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Reuben replied. gruflly,  J’ve got enough to do to attend to my
own business.” Tle civil request that he might allow the - e of
his oxen and chains for a few moments being answered in the same
surly tone, Simeon silently walked off) in search of a more oblig-
ing neighbour,

The men who were left waiting with the patient, suffering
oxen, scolded about Reuben’s ill nature, nnd said they hoped he
would get stuck in the same bog himself.~ Their employer re-
yoined, ¢ If he does, we will do our duty and help him out.”
*¢ There’a such a thing as heing foo good natured,” sad they.
“If Reuben 3lack takes the notion that people are afraid of him,
it makes him trample on them worse than ever.”

“ Oh, wait a while,” replied Mr. Green, snubng., < T will kill
kim before long,  Wait ani see if I don® kill him.”

It chanced, soon after, that Reuben’s team did stick fast in the
same hog, as the workmen had wished.  Simeon noticed it from
a neighbouring field, and gave directions that the oxen and chains
should be immediately conveyed to his assistance. The men
laughed, shook their heads, and =aid it was good enough for the
old hornet. They, however, cheerfully proceeded to do as their
employer requested them. ¢ You are in a bad situation, neigh-
hour,” said Simeon, as he came alongside of the fonndered team.
But my men are coming with two yoke of oxen, and I think we
shall soon manage to help you out.”  « You may take vour oxen
back again,” replied Renben, yuickly. «I don’t want any of
your help.” 1In a very .riendly tone, Simeon answered, ¢ [ can-
not consent 1o do that ; for evening is coming on, and you have &
very little time o lose. It iz a bad job at any time, but it will be
atill worse in the dark.” ¢ Light or dark, I dontask your help,”
replicd Reuben, emphaucally. ~+* I wouldn’t help vou out of the
bog the other day when you asked me.” « The tronble [ had 1n
relieving my poor oxen teaches me to sympathize with otners in
the same situation. Don’t let us waste wards about it neighbour.
It is impossible for me to go home and leave you here in the bog,
and night eoming on.” .

Ths team was soon drawn out, and Simeon and his men went
away, without waiting for thanks. When Reuben went home
that night, he was unusually thoughtful, After smoking awhile
in deep contemplation, he gently knocked the ashes from iz pipe,
and said, with a sigh, « Peg, Simeon Green /Aes killed me!™
“ What do you mean,” said his wife, dropping her knitting, with
a look of surprise. ¢ You know when he first came into tius
neighbourhood, he said he*d kill me,” replied Reuben; ¢ and he
bas done it.  The other day he asked me to help his team out of
the bog, and 1 told him I had enough .o do to attend to my own
business. To-duy my team stuck fast in the same bog, and he
came with two yoke of oxen todrawitout. [ feltsort of ashamed
to have Aém lend me a hand, so T told him I didn’t want any of
his help ; but he answered, just ns pleasant as if nothing contrary
had ever happened, that night was coming vn, and he was not
willing to leave me in the mud.” «He is a pleasant-spoken
man, and always bas a pretty word to say to the boys. His wife
seems to be a nice neighbourly body, ton.” Reuben made no
answer ; but, afier meditating awhile, he remarked, « Peg, you
know that big ripe melon down at the bottom of the garden! you
may as well carry it over there in the morning.” His wife said
she would, without asking him to explain where « aver there”
was.

But when the morning came, Reuben walked back and forth,
and round and round, with that sort of aimnless actuity often
manifested by hens and by fashionable idlers, who feel restless, and
don’t know what to run afier. At length the cause of his un-
cerlain movements were explaiined. 1 guess I may as well
carry the melon myself, and thank him for hisoxen. In my flurry
down there in the marsh, { didn't think to say that T was obliged
w him.” .

He marchied off towards the sarden, and bis wife stoud at the
daor, with one hand on her hip and the other shading the sun
from her eyes, to see if he wou'd carry the meion into Simeon
Green’s house. It was the most remarkable incident that had
ever happened since her marriage.  She could haully beliese her
own eyes. He walked quick, as if afraid he should not be alle
to carry the unusual impulse into action if he stopped tv recon-
sider the question. When he found himselfin Mr. Green’s house,
he felt extremely awkward, and hastened to say, * Mrs. Green,

here is a melon my wife sentto you,and we reckon it's a ripe
one.” Without manifesting any surprise at such unexpected
courtesy, the frizrdly matron thanked him, and invited him to sit
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down, But he stood playing with tho latch of the door, and,
without rasing his eyes, said, « May be Mr. Green ain’t in this
morning 1’

¢ He 13 at the pump, and will be in direclly,’® she replhed ; and
before her words were spoken the honest man walked in, with a
face as fresk and bright as a June morning.  He stepped right up
to Reuben, aliook his hand cordally, and said, « [ am glad to see
you, neighbour. Take a chawr; take a chair.”
«‘Thank you, I can’t stop,” replied Reuben. He pushed his
hat on one side, rubbed s head, looked out of the window, and
then said, suddenly, as it by a desperate effort, ¢ the fact 18, ivir.
Green, 1 dido’t behave night about the oxen.”

« Never mind, never mind,” replied Mr, Green.

[ shall get into the bog again some of these rainy days.
{ shali know who to call upon.”

“Why, you sce,” said Reuben, still very much confused, and
avoiding Simeon's mild, clear eye, * you see the neighbours here
are very ugly, If T had always lived by such ueighbours as you
are, [ shouldr.’t be just as { am.”

“ Ah, we'l, wve must try to be to othe:. what we want them to
be to us,” retoined Simeon. ¢ You know the good hook says ao.
I have learncd by experience that if we speak kind words we hear
kind echoes.  If we try to make others happy, it fills hem with
a wish to make us happy. Perhaps you and I can bring the
neighbourhood round in ttme. Who knows? Let us try, Mr.
Black, let us try. And cor.c and look at my orehard. 1 want
te show you a tree which I have grafted with very choice apples.
If you like, T will procure you some scions from the same stock.”

Reuben Black was, if possible, still more confused ; but the re.
sult of hus visit was, that he afterwards confessed that Mr. Green’s
conduct had fairly killed bim ; and Reuben Black, from that day
forward, became an excellent neighbour,

« Perhaps
If'I do,

AN OLD MAN’S REMINISCENCE.

I had quarrelled with my little brother Willie, who had not
yuite passed his sixth year. I was two years hus senior, and he
was the only being I ever loved. Willie was a frail and affec-
tivnate fellow, not meant to struggle long thrcagh this dark and
weary existence. The httle golden locks fell upon his slender
and beautiful neck, and his large blue eyes wore a soft and con-
filing expruession, which called forth irresistibly your love and
protecion. [ went to the corner of the garden, and continued
bulding a house we had hegun together. The evening was fast
coming on,and I stll required about a dozen bricks to finish 1t 5
I thereture stalked up to one which, after great trouble, he had
just completed, and pulled down part of the wall for that purpose,
~—The litile fellow could not bear it,and snatched them back from
me. 1, in a rage, struck him violently on the breast, and he fell
to the ground.

In a short time he recovered his breath and said :

¢« Jamic, tefl Annie to com2 and carry me in 5 I cannot walk ;
my breast is very, very Sore.”

I slunk quictly in at the Back of the house. Ina few moments
I heard o low and mouraful whisper go through the dwelling ; my
littde Willie had broken a blood vessel.  The nextevening, about
sunset, [ went to the door of the room where he lay, and as I
looked in, he beckoned me to him. The setting sun seli upon
his golden hair, aud as he reclined upon the snowy pillow, me-
thought he seemed like a little angel floating on 2 fleecy cloud.

I crept up .owly to the side of his bed, and hid the Jitde hand
which lay upon the coverlid, within my own hand.

« Jamie,” said he, “ Jamie, 1 am going to die.”

T hid my fuce beneath the bed clothes and sobbed aloud.

* Do "t ery,” said the litde feilow 5 ¢ vou know I love you
dearly ; come, Jamie, fet me play with vour hand again, as I
used to wlhen we sat together, on the litde grass plot in the warm
sutistune, wad don’t ery, dear little brother Jamie.  You will be
kind to wy dear Little pussy, when I am gone. and fill her saucer
with new milk, won™ vou, brother ¥’

Pussy lifted up her head as she heard her name, and purring,
«moothed lier sleek and glossy eoat against the pallid face of the
young sulleser, as though ta thank hun for the hind remembrance.

« L'am gomng to heaven,” he coptinued, « and that isa happy
place, you koow, fur Gpd, vur fathes, swhom we say our prayers
to every nught, lives there, and you kpow ¢ ¢nsve have wanted
te see bun, Jamic; and tbere is Jesus, whem we love so much,

and who loveslitle children, too, so dearly—bLe will be there,
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