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OBSERVATIONS OF REV. GABE
TUCKER.

You msy votoh it on de paliu s as & mighty reaky plan
To makeyour judgmeant by de clo'es dat kivers up &

man;
For I handly needs to tell you bow you oftes oome

ercross

A fitty-dollar saddie oo a twenty-dollar hoss.

An’, wukin' in de low-groun’s, you diskiver as you gv,

Datde finas’ shuck may hide de meanes’ oubdin in 8
ow !

1 think a mso has got a wmighty ‘slender cbavce for
Heben

Dat holds ou to his piety but one day out ob sebeu ;

Dat talks about de sinners wid 8 heap 0’ solemn chat

An' oebber draps & nickel io de missiooary hat |

Dat's foremost i de meetin"-house for raisiv’ all de
chuues,

Baot lays aside his ‘ligion wid his Sunday pastaloo g

1 nebber judge o' people dat { meets alooy de way
By de places whar dey com fum an’ de houses whar dey

atay .
For de bantam chicken's awful fond o' roostin’ pretty

igh,
Ag’ de tarkey-buzzard sails above de saglein de sky
Dey Setcbes little minpers is de middle ob de sea, .
Ae' you flnds de smalles’ possum up de bigges’ kind o
treel

—J. 4. Macons, Scribner.
SKELETON KEYS,

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.

1I.

When Tiburce Menseau opened the stolen
packet he found nothing but o tiny key and a
little scrap of paper with an inseription:

“ My dear Nell,-—1f Walter has been true to
you, vou will know what 10 do when you receive
this package. This fits a2 box. The box will
be found in the stable wall, five bricks from the
fireplace in the left side, and six bricks from
the floor. 1 mean, of course, the stable at Ash.
ford Warren. If Walter has been true, you can
have my blessing from the grave and marry

him. 1 am dead wmore than a fortnight when
vou get this. Poverty isa great and true touch-
stone.  You will know your friends by this time,

1 gave a bill of sale to test Walter.—VYour dead

Uncle, ‘JoHN LavxcesToy Barcray,
What romance lay bevond this key
troabled Tiburce Menseau little. He could

weave his own romance ont of the letter, and it
even more than the key itself, wss the key 1o
wealth. The poesession of the scrap of paper
and the key put heart into his scoundrel body,
and he walked like 2 new man. He began to
make inquiries us to the whereabouts of Ashford
Warren, but for a week or two he wandered off
on false scents. and being at last set on the right
track by a passing drover, he struggled on with
his thievish fingers itching all the way to be at
the box of which he held the key. JohnJones's
ery of rage at losing the key had such a tone of
misery and trouble in it that some men, remem-
bering it, might have found its echoes vexing.
Tiburce went untroubled on that score,
Inquiries, carefully directed, led him to Ash-
ford Warren. Renewed inquiries, carefully di-
rected, led him to the fact that a Mr. Barclay
baid died there about a month ago—five weeks
nuybe—ut a lonely house a long way from the
village. Other inquiries led hin to the house
itself. He went by night, with a tallow candle
and a box of matches in his pocket. He had
walked about the lonely place by day and had
ascertained that it was untenanted, but to hia
dismay lad seen no sign of anythiog that looked
like a stable.  Nuow he prowled round the place
in the dark, and haviug tried two doory and
found them locked, he pulled out from his
pocket his little rusted bundie of skeleton keys,
and stealthily went through the bareand empty
rooms. Coming on 8 third door, hitherto untried,
he set hic skeleton key to the lock and eutered.
The air of the room was Jamp and musty, and
there was u scent of old straw in it.  He closed
the door, lit a watch; and looked around. He
24w & brick floor aud bare walls, and a ceiling
with rough whitewashied cross-beams. One one
wall the remnants of a rack and manger, a rust-
ed chain still trailing in broken bits of rotting
straw, and facing these fragments a wide fire-
place without a grate, High above the door was
an unglazed barred window, covered by a shut-
ter which closed frum thé outside. The thief
1it bis candle, locked the door, and wade a sur-
vey. It was casy to see that the wide fireplace
had never held a fire, for the white-wash on the
bricks within its shaft bare no stain of smoke,
but was green and yellow with old rains. Look.
ing up it he could see the sky, almost light in
contrast with the darkness of the chimuney. The
shaft had been left uncompleted, and rose to a
height of not more then ten feet from the ground.
A bar crossed it near the top, looking thin and
s;;ider_v against the dull night sky. On= glance
whowed this way of escape in case of any chance
discovery, Tiburce was a coward, but he kept
his wits about him in spite of the awful beating
of his heart. ** Five bricks frow the fireplace
on the left side, and six bricks from the foor.”
There was no mark of removal there. The
whitewash was old and soiled, and seemed to
have been undisturbed for at least a year or
two. To the wooden trough which had once
served as a manger, hung seraps of troken hoop-
iron which had bound the rough boards to-
gether. With one of these seraps Tiburce went
to work, and bit by bit he scratched sway the
sandy, yielding wortar until the brick was loos.
eued and could be drawn away. To sharp wits
like those of Tiburce Meusean there were signe

