eyes of yours"

But here Effle Towers interrupted,
speaking gravely with serious glance.

"I know what makes Aunt Violet
apeak so, Miriam she has hod a dis-
appointment years and years ago."

"Aunty! Did you really?"
"'Years and years ago,' as Effle

says, I had a lover," returned Aunt
Violet, calmly. "And what interrupted
the current of true love?"

"I was foolish, and wished to test
my power. Clarence, that was his
name, was hasty and Impulsive, and
uiy folly Incensed him. So we parted."

"And Is ho married now?"
"1 do not know. I have never seen

nor heard from him since. Ho was
only spending the summer vacation, a
college student, in our quiet village."

"What was his last name?"
"N'lmporte, Miriam, do not let us

dlslutor any more of the horrid past.
I have told you my folly. See that
you tuke warning by it."

And nono of Miriam Blake's soft
coaxings could win from Aunt Violet
a ny further confidences.

"You are not an old maid, darling
aunty," said Miriam, "but Sarah
Marsh Is, and I mean to enter the lists
with her myself to win the new min-
ister's favor. The parsonage would
make a pretty nest for such a bird as
I am, all embowered In roses and
clematis, and full of delicious little
by windows and limple-shade- d plazzcs.
1 hope he's young and good-looking-

"lie's Just thirty-five,- " said Effle,
'for lU'ueou Alden told nie so."

"Did he say whether he waa good-lookin- g

or not?"
"No, he didn't, as if Deacon Alden

cared for his looks."
"Thirty-liv- e that Is rather

but a man isn't totally past
reform at thlrty-llvc,- " observed Mir-
iam, pensively. "If Aunt Violet won't
have him I'll try my chance."

"1 shall never marry," gravely re-i- t
ati'd Aunt Violet, with more

than Miriam's llght-Jestlu- g

way twined to en II for.
"If that's the case," said Miriam,

"I'll go and rip up the breadths of my
lilac lawn dress, and have the fluted
rufllci done up. One can't be too care

ful of one's advantage of costume at
such a critical time, and 1 know Mehlt-
able Marsh has got a white dress with
blue rosebuds all over it."

"Miriam, what a rattlepate you are,"
said Effle.

"Don't I tell you I need a minister
for a husband, Just to sober me
down?"

And with this Parthian arrow of re-

tort. Miss Miriam quitted the room,
with Effle following her.

Presently she came back again, danc-
ing merrily Into the room.

"I've found out my future husband's
name." .

"What is it?"
"A decided novelty John Smith."

Aunt Violet smiled, and Miriam van-
ished once more like a twinkling bit
of thistledown.

Violet Brown sat gazing into the
coral depths of the bright embers that
had fallen through the logs on the
hearth. Somehow, spite of her asser-
tion of self-relian- and independence,
she felt very lonely that October after-
noon.

"I'll go for a walk," thought Violet
"Perhaps a little exercise will dissi-
pate this gathering despondency."

She tied a round hat under her
curls, put on a coquettish scarlet cir-
cle, tasseled with white silk, which,
according to her loving nieces, "made
her look like a delicious little Red
Riding Hood," and went out into the
fresh autumn air, where the woods,

"THINKING LITTLE PENSIVELY."

all radiant with gold and crimson
glories, were showering their leafy tro-
phies on the walks below, as she en-

tered their silent aisles.
"Autumn," she thought, sadly, "how

soon it has come upon us! And It is
but a little while since spring was
here with her dew and roses. My
spring has vanished, too, and unlike
the sacred season of birds and blos-
soms, it will never return to me again.
Helgho! I wonder what I was born
into this world for. I don't seem to
be of very much use to anybody."

Violet was thinking thus, a little pen-slvel- y,

as she sat on a moss-enamele- d

fallen tree, tapping the drifts of yel-
low leaves with the point of her para-
sol, and letting the fresh, fragrant
wind blow the gold-brow- n curls back
from her forehead. She was not think-
ing how picturesque was her attitude,
nor how beautiful her face looked In
its oval clearness, with pink flushes
ou either cheek, but both these facts
struck the perceptions of a tall strang-
er carrying a valise In his left Hand,
who had Just crossed the stile leading
from the main road, and entered the
illuminated glow of the autumnal
woods.

He raised his hat with a courteous
motion as Miss Brown started at his
advancing footsteps.

"I beg your pardon; I fear I have
unintentionally startled yeu."

"Not at all." Violet looked up earn-
estly at his face as she answered.

"Perhaps you can direct me to the
shortest cut across these woods to
Mlllhambury? I am not quite certain
as to my localities."

"You are on the direct path now,
Clarence Smith."

Ho started. In his turn, and gazed
scrutlnlzingly Into her face.

"I thought It was familiar to nie!"
he exclaimed, "and now I know It.
Violet! who would have thought of
meeting you here?"

Violet Brown trembled like an aspen
leaf, but she strove to control her-
self.

"The world Is full of Just such
chance meetings, Clnrence."

She had hnlf turned away, but the
gentleman had put down his valise,
and was evidently lucllned not to part
with her so readily.

"Stop, Violet do not go away. My
love! I have so longed to see you, all
theso years. Tell me that you have
not entirely forgotten the past that
you have still a word of tenderness
for the wayward lover who flung away

his brightest chances of . happiness
long ago! Violet, you were my first
love be my last?"

"Do you love me still, Clarence?"
she asked, the blue-gra- y eyes soften-
ing to a strangely tender brightness.

"Do I breathe exist still? I
tell you, Violet my heart is like the
century plant which only blossoms
once and its blossoming is in the sun-

shine of your love alone."
She was silent lovelier than ever,

Clarence thought, in the momentary
indecision, the shy hesitation of her
manner, as she stood under the old
trees, a gold-tinte- d leaf drifting down
here and there around her, and her
tremulous hands clasped to hide their
flutter as far as might be.

"Violet, darling! tell me that you
love me."

"I love you, Clarence!"
There is a Garden of Eden created

anew for every happy pair of lovers
and Clarence and Violet stood In

Paradise now!
"But Clarence," resumed Violet

when the first words and
glances of their new happiness had
been exchanged, "I don't comprehend
this at all. How did you come here?
and how did you know where to find
me?"

"I did not know where to find you,
Violet Chance has been my friend
here, and as for my opportune appear-
ance on the scene, it is very easily ac-

counted for. I have been called to
take charge of the parish of Mlllham-
bury."

"Clarence, you are not the new min-

ister?"
"But I am the new minister."
"His name is John Smith."
"I beg your pardon, mla amlma

it is John Clarence Smith."
And Violet's surprise was sufficient-

ly amusing to the reverend gentleman
at her side.

Old Mrs. Bczabel Marsh and her
two elderly, hard-favore- d daughters,
had got the parsonage all ready, even
to lighting the evening lamps on the
study-tabl-e, and poking the clear an-
thracite fire that burned in the dining-roo-

grate.
Miss Mehetable had turned the

tumbler of crimson currant Jelly Into
its cut-glas- s dish, and disposed the
green sprigs of parsley to the most
striking effect round the thinly-cu- t

slices of boiled tongue, while Miss
Sarah made a Leaning Tower of Pisa
of the buttermilk biscuits, and whisk-
ed the flies away from the sugar-basi-

in readiness for the expected guest
and like the hero of song, "still he
came not!"

"The kittle's bollin', and the tea's
all steeped," said Mrs. Marsh, as she
sat in the big rocking-chai- r in front
of the fire. "It'll be spiled if he don't
come pretty soon."

"He'll be here presently now," said
Miss Mehetable, loosening her curls
from their confining papers. "Oh, ma!
I wonder if he'll be pleased with what
we've done!"

