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swindler again, will you?”
than the P
little Joe’s enrs, and kicked the cat, and not ono of them know
what it was all for. A fortnight after, Reubon's hig dog was
found dead Ly poison. Whereupon, he Brought another action
against Joe Smith, and, not heing able to prove him guilty of
the charge of & dog murder, he took his revenge by poisoning
a pet lamb helonging to Mes. Smith. ‘Thus the bad game
went on, with mutual worriment and loss,  Joe's temper grew
more and more vindictive, and the love of talking over his
troubles at the grog shop iucreased upon him. Poor Mrs.
Smith cried, and said it was all owing to Reuben Black; for
a better hearted man never lived than her Joe, when she first
married him.

Such was the state of things when Simeon Green purchased
the farm adjoining Reuben’s. The estate had heen much
neglected, and had caught thistles and mullen from the neigh-
bouring fields. But Simeon was a diligent man, blessed by
nature with a healthy organisation and a genial temperament;
and a wise and kind education had aid'd nature in the perfec-
tion of her goodly work.

His stendy perseverance and industry soon changed the
aspect of things on the farm. River mud, autumn leaves, old
shoes, and old bones, were all put in requisition to assist in the
production of use and beauty. ‘The trees, with branches
pruned, and bark scraped free from moss and insects, soon
looked clean and vigorovs. Fields of grain waved where
weeds had rioted.  Persian lilacs bowed gracefully over the
simple gateway. Michigan roses covered half the housze with
their abundunt clusters.  Even the rough rock, which formed
the door step, was edged with golden moss. 'The sleek harse,
foeding in clover, tossed his mane and neighed when his nas-
ter came mnear; as much as to say, “The world isall the
pleasanter for having you in it, Simeon Green!” The old
cow, fondling her calf under the great walnut tree, walked up
to him with a serious, friendly fuce, asking for the slices of
sugar beet he was wont to give her. Chaaticleer, strutting
about with his troop of plump hens and downy little chickens,
took no trouble to keep out of his way, but flapped his glossy
wings, and crowed a welcome in his very face. When Simeon
turned his steps homeward, the hoys threw up their caps and ran,
shouting, ¢Father’s coming!” and little Mary went toddling
ap to him, with a"landelion blossom to place in his hutton hole,
His wife was a woman of few words, but she sometimes said
1o her neighbours, with a quict kind of satisfuction, * Every
body loves my husband that knows him, ‘They can't help it.”

Simeon Green's acquaintances knew that he was never
engdged in 2 lawsuit in his life; but they predicted that he
would find it impossible to avoid it now. They told him his
next neighbour was determined to quarrel with people, whether
they would or not ; that he was like John Lilburne, of whom
Judge Jenkins said, “ It the world was emptied of every person
but himnself; Lilburne would still quarrel with John, and John
with Lilburne.”

“1s that his character 7" said Simeon.
upon me, I will soon kill him.”

In every neighbourhood there are individuals who like to
foment disputes, not from any defiuite intention of malice or
mischief; but merety because il makes a littie vipple of excite.
ment in the dull stream of life, like a contest between dogs or
game cocks. Such people were not slow in repeating Simeon
Green's remark about his wravgling neighbour.  “Xill me,
will he?” exclainied Reuben. He said no more; but his
tightly compressed mouth had such a significant expression that
his dog dodged him, as ho would the track of a tiger. 'That
very night ﬁeuben turned his horse into the highway, in hopes
he would commit some deprodations on neighbour Green's
premises. But Joe Smith, seeing the animal at large, let
down the bars of Reuben’s own corn field, and the poor heast
walked in, and feasted as he had not done for many a year.
It would have been a great satisfaction.to Reuben, if ho could
have brought a law.suit against his horse ; but as it was. he
was obliged to content himdelf with beating him. His next
exploit was to shout Mary Green's handsome chanticleer, be-
cause he stood on the stene <wall and crowed, in the ignorant
)0y of his heart, two inches heyond the frontier line that
bounded the contiguous farms.. S ~ou said he was sorry for
the poor bird, and sorry bocause his wifo and children liked

“If he exercises it
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An evil spirit is more contagious [ tho pretty creature ; but, otherwise, it was no great matter,
lague. Joo went homo and scolded his wife, boxed i Ho had been intending to build a poultry yard, with a good
"high feuce, that his hons might not annoy his noighbours ; and
I now ho was admonished to make haste and do it.

He waould
,build them a snug warm house to roost in ; they should have
plenty of gravel and oats, and room to promenade back and
i forth, and crow and eacklo to their hearts’ content ; there the)
; could enjoy themselves, and be out of harmy’s way.

But Reuben Black had a degree of ingenuity and porsever.
ance which might have produced great results for mankind,
had those quulities been devoted to some more nohle purpose

"than provoking quarrels. A peer tree in his pa.den very
. improperly strctched over a friendly arm into Simeon Greon’s
"premises.  Whether the sunny state of things there had a
"cheering effect on the tree, I iinow not; hut it happened that
the overhanging bougi hore more abundant fruit, and glowed
«with a-richer hue, than the other boughs. One day, little
| George Circen, as he went whistling along, picked up a pear
Ithat had fallen into his father’s garden, The instant he touched
it, he felt something on the hack of his neck, like the sting of &
(wasp. Tt was Reuben Black’s whip, followed by such a storm
tof angry words that the poor child rushed into the house in an
'agony of terror. But this experiment fuiled also. The boy
was soothed by his mother, and told not to go near the pear
tree again; and there the matter ended.

This imperturbable good nature vexed Reuben more than
all the tricks and taunts e met from others, Evil cflorts he
could understand, and repay with compound interest; but he
did not know what to make of this perpetual forbearance. It
seemed to him there must be something coniemptuous in it.
He disliked Simecon more than all the rest of the town put
together, because he made him feel so uncomfortably in the
wrong, and did not atlord him the slightest pretext for com-
plaint. It was annoving to see everything in his neighbour’s
domains looking so happy, and presenting such a bright contrast
to the forlornness of his own  When their waggons passed
each other on the rond, it seemed as *7 Simeon’s horse tossed
his head higher, und flung out his mane, as il he knew he was
going past Reuben Black’s old nag.  He often said he supposed
Green covered his house with roses and honeysuckles, on pur-
pose to shame Ais bare walls. But he did’nt care—not he'!
He wasn’t going to be fool enough to rot Ais bourds with such
stuff.  But no one resented his disparaging remarks, or songht
to proveke him in any way. The roses smiled, the horse
neighed, and the calf capered ; but none of them had the least
iden that they were insulting Reuben Black. Even the dog
had no malice in his heart, though he did one night chase
home his geese, and bark at them through the bars. Reubon
told his master, the next day; he swore he would bring an
action against him if he did’nt keep that dog at home ; end
Simeon answered, very quietly, that he would try to take better
care of him. For several days a strict watch was kept, in
hopes Towzer would worry the geese again; but they paced
home undisturbed, and not a solitary how.wow furnished excuse
for a lawsuit.

The new neighbours not only declined quarrelling, but they
occasionally made positive advances toward a friendly relation.
Simeon’s wife sent Mrs, Black a large basket full of very fine
cherries. Pleased twith the unexpected attention, she cordially
replied, « Tell your mother it was very kind of her, and_Tam very
much obliged to her.” Reuben, who sat smoking in thechimney
corner, listened to this message once without any impatience,
except whiffing the smoke through his pipe a litle faster and
fiercer than usual.  But when the boy was going out of the door,
and the friendly words were repeated, he cxclmmed, ¢ Don’t
make a fool of vourself, Peg. They wantto give us a hint to
send 2 basket of our pears; that’s the upshot of the business.
You may send ’em a basket, when they are ripe; for 1 scorn to
he under obligation, especially to your smooth tongue folks,”
Poor Pegev, whose arid life had been for the moment refreshed
with alittle dew of kindness, admitted distrust into her bosom,
and the halo that radiated round the ripe glowing cherries departed.

Not long safter this advance toward good neighbourhood, some
lahourers employed by Simeon Green, passing over a bit of marshy
ground, with a heavy team, stuck fastin a bog, occasioned by a
long continued rain. The poor oxen were entirely unable to ex-
tricate themselves, and Simeon ventured to ask assistance from
his waspish neighbour, who was working at a short distance.




