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HAT do you thick, Aunt Vie
W lot? The new winlster Is coln-
ng to-night™

Miriam Blake and her cousin, EfMe
Towers, burst Into the gulet old fash-
foned sitting room ke twin gales of
wind so freah and sudden and Insplreit-
tng were they.

1t wan a very cheerful apartment
with the crimason carpet flooded with
October sunshine, the canary singimg
from his cage among the geraniums lo
the window-seat, and & bright wood
fire crackling from the most burnlsh-
o of brass andlorns on the hearth-—
« for Aunt Vielet loved aun open fire,
and adhered to it through all the mod-
ern lanovations ’

She was & woman past thirty, yet
very pretty withal-a woman whose
type of face and form would slways
remaln youthful. Hrown balr, with
rippling lights of gold upon ita sur
face; bluegray eyes, large and shaded
with long lashes; a complexion whete
the freah white and red betokened
perfoct health snd a smillng, cherry-
red, melting mouth, whose smiles be
trayed a slngularly regular set of
teeth—Miss Violet Brown was perhaps
quite as attractive In Ber mature wo-
manhood as she had been In her fresbh-
er girldays

“To-night?* said Aunt Vialet. “And
is the parsouage all In readiness?”

“All prepared, 1 believe, And what
do you think, Aunt Vielet™ went on
Miriam, with girllsh eagerness, “of
old Mrs. Marsh golng there with bher
two daughters to prepare tea, and
make It ‘sort o hum-like," as she says,
for him the first night?

And Vielet smiled over her crochet

“Why,” struck In EfMe Towers, “the
Maral girls are as old as the hilla™

‘Not quite us old xs the bills,” sald
Auvut Vielet, quietly. “Saral Marsh
Is about my age, and Mehitable can-
not be more than A year or two older.”

“Oh, Aunut Vielet™ said EfMie, coax-:
Ingly, stealing both arms around Miss
Browu's slender walst, “nobody ever
thinks of your being old!™

“It's an Iindisputable fact neverthe
lese,” sald Aunt Violet, serenely,

“Aunut Violet,” saild Mirlam sudden-
Iy, an she sat looking her aunt full in
the face, “how | wish Mr. Smith
wonld fall in love with you!™

Aunt Vielet shrugged her shoulders.

“My dear child, Isn‘'t Brown a suff.
viently common cognomen but yom
want to change It ioto the still more
hackveyed pawe of Smith

“I wasn't thinking of the name,
Aunt Violet—1 was only reflecting to
myself what a splendid winister's wifa
you would make.”

“1 nhall never make anybody's wife,

Mirlam."
"W LML mOnsense ejactiatea tho
gay girl. “Why, aunty, you are the

pretilest of our whole set, yot with |
your sweet-pes complexion and those |
big innocent eyes of yours—"

But here EMe Towers InterTupted,
speaking gravely with serious glance.

“1 know whbat makes Aunt Vielet
speak so, Mirlam-—-she has had a dis-
appolutment years and years ago.”

“Aunty! Did you really?

““Yeurs and years sgo,’ as Effle
says, | had a lover,” returned Aunt
Violet, calmly. “And what Interrupted
the current of true love?'

“I was foollsh, and wished to test
my power., Clarence, that was his
vatne, was basty and lmpulsive, and
my folly ineensed him. Bo we parted.”

“And Is be warried now?"

“1 do not know. | have never seen
por beard froam him sloece. He was
euly spendlong the suinmer vacation, a
college student, in our quiet viliage ™

*What was Lis last name?™

“N'lmporte, Mirlam, do not let us
disinter any more of the horrid paat.
I have told you my folly., Hee that
you take warning by L™

Abnd noune of Mirlam Blake's soft
conxings could win from Aunt Violet
apy further coufldences,

“You are not an old mald, dariing
aunty,” sald Miriam, *“but Sarah
Marsh ls, and | mean (o enter the lists
with ber myself 10 win the new min-
ister's favor. The parsonags would
make & pretty nest for such a bird as
1 am, all embowered In rosea and
clomatin, and full of deliclous lttle
by windows and muplée-shaded plazzes,
1 bhope he's young and good-looking "

“He's Just thirty-five,” sald Edie,
Yfor Deacon Alden told me so0."

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

“No;, he didu’t, as if Deacon Alden
eared for his looks."

“Ihirty-fAve—-that {s rather old-bach-
elorish, but & man Iso't totally past
reform st thirty-five” observed Mir.
fam, peasively. “If Aunt Vielet won't
have him 'l try my chapee.”

“1 shall never marry,” gravely re-
fteated Apnt Vielet, with more serl-
ousness than Mirfam's Ught-Jesting
way seemed to call for.

