e, e e

WICK

Y'S WOODS

By H. W, TAYLOR
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CHAI'TER 1.

Coming bnek from the small dry goods
slore that served the govermment for n
pustoffice, John Witkly, ns  everyhody
familinely called the lLead of the Wiek-
Iy fumily, was observed to be moving

at a significantly rapid pace, awml to
bhuse his bhead extraordinarily high in
the air.

Mrs. Wickly, at the kitchen table iron-
ing very dillgently, saw Wim through the
open window, dumped the smoothing iron
suddenly and heavily upon the scorched
section of gy old and worn blanket and
ran through the sitting room and out to

the front door.
“Now what is it you've got this time,
John?  You needo’t try to hide it |

know what it ls, sir, 1 saw you start
out of the postoffice on a trot the minute
you broke it open ’

“Broke open the postoffice, ma? That's
an indictable offense, punishable with
fine and imprivonment,” enlled out Miss
Lixzie Wickly from her writing table in
the gitting room.

“Wair till I come and hox your ¢ars,
Mirs Prunes and Miss Prisms. 1 was
tnlking anbout the letter—mnot the post
offiee. Of course I mentioned the post
office. Buat i

*That sxplynation is sufcient, ma, |
won't mark you as low as gero for this;
becanse 1 want to let you off before you
make n more inexcusable mistuke. What
letter did pn get? Suppose you hring
the docnmient in, and let's all discuss it.”

“Yon'd better go on with your writ
ing. my young Indy. You're only trying
o find some plansible exeuse for lenying
off. 1 know you, Miss. Now, I'll war-
rant that you haven't written two pages
since yon eame in from hoeing the e
boge, Where is the letter, John?  Dont
koep a body waiting all day from her
ironing,  Yon won't have a clean thing
for to-morrow—neither of yow Al
prenching at Mount Zion, Right
under your noses,’”

“Ro the presching isn't through the
minister's noge,*like it was Sunday be-
fope list—we onp survive its being un-
der ours, onn’'t we, pn ¥’

And Miss Lizzy conld be seen thronel
the mwididle door” chuckling in n very
micllow, little good-natured Iangh, as she
wat nt the small walout writing table in
the light of the west window, away from
the sun, and shielied from observation
of the passing public by n dozen train-
fngs of morning glory vines, now gny
with a profusion of yariously tinted fdow-
ers, too pretty to be also sweet.

“Why, it's a letter from the honora-
ble Mr., Biler concerning my-—my estate,
you know," said Mr, Wickly, endeavor-
Ing to put on An appearanees of great un-
econcern, as if letters of the import of
this one passed between the honorable
Mr. Riler and himself every day of the
seven on which Unele Sam carries the
mail about the continent,

“Now, Julin Wickly, yon know there’s
more than that in that letter, Haud it
here, till T rend it myself. Don't you
suppose I eould tell by the way you
struck out for home that there wius some-
thing more than usual in this lerter?
Now give it here, and come in till 1
rend it

And the sturdy Mrs. Wickly held out
her hard and full-veined right hand in xo
imperious a manner that Mr. John Wick-
Iy was copstrained to draw the docn-
went from the pocket of his binck alpacn
summer cont and deliver it with a tri-
umphant grin into the hard palm afore-
said, :

“Now then, you read that and see if
it doesn't mean something, Some people
thut 1 am aequainted slightly with have
often expressed doubts on the subject of
the great Wickly estates in England.”

Here he leered trivmphantly in the di-
rection of the walnut writing tahle and
the worning glory vines that just now
Legan to rustle their green gray leaves
in the prairie breeze,

“Put after one glance nt the contents
of this letter, 1 don't think any person
of mature judgment would——"

“Now, pa, vou wait till T read it," enlls
out Miss Lizey, Innghing still, bnt oot
an gaily—in fact, with Just the faintes
sound of vexation in the tangh or shagde
of it upon her fair brow, perhaps. “Yon
EKonow 1| salwnys get o different menning

llﬂl:

ot of thuse letters—every one of them. |

And hnven't the meanings that 1 gat out
of them been wach more nearly the troe
wenntinge than those that you and mn
2ot ot of them ¥’

