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CHAPTER IV, «—=ARTHUR BLAGUE GETS HIS HAND IR, AND
THE PROPRIRTOR MEETS WITH AN UNEXNIECTED
REVOLUTION.

Arthur had still some writing to do in ficishing up his
father'’s accounts, and & few weeks were passed in this eme
ployment before he war ready to begin work at the Run. In
the meantime he had visited Ruggles, and had entered into a
formal engagement with him,

On 2 frosty morning toward the last of October, he tose
before dayiight, quictly crept down stairs, made a fite in the
kitchen, and coo“:ed for himsclf a simple breakfast. He
found his dinner ready snugly packed ina fittle basket—the
timely work of his mother on the previous cvcning. The day-
light had just begun to tinge the sky as he stepped forth from
his home, and only here and there in the village rose the smoke
from the early kindled fires.  The Run was a mile from the
village, and only farms and f -m-houses lay between. He
supposed he should be early .t the mill, so, though the air
was brisk, he loitered thoughtiully along the uneven h:t;h-
way, recalling the past and revolving the future. Unmindfal
of the passage of tine, he found himself suddenly within sight
of the tall chimney of the mill.  The buildings were still
buried in the valley.

For the first time since he had fully decided on this step
of life, his heart sank within him. e shrank from the
eyes that would be fined upon him, the sneers that would
reach his ear, and the subjection of his will to that of a man
whom, in his inmost soul, he abhiorred. At length he dis-
carded these details, and a dull undercurrent of dread took
thair place, while he endeavoured to engage his mind with
the most tsignificant olservanons and incidents. There
was 2 long golden cloud in the east, which anly lacked a
fin of-lxing a model salmon. fle walked under a maple
whose foliage frost had changed to amber and dropped aukle-
decp upon the ground, and wondered what he should do
with thwse leaves if they were all golden eagles. He
picked up an apple in the street, tossed it into the air,
caupht it in his hand, bit into it, and then threw it at a cat
sneaking under a fence. .

Lingering in thisaimless kind of way, a1d pausing to hear
any sound that struck his car, he was still a_hundred rods
from the mill, when the sun tose, fiesh and bright, above
the castein hill.  The tall chitaney was vomiting forth thick
masses of black smoke, the hum of machinery with the pul-
sating din of inany looms filled the air, and a few minutes’
walk brought him ta the brow of the hill, at the foot of which
lay the factory and the little hamlet of Hucklcbury Run.

Young men and young women, and boys and gitls, wers
pouring out of the door of the large boarding-house : 4
crowding into the mill.  Arthur waited uniil all had disap-
peated within the black door, and then boldly pushed down
the hill. As he cntered the yard he Lecame conscious of
many eyes at the window. Dirty-looking wenches, with
arms bare to the elbows, were tittcring behind the dirtier

lass. Frowzy-hcaded men passed him in the yard, and gave
Eim an offensively familiar greeting. What struck the young
man with peculiaz force was the perversive spirit of old
Ruggles in all these people. They acted like him, thev
}ooﬁ%d like him, they all scemed to have sold themselves to
him. He understood old Ruggles’ remark now :  Weare
all alike down to the Run.”

Uncertain where to 2ok for his employer, he approached
the door. and hailed a boy—with no clothes upon him but
shirt and trousers—and inquired if he knew whege Mr.
Ruggles was.

““}cain't very fur off,” replied the boy with agrin,
and inan undertone that showed that he was afraid to speak
louder.

¢ 1 wish 10 sce him,” said Arthur. .

*¢ Stand right where you be, then,”  ssid the boy.
“That's the quickest way. You can't ind him a follerin’
him ; he's 100 fast for that. Old Gabnel will blow his horn
afore you've stood here five minutes,” and the iiitle wretch
looked around him catcfuliy and cunningly, to sce it he were
overheard. .

Arthur unders? sod and smiled at the allusion of the hoy to
his employer’s nasal note, and felt that prssibly it might aa-
nounce the day of doom 0 him.

The boy cocked his cye suddenly, shrugged his shoulders,
and was out of sight in an instant. He had detected the
sigos of the old man's coming. and was hardly in the mill
before that individual ran doww the stairs at the foot of
whicl. Arthur stood, taking three steps at 2 leap, and blow-
ing his nose at the landing,

“¢On hand, ch?” was his grecung of the new operative.

*On hand,” was the Tesponse. ]

«¢Liulc late this morning, but never mind—it's the first
day, and we won't be particular to start wath,”

“Latc 1" oxclaimed Arthur in astonishment, “‘why 1
saw the hands just go in."”

*Qh ? yes, they've just had their brexkfast.  They work
an hour befase breakfast, by candlehight, you know.” The
old man grinned as he said this, and looked at Arnthur
curiously, 10 scc how he took it.

* Do you expeet me o be here an hour before breakfast
cvery moming ? " iaquired the young man. .

““Well,” replied ~ld Ruggles, ¢ we'll be as easy with {ou
as we can, you know, hut we can’t show many favours. I'm
here an hour before breakfast mysell.  That's the way we

et our living, and wezill “are alike down here to the Run,
? work just as hard as my hands, and my hands are just as
as [am.”

This, by the way, was the mcthod by which the low-bred
proprictor of Hucklebury Run scutled all the complaints of
‘those in his employ. They worked no more hours and no
harder than he 5 they fared a3 well as he.  This was troc,
and if a workman was not contentl with that, he hadthe
alternative of leaving, prot "ded he comld raisc moncy enough
10 gt awsy.

Artthur was not 1o be {rightencd away from the Run with-

outa trial; so he said: ‘*Mr. Ruggles, 1 am ready for
worlf’, and will conform mysell to your rules so faras I

*“ Well, I really haven't anything for you to do in the
mill this moening,” responded Ruggles, scratching his head,
‘' Let's sce—let’s see.  What do you say to ﬁoing out into
the pastureand mowing  bushes with Check ?

** That's what you call the foot of the ladder, 1 suppose,”
said Arthur, with pootly-disguised contempt.

“ Very well,” said old Rugqlcs. * Stay here, and domy
work, and I'll mow bushes. 1 had rather be out of doors
than in.”

This, of course, scttled the matter. The practicability of
Arthur’s stepping into the shoes of the manager of the mill,
and sending that gentleman out to clean up a scrubby pas.
ture with Check, one of his: hopeful operatives, was entirely
evident to the young man, but he was too polite to avail
himself of the offer.  So he said: ** Set wme to work where
you will, and le* me have a place in the mill as soon as you
can.

The old man took down a bush-hook that hung upon a
post near the mill, and then called Cheek, who straightway
arpcaml from the basement, coming up the stairs through a
cloud of steamn that issued from the passage.

¢ Cheek, you're to maw bushes in the mountain pasture
with this new hand to-duy. Show him how it’s done, and
do a better d:?-'s work than you did the last time you were
up there or I'll show you how it’sdone. Do you hear? ™

Cheek heard, nodded his head a great number of times,
took off - very dirty striped apron, rolled down a very dirty
pair of shirt-sleeves, put on an old cloth cap with the visor
lun')’ed up, took down another bush-hook, and said: ** Come
on.

The young men were of about equal age, though Arthus
was wuch the taller of the two. u(‘)ld Ruggles stood and
watched them as they passed out of sight, with a grin of
satisfaction, then blew his nose and plunged into the mill,

As soonas they were out of sight and hearing of the mas-
ter, Cheek exclaimed : ‘1 vow, Blague, you're the last feller
I ever expected to see in this hole.”

““This ir the last hole I ever expected to be in,” re-
sponded Arthur; adding: ** How did you know my name
was Blague?”

¢ Oh ! I heard alt about you. The old man has been
bragging that he'd got hold of one of the Crampton aris-
toctacy, and was poing to put him through a course of
sprouts.”

““Those that giow in the pasture are the fist of the
cousse, I suppose,” said Arthur drily.

Check laughed, and said that was good. Then he threw
down his bush-hook and cried, *‘ lalt! Now, Blague,”
said he, coming up and laying 2 hand on cach of Arthur's
shoulders, *“don't you remember me?”

41 think I've seen you before, but 1 cannot tell when
nor where.  Possibily, 1 have seen you in my father’s store.”

‘“ Not often, but youknew me when I was a shaver” {by
which term Check meant a very small boy), “‘and I knew
you when you was a shaver. You semember old Bob
Lampson—drunkenold coot—he was my father. 1'mTom
Lampson, and you gave me 2 pair of shoes once. Do you
twig now? "

“Oh! yes, I remember you. What do they call you
Check for? "

“¢ Look here,"” said Tom @ampson ; and lifting his long
hair with one hand, and pulling down his shirnt-collar very
low with the other, he displayed a check very black wi3\
gunpewder.  *'I got blowed up onc Fourth of July, and
did this ; and ever since the boys have called me Cheek. I
don’t mind itnow. 1vow1b'lievellikeitbetter. Theynever
call me Tom Lampson now, but 1 think of old Bob Lamp-
son—old scamp—my father, you know.”