“If that's the case,” sald Mirlam,
“1'll go and rip up the breadths of my
Mine lawn dress, and have the futed
ruffles done up. Oune can't be o care
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ful of one's advantage of costume at
such a eritleal thme, and 1 koow Mehit
able Marsh has got & white dreas with
blus rosebuds all over IL”

“Miriaim, what a rattiepate you are”
sald Effle

“Don't 1 tell you [ peod a miniuter
for n husband, just to sober e
down ™

And with this Parthlan arrow of re
tort, Miss Mirlam guittad the room,
with KfMe following her

Prosently she came back agaln, dane-
ing merrily fute the reom.

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

“What Is it™

“A decided vovelty John Smith™
Aunt Vielet smiled, and Mirlam van-
Ished once more lke a twinkling bit
of thistlodown.

Violet Nrown sat gasing Inte the
coral depths of the bright embers that
had fallen through the logs on the
bearth. Somebow, splte of her Asser.
tlon of self rellance and Independence,
she felt very lonely that October after
noon

“I'll go for a walk,” thought Vielet,
“Perhapa a little exercise will dissl-
pate this gathering despondency.”

She ted a roumd hat under her
curls, put on a coguettinh scariet cir
cle, tasseled with white silk, which,
according to her loving nleces, “made
her look Uke a delliclous Nitle Red
Riding Hood" and went out loto the
freah autumn alr, where the woods,

“THINKING A LITTLE PENBIVELY.”

all radiant with gold and crimson
gloriea, weres ahowearing thelr leafy tro-
phies on the walks below, as she en-
tered thelr sllent alales,

“Autumn.” she thought, sadly, “how
soon it has come upon us! Aond it s
but a little while since spring was
here with ber dew and roses My
spring has vanished, too, and unilke
the sacred season of birds and blos-
soma, it will pever return to me again.
Helgho! | wonder what | was bomm
into this world for. [ don't seem to
be of very much use to anybody. ™

Violet was thituking thus, a little pen.
sively, an she sat on & moss-enameled
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-brown curls back
from ber forehead Bhe was not think-
ing bow pilcturesque was bar attituds,
nor how beautiful her faoe looked In
itsa oval clearnesa, with pink fOushes
on either cheek, but both thess facta
struck the perceptions of a tall strang-
er carrylng & valise In bis left hapd,
who had just crossed the stile leading
from e malo rosd and entered the
fllumloated glow of the autumaal
woods.

He raised hia bat with a courtecus
motion as Miss Hrown started at bhis
advancing footatsps,

“l beg your pardon; 1 fear | have
unintentionally startled yeou."

“Not at allL" Violet looked up sarn-
estly at his face as she answered

“Perhaps you can direct me to the
shortest cut across these woods Lo
Milbambury? | am ot gulte certaln
as 0o my loonlities.

“You aré on the direct path now,
Clarence Hmith™

He started, in his torn,
scrutinleingly 1nto her face,

“I thought It was famillar to me!™
be exclaimed, “and pow | know It
Vielet! who would have thought of
meetlng you bera?"

Vielet Brown trembled llke an aspen
leaf, but she sirove to control ber
welf.

“The world In full of Just such
chnpee meetings, Clirence."

Hhe had balf turped awny, but the
gentlemnn had pot down his walise,
and was evidently tnclined not to part
with her mo readily.

“Btop, Violet—-do not go away. My
love! [ have so longed to see you, all
these years, Tell me that you have
not entirely forgotten the past—that
you have still a word of tenderness
for the wayward lover who fung away

nod gazod

his brightest chancea of happiness
long ago! Vielet, you were my firsd
love—be my last?

“Do you love me atlll, Clarence?
she wsked, the blue-grny eyon soften.
log to a strangely tonder bLrightness

“Do 1 breathe fie oxist still? |
tell you, Vielet, my heart s like the
century plant which only  blossoinis

onece—and Ite blossoming is ln the sun. |

ahiue of your love alope”

Ehe wan sllout Javeller than sver,
Clarenss thought, In the momentary
Indecison, the shy hositatlon of her
manuer, as she slood under the old
trees, & gold-tinted leaf drifting down
here and thers around her, and her
tremulous hands clasped to hide thelr
futter as far as might be.

“Vielet, darling! tell me thay you
love me™

“1 love you, Clarence™

There la & Oarden of Bden created
answ for svery bhappy palr of lovers
~and Clarence and Vielet stoed In
FParadise now!