“Why, Liz, thut's abont the size of It
sl John, sirting down_in the doorwny
al the feet of his wile, who was alreads
deep in the mystery of the letter ns o he
ohlivions o evervtling else. “You've
been n great dend nearer vight about (e
than T have been, auyvhow.  Bat theo it
mny he snid in view of this lettor that
the others were preliminar?®  Hereto-
fore the lettors hnve been juguiries into
fuidly history, the tracing of relatives
and  relitionships, ood Bo o But
thig——""

SWhy there's to he o grent meeting of
the leire ot Chicngo. next Tuaesday !
orimd Mes, Wiekly, in the greatest burst
of enthusinsm,

A meeting of the heirs!™ exelnimed
Miss Lizzy in awnzement, and with rend
futerest very plainly depicted uwpon her
Very expressive conntennnese,

<A mecting of all the heirs repeated
Mr. Wickly, with that grave jodicial and
fmpartin] nod of the hewd which discloses
the entive lnck of any merely personnl
and welfish interest of the speaker in the
subject mntter of the discourse,

“The heirs and their counsel mest
there for the purpose of-—of—what s
the eéxact language of the letter on that
point, Matt?"' swid Mr. Wickly, jerk-
dog his wife's apron gently, to call her

— O___________,

hack to the things of thid particular por-
tion of the great world.  “Whaut i the
exnet language of the letter on that
puine ¥*

“Ileh!
It is!

Why, lotnme see! Yes! Here
‘For the purpote of determining

| mpon the fiest step 1o be takep; and {f

thonght advisable, to select and secure
somie one of the eounsel jor their helrs
to go direet and at onee o Eongland and
make the proper examination of all the
records 8o as to engble him to see exnct-
Iy what proofs it will be necessary for
them to make in order to obtain posses-
sion of the property.’ ‘There; that's the
exnct language of the letter. And noth-
ing, in my opinion, ean be clearer than
that,” said Mrs. Wickly, holding the let-
ter in her hand, anid very manifestly ap-
pealing to the young lady at the table for
confirmation of her conclusion,

The young lady at the table sat ab-
sently, and perhaps  lazily, drumming
upon her pretty, white front teeth with
Mlie tip of the ebony handle of her pen.

“What do you think of it, Limy?"
ealls out Mr. John Wickly, without look-
ing up, and pretending to occupy himself
in picking & “raveling” off his wife's
blue ealico dress,

“1 think that means more expense,'
finally the young lidy spoke, and with-
tattoo wpon the pretty
“It meaus car fare
nnd hotel bills at Chicago.,, And then it
means  contributions from the heirs to
pny the expenses that the lnwyer must
incur in his trip to England.  How many
of the lieirs are there?”

“Give a goess!” sugeested Mr. Wick-
Iy, winking at his wife.

“Pawenty 1 suggested Miss Lizgy, look-
ing sidewise out of the corners of her
Illf'u!' i'rl‘\\ n l'.\'(“‘.

“Ihirteen hundred and eighty-four to
Ldate: and some of the buck counties to
henr from,' said Mr, Wickly, in a burst
of triumph at this surprising denoue-
| tuent,

“Thirteen hondred and eighty-four!”
exclulmed both ladies in a breath,

“Phirteen hundred and elghty-four!”
repeated Mr. Wickly, by way of empha-
Bis,

“1 eonstder that number an il omen,™
sifd Miss Lizzy, again dromming upo
the pretty, white front teeth and open-
ing the Inrge brown eyes to their wilest
|t order to see, or ot to see, between the
groenish-gray leaves of the morning glory

vines that ambuscnde her a8 to the pry-
ing eves of the side street and the more
remote eurlosity of the front street
| CWhy 7' asked both her nuditors, fae-
ing round townrd her, and remunining so
L in expectation of the somewhat delnyed
1eply.
| “Hecause it's exnctly the amount |1
gave for the Iand. " she

uill soppiag i
white front teeth.

And becanse,”
went on after a slight panse, and wav-
ing her ebony bnton toward the range

| of hilly woodland that from the north
wiid enst reached almost to the village of
Spndtown, “that is the expet amount of
the two mortgages upon it now,"”

ClIAPTER I1.

The daughter resumed the drumming.
amd the mother, looking aghast at this
coincidence of ominous  clrenmstances,
cust her eyves down at her husband.