"He can't help If said Mrs. Marsh,
mentally congratulating herself on her
double chances of being the minister's
mother-in-la- But the words were
yet on her lips and the triumphant re-
flections yet in her mind, when a
knock came softly to the door, and
Miriam Blake entered, rosy with her
long walk through the frosty autumn
twilight

"Have you heard the news?" asked
Miriam. "I thought I'd come over and
tell you. The new minister has come."

"Bakes alive!" ejaculated Mrs.
Marsh.

"I don't b'lieve if said Mehetable.
"Oh, but he has for I've seen him.

And you needn't stay here any longer,
for he has concluded to remain at our
house

Mrs. Marsh and her daughters both
stared.

"What an alrth does it all mean?"
demanded the elder lady.

"I'll tell yo a very, very great se-
cret" cried the delighted Miriam.
"He's an old beau of Aunt Violet's,
and the engagement has been renewed,
and my dear little blue-eye- d aunt Is
to be the minister's wife the very next
month that ever dawn upon us!"

"Land o' Goshen!" cried Mrs. Marsh.
"Well I never!" said Miss Sarah.
"I shouldn't think." venomously com-

mented Miss Mehetable, "that he'd
want to marry an old maid."

"There are more old maids than one
In the world," observed Miriam, phil-
osophically. "So If you'll kindly lock
up the room. I'll take the key hack
to my new uncle-tli- n Ms-to-b- I im,j
thought of setting my cap at the new
minister myself, but I cheerfully yield
the palm to Aunt Violet."

She tripped home, through the dusk,
laughing to herself at the discomfit-
ure of the Marsh family. Aunt Violet
and Mr. John 0. Smith were sitting-cozll-

together over the flre when she
returned, and, ns she pnssed through
the room, she only paused to throw
her arms around Violet's neck, and
whisper:

"What do you think now about never
marrying, Auut Violet?" The

Wo don't know that the Latin In-
scriptions on tombstones stand for
but hare an Idea that, translated lntc
English, they would mean: "lie's all
In,"

Give Warning of Approach of flore
Serious Trouble.

Do you experience fits of depression with restlessness, alternatiM
with extreme irritability, bordering upon hysteria? Are yow8i)irita
easily affected so that one minute you laugh, and the next fall into emu
vulsive weeping?

Do you feel something like a ball rising in your throat and threaten,
ing to choke you; all the senses perverted, morbidly sensitive to Mt
and sound; pain in the ovaries, and especially between the shoulders'
Bometimes loss of voice; nervous dyspepsia, and almost continuaUr
cross and snanpv. with a tendency to cry at the least nrovnontinn

If so. your nerves are in a shattered condition, and you arelhreat
ened with nervous prostration.

Undoubtedly you do not know it, but in nine cases out of ten this it

caused by some uterine disorder, and the nerves centering in and about the

organs which make you a woman influence your entire nervous system.
Something must be done at once to restore their natural conditioner
you will be prostrated for weeks and months perhaps, and suffer untold
misery.

Proof is monumental that nothing in the world is better for this

purpose wan ijyuia 1j. rinnnara s vegeiaDie compound; thou,
sanas ana mousanas oi women nave written us so.

How firs. Holland, of Philadelphia, suffered
among the finest physicians In the country, none of

m m mm - vwnom coma neip ner finally cured . by Lydia E,

FinKnam s vegetable compound.
"Dear Mas. Pinkham : For over two vears I was a rnnntnnt:mf.

ferer from extreme nervousness, indigestion, and dizziness. MenBtruatkn
was irregular, had backache and a feeling of great lassitude and weak,
ness. I was so bad that I was not able to do my own work or go far in

the street I could not sleep nights.
"I tried several splendid doctors, but they gave me no relief. After

taking Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound I soon began to

feel better, and was able to go out and not feel as if I would fall at

every step. I continued to take the medicine until cured.
"I cannot say enough in behalf of Lydia S. Pinkham's medicine,

and heartily recommend all suffering women to try it and find th

relief I did." Mrs. Florence Holland, 622 S. Clifton St. Phil.
aeipma, n. (Jan. 6, 1902.)

Another fjf ff asr( ro fomalA rnrA k

Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound, after the

TWn Tn. T.-- .... T i i.i. r ijum. xin&uABi; j. was in poor neaiui ior several yean.

I had female trouble and was not able to do my housework alone. I
y1- - 1 A 1 1 . wm m ..a IKjiu wj.ru, very nervous, ana couia not sieep. j aoctorea witn, severn

I read in your book about your medicine, and thought I would try!
I iliH ar amI avm 1 -- 11 . . . 1 1 1 i. .1

viivi du, uivi oiu uuw uuieu uuu auie uj ao my wont aione, ana ira
good, i was always very poor, but now weigh one hundred and
mnnria

I thank you for the relief I have obtained, and I hope thateTOT
woman troubled with fnmulA
Vegetable Compound a trial. I have recommended it to many of nj
uxomio. aims, jljviiia .bowers, Millers ville, Ohio. (Aug. 10,1WLJ

" ne volumes or letttrs from women made Btronur
Xydla JL. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound convince all ol tt
nTtUM nf this i4u1lnl.wk ... A jA LJ i

HOW tlha.ll t.hA fosf la 4 rl7l 1 V. . J..M W All TVUft uuip bUVIU uro UftCtUV t
Surely you cannot wish to remain weak, and sick, and dlscoffl

Bed, exhausted with each day's work. You have some deranffment of the feminine organiam, and Lydia E. Pinkham's VegeUW
Lkmnannt will ,v,. i . . . ." jmk just tut suraiy m n bh uuicn.

Last Request.
An amateur sportsman had mistaken

a calf for a deer and the calf was
breathing its last.

"T-te- ll mother," gasped the dying
martyr, addressing the sympathetic
sheep that stood near by, "tell mother

I died game."
Another struggle and the agony was

over. Chicago News.

To Break In New Shoes.
Alwayi ihake In Allm'i Foot-Eis- a powder

Sn drU?J1n.?;,.nKr,mg n1 Unions. At

Tribute to Woman's Vanity,
Traveling beauties never take passage

on an ocean liner without a spirit
lamp to heat their curling tongs. Thispractice imperils the ship through dan-
ger of fire. One of the big steamship
lines has fitted every stateroom on itsvessels with an electrical apparatus for
heating the curling tongs.

FITS ", n.rroMti

A Japaneie Custom.
At the birth of a Japanese baby atree is Pometimes planted, which mustremain untouched until the marriageday of the child. When the nuptialbfparTUietree i8 down and .

SSI 'nc nmker tra"orms
'rnitUr0' Which 18 conid!vt

house. vwmuiems oi the

Next Thlaj in Line.
The oldest mason is beginning tohis name in the papers again, S,

Chicago Kecord-Heral- d. Loolc Stfo,
SX Ge0r8 "ton'. bod?

Enterprise In Dakota.
Hotel Proprietor I have nk"

to get ahead of the other hotels.
Clerk What is the idea?
Hotel Proprietor I think m

keep a divorce lawyer on the premuw

and let the guests have hie em

without extra charge. Town

Country.

What He Thinks.

When a man boasts that he h

pdurnfinn. h makes a mental re"
tion that he is pretty smart anyrty--

Washmgton Democrat.

ti . in nuhila.rt m m bw. u
Irish women can boast of W

twins more frequently than any

women in the world. Twins
in Doublin about once in every

two births, as against a general i
average ui uue m cig"jf

Appetite poor? BoweJ
constipated? Tongue coated:

Head ache? It's your W
Ayer's Pills are liver pills.;
vegetable. oJa?' tta!- -

want yourmoustacneorj
a beautiful brown or rich bl'.
BUCKINGHAM'SJ
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