“But, Ularence,” resumed Vielet,
when the Orst all-absorbed words and
glances of thelr new happiness had
bean axchanged. "1 den't comprabend
this at all. How did you coms here?
and bow did you know where to fAnd
me

“1 44 not know where to find you,
Violet. Chance has been my friend
here, and as for my opportine appear
ance on the scene, It s very eanlly ac
connted for. | bhave been ealled to
take charge of the parish of Millham:
bury.™

“Clarence, you are not the new min.
ister 1™

“But 1 am the new minister.”

“His pame s John Bmith. ™

“I bag your pardon, mia amima--
it ta John Clarence Smith "™

Do yon experience fita of
with extrems tability, borde
oasil
vulsive wee

ing to choke you; all

i lt'}.
ened with nervous prostration,

And Vielet's surprise was sufMiclent
Iy amusing to the reverend gentleman
at her alde.

Old Mre, Besabel Marsh and  her |
twa elderly, hand favored daughters,
had got the parsonage all ready, even |

to lighting the eveulng lamps on the | among the finest phyalcllnl in the omlntry

study-table, and poking the clear an- |
thracite fire that burned o the dining
room grate

Miss Mehetable had

turned  the

tambler of erfmson currant jelly into | ferer from extreme norvousness, indi

e cut-glass dlab, and dlaposed tlu:
green aprigs of parsley to the most |
striking effect round the thinlycut
slices of bolled tongue, while Miss
Sarah made n Leaning Tower of Plaa
of the buttermilk blscults, anc whisk
od the Ales away from the sugar-basin,
in readiness for the expecied guest,
and like the bhere of song, “still ba )
came not!™

“The kittie’'s boflin’. and the tea's
all steeped” mid Mra Marsh, as she
sat In the big rocking-chalr la frout
of the fAire. “I')l be splled If he dou't
come pretty soop.™

“He'll ba hare presently now.” aald

Miss Mabetable, loossning her curls
from thelr confining papera. “Ob, ma!
I wonder It he'll be pleased with 'Mtl
we've done™ |

“He can't halp 11" sald Mrs, Marsh,
mentally congratulating herself on her
double chances of belng the minlater's
mother-in-law. But the words were |
yot on her lips and the triumphant re- |
fections yet In ber mind, when al
kpock cams softly to the door, and |
Miriam Hlake sntered, 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.™

“Sakes allve™ ejuculated Airs
Marsh,

“I doa't Hileve 11" sald Mahetable,

"Oh, but be has for ['ve seen him
And you needn't stay here any longer,
for he has concluded to remaln st our
bouss to-night”

Mra, Marsh and her daughters both
siared

“What an airth does It all mean T’
demanded the slder lady,

“I'll tall yom & very, very great ae
erel,” cried the delighted Mirlam
“He's an old bean of Aunt Vielst's,
and the engagement Has heep renswed,
And my dear little blueeyed aunt Ia
o be the minister's wife the very nexi
monith that ever dawn upon us!”

“Land o' Goghen!" cried Mrs, Marah

“Wall | never!™ sald Miss Sarah,

“1 shouldn’t think," venomously com.

mentad Misg Mehetabls, “that bhe'd
want to marry an old mald."”

“There are more old malds than one |
In the worlil,” observed Mirlam, phil |

osophicaily, “Bo If you'll kindly lock
up the room, P take the key back !
to my new gpoele-that-lsto-be. 1 had

thought of settiog my eap at the now |
mininter mysolf, but I chesrfully yiald

the palm to Aunt Vielet" |
She tripped bhome, through the dunk,
langhing to herself at the discomnt

ure of the Marsh famlly, Auount Vielet

ry.
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g ul;:m hystaria? Are
affooted so that ons minute you

Give Warning of Approach of [ore
Serious Trouble.

salon with restlessness, alternating
our spirits

ugh, and the next fall into con.

4
Do you Ple:fmum.hlng 1ike & ball rising in your throat and threaten.
the senses perverted, morbidly sensitive to light
and sound; pain in the ovariss, and especially between the shoulders;
sometimes loss of volee; nervous dyspepsia, and almost continually
eroas and snappy, with & tendency to l::{
your nerves are in a shatte

ut the least provoeation ¥
condition, and you are threat.

Undoubtedly you do not know it, but in nine cases out of ten this ia
oaused by some utering disorder, and the nerves centering in and about the
organs which make you a woman influence your entire pervous system,
Something must be done at once to restore thelr natural condition or
you will be prostrated for weeks and mwonths perhaps, snd suffer untold

umental that nothing In the world Is better for this

purposs than Lydis E. Finkham's Vegetabls Compound; thou.
sands and thousands of women have written us so.

How [rs. Holland, of Philadelphia, suffered

, none of

whom could help her — finally cured by Lydia E

| Pinkham's Vegetable Compound.