“Nonsense, Lig," said Mr. Wickly.
smiling a little, but slightly annoyed, too,
“what ecan that have to do with it?
That's of no consequence at all.  The
Innd has grown in value on account of
the rise in timber lands everywhere. Of
course you couldn’t have gotten such an
amount upon n mortgnge if the cash
value of the land wasn't twice as muoch,
at lenst.  And it has again doubled in
villue—sinee the last mortgage, | mean.”

“How ?" asked the young lady, mean-
ing to sk afrer the particular method
of the incrense in value,

*1 asked at the bank: and Zell told
me that yvou could have as much more
upon the land whenever you wanted it,"

Mr, Wieckls glanced Keenly ot his
davghter, and saw* a gratified smile come
into her eyes and epread swiftly down
o Ber dimpled eheeks gnd her red Tips,

“Twiee thirteen bundred and  eighty-
four are twentr-2even handreed and sixty-
evight,  And that means that my land s
worth more than five thousand, 1 begin
| to foel somewhat like an Heiress myself,”
shie gail smiling,  “1 guess you will have
toogo to Chicago, pa, T won't have to
mortgage my land for that, yon know,"

Mr. Wickly drew o long breath of deep
nnd satisfving relief, and the thonghtful
puckers at the root of is nose rippled
Away in a =mile that had the peculinrity
of starting in the region of his eyes,

“And what becomes of the omen of
thirteen hundeed and eighty-four, Tje?"

e lvnghed as e got up and stretehed
limself ns lizy people do, and then denw-
ing down ngain as to hig arms, shoulders
and head, emitted what might be termel
n notahly econtented little grant at the
conelusion of the yawn,

“John de Wick!l died in 1884." said
the youme lady, with due solemnity, “He
was the only member of the Wieklif fam-
Hy at all noted, from ity beginning down
to myself. We stand a8 sort of mile-
wlones along the highway of the Wiek)ifl
fomily—he the great John, noted for
spenking and writing original and hetero-
dux thoughts; and 1 to become noted for
exnctly the same things, Now there
manst be other likenesses in uy,  For of
conrse 1 don't look like him."

“Look like him!" exclaimed Mr, Wick-
Iy with a lnugh. *“‘I should say not. Johh
was as ugly an old mortal as you'd find
in a day's ride—according to all the
nuthentie likenesses of him, e must
have had eyes like yours, Lia! Big round
brown ones."

“Nonsense!" sald the young lady, ir-
reverently, “Hverybody knows that all

those old paintings from which the en-
gratlng.-l are mude, exnggersted the yos
Iudicrously. Why, they all hnove eyes
exnctly alike.

for instance. Don't you see thut all wf

them down to Jackson' had thoge same |

big round bluck eyes, necording to the
artist 7 Maybe that was the one common
trait that made them all presidents, By
more likels it was the peculiority of the
nrlist—it wns his style in eyes.  Isn't
that Mr. Mason.yonder, ma? T wonder
if he is coming here? I he Iy, I'm go-
ing out in the garvden to hoe the heets,
And you can tell him that 'm engaged
for the present.”

“Why can’t you stay in and entertnin
vour teacher and monitor, 5iss
1 don't understand this new departos
to the garden, John,” said
v, wmischievously, *1 used to bhave all

the hoeing dnd weeding of the garden to |

do until Mr, Mason caine here to board,
Aud now 1 declare 1 hardly know n gar-
den when I see it. I heard him discours-
ing to Liz "

“Now, ma!" said the dnuchter, with a
very pretty frown dne to the concentra-
tion of purpoese in drawing on her gur-
deniug  gloves, perhaps.  “Now, mn!
Didan't he have gll that about the abso-
lute necessity for physiceal labor for ev-
erybody, in those sermons that he
presoh——"

“Through his nose, Liz," suggested Mr.
Wickly, with a shout of langhter, bois-
terous as a boy's,

“*Now don't Inugh that woy, pa. Of
conrseé he'll hear you, and know that
we're making fun of him. And I wouldn't
want to insult him so grossly."