enough of a former removal when once the
scratching had carried him an inch deep. It
was avident that the brick had not been built
into the wall as it then stood, and bis heart beat
with a pulsation more and more_ terrible as the
obstacle yielded, and he peered into the hollow.
He pushed in his had almost as fearsomely as if
he had known of the presence of & rattlesnake
there, aud his tingers encountered a cold, smooth
surface. The Box !

His heart gave one awiul leap, and almost
stopped. The sweat stood on hus forehead in
great beads. He was faint and giddy with ex-
citement, but recovering himself he begru to
tear sway the bricks surrounding the hollow
already made. They came down easily, the
sandy mortar having no cohesion iu it, aud now
he gripped the box and held it with trembling
hands upon the floor, and with greedy eyes koelt
over it, panting and sweating aud quaking, like
the trinmphing, cowardly, hungry, wayworn
thief he was. His hand shook =0 he could
hardly bold the key, snd he was a full minute,
which seemed eternal, in fitting it to the key-
bole, [t turned, the lid opened beneath his
shaky fingers, and he saw a Bank of England
note for five pounds spread out straight, and
clean, and unew. The Bank of tnglaud five
pound note just fitted the box, and below it lay
another, and suother and another, for at least n
buundred crisp and wealthy pages. Theu came
clean, crisp, and new, Bank of Fugland notes
for ten, for ten, for ten, until his greedy tingers
turped up thirty or forty in a fold, and he was
among notes for twenty, for twenty, for twenty,
until the greedy fingers clutched another fold,
and he was among notes for fifty, nfty, Hfty,
clean to the bottom of the cash-box. He lad
bis throbbing forehead against the cold wall,
and drew the box to him, and feebly restored
the notes and smoothed them down. Mechani-
cally he took up from the floor the serap of
written paper which had enfolded the key, and
layin t{:t on the top of the notes he closedand
locked the cash-box.

Now Ashford Warren enjoyed the advantage
of belonging toa Parish Unioun, the centre of
which was four milesaway. The official centre
of the Parisk Union was the uniou workhouse.
Two Irish tramps, woefully broken and amaz.
ingly hungry, Egd missed their way, and had
got in the darkness of the early winter night
into the road which led to the deserted house,
under the impression that it was the road which
led to Ashford Warren.

Tiburce Menseau heard footsteps, and listened
with his hands on the cash-box, and his heartin
his mouth. The steps came nearer, und he blew
out his candle and listened again, quaking.
Think how the thief and coward shook as the
steps drew near! Then came a knock at the
door of the house, and fell like the knock of
doom on the shaking coward’s heart. Could
this be John Jones returned! Think how he
shook at that fancy !

Messicurs the Irish reapers rapped again, and,
finding no response, grew bolder and began to
try the doors. Their footsteps came round the
house nearer and nearer to tg: place where Ti.
burce crouched.  Then desperation lent him
sudden energy. He buttoned his ragged coat
over the cash-box,and pushed one end of it be-
tween his hungry ribs and the waistband of his
tattered trousers, and with stealthy steps made
for the chimney. Up went his heal as & hand
was laid upon the door and shook 1ts fastening.
He felt about wildly with his hands and feer.
The chimney was built with projecting bricks,
and he began to ascend. He hud only two or
three feet to climb belore his haud could grasp
the bar at the top. Messieurs the tramps were
setting their shoulders at the door, aud he was
half delirfous with terror.  The space was grow-
ing narrower.  Could he foree Lims«l! beyond
the bar ! At any cooler time he might have
hesitated, but now he struggled like 2 madman
to get past it. The door gave way with a crash ;
he missed hisfooting, hishandy failed, Le drop-
red with his chin upon the bar, and the back of

ix head upon a projecting brick : three inches
to this side or that he would have fallen clear.
Iu the dead silence that followed the crashing
fall of the door the tiamps heard a horrible
gurgling voice and a hellow sound of struggling,
and with a superstitious terror pinching at their
souls, they turned with one accord, and fled with
the widespread fear of the dumb, dark night
about them.

.

Jobu Jouey, after his second night in a work.
house, walked back along the gloomny road on
which be had lost his packet, Day after day,
with the stout heart aching, he tramped along,
wearily, wearily, ard at last reached the little
village where he hiad left his love. She was
[n:nnilt-ss by this time, beyond n doubt. e
1md been eight days uway. Fight dayst? It
looked like eighty years, He hal a8 week’s
beard uI)ou his face, and he was caked with
mud. He was as forlorn-looking & trmup ag
one might fi «d in England. It was growing
dark 8 he sat upon a stone fence and looked
down at the little village. [ the growing dark-
neys a rustic boy of abuut teu years of age came
up hill, making his way to the village,

‘*Are you going to Ashford 2 asked the
tramp.

*“ Ees,” saisl the boy; “I be And he
ed;};ed away with one defensive elbow raised.

‘ Don’t be afraid of me. | won't hurt you.
Do you know Mrs. Norton's cottage 1 )

** Ees, 1do," said the boy across his elbow, ' Good-bye,”

resentfully.

'

|

¢ Miss Barclay lives thers,” said the tramp, ‘
“Will you go to the liouse and say that Mr.
Mrckenzie wants to see Miss Barclay at the
railway station! Can you remetber that ¥

* Ees,” said the boy agsin. .

¢« Mr. Mackenzie. Don't forget. At the rail-
way station.” )

“ All roight,” said the youthful rustic, and
clattered away in hob-nailed shooun.

Somewhat doubtful of the delivery of his
message, the forlorn young man made his way
towards the railway-station, and waited in the
unlighted lane which led toiit.  He had not to
wait very long. A light and eager [footstep
came down the lane, and dark as it was he
fancied he knew the tigure,

‘13 that you, Nell 1" he asked.

“ Walter !” she answered in a startled voice.
“ Where are yout"

* Hers,” he said ; “*don’t be frightensd. 1'u
such & spectacle, [ didn't want you to see e in
the daylight. 1've walked from Liwrsool.”

“ Walked from Liverpool ?" she cried.

He told his story, and told it to hix own
disadvantage with many terms of sel{-disparage-
ment.  She heard it all, and then to his amaze-
ment she laughed-—a little laugh of honest
humor. If she could have seen him she would
not have laughed, but she knew nothing of his
huoger or his privations. These he had exclud.
ed from his narrative.

“ Poor Walter " she said. “*1 waondered
why you did notwrite or come to me. 1 suppose
the packet was about the money. It doesn’t
wmatter, for the woney is found.”

“* Found ¥

*“Yes, Found. Mr. Netherley, the lawyer
at Wharton, had & cash-box to be given to me
three week's after uncle's death. [t was sealed
three years ago, and ther was a thousand
poundsin it, all in vew Bank of England notes.
Everybody says it was like poor uncle to leave
hismouey in that way. He made no will, it
seems, but he had pobody belouging to him in
the world but me. We have a thonsand pounds,
Walter."”

““Was there a key to the cash-box " he
asked.

' No," she std.  ** We broke the war away,
and the blacksmith came and picked the lock.™

*“What an extraondioary jackdaw the old
bird was,” said he to himself.