“Dean Mus. Pixxmas : — For over two years | waa a constant suf.

stion, and dizziness. Menst

was irregular, had backache and a feeling of great lassltude and weak-

nosa,
tho street. I could not slee
“I trisd soveral splond

I was 80 bad that I mit‘u;‘l able to do my own work or go far in
nighta.
doctors, but they gave me no relisf. After

taking Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound | soon bei:lu: to
at

foel bettor, and was able to
Cvu!mp 1 sontinuad to
I cannot say eno

out and not feel as if I would
o the medicine until cured.
in bebalf of Lydia E Pinkham's medicine,

it and find the

and heartily recomme all suffaring women to
reliaf 1 " —Muns, Fromzwox Horrawp, 639 8. Bt, Phlla-
delphis, Pa. (Jan. 8, 1000)

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

doctors had falled.

“Duax Maa Proexmax:—1 was in
I had fomals troubls and wass not able
falt tired, very ne and could
dootors. They dooto e
I read In your book a
Idid and am pnow o
good wia slways very poor,

Vegotable

b ibﬂmmnd a trial
fricnds.” — Mns

not the velumes of lsiters from women

W
m A r‘j;thlm " V;'uhhlo

not a 1
my uulm,but did not relleve me,

I thank you for the relief I have obtalned, and I hope that every
woman troubled with fernale weakness will give Lydia E. Piakham’s
1 have recomnmended it to many of my
nia Bowsna, Milleraville, Ohlo.

aor bealth for several years
do my housework alone, [

(Aug. 18, 1901.)
made strong by
Compound convinoe all of the

How shall the fact that it will help them bo made plain ?

not wish to retasin weak, and alok, and discours
ecach day’s work. You have some

vl oF (i Tamminime ormonivnl and Lodls K. Piakham's Vesctabls
n om
&Mwﬂlwlmlnuu-ﬂruumu

Last Reguast.

An amateur sportaman had mistaken
& call for & deer and the call was
breathing ita last,

““T.tall mother,'" gasped the dying
martyr, sddressing the sympathetle
sheep that stood near by, “'teall mother
t=thut I died game.'’

Another struggle and the agony was
over.—Chilcago News.

To Break in New Shoes.
Always abake la Allen's Fool Ense, & pomder.
Tt cures hot, awealing, sching, swaollen [eei
Cures corus, ingrowing nslls gnd bunione Al
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Tribute to Woman's Vanity,

Traveling beauties neyor take passage
on an ocean liner without a spirit
lamp to heat thelr eurling tongs, This
practice imporils the ship through dan-
ger of fire, One of the big steamahip
lines has fitted every statercom on  Its
vossels with an electrical apparatus for
heating the curling tongs,

Permanentiy L ured. Mo flls 0F nervonsness
witacr Bowt day' s wne of e Kiine's Girest N erve

i R A

A Japanese Custom.
At the birth of a Japaness baby a

and Mr. Jobn . Smith were aitting | tree in somgtimes planted, which must
coelly together over the fire when sbe | remain untouched untll the marriage
returned, and, as she passed through | day of the child, When the nuptial
the room, she only paused to throw | hour arrives the tree s cut down and &
her arws around Violet's neck, and akilled eabinet-maker transforms the
whilsper: wood into furniture, which Is econsid-

“What do you think now about nover ered by the rwn; people ns the most
marrying, Aunt Violet?'<The Hearth- | beautiful of all the ornsments of the
stone. | house.,

We d&‘t know that the Latin In-|

scriptions op tombstoues stand for,

but have ap fdea that, translated inte his name in t.luﬁnp-{;
eral

Next Thing In Line.
The oldest mason is beginning to got
again, mys the
. Look out for

;n";lhb. they would mesn; “He's all Chicsgo Record-

| another of George Washington's body
Ivante,

Hoterprise In Dakote.

Hotel Propristor—=I have a scheine
to get ahead of the other hotels. .

Clerk—What is the idea?

Hotel Propristor—1 think we might
keep & divoree lawyer on the premises
and let the guests have his serviees
without extrs cherge. ~Town and
Country.

What He Thinks.

When a man bousts that he has no
education, he makes a mental roserva-
tion that he ls pretty smart anyway.—
Waahington Demaocrat.

Twins Born in Dublis,

Irish women can boast of having
twins more frequently than any other
women in the world, Twina are born
in Doublin sbout onoe in every Aity.
two birthe, ss against & genoral world
average of one in eighty.

Appet;o){)ﬁ%yZowch

constipated? Tongue coated?
Head ache? lt':‘;our liver)
Ayer's Pills are liver pills, all

vegetable. .Syt  faruts
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