“Insult him, indeed! He's eatirely too
sensible a fellow to be insulted in any
sueh teivial way., What an everlasting
worker he is! That professor, J. Alli-
son Huntley, must have an ensy time of
it. 1 cnn't see what's left for him to do!
This man seems L0 B E
ging, and all the gathering up of fossils,
and all the writing in the-field look. And
he enrries the surveying apparatus him-
self with one rodman and one chainman,
I've seen them wmyself. And 've never
seen Prof, Hantley at all. Not o glimpse
of hin.™

“Yes! Isn't that queer? None of ns
lwve seen Prof. Huotley, although he
Las been lere since the last of March—
the 24th day exactly, 1 know, bécause
I wnde the lettuee bed that day. 1 sop-
puse he feols too high abeve the Sand-
town people to present himsell among
thens, 1 show!d think he'd eome to lear
his able assistant, Mr. Mason, preach of
1 Sunday, anyhow,” put in Mrs, Wickly,
with some energy amd indignition.

“Why, mn, he takes the train home
an Situmlny moerning or Friday evening,
O conrse he wouldp't eare to stay over
jnst to hear Mr. Mason preach?  IsnY
thoere all the wise preachers of the grout
ity for him to pick and clioose among?
And isu't it right, too, for lilm to put
all the conrse, mechanical work upon his
ciiployes? 1 don't see why you people
should find &0 much fault with  Prof,
Huntley, T think he's a splendid gentle-

TR T
Wi Lok kg

mwan, and 1 am dying to make his ae- |

But | must hueey ont. Mr.

quaintance,
Mason is only acvross the street,

Shaking her head at her mothier, Miss
Lizzy, pulling up the long gloves, and
pulliing down the long sunhonnet, ran ont
into the giarden, chirping a little frag-
ment of a love ditty.

“She won't hear a word ngainst that
Huntley," snid Mrg, Wickly with a lough.
“1 bBelieve the giel’s in love with a won
shie never saw, Bo 1 do”

“Ob, like enough! like enongh!
isn't in love with Mason, though!

Rhe
"oor

fellow! 1 abisolutely pity him, Matt, She |

tenses nnd worries him to death, when.
ever she ean bring herself to bear his
seeiety for a minnte!  Now, she'll how
that garden till high noon if he stays in
the house that long, I've & mind to send
him into the garden just to tease her o
little."

“Better let her have her own way
nhout it, If she doesn't like his com-
pany, the less she his of it the better
she will be pleased. And 1 don’t want
her to get so shie won't speak to him.
For his preaching and example have cer-
tainly done a great deal fn stimulating
her to more persistent work at her wrir-
ing. And that plenses me. Besides, he
has obtained for her the writing up of a
little summer resort pamphlet for some
of the railroads, and she is to gor nearly
n hondreed dollaes for . Think of that
and other work that it will natarally
bring! That's how slie ean let you go to
Chieago this time."

Mr. John gave a low whistle, and mnt-
tering gomething to the effect that he
stupposed it was in renlity o rof, Hunt-
ley's influence that wis doing all these
fine things for their donghter, turned to
greot Mr. Magon, while Mrs, Wickly,
dechiring all her frons lce cold, ran back
to the kitehen,

(T'o be continned.)

Get Lighining Snap Shota,

An Italian  mamedd Lueclnno  Buttl
hps perfected a photographic apparatus
capuble of registering the ineredible
number of 2,000 photographic impres-
slong n secomd,  1'he most minute and
least rapld and coasnal movements of
birds nnd Insects on the wing, which
have hitherto defied sclence, ean, It is
clpimed, be registered with neeumey,
thus opening a new world of natural
ohgervation  to  orithologists.  The
films used cost §10 4 section for the
2,000 Impressions.

Could Figure It Out,

“How long have you been out of
work, my good mnn?" asked the hend
of the household s he parleyed with
the rusty-looking caller.

“] wis born in '08, sir—Detroit
Free Press,

Mere womat (8 not counted as n per-

sonal entity In the census of Siam, but |

the queen appears /0 bloomers and a
fancy blouse at public receptions
BElectrie street cars, controlled by
Danes, run at a fast pace over an
eleven-mile route ln snd about Bang-
kok.

Look at our presidents, |

Lizmy ? |

Mrexsr, Wick- I

'example of Jesus Ohrist,
lthe church alm to accomplish? To In-

'THE GREAT SiAIRCH.