“Everybody kuows about it,” said the girl,
““and everybody says there wust be more money
hidden away somewhere in the xime strange
way. For ai one time he wasx known to be
quite rich.”

“Ah 1 said he, ¢ verylikely”

* How strangely vou speak,” she said. ““You
have caughta dreadful cold.  Come to the cot.
tage.”

“ No,” he
night.™ .

Deadlock again in John Jones's atfairs. Was
there no way of banishing Jahn Jones alto.
gether 7

“Why not ©° she asked hin,

“Pyewalked from Liverpwol,” he waid. “Um
a shacking speotacte.” .

“ Nonsense,” urged Nelll 't Mrs. Norton
will let you wash and brush your hair, and you
will b presensable enongh,  She will te glad
to see you. Ok ! «he ts Such a dear old wo.
man.”

“ Yes, | daresay.”™

“ How oldly vou tadk to night.”" She seized
bis arm in a girish, imperious, loving way.,
“Come with me.  Why, Walter, what s
this ¥’

He felt like a rougheast wall.  She ran her
hands ahout his slesves andd shoulders, and felt
his fattering rags.

Walter, what is 18!

M, he sadd stolidly, 0 Mo band o
Then he added, as though that explained it all,
“I've walked from Liverpool™

She Yewan to realize the situation.

“You had no motey ¥

“Haven't sern a cent this five dayg,” waid he
doggedly.

“Then you have been hungry 7 You have
walked to find me, starving all the way, tabring
that wretched untucky jureel, ©Oh! vou poor,
brave suffering dear.”

* Don't ery, wy darling,” he said tenderly.
[t's all over, and it wasu't much for a man.
sounds bad for a girl to think of, but, bless you,
lots of men do it every year”

** You are hungry now ! she saild reproach.
fully., “{ knowyon are.  And you cruel bay,
you never said 4 ward to me about it.”

* Haul other things to talk about,” said lohn
Jones defensively.

“Take my purse,”” she said tnperiously,
thrusting it into his hand, *'and go away and
make yourself decent, and eat something.

¢ Very well,” said John Jones, accepting the
situation. He had given lier all he had, and
he loved her too well to have suy qualms
about taking hielp from her. * My uucle gm.-o all
my things.”

** Where is be I'* asked Nell innocently.

“ He resides in London, my dear,” anid John
Jones gravelv, ¢ In Holborn. ™'

“Then you hal bLetter go to Lowlon,” she
answered simply, *fand get your things from
him.  You can go to-night.  Get sotnething to
eat before you sturt.”

“ No,” he maitd, **1 cau’t show up auywhuore,
I should disgrace you, [t's only an hour by
train, It'aabout time the train went, I think,
isn't it 1"

* That's the signal,”” she cried.

said, ‘1 ecan’t come in to-

(o at ouce,

The red lamp gleamed high in air two huu.

dred yards away. John Jones kissed Walter
Mackenzie's sweetheart, and ran to the station,
He slouched tho shocking bad hat, and demand.
ed a third-class for Loudon. Then he saw thay
the purse held several soversigns and a bapk.
nole or two neatly folded, He reached Engton

and wade for the Tottenham Conrt Road, where
many of the shops were still ablaze with gas,
Straight into the shop of a tailor who sold ready-
made clothing, plunged Johin Jones, demandiy

to be clothed.  The shopmen were at first for
e;ecting him, but became civil at the sight of
the purse, A ueighbouring bootmaker beiny
summoned, bronght many pairs of booty in
green bag.  New underclothing, a new shirt, 4
new suit of clothes, new boots, and a new hat
being set with John Joues in & private roon,

there ensned a rapid transformation scene. \Val'-
ter Mackenzie, barrisier-at-law, emerged fron
the apartment John Joues had entered, and
John Joues, of the Seven Dials, went out of be.
ing forever,

From that time forth Walter Mackenzie's
Iuck underwent a favourable change. An uncle
of his—mnot the one in Holborn--died and lef;
him money. He prospered at the bar, and he
married and had children, and lived reputably
aud honoumbly. The dead hand enriched his
wife with two wore oddly rendered bequenty,
Nell used sometimes to excuse a little rxiry
expenditure on the pretended supposition that
Jolin Launceston Barelay's funds were not vet
all paid in, but years went by and the last of
the old man seemed long since to have beeg
heard.

The old house at Ashford Warren had Yooy
put into the market, but nobody would tuy it,
sa it dropped out of the market again and’wa,
forgotien. But as time went on & new ra;l.
road happened 1o be started 1n that distriet, and
the house had to come down.  Walter Mue.
kenzie on a spare day went to meet the com-
pauy’s Jawyer-—-an old acquaintance--and Jis.
cuss compensation.  He would have lefr the
mere business to an agent, but he haed a whin
about the matter,

“You won't want wmuech for this tumd ..
down old shed,” xaid the lawyer.”

I don't Know, Wrestall,” said thie burriser
“ldon'tknow, 1 valued the old place hiphly
vnee."” v

“Oh! o Ah, ves!”
young dream.
remember,

“They used that place for a stable,”™ wid
Walter haughingly. It was intended for 4
warehonse, 1 belivve, but the ol wman @
a donkey for Nell when she was quite s Taty,
! broke the bruts in, 1 remember.”

He laughed and asighed at that rmanue
reminiscence, and setting a loot on the prostrate
door, hLe eutered the stable.  The wood few
into tinderat hix step and let him through tc
the brick toor—it wax so old and rottesn.

“Hille " crivd Wrestal], ** what's that 17

CWhat's what #" asked the barrister.

Hix companicn had  steoped to pick some
thing from the ground., The something
brought a little ald-fashionad square lack with
.

URkeleton keye" he saad, * Inside the door,
o, and the bolt shote 'moa pative detective,”
the lawyer adide! laughingly.  ** Naw, vou
know,” he wenton, with a half-smiling, mex
gravity, * that w mur can’t lock a door on thie
wade alter leaving a room. The woly plas
of exit is the chitauey,”

* You estahlish vour anystery,”’ wabel Mo
kenzie lightly, *f Where's the motive for Lebaug
onr’oselt in ana going up the chimne-y 27

CONever mined the meotavy)” sl the Liwyes,
inghing vpenly. ** Let's pnvestigate the mys-
tery.”

said Wrestall,  * Love's
Mrs. Mackenzie Hved there, |}

S6 saying he wtooped and peered upe the chiwe
tiey, and withdrew hia bead so hastily that be
knocked his hat off. Then it was Mackenzies
turn to taugh, but there waa sueh alonk on the
Liwyer's faer that the latgh found an abgupe
ternntation.

S Wihiat's the matter ¥ heasked.

Clank apel see,” wadd the lawyer, gaspins
aeared atd jale,

He dooked and rose after the loak alinost we
pale as ki companim.

“There's a skeleton
<atd

“ Ay, said the lnwyer, “anda skeleton key (o
the skeleton keys, 1laney.  That seems likely
to be a true word, apoken in random jest, when
I picked up these keys.” )

They stood lookiug at cach other s lony tiwe,
pale and silent,

“The fow rags there look ready to (all 10
dast,”* said Walter, breaking the silence.  Hr
put his stick into the chimney and novid it
slightly, when, as if there needed only asign
to bring it dawn, the whole glinstly thing came
tumbling loose inte the grateiess hearth, and
with the falling bowes fell somnething with o me-
tallic crash.  The two recoiled aud when the
smother of woollen dust had clearsd iteelf nway,
the lawyer advancing, cried, * the motive,*” and
with the crook of his walking-stick drgged
up u sinall cush-box by the handle,  The Key
was in the keyhole, and with wrinkled leatures
of disgust, and a finger and thumb which only
juut tonched it, he nnlocked the box, and there
before them luy cight thouwand ponnds, in
Bank of Englaml notes, and on the top of them
the paper which Tiburce Mensean, habitual
crimiual, had stolen from oue Johu Jones, a
teamp from Liverpoal, There was nothing by
which to identif 'l,‘ibnnro, but"Walter Muckeuzie
hud no doubt of him, nor had the lawyer, wheu
he heard the stery,

Langing there,” he