¢ Don't talk 50 about your father,” said Arthur. *¢1 don't
Jike to hearyou.”

Check shrugged his shoulders, asif the unpleasant memory
of his fathcr had got under his jacket. ¢ T guess,” said he,
¢‘you don’t temember him very well.  If he had tanned
you, and swore your head off, and abused your mothertil! he
used herup, you wouldn't like him any better than Ido—
old—well, never mind 1

At a motion from Arthur, Cheek resumed his implement,
and both moved on toward the pasture. Arthur compre-
hended the character of Cheek very teadily. He was a
good-natured fellow, whom no amount of lad treatment
could thoroughly demoralize. Hc was garrulous and shal-
low, but he had a kind heart and a degree of genuine sen-
sibility. He had always remembered Asthur Blague with
aflectionate respect.  This motning he pitied him be-
cause he saw that his mind was troubled, and knew there
was sufficient reason farit. Tle wondered what he could
do to mzke him feel better.

** Blague,” said Check (and when he called him Blague
instead of Arthur, he intcuded it asthe more respectful and
pleasant style of address}, *‘ Blague, you'll find that you
and I ain’t exactly like the test of ’em, and now I want
always to be your fricnd, and you shall always be my
fricad.”

*¢ Certainly, Cheek, we shall always be friends, of course,”
said Arthur, with 2 smile.

*“Well, I mean,” said Cheek, carnestly, ** that T will
always stick to you, and youa shallalways stick to me.  Give
usyosr hand on that,” and Cheek seized Arthut’s oute
strctched hand and shook it vio‘lcnl?’. The act seemed to
give his affectionate nature & great deal of satisfaction, and
he butst tencfully into **-Away with melancholy,” the name
of that sombre passioa sounding very much in Arthut’s ears
like * melon-colic.”

When the song had sulsided, Check turned to Arthur
and said . ** What doyou s’pose isthe reason you're 3o much
bigger than Tam?™

Arthar replicd : ** Y’m sure T don’t know.”

*IV’s because,” said Check, ““that you've always hed
cnwﬁb to eat, and T haven't, 1 haven't scen what you've
got there, of course {looking at Arthut’s dinner basket, and

alluding to its contents), tat I'll bet = goose T haven’t
scen so much good w victuals in three months as
you've got in your basket there. I’'m always hungry

—hu from one year’s end to the other, I'm hungry
now—hungry enough to eat a jackass and chase the
driver a mile."”

Arthur laughed long and loud, which pleased Cheek very
much.  So he tepeated the statement, that Arthur might
p\st mare satisfaction (zom it, i pussible, and then added
that it was ¢ a tiue fact, and nomistake.”

“ You ought to see the boarders skin that table once,”
continued Cherk, ¢ regular grab game.  Everything comes
on togethier, and the pie goes first,  Sometimes we put it
into our pocket, s0's 10 be sute of it, and eat it when we
get ready.  You might carry one of them boarding-house
pies in your pocket for a year without hurting the pocket
any, or the pie cither, any more than if it was a whetstone,
But you ought to sce the old man, when he cones in to
weigh the victuals, to see if he isn't feeding us too much,”

** But he doesn't do that?** saidd Arthur, incredulously.

* Don't he, though 1 I've seen him weigh every mouthful
that went on to the table, and sit and look at us, and figure
with his little black pencil all dinner-time. Then’s the time
weput in,  Didn’t I have a time with him one day? 1 vow,
wasn’t that a time {”

Cheek shrugged his shoulders again, as if another very un-
pleasant memory had got under his jacket,

$Tell me all abou? 1t," said Arthur

*¢ It was when I first went there,” said Cheek, *¢Ishouldn’t
dare to do it now. We all get afnid of the old man after
we've been with him a while. You see he came in one day
and we all heard a jingle, and knew the steelyards were
around. So weall dipped in strong, and said nothing. 1
saw what lhe{ were up to, so I stuck my fork into a chunk
of corned beet as big as your two fists. The old man was
mad enough, 1tell you. ¢ Check,’ says he, *you're a pig
to take such a piece of beef as that.” Says I: ‘Not as you
knows of.” Says he: ‘ You're a pig." Saysl: ‘lain'ta
pig ;' and Itook up the chunk of meat on my fork, and
held at where all the boarders could see it, and says 1: ¢ Do
you s'pose 2 pig would eat such a piece of meat as that?
Smell ofit, Mr. Ruggles!® Everybody at the table looked
scared, but L hadn’t Jearned him then. He came straight
toward me, and I held out the piece for him to smell of,
and just as he got his noseto it I gave it a little dab, and he
jumped as if something had bit him, I s’pose it was a Jittle

ot. Wasn't he mad? He knocked my fork cut of my
hand, and then he kicked me clear into the yard. [ think
I've got a little place somewhere on me that has been numb
ever since 3™ and Cheek felt reund upon aisback to see if he
could find it.

** Here's the place,” said Cheek at last ; and lifting some
clumsy bars, he turned Arthur into the ficld of his day's
lahour—a bprzen, rambling pasture, more friendly, ap-
parently, to the growth of scrub-oaks and blackberry bushes
than to grass. ur soon got the swing of the hook, and
Jaid about him right lustily.

“You'll get sick of it before night,” said Cheek, *if
that’s the way you pitch in.” Cheel then illustrated the
manner in which he proposed to perform the labour of the

day.

?‘l shall work faithfully, Cheek,” replied Arthur; ““you
will do as you choose, of course.”

¢ Well, you're right, I suppose,” said Cheek, ** but I can
tell you one thing—the more you do for old Ruggles, the
mcre you may do.  We old hands all understand 1t.”

Arthur had worked hal{-an-hour vigorously, when his
hands began to feel sore, and drawing on a pair of gloves
for their protection, he proceeded. Straightening up, at
length, for a little rest, he turned to Chcc‘g. and inquired
what he meant by saying that everybody became afraid of
the old man after living with him a while.

“ Why, yousee, he haunts us,” replicd Cheek, leaning upon
his hook.  **1f three heads get together in the mill, off goes
his nose right over their shoulders, 1f anybody laughs, off

ocs his nose agsin. He's always within ten feet :f every-
y, and—Idon't know, we kind o' dread him, and then
we get to hating him, and somehow we all settle down at
last into being afraid of him. There's big Joslyn—strong
enough to lick x regiment of him~—he'll swing x hundred-
and-sixty-spindled jack like & feather, but he's as afeaid of
old Ruggles as if he was a tiger.  The old man will abuse
him up hill and down, and he’ll stand and take it as meek
as Moses.  Somchow or other he gets ‘cin all.”

¢ \What do you mean by gets ’em all 2"

** Well, take big Joslyn now. He's got a wife and chil-
dren, and he doesn't get wages enough for "em all to live on,
5o the old man lets him get in debt, and he never lets him

et out of debt. There 1sn’t & hand in the mill who isn’t
in debt in the same way ; and whea the old fellow gets a
chap there, itsalt day with him. He never expects to leave
Haucklebury Run, unless he cuts stick, or goes out on wheels
in a black box that smclls of vinegar. Them that have
families can't peep, you see, and the old man makes ’en
take t’l;:ings out of the store, and pays ’em in 2l soets of
ways.

“Out of what store2™ inquired Arthur, very glad in-
deed to be placed on his geard,

“*Oh ! he's pot a store up in the mill, and you ought to
see it.  You sce he sells some of his nigger-cloth for
Roods, 30 a5t0 accommodate his hands, he says. 1 bought
this old cap there, when it was new ” (Check touched it
with his finger), ** and it smelt 50 strong of codiish that it
kept my mouth watering for a month.  You sec everything
RoCH In toﬁ«bﬂ. and the thing that smells the strongest gets
the lcad. Ifyou’ve a mind totry it,” purseed Cheek, anxious
to impeess the truth of his assertions upon Arthur, and
handing his cap toward him, **I shouldnt wonder if you
could find alittle codfish about that now.”

Arthur laughed, and told him be would take his woed

for it.
{ To b¢ continned, )

WHAT is ealle” the “ falsification of xicohol” is very
lent. Remarkable disclosures have been made y a
risian doctor which ought to make drinkers pavse. The
aroma given to brandy is produced by an articls excessivel
injcn'&ts to health, and other liquors are similatly adul.
‘m‘ .