“How should man be Just with God."
—Job ix., 2,

Thiz ery, “How may 1 be right ™ Is
the cry of the nges. Human history Is
the recond of our attempt to wuswer
It. Muan Is naturally a troth seeker,
find Livis 18 the sedrch of all truly great
sonls,  The enduring monuments of
Htevuture are those that have In some
measure ynswered this question. Al
things that have been worth while
bave helpsd us to know and to realize
the right.  Heulth, inppiness, fresdom,
morallty, a1l are but parts of the right:
ull are but sectlons of the =sublime
whole for which man ever seeks, The
search manifests tself  In different
witys: It may be ng sedenee, the passion
for the koowledge of the right rela-
tions of things: us justiee, for Fight re-
Intlons awongst men: as philosophy, as
ethics, ax rellglon.  Buack of all our
Hie is the instinet of progress: we push

towaed 1 i_.r‘f.-.qlinﬂ

Wl e Tecd, And
we now know rests not b more things
it In bringing ol the things that nee
into right relations with one another,

The Wea that any man can be right
regiaridless of others we sout as al-
surd.  The Weal elvillzation we work
| for Tiere, even the heaven we long for,
{18 shaply # eonditlon of living where
the things that soparate, despoll, and
Introdduce disecont are no more,  The
lope of the mee 13 to be In right rela-
|Ihnl.4 with ull things, All the great
[ religions are as the footprints of peo
ples who hove sought the troth that
worthd Jend them to be right amd Just
with one another, with the world, and
| with the great unseen powery behind
all being.  Onr universal  sense  of
|\\'I'i|l:;._'1|1>:l.\' s but part of our pussion
for rightuess.

he sense of imperfection and the
desire for improvement have marked
{1l religions that have intuenced wen,
In the Jew this desire for vighteous-
ness wos stipreme.  Job ds but o type.
Comlng to Wimsell aongst the ruin
(of all the things he counted most pre-
clons, lie forgets thelir loss In his deslre
to solve the great problem, What s
right und how may I reach U7 Some-
where e knows there s a solutlon to
wll the rlddles of hls friends and the
questions of s own heart,  An order-
Iy nnlverse Is not erowned by a belng
whose life must ever remiln an unsolv-
| ed riddle.  Men are not adrift In a fog
| with no hope of taking bearings.  1f
men have marked the natural world
[ with lines of latitude and longltude for
| the guldance of s travelers, the moral
world s not without Its markings,

Jol's very gquestion contalns the only
answer that has ever satisfled man.
God himself is the greal merldian of
all morallty. From him we may meas-
ure all relationships and  get them
right, That s the essentin]l message
of the Bible: It strikes that first of
‘nll o "l the beginnlng  God——"
|E\'c-ry life 15 right in the mensure that
it adjusts Iteell to the unvarylng will;
amongst the natlons they have the
kingdom who do hilg will. The world
| has made progress o precisely the pro-
portion thut this will has heen realized.
|'I'lu- promise of the present s that this
great standard, this universal law hy
which all may find the right, has been
mide known to all throngh o life. One
[of our own has wet forth God,  One
s v whio has shiown us how to
Hve, For every problem there 18 now
an example af itg solntlon. For every
Aitheuliy there §s something better fay
than o deeturation of duty: thore I8 the
groat Doey of the desd,  He bas come
et tooman than men might come near
to one anether, e reveals the right,

THIRST O THE SOUL.
| By Rev, R. 6. Findiey.
L e Padmdst snvs My sonl thivsteth
for thee thirsty o™ aml we
elthor are of have Deen fn that sioe
condition, Thirst taking hold npon us,
and death staring us I the Tace, as i
confronts the thivsty ol or the men
i the open bout, for the Master says;
‘o, every one thit thivsteth, come ye
to the water”
| Iave yon ever wanted g gliss of
water on g warin suivmer doay, amd al
[ thongh there were othor things In plen
ty-—lee cold milk, lemonade and other
drinks to tempt you—yon were not nmld
conll not be sotlsliod untll you got the
Lwnter? Soomen mpy deink of the pleas
ures of the world, but thelr thirst will
not be satisfied untll they come In
tonel with Chreist and thus get “the
living wiater”
JOINING THE CHURCH.
By Rov, Frederick C, Priest,
The church Is an agsochition of those
who profess bellef in the teachings and
What does

s n

struct ppople In the teachings of Jesus
UClirlst, t Inellne their hearts to love
Wim o and to Influence them to follow in
s footsteps. Does the chureh fulfill
ita alin? Yes, In milllons of Instances,

It seems almost superfluons to in
gulre why people  should  Join  the
churah. And yet there are obvious rea-
sons why b question should be rals-
s and answerad,  Multitudes of peo-
ple—more than half of the natlon's
population—iire not members of the
chureh; they nesd the church; the
church neads them. They should con-
slder this question, and should consider
it In a manner becoming manhood and
wormanhood,

TRIUMPH OF THE HEART.
By Biskop Patlows.
Men will differ In the doctrinal views

which 8t. Panul the apostle of Intellect
I8 supposed to have tnught. They will
establish rival
churchea on  the
purely metaphysle-
wl, theologla!  or
evceleslastieal  opln-
lons  which thelr
leaders may hold.
The unity of the
chiireh 18 an lmpos-
sibility seen from
this survey point
Like confronting
mountaln peaks
Chrlstlun bellevers

BIBHOPF FALLOWS,

these bodies of
#hind.

But below these penks lles the same

grent mountaln range. Below all these
appositions. which spring from the re-
Hglon of the head 18 the great hed rock
of the religion of the heart.  Logle nl-
ways divides, love always nndtes,

The Ohristinn's hoart (s full of sym-
pathy, full of generosity, full of toler-
inee, full of patience, full of love, We
must bring the heart Into business, in
spite of the teaching that “business is
bnsiness” which menns that all the
lilgher sentlinents must be removesd
from hdustelal or commereinl transae-
tlons,  The unmtaral war between 1o-
Bor pnd eapltal will never end until
Justlee, which is simply love In righte-
ous uetlon, shall prevall,

DOOM OF THE IMPENITENT.
By Rer. Orrin R. Jenks

Three positions are held concerning
the destiny of the Impenltent—namely,
eternal consclous suffering In hell, uni-
versal restormtion aml, Iastly, that of
finnl and everlasting destruetion,

The first view, though held by many
in the past, Is belng largely abandoned
by thoughtful men. A teaching that
puts sinners into a burning hell, whera
they are tormented unceasingly for
milllons of ages, 1a a doctrine that is
unbearable and one that men can no
longer prench nor intelligently believe,

While the second view, that of unl-
versal msalvation, appeals strongly to
many minds and has able advocates,
yet It la fatally lacking in seriptural
suport,  The Bible Is certalnly strong
In lts teaching of future pundshment.

e last view, that of the final ex-
tinetion of the wicked, 1s belleved by
i lorge number of people, and I8 com-
ing more and more to gain the assent
of thinkers. 'The end of sin {8 death.
Sin and sinners are doomed to total,
finul and everlasting extinetlon.

CONBEQUENCES OF BIN.
By Rev. Frank N. White,

A commaon remiark in rellglous elroles
to-dny 1s: “What we need I8 a new and
deep convietlon of sin' If for the time
belng men seem to be less conselons
of erlme against God, they are under-
going a tremendons searching of heart
ax they come to appreclate more keen-
Iy the wrongs comsclously or uncon-
gelously done thelr fellow men,

You enn be guilty of no meanness In
the shadow, you cannot even be falth-
less o yourself, but that you send n
twinge of paln to soclety™s outermost
verge.  The day I8 past when a man
i #y: UMy conduet 18 no one's husi-
ness, &0 long ns 1 hoarm only myselt
aml o wm readdy  to ke the
auences,” I ds evervhody's hnsiness,
fop everyboldy tikes the consegquences,
If you do not belleve it tey the go-us-
vou-plense potley, aml see ow guiel-
Iy soclety; with bts inealenlably helght-
eyl wetsitiveness ol conselencee, will
brlng yon up with a torn.

COlBa-

Short Meter Hermonas,
trne man seeks trath,

Brageards are dlways lnggnrds,

Eyery

You eannot legd without love,
Iiding In sin prevents Ha healing,
Baoft goap usidly bos moeh lye e,
PPessimisam Is the worst of all hepa-

wlow,

The only lving art Is the art of liv-

ing.

Work s the only coln that boys

wisdom,

Labor for%iod Is valn without love

for man.

Many are willing to give the Lord

seed corn If only they can bave & mort

gnge on the crop.
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