- a grand piece that had been made up by
2 great man hundreds of yearsago.
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INGRATITUDE

REVENGE

You have got a very neat little spot
here, remarked Farmer Hayes to his
friend, Mr Johnson.

The two old men were sitting upon
wooden seats which were placedon either
side of the rustic porch thatformed a
kind of arbor entrance to the front door
of the d-welling.

The speaker was a spare little man,
with dark hair, sprinkled with gray.
He wore a swallow tail coat, adorned
with brass buttons; corduroy breeches,
fastened at the knee; thick, blue worsted
stockings encased his legs, and a pair of
low shoes covered his feet. His visage
had a placid expression, as he glanced
first at the well kept carden, with its
rows 'of potatoes and cthe- vegetables ;
then out to the little paddock adjoining,
where two cows were orazing ; the next
over the wide undulating meadow land
beyond, his eves resting finally on the far
distant hills. He put the end of his long
clay pipe between his lips, and watched
the wreaths of smoke slowly ascending
from it.

Mr Johnson was a noble looking man;
‘his snowy beard gave him a patriarchal
appearamce. His countenance lacked
that acute, intellectual expression which
is so often stamped upon the visage of a
middle aged town man. His eyes were
thoughtful, but gentle ; his whole bear-
ing spoke of innate goodness. The few
wrinkles, which had gathered on the
white, placid brow, had been gradually
traced there by Time’s relentless fingers,
and not suddenly cut by a sharp sorrow.
He smoked silently for a few moments,
and then replied tohis friend’s remark,—

You're right; this is a neat little spot.
But I'll tell you what I’ve been a think-
ing on, Hayes. You know my Jennie’s
a goin’ to be marriedto Robert Meadows.
She’s my only child, so of course she’ll
have all my belongings when T'm gone;
but I've been a thinking, that, soon after
she’s  settled, I'll have a deed of gift
drawn up, and turn everything over to
her ; then therell be no proving the will,
and all that fuss ; and the lawyers won't
have a pickin’ out of my bit of property.
I shalllive here and be master just the
same. What do you sayto that, my
friend ?

The old man put a hand on each knee,
and gazed into the others face, with an
expression which said, Don’t you think
it’s a very brilliant idea ?

His friend took the pipe out of his
mouth, and shook his head dubiously ;
then replaced it between his lips, and
gazed fixedly before him for an instant
ere he answered ;then he said, slowly and
emphatically,—

“ I don’t like it.”

He shook the ashes from his pipe, and
began leisurely to fill it. again witl
tobacco. ‘ ~

I never seed aplay but once, he be-
began, in slow, measured tones, and that
Was many years ago, when I was a
young man. I wasin the city, andmy
friends got me to go to the theatre to see

shall never forget. But it was the play

| that struck me.

There was a good old king who had
three daughters, and he thought that he
would divide the kingdom amongst them.
They was very pleased ; the eldest went
down on her knees, and swore how she
loved him more than anybody else, and
said as how he was the kindest, noblest,
and best father that ever lived—or words
somewhat like them. The next said a-
bout the same, only a great deal more ;
but T thought both on’em looked too big
and wide awake to stick to their word.
The third daughter said very little ; but

all the lot. C
she would not. own: she loved him. So
he divided the kingdom between his two

eldest daughters.

1 thought he was a silly old fellow to
t the reins into them spirited looking
creatures’ hands. DBut he did it and he
rued it. They treated him very well at
first, but after a time they began to alter,
and Jet him know that he wasn’t master.
Well one night they turned him out of
the castle, whenthere was such a dreadful
storm that it was not fit to turn a dog
out; and he who had once been a king
had to roam about as a beggar. The
poor man went nearly crazed. I almost
forget how it ended, but I think they
was all killed at last.

And what has this to do with what
I was saying ¢ inquired Mr. Johnson,

estily. L was talking about deeds of
gifts, and not plays.

The other began to smoke-puff—puff.
After a few minutes the full meaning of
his friends words dawned slowly upon his
mind.

Well, I was a thinking as how, when
Jane got possession of the house, she
might, maybe, after a bit, turn you out
as the king’s daughters*turned him out.
Keep the reins in your own hands man—
you can draw them tight, or let them
loose, when you please; but don’t give
them up till you die. That’s my advice.

There was a little flash of anger in
the other’s eyes, as he replied,—

You don’t know my Jennie ; she’s the
loveliest, best and truest girl that ever

lived. She would never wrong her
father
In the mean time Jennie and her

lover were in the orchard, at the back of
the house, slowly walking up and down
the path among the trees.

The moon was brightening in the
purpling sky, and the evening star
glimmered faintly.

When two more days have passed
you wiil be my wife!

‘he young man looked down lovingly
into the shy, dark eyes raised to his,
and clasped the hand that rested on his
arm.

I am so glad, Robert, that I shall not
have to leave my home, she said, after
a pause; for I was born here, and here
my mother died. It was very kind of
father to propose that we should live
with him. Now you can keep all the
money in the bank that you have been
saving solong to buy furniture with,
and if we are careful we shall soon add
some more to it.

Your father is very good, Jennie ; we
must be kind to him.

The wedding-day arrived. Mr John-
son was placed in the seat of honor ; he
moved among the guests, with a kind
word and a cheery greetingfor ail. Jen-
nie was a blooming, bonnie bride, and
seemed proud of her stalwart husband.

Jennie wasinstalled as housekeeper
in her father’s home. After a time, Mr.
Johnston presented his daughter with
the deed of gift, and the young mistress
of the farm, with the understanding that
My Johnson was to reside with them.

All went well for a time, then gradu-
ally there came a change over the serene
atmosphere of the dwelling, and the old
man became conscious that he was no
longer treated with courtesy, mnor his
wishes respected.

Would youmind sleeping in the back
bedroom for a few weeks? we havea
visitor coming, said Jennie, onemorning,
about six months after the wedding.

The old man started in great surprise.

Why can’t the visitor go into the
back room ? he asked.

Oh, it’s such a poky place! I don’t
mean that exactly! she exclaimed,
checking herself in confusion. The

a beautiful view from the window, and
a good feather bed. But Miss Martin
is very particular; she has such a grand-
home that we cannot put her anywhere.

Mr Johnson leisurely crossed his legs,
put his newspaper on the table, took his
spectacles off, rubbed them, and put
them in the case, and then slowly re-

-~ Well, I went, and the sight of the lights,

the g;biy*dr‘::e"'s:ggs, and the flash folks, T

joined,—

If there is such a fine view from the to be married in a week.

I thought she wasthe nicest looking of |
The king was huffed because |

room is very clean, and there isreally

window, your visitor may enjoy it, and
she can sleepon the feather bed. I've
slept in the front room ' five and forty
years, and E ain’t going to be turned
out now. If Miss Martin ain’tsatisfied
with the accommodation, she may stay
away.

Stay awayindeed! fired Jennie.
iust like you,father. I call you very
selfish. Andshe left the room hastily,
shutting the door with a bang.” '

The old man took up the newspaper,
but the words ran into one another, for
large tears gathered in his bright, gray |
eyes, and hig lips quivered painfully. '

Miss ‘Magtin came, and informed
Jennie that #ier father was the most
aristocratic looking gentlemnan she had |
ever seenysbut during her stay Mr John-
son was subjécted. to many slights, as
Jennieand her husband were ashamed of
some of his.old fashioned ways.

It’s

One evening Mr Johnson returned
from the village, where he had spent the
day with a friend. He walked leisurely
up the garden path, but suddenly paused
and uttered an exclamation of astonish-
ment.

A fin hiaw thcine tice, weh had
atood near the house, and had been full
of pink blossoms in the spring lay upon
the ground.  Onlexamining it, he discov-
ered that it had been cut off near the
roots. He turned hastily to enter the
house by thefront door, when he observ-
ed that the monthly rose tree, . which had
twined the porch, and been full of bloom
all summer, layacross the garden path,
cut into a number of pieces, and an at-
tempt had been made to dig it up by the
roots.

Robert | Robert ! eried Mr. Johnston.

What’s the matter? queried a voice
from an inner room.

Who's been cutting them down ? cried
the old man, excitedly, entering the
apartment, and waving his hand toward
the garden.

1 have, answered Mr. Meadows, com-
placently.

Why did you do it ?

Because I chose to.

There, dor’t quarrel, said Jennie. It’s
all my fault. father, The hawthorn tree
was close to the parlour window, and
makesthe room dark— so I asked Robert
to cut it down. The rose tree is not
wuch good ; we are going to have a finer
one pus in its place.

That hawthorne tree your mother set
with her own hands, and the rose tree I
planted on the day you were born.
Your mother loved them both, and
Heaven forgive you for what you have
done !

He turced away, ascended the stairs
entered his own reom, and closed the
door :

It Farmer Tuarner calls just send round
for me, will you, Jennie? asked Mr.
Meadow, one morning at breakfast:
He's coming to look at old Bettie.

Yes, I'll send, replied his wife.

What’s the matter with the cow ?in-
qