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A DEVIL IN THE CHURN. | 

THE HIRED MAN’S CONVERSATION 

WITH THE IMPRISONED FIEND. 

«Fresh-Air Boys” and Their Visit to the 

Country—The Woman who Used big 

Words—Tommy sat on the Barraclade— 

An Adventure Witha Ram. 

Up to the age of ten years I was a street 

Arab in one of our largest cities. Now that 

I am in a fair way to become a multi-mil- 

lionaire, I can make this admission without 

feeling too keenly any disagreeable im- 

plication. I trust my chums at the univer- 

sity do not find me any the less manly be- 

cause of my early experience of life on the 

street. 

Ot that life in its first phases I have but 

faint reminiscences : an ill-lighted room up 

several flights of ricketty stairs in a squalid 

tenement ; in winter, cold nights in bed 

with a scanty bit of an old #ail for covering 

and no fire to speak of : in summer breath- 

less heat, with tossing restless sleep except 

when my mother and I were grudgingly ad- 

mitted to a little breathing space on the 

crowded roof. 

Later on, before any good fortune came 

to me, the same conditizns with the added 

memories of a rough-and-tumble life on the 

side-walk, newspaper selling in rags, and 

the continuous jos:le and intercourse with 

boys of my own class. Happily the good 

fortune that made me heir to my uncle's 

wealth in Caiifornia also removed me from 

these surroundings, before I became defiled 

with the ineradicable srmrch of the slums. 

One event of that lite, however, remains 

with me, a not unpleasant memory. Before 

my uncle’s lawyers found me and when I 

was verging on my tenth year there came 

to myself and other rag-a-muffins like me, 

the rumor of some wonderful visit we 

might make. Away off somewhere beyond 

the murky sky: line of tenements and fact- 

ories there lay, we were told, an enchanted 

land where people were not crowded to- 

gether, and trees grew at liberty and bread 

was plenty and houses clean and whole- 

some. We children often dimly wonder- 

ed where such a place could be, for we had 

no idea of any life but our own an‘ the 

sordid lite ot the greatcity. Where dainty 

ladies and mild-faced men pictured to us 

the delights of life in the country, we were 

all willing to go, because we had all in one 

way or another been already the benefic- 

iaries of their good will. 

Such at least is the burden of my recol- 

lection to-day of how Tommy Tripps and 

myself, with a whole carload of other 

children, came to be sent into Vermont. 

Due experience, that is Tommy's and mine 

the day we first landed in the green mount- 

ain State, was so unique, even for city boys 

totslly ignorant of country life, that it will 

bear recording. I was merely an on-look- 

er; Tommy had all the experience. Ths 

was due, I doubt not, to his sprightliness 

of temperament. I was ever slow and 

solemn, he gay and froiicksome. 

We were ticketed for a little station 

north of Burlington. The other tresh-air 

children had already been disposed of be- 

fore we reached that city, and we con- 

tinued our journey under the care of the 

conductor of the train. 

When the train drew up at a station 

there was an old gentleman on the plat- 

torm with a bit of paper in his band. Iie 

spectacles were down near the tip of his 

nose and he was reading the paper over 

them. Ile was fat and he looked good 

natured, and we agreed in hoping that he 

was the Mr. Bleazer to whom we were con- 

signed. We could see him hand the bit of 

paper to the conductor and then we held 

our breath as the latter came to the car 

door. 

«Tommy Tripps and Fred Morris get 

off here,” he gruffly announced. and we 

dutifully obeyed the injunction. 

When we got off the car the old gentle- 

man came up to us and patted us on the 

head and said that he was to take ‘‘charge 

of us during our stay at Vermont.” The 

conductor told him that he did not know 

about me, but as for the ‘*other youngster” 

—meaning Tommy—*he’ll be quite a 

heavy charge.” 

«I']! risk him,” said the old gentleman 

with a sinile and another pat on Tommy's 

head. And I knew from Tommy's face 

that he would treat the old man straight. 

We then followed him back of the station- 

house to where the horses were tied. We 

found an old country-wagon with a woman 

in it waiting. She was not a very old 

woman nor a very young one. She sat so 

stiff and straight that Tommy at once dub- 

bed her ‘*pokerback ;” her neck was long 

and she wore a big brooch with a picture ot 

Washington on it. At this distance of 

time I cannot particularize her dress, but 

she wore a basque and something she called 

a bishop ; for she warned Tommy repeat- 

edly during our drive not to lean against 

her bishop. As I learned afterwards, she 

used the largest and queerest words she 

could find in the dictionary. She read 

a chapter of the unabridged every day after 

the bible. 
She smiled sweetly on as when we came 

up to the wagon and said: --§ 

“I see, Pa, you have 

with you.” 

The old man took off his hat and wiped 

his head, but said nothing in reply. I 
thought at fist she was his second wite, 

but I now find she was his daughter. 

«Ascend over the wheel, boys” che con- 

tinued, *‘but don’t step on that barraclade 

Tommy looked at me as if there were 

some wild animal in the wagon. We had 

heard of rattlesnakes, cows and such things, 

bat never of a bareraclade. We were both 

drawing back to sse which would climb in 

first when the old man came behind Tommy 

and litted him over the wheel. [f [ had 

not been scared myself I should have 

laughed at Tommy's eyes, they bulged out 

so when he was in the air over the wagon. 

When I saw that the barraclade did not 

touch him, I got in too, but all I could see 

was a new blanket or wagon robe covering 

a lat of groceries. 

It was when Tommy went to sit down 

that the woman first warned him about her 

bishop. Tommy had a faint notion that a 

bishop was some sort of a clergyman— 

some one like the gentlemin who had sent 

us up for the air to Vermont, and so he 

put on a long face and looked around 

him. He could not see anyone but the wo- 

man, the old gentleman and me. He knew I 

was no bishop, and he did not think she 

could be one, so he concluded her father 

must be the man the man. I did not know 

any more about bishops than he did, and 

I, too, fell in with the idea that Mr. 

Bieazer was a bishop. 

«“What do your horses teed on, bishop ?” 

Tommy inquired with all the respeet he 

could. The old man was busy chirping to 

his team, and when he go: through Le 

turned and looked at Tommy to see 1f he 

was in earnest. But Tommy was never 

more in earnest in his life. Mr. Bleazer 

smiled and was about to reply when a jerk 

of the wagon threw Tommy right over 

against the woman. 

«There now, you've ruined my bishop, 

and I suppose have befouled my basque,” 

she snapped out. Tommy was flabbergast- 

ed, and in his bewilderment he sat down 

on the blanket. 

“Well, there,” broke out the woman 

again, *‘if that boy ain't sitting on the 

barraclade !” 

Tommy jumped up as if he had been 

bitten by a sea serpent, and in his con- 

fusion he stepped on the groceries. He 

made a hole in a package of tea and 

spilled some sugar. Mr. Bleazer had to 

stop the team until we gathered things 

tegether. Tommy, I noticed, pocketed a 

lump of sugar. 

The old man called the woman Mebhit- 

abel #nd told her she should not be so 

cross to the little fellow. She said she 

thought him a blunt-witted boy, a regular 

cittern-head, and she had an abodement (or 

something like it) that he would be quite 

an onus on them. She did bozzle consid- 

able, she said, before she consented to 

her mother’s taking us. 

She was soon in good humor again, 

however, and she peeked up jauntily as 

we passed a farm-house. Once she 

asked Mr. Bleazoar if the ‘nigh horse was 

as calcitrant as ever.” The old man said 

he was getting to his oats again; and 

then he whistled to himself. 

Mr. Bleazer's house was on a hill, quite 

a high hill. Why he built it on a hill 

when there was so much valley lying 

around unused, we could not understand. 

Some wag, I remember, told Tommy that 

Mr. Bleazer, being religious, built it there 

because he wanted to be as near heaven 

and as far from the other place as he 

could. Ike, the hired man, said that 

Bleazer wanted a dry cellar and a deep 

well. Whatever the reason was, the 

house was on a hill. 

“Come, boys, bring them cates with 

you,” Mehitabel cooed to us as the wagon 

stopped in the yard and she got out. We 

thought she said cakes, and being hungry 

we had not to be told twice. 

«There ain't no cakes here, ma'am,” 

said I “I didn't say there was, did I?” 

she replied as she shook her dress ; “bring 

in them groceries.” 

Each of us took an armful of groceries. 

Tommy wanted to carry the disrupted 

sugar, but I took it, and we followed 

Mehitabel. Her mother, a lank, tallish 

old women, met us at the door, and the 

daughter introduced us as her catechu- 

mens. 

Ike,” the man about the house, was a 

queer old fellow, short, and had one 

crooked leg. He was very superstitious, 

saw ghosts every night. Saw the devil 

on one or two occasions, he said, and 

would know him anywhere. Saw him 

once put into a black bottle and thrown 

into a river in the old country. A hard- 

working, simple-minded fellow old Ike 

was, as | remember him, and I never 

assented to the tricks Tommy used to play 

on him. 

After supper as we were sitting on the 

door-step, full to repletion with buck- 

wheat pancakes, a man with a heavy stock 

of hair waving under a straw bat pointed 

up the hill to us. Mehitabel was letting 

our little proteges | down her back hair and she came to 

the door with several ringlets in her 

hands. She drew back when she saw who 

it was, and sent her mother to let him in 

by the front door. Mr Rosher, she in- 

formed us from behind the stove, was a 

baccalaurean friend of her father’s and 

lived on the road we had come. lke, who 

was sitting on a barrel-head smoking, wink- 

ed a tremendous wink and then we under- 

stood why Mebitabel was doing up her hair 

and why she had ordered her mother to 

give Mr. Rosher a seat on the sofa in the 

parlor. 

She then dismissed us, bidding us ac- 

company Ike in search of the kine or go 

on our own account to see the grise in the 

pen. According to the dictionary grise 

meant little pigs, but we did not know it. 

We were eager to see them, however, be- 

fore it grew too dark, and so we went in- 

to the yard. There was a number of ani- 

mals there feeding out ot a large frame. 

We thought they might be sheep, but 

Tommy, who posed as an authority, said 

they could not be sheep, for sheep were 

woolly and they had no wool to speak of 

on them. Doubtless they were the grise 

of which Mehitabel had spoken. Until 

better acquainted with them I thought it 

would be well to keep out of their reach, 

so I mounted the wood-pile overlooking 

the yard and the steep incline on the 

other side. 

‘Tommy stayed down among them and 

both of us grew interested in one young 

thing that was sucking its dam. In order 

to get a good view of tke operation he 

stood with his hands on his knees as if he 

were giving a good back in leap-trog. One 

of the sheep suddenly ceased eating, and 

backing away from the rest began to watch 

Tommy from behind. Tommy did not see 

the animal, so intent was he watching the 

limbkin. By-and-bye Tommy began to 

back up in order to get a more satisfactory 

view. The ram, for ram, it was and a big 

one, took this as a challenge, and with a 

preliminary shake or two of the head he 

rushed on the unconscious Tommy. Next 

moment the boy was flying through the air 

and he landed right on the back of that 

mother-sheep, The sheep gave a jump 

and he rolled to the ground with a howl. 

He told me afterwards that he thought a 

bear had struck him. 

He was on his hands and knees about to 

rise, when the ram hit him again. Tommy 

again went flying forward, this time on his 

face. He had not yet seen what struck 

him and he was getting mad. Once more 

he essayed to rise, when the ram hit him a 

third time. Tommy was knocked out. 

Not knowirg what else to do, he began to 

crawl on his stomach towards the house. 

The old ram still followed him. 

Now, Mrs. Bleazer hid left her large 

churn in the yard to air. It was lying on 

its side, its mouth facing Tommy. Here 

was a place of refuge, and into it tke boy 

crawled. The ram, eager for more fight, 

gave the churn a vicious butt as Tommy 

disappeared inside, and set it a-rolling. 

As I said, the house was on a hill, and the 

churn rolled around towards the slope. 

The ram followed and gave it another 

frisky butt. Away went the churn and 

Tommy down the hill. Over and over it 

rolled, faster and taster it flew. One mo- 

ment Tommy's legs would show, and the 

next they would disappear in that caver- 

nous churn. It I had been dying, instead ot 

being more or less frightened lest the ram 

should now attack me, I could not have 

kept mysell from laughing. The churn 

went steadily on its way until finally it 

hrought up among a clutter of thistles and 

lamb’s- quarters where the hill lost some of 

its abruptness. 

The ram, after shaking its head several 

times and prancing to show its temper, was 

turning to come back to feed when lke came 

along. [Ie had caught sight of the churn 

and he knew he would have to go after it. 

“Bad cess to you for a ram, but you're 

bad off for buntin’” he said, making a kick 

at the ram. He had not measured the dis- 

tance correctly, and so the blow fell short, 

and he had kicked so hard that his crooked 

leg lost its staying power. Ie was falling 

when the ram hit him and sent him after 

the churn. The hill was so steep that Ike 

could not stop himself at first. All the 

time I coald hear him use words which I 

now know were not suitable for a catechu- 

men’s ears. 

When he fetched up at last he looked up 

and shook his fist at the ram and called pet 

names. At one time I thought the ram was 

going down to give him more, but he did 

not. lke then looked down at the churn, 

and I suppose he thought he had better 

fetch it up. 

It was about dark by this time, and as 

the ram was busy feeding at the crib I stole 

down hill also. [I could see lke stop short 

when he came near the churn. It was still 

moving a little and the awfullest sounds 

were coming from it. You see Tommy had 

gone further into the churn thanhe wanted 

to, and now he could not get out. Every 

time he stirred the churnrolled. He heard 

Ike coming and thought he was the ram, 

of which he had got a glimpse, as he enter- 
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Moreen SKkirtings. 

ELEGANT DESIGNS IN 

exhibiting a great many ne 

Silk and Wool French and German Patiern Dresses, 
INCLUDING THE NEW APPLIQUE EMBROIDERED COSTUMES. 

NOVELTY w and attractive 

DRESS MATERIALS in Low, Medium and High Class Goods, which 

embrace the latest makes and colorings. 

BLACK AND WHITE DRESS MATERIALS IN CHECKS. SPOTS, STRIPES, FIGUR
ES, &c., 

Gingam SKirtings. 
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ed the churn. His blood was up and [ am 

sorry to record that he swore very pro- 

fanely. 
Now the old house dog Codzer, attract- 

detour to avoid the ram, reached the churn 

almost at the same moment with Ike. The 

dog put his rose to the mouth of the churn 

and just when he was expecting no such 

treatment Tommy’s both feet took him in 

the snout. With a quick jump and a howl 

he turned to run, nearly upsetting Ike. 

The latter thought the vld dog had been 

in the churn, and I could hear him say, 

‘bad luck to you for a dog, but we'll 

have hairy butter next week.” And with 

that, in his wrath, he seized the churn, 

when Tommy's shoes almost hit him in the 

mouth. Ike let go with an oath and the 

churn stood upright. Tommy was now 

standing fairly on his head. The churn 

rumbled like a drum with his cries, lke 

was sure it was a devil or a ghost that was 

in it, and he began to speak in a trembling 

hear him speak of hell. 

«Ah! poor sperrit, what are you doin’ in 

hell ? Ike asked with that tremor in his 

voice, ““Churnin’?"—* What did you go to 

hell tor ?"—¢*Churnin’ ?”"—**Arrah, thin I 

must give up the trade.”—** You'll be there 

foriver, of course?” —You won't?"— 

¢ How're you gon’ to git out?” “Me pullyou 

out? No. it all Mrs. Bleazer’s crame wintinto 

whey fur the nixt three months I wouldn’tlay 

a hand ok you. Stay there,you divil you,and 

burn the old churn if you want to git out.” 

With that Ike turned to go and Tommy 

would have bad to wait till I could get to 

him did be not accidentally happen, by an 

extra effort, to upset the churn. This 

brought him on his feet again, and while 

he could not strike off the churn he was 

able to take a few steps with it over him. 

While Ike did not relish talking with the 

devil after dark he could not forbear hav- 

ing a parting word with him. He turned, 

but there was the churn actually following 

him, with no sign of a leg or foot to carry 

it. ‘With a yell, that brought even Mer. 

Rusher and Mehitabel to the door, lke 

made up the hill, falling over the ram when 

he reached the top, praying all the prayers 

he could :hink of against the devil “in the 

churn. 

I released Tommy and together we 

slunk around the side hill to the barn. 

For Forging Pictures. 

The French Ministry has determined to 

make an effort to reach a form of swind- 

ling which is known to be extremely com- 

mon, and which hitherto has managed to 

escape the penalties of the law—the forg- 

ing of pictures. Diore than one well- 

known pater has admitted openly that he 

has allowed his name to be signed to 

pictures that either he has not touched at 

all or has finished in a few unimportant 

details. Other painters follow the practice 

ot copying well-known masterpieces, and 

passing them off through shady middlemen 

as copies made by favorite pupils of the 

master during his lifetime, or even by the 

master himselt. The proposed law puts 

the forgery of artists’ names alongside of 

forgeries, and punishes it equally. 

PRODUCTS OF SCIENGE FOR 
HOME USE. 

BEAUTIFUL AND BRILLIANT COLORS. 

