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THE NEW

HAT do you thick, Aunt Vio-
W let? The new minister {s com-

ing to-nlght!™
Miriam Blake and her cousin, Effle
Towers, burst into the quiet old-fash-
ioned sitting-room like twin gales of
wind so fresh and sudden aud insplirit-
ing were they.

It was a very cheerful apartment
with the crlmson carpet flooded with
October sunshlne, the canary singlng
from his cage among the geranlums In
the window-seat, and a bright wood
fire erackling from the most burnish-
el of brass andiorns on the hearth—
for Aunt Violet loved an open fire,

and adhered to it through all the mod- |.

ern innovations.

She was o woman past thirty, yet
very pretty withal-a woman whose
type of face and form would always
remaln youthful. Brown halr, with
rippling lights of gold upon its sur-
face; blue-gray eyes, large and shaded
with long lushes; a complexion where
the fresh white and red betokened
perfect health und a smlling, cherry-
red, melting mouth, whose smiles be-
truyed a singularly regular set of
teeth—Miss Violet Brown was perhaps
quite as attructive In bher mature wo-
munhooid as she had been In her fresh-
er girl-duys,

“To-pight?'" snid Aunt Vielet. “And
is the parsonage all In readiness?"

“All prepared, I believe. And what
do you think, Aunt Violet,”” went on
Miriam, with girlish eagerness, *“of
old Mrs, Marsh going there with her
two daughters to prepare tea, and
ke It ‘sort o' hum-like,' ns she says,
for him the first night?”

Anid Violet smiled over her erochet.

“Why," struck In Effle Towers, “the
Muarsh glrls are as old as the hills."

“Not quite as old as the hills,” safd
Aunt Violet, quletly, “Sarah Marsh
{8 ubout my age, and Mehitable can-
tiot be more than a year or two older,”

"Oh, Aunt Vielet!" sald Efie, coax-
fngly, stenling both arms around Mlss
Brown's slender walst, “nobody ever
thinks of your lLeing old!"

“It's an indisputable faet neverthe
less." sald Aunt Vielet, serenely.

“Aunt Vielet,” sald Mirlam sudden-
Iy, us she sat looking hér aunt full in
the fuce, “how I wish Mr, Smith
would fall In love with you!"

Aunt Vielet shrugged her shoulders,

"My dear child, Iso't Brown a suffi-
clently common  cognomen but you
wiunt to change it into the still more
bhnekneyed name of Smith?”

“I wasn't thinking of the name,
Aunt Vielet—I was only reflecting to
myself what a splendld minister's wife
you would make.”

“I shall never make anybody’s wife,
Mirinm."

“WAHAL nonsensel”  ejaculated tne
gay girl, “Why, aunty, you are the
prettiest of our whole set, yet with
Your sweet-pea complexion and those
blg innocent eyes of yours—"

But here ffle Towers interrupted,
speaking gravely with serlous glance,

“1 know what makes Aunt Violet
spenk so, Mirinm-—she bas bad a dis-
appointment years and years ago."

“"Aunty! DIid youn really 7

“*Years aud years ago,' as Effle
Aays, L had a lover,” returned Aunt
Violet, calmly. *“And what Interrupted
the current of true love?"

“I wns foollsh, and wished to test
my power. Clarence, that was his
name, wus hasty and lmpulsive, and
my folly inconsed him., So we parted.”

“And s he married now 1"

“1 do not know. 1 have never seen
nor heard from him since. He was
ouly spending the summer vacation, a
college student, In our quiet village,"

“Tyhat was his last name?”

“N'lmporte, Mirlam, do not let us
disinter any more of the horrid past.
1 have told you my folly, See that
you tuke warning by it.”

Aud none of Mirlnm Blake's soft
conxings could win from Aunt Violet
any further confidences,

“You are not an old mald, darling
aunty,” sald  Miriam, *“but Sarah
Marsh Is, and | mean to enter the lists
with her myself to win the new min-
fster's favor. The parsonage would
make a pretty nest for such a bird as
I am, all embowered In roses and
clomtls, and full of dellelons little
by windows and mapleshaded plazzes.
I hope ha's young and good-looking,"

“He's Just thiviyfive,”  sald Efte,
“for Dedcon Alden told me so.*

“Did he say whether ho was good-
looking or not?"

“No, he dido't, ns If Deacon Alden
curedd for his looks.” °

“Thirty-five—that Is rather old-bneh-
elorlsh, but & man lsu't totally past
reform at thirty<fve," observed Mir-
fnm, pensively, “If Aunt Vielet won't
have him Ul try my chanee.™

“1 shall never marry."” gravely re.
fteatedl Aunt Vielet, with more serl-
ousness than Mirinm's  light-jesting
wiy seemed to eall for,

“If that's the case,” sald Mirlam,
“T'Il go nnd rip up the breadths of my
lHine lnwn dress, and bave the fluted
ruflles doue up. One can't be too care
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ful of one's advantage of costume at
such a critieal time, uud 1 know Melit-
able Marsh has got a while dress with
blue rosebuds all over it

“Mirlam, whut a rattlepate you are,"
sald Erle,

“Don't I tell you I need a minlster
for a husband, just to sober me
down?"

And with this Parthian arrow of re-
tort, Miss Mirlam quitted the room,
with Efe following her,

Presently she came back agaln, dane-
ing merrily into the room.

“I've found out my future husband's
name.”

“What 1s 1t?"
“A decided novelty—John Smlith.™
Aunt Violet smiled, and Mirlam van-
ished once more like a twinkling bit
of thistledown.

Violet Brown mat gazing Into the
coral depths of the bright embers that
had fallen through the logs on the
hearth., Somelow, spite of her asser-
tlon of self-rellance 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 tled a round hat under her
curls, put on a coquettish searlet olr-
cle, tasseled with white silk, which,
according to her loving nleces, “made
her look llke a deliclous little Red
Riding Hood,” and went out into the
fresh msutumn aler, where the woods,

“THINKING A LITTLE PENSIVELY."

all radlant with gold and erimson
glorles, were showering their leafy tro-
phies on the walks below, as she en-
tered thelr sllent alsles,

“Autumn," she thought, sadly, “how
goon it has come upon us! And it is
but a lttle while since spring was
here with her dew and roses. My
spring has vanished, too, and unlike
the sscred seagon 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.
sively, as she sat on a moss-enameled
fallen tree, tapping the drifts of yal-
low leaves with the polnt of her para-
sol, nnd lettlng the fresh, fragrant
wind blow the gold-brown curls back
from her forehead. She was not think-
ing how plcturesque was her attitude,
nor how beautiful her face looked In
its oval clearness, with pink flusheg
oa elther cheek, but both these facts
struck the perceptions of a tall strang-
er carrying a viallse In his left hand,
who had just crossed the stile leading
from the maln road, and entersd the
llluminated glow of the autumnal
woods,

He ralsed hls hat with a courteous
motion as Miss Brown started at his
advancing footsteps,

“l beg your pardon; I fear I have
unintentionally startled you."

“Not at all.” Violet looked up earn-
estly at his face as she answered,

“Perhaps you can direct me to the
shortest cut meross these woods
Millhambury? 1 am not quite certaln
as to my loenllties. "

“You are on the direct path now, | 1
| up the room, I'll take the key hnek

Clarence RBmith."

He started, in his turn, and gazed
scerutinizingly Into her face,

“1 thought It was familiar to me!
he exclaimed, "snd now I know It
Vielet! who would have thought of
weetlng you here?”

Violet Brown trembled ke an aspen
lenf, but she strove to coutrol her-
self.

“The world s full of
chance meetings, Clarence.”

She had half turned away, bat the
gentleman bad put down his valise,
and was evidently inclined not to part
with her so readily.

“Stop, Vielet—do not go away, My
love! 1 have so longed to see you, all
these years, Tell me that you have
not entirely forgotten the past—that
you bave stlll a word of tenderness

Just such

for the wayward lover who flung away

his brightest chances of happiness
long ago! Vliclet, you were my first
love—be my last?”

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

“Do 1 breathe ne exist still? I
tell you, Violet, my heart is like the
century plant which only blossoms
once—and [ts blossoming Is In the sun-
ghine of your love alone.”

She wuas sllent—loveller than ever,
Clarence thought, in the momentary
indeclsion, the shy hesitation of her
manner, as she stood under the old
trees, a gold-tinted leaf drifting down
here and thers around her, and her
tremulous hands clasped to hide their
flutter as far as might be,

*Violet, darling! tell me that you
love me,"”

“1 love you, Clarence!"

There is a Garden of Eden created
anew for every happy palr of lovers
—and Clarence and Viclet stood in
Paradise now!

“But, Clarence,” resumed Violet,
when the first all-absorbed words and
glances of thelr new happiness had
been exchanged, "1 don't comprehend
this at all. How did you come here?
and how did you know where to find
me?"

"1 did not know where to find you,
Violet. Chance has been my friend
bere, and as for my opportune appear-
ance on the scene, it Is very easlly ac-
counted for. I have been called to
take charge of the parish of Millham-
bury."

“Clarence, you are not the new min-
Ister?"

“But I am the new minlster.”

“His pame is John Smith."”

“I beg your pardon, mia amima—
it 18 John Clarence Smith."

And Violet's surprise was sufficlent-
ly amusing to the reverend gentleman
at her slde,

Old Mrs. Bezabel Marsh and her
two elderly, hard-favored daughters,
had got the parsonage all ready, even
to lighting the evening lamps on the
study-table, and poking the clear an-
thracite ﬂr? that burned {n the dining-
room grate.

Miss Mehetable had turned the
tumbler of crimson currant jelly Into
its cut-glags dish, and disposed the
green spriges of puarsley to the most
striking effect round the thinly-cut
slices of bolled tongue, while Miss |
Sarah made a Leaning Tower of Plsa
of the buttermilk blscults, and whisk- ’
ed the flles away from the sugar-basin,
in readiness for the expected guest, |
and like the hero of song, “still he
came not!"

“The kittle's bollln’, and the tea's
all steeped,” mald Mrs. Marsh, as she
sat in the big rocking-chair in front |
of the fire. *“It'll be splled if he don't |
come pretty soon.”

“He'll be here presently now,” sald
Miss Mehetable, loosening her curls
from thelr confluing papers. “Oh, ma!

I wonder If he'll be pleased with what | I

we've donpe!”

“He can't help 1t," sald Mra, Marsh,
mentally congratulating herself on her
double chances of being the minister's |
mother-in-law. 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 !
Mirlam 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 l
tell you. The new minister has come,” |

“Bakes allve!" ejaculated Mrs,
Marsh,

“I don't b'lleve it,” sald Mehetable,

“Oh, but he has for I've seen him.
And you needn't stay here any longer, |
for he has concluded to remaih at our
house to-night.” |

Mrs, Marsh and her daughters both '
stared,

“What an airth does it all mean?"
demanded the elder lady,

“I'll tell you & very, very great se
crel," crled the dellghted Mirlam.
“He's an old beau of Aunt Violet's,
and the engagement has Leep renewed,
and my dear little blue-eyed aunt ls
to be the minister's wife the very next
month that ever dawn upon us!"

"Land o' Goshen!" eried Mrs. Marsh,

“Well I never!” sald Mlus Sarah.

“1 shouldn't think," venomously com-
mented Miss Mehetable, “that he'd
want to marry an old maid.” '

“There nre more old malds thay one
In the world,"” observed Mirinm, phil
osoplifenlly,  “So If you'll kindly lock

to my new unele-thutlsto-be, 1 Jug
thought of setting & ¥ eap at the now
minister myself, but 1 che erfully sleld
the palm ta Aunt Vieler™

She tripped home, through the dusk.
laughing to herself nt the discomiit. |
ure of the Marsh family, Aunt Viglet |
and Mr. John C. Smith were sitting:
cozlly together over the fire when she
returned, nnd, as she passed through
the room, she only puused to throw
her arms around Violet's neck, ang
whisper:

“What do you think now about neyer
marrying, Aunt Violet?"'—The Hearpth.
slone,

We don't know that the Latin In..
scriptions on tombstones stand for, |
but have an ldea that, translated inte
English, they would mean: “He's all
m!’

Give Warning of Approach of o
Serious Trouble. -

Do you experience fits of de

with extreme

vulsive wee

ing? .

Do you ?eefaomething like a ball rising in your throat and th
ing to choke you; all the senses perverted, morbidly
and sound; pain in the ovaries, and especially between the shouldey:
gometimes loss of voice; nervous dyspepsia, and almost
cross and snappy, with a tendency to cry at the least provoention ?

If so, your nerves are in a shattered condition, and you are threat

ened with nervous prostration,

Undoubtedly you do not know it, but in nine cases out of ten thisjs
caused by some uterine disorder, and the nerves centering in and about th
organs which make you a woman influence your entire nervous gysten
Something must be done at once to restore their natural condition e
you will be prostrated for weeks and months perhaps,
| misery. .

Proof is monumental that nothing in the world is better for thiy
purpose than Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound; thy,
l&rll-g: and thousands of women have written us so.

Holland, of Philadelphia, suffery
-among the finest physicians in the country, none (
- whom could help her —finally cured by Lydia &
' Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.

“Dear Mrs, Pivgnay : — For over two years I was a constant s
| ferer from extreme nervousness, indigestion,and dizziness. Menstruatin
| was irregular, had backache and a feeling of great lassitude and wed
' ness. I was so bad that I was not able to do my own work or go faria
the street. I could not sleep nights.

“I tried several splendid doctors, but they gave me no relief. Afi
| taking Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound I

How T[lrs.

feel better, and was able to

overy

and heartily recomme

delphia, Pa. (Jan. 6, 1902,)

Another case of severe female trouble cured
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound, after th

doctors had failed.

“Dear Mgzs. Prxxmam:—1I was in poor health for several yen
was not able to
and could not slee
8 me for my stomn.c]i:, ;
read in your book about Jour medicine, and thought I would tryi
and able to do my work alone, and fil
I was always very poor, but now weigh one hundred and

I have obtained, and I hope that ewy
weakness will giv% Lydia E. Pinkhan

I have recommended it to many of oy
14 Bowers, Millersville, Ohio. (Aug. 15,

i1l not the volumes of letters from women made

I had female trouble and
felt tired, very nervous
. They doctored

I did so, and am now cure

pounds.

“I thank you for the relief
woman troubled with female
gi.hget.ble Com

n

o0 und a trial.
" — Mnrs,

W
Lydia E. Pinkh
tues of this medicine ?

How shall the fact that it will help them be made plain?
you cannot wish to reraain weak, and sick, and discom
each day's work. You have some d
the feminine organism, and Lydla E. Pinkham's V
pound will help you just as surely as it has others.

%

Burely
aged, exhausted with
ment of
Com

Last Request.

An amateur sportsman had mistaken
8 calf for & deer and the calf was
breathing its last.

“‘T-tell mother,” gasped the dying
martyr, addressing the sympathetic
gheep that stood near by, “tell mother
t-that I died game.”

Another struggle and the agony was
over,—Chicago News.

To Break In New Shoes.

Always shake in Allen's Foot-Ease, a der
l‘lcureu hot, sweating, aching, lll"ollr:'ieet.
Lﬁlrr- corns, ingrowing nails and bunions. At
all druggists and shoe #lores, 25¢. Don't nceept
ln‘nuhuututu. Sampls mailed FREE, Address
Alle y, N. Y.

n 8, Olmsted, Le Ro
Tribute to Woman's Vanity,
Traveling beauties never take passage
on an ocean liner without a spirit
Inmp.to heat their curling tongs, This
prictice imperils the ship through dan.
ger of fire. One of the big steamship
lines has fitted every stateroom on  its
vessels with an eleotrienl apparatus for
heating the ctirling tongs,
After frat day

FITS ’ Y'huse ofDie Kline's Great N
Restorer, Seng for Froe B2 (i " ".m"..
Dr. k. 1. Kline, Ltd., o5 am:&i‘tf.hi:‘t:!l;::!wptm Pa

Permanentiy Curen, =o Atnor nervonanees

A Japanese Custom.

At the birth of a Japanese baby a
troe 18 sometimes planted, which must
remain untouched until the marringe
day of the child, When the nuptial
hnlur arrives the tree is ont down and a
uk|l$‘.-f! cabinet-muker transforms the
wood into furniture, which is congid-
ered by the young people as the most

ti 1 0! l
h(‘ll.ll fu all lho ornamenta o Ile
l "

e e
" Next Thing In Line,
e oldest mason is beginning to
e t
his name in the papers again, ufvn ﬁ?a
:}h(:::go R;cord-Hemld. Look out for
n t L}
e:. of George Washington's body

ritability, bordering upon hysteria? Are your gpir
easily affected so that one minute you

out and not feel as if I would fall
step. I continued to take the medicine until cured.
I cannot say enough in behalf of

all suffering women to tlzuiéoand find the
relief T did.”—Mns. Frorexce Horraxp, 622 8. {li

am’s Vegetable Compound convince all

ssion with restlessness, nltama,ﬁu;
augh, and the next fnllinm

sensitive to ligh

continuglly

and suffer untol

soon beganty
Lydia E. Pinkham’s medidy |
n St., Phil
w.
my housework alone [

I doctored with sevenl
but did not relisve m.

do

it

Enterprise In Dakota.
Hotel Proprietor—I have s st
to get ahead of the other hotels,
Clerk—What is the idea?
Hotel Proprietor—I think we wid!
keep & divorce lawyer on the
and let the guests have hi#
without extra charge.—Town
Country.

What He Thinks. [
When & man boasta that b bs
education, he makes a mentsl o
tion that he is pretty smart anywf
Washington Democrat,
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Twins Born In Dublin,

Irish women can bolaut
twing more frequently than =
women in the world. '1:w1nn are .
in Doublin about once in every ™%
two births, as against a general
average of one in eighty.

Dizzy? |
Appetite poor?/ Bovel
constipated? Tongue coai®y
Head ache? It's your liveh
Ayer's Pills are liver pills#
vegetable, ,fo4rr, {iile

tache or b¢
Yot
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