Within the last few years science has 

been at work, and the results are tLe Fast 

Diamond Dyes for Cotton; Turkey Red. 
Scarlet, Pink, Crimson, Purple, Seal 

Brown, Orange, Olive Green and other 

colors. 
These dyes make colors so fast that even 

washing in strong soap-suds will not cause 
them to fade. fe women would ask for 

Fast Diamond Dyes for Cotton, and see 

that they get them, they will be able to dye 
any of the above colors absolutely fst and 
untading, colors that will remain until the 

goods are worn out. 
Fast Diamond Dyes for Cotton give 

grand and brillant colors to carpet rags, 
and are therefore invaluable to country 

people who make Rag Carpets. These 

popular dyes are far ahead of all othe: 
forms of dyestuffs, and many large dye 
houses use them regularly. 
Common package dyes—worthless imita- 

ed by the hubbub, having first made a | 

voice. 'Tcmmy was swearing and I could | 

Introducing 

will give you 

his other five dollar 

dealer to show yon 

tions—are now sold in some stores; be- 

ware of these; insist every time upon get- 

ting the guaranteed Fast Diamond Dyes; 

tried, sure, true, brilliant and unfading. 

Men Wore Mufis First, 

Muffs were introduced into England in 

1540 by the medical men of that day who 

used them for the purpose of keeping their 

the house of one patient to that of another, 

that they might accurately feel the yg 

of their patients. The imitative faculty of 

womankind thereupon began to assert it- 

self, and the consequence was that women 

soon copied the doctors, who, as soon as 

to be eclipsed, at once abandoned the 

fashion of wearing muffs, and took to the 

use of big fur gloves instead. An engrav- 

ing by Hollar showed that Er glish gentle- 

men wore muffs in the reign of Charles I., 

and muffs were in general use amongst the 

Fremch exquisites of the Court of Lonis 

XIV. ; while they are mentioned as having 

been worn generally by gentlemen in this 
country in 1683. 

UNGAR DYES 
CLEANS and WASHES 

everything that tends 

to make your house 

look nicer 

BLANKETS, 

CARPETS, 
CURTAINS, 
RUGS 

and 

TABLE COVERS. 
Can you not 

make last year's Spring 

Clothes do by having 

them dyed. 
Remember 

UNGAR MAKES THE 

At your Service! 

fit feet—. Made to wear. 

Shoe with a price on the sole. 

The price won’t help it to wear 

but it will prevent the dealer 

from putting these shoes in with 

hands soft and warm, while nding from | 

they found their originality was beginning | 

the Slater 

for Men. 

A boot that 

service. Made to 

Here's a 

Shoes, giving him the 

profits we intend for you. It costs nothing to be 

curious—knowledge comes trom that. Ask your
 

these $3.00 Shoes. If he 

hasn’t got them we have, 

Geo. T Slater& Sons, 
MONTREAL. 

Royal 

Emulsion 
THE 
WORLD'S 
MEDICINE. 

From the earliest days of medica 
science no remedy has achieved such 
a reputation as 

ROYAL 
EMULSION. 

Its curative power is universally 
acknowledged to a degree unprece- 
dented in the annals of physical re- 

| search. 
As a strengthening tonic in con- 

valescence and for thin and weakly 
babies and children, and delicate 
women, 

IT HAS NO EQUAL. 
a 

All Druggists, 50c. and $1.00 bottles.’ 

:Dawson Medicine Co. 
MONTREATL. 

DOMINION EXPRESS 
COMPANY, 

(Via C. P. R. Short Line) 
Forward Goods, Valuables and Money to all part

s 

of Ontario, Quebec, Manitoba. Northwest Territor
- 

ies, British Columbia, China : nl Japan. Best con. 

nections with England, Ireland, Scotland and all 

parts of the world. 

Offices in all the Principal towns in New Bruns- 
wick and Nova Scotia. 

Operating Canadian Pacific R'y and branches, In- 

teacolonial to Halifax, Joggins R'y, New Bruns- 

wick and P. E.L R'y, Digby and polis, con- 

necting with points on the indsor and Annapolis 

Railway, Elgin & Havelock R'y. 

Handling of Perishable Goods a Specialt
y. 

Connect with all reliable Expres Co in 

the United States. Eight hours ahead of all com- 

pe ms pe from Montreal and points in 

On Quebec. 

Lowest Rates, Quick Despatch and
 Civility. 

E N.ABBOTT t, 
A ond Wm ohn, NB, OLD NEW. 

\ 

1 ™ 

3 

N
A
O
 
—
—
 a
na
 
r
r
 

u
N
 

EN 
Ad

 
5 

S
A
E
 
T
R
E
E
 

PS 
N
T
 

S
i
r
i
 

il
 
t
e
 

an
t 

nl 
o
i
d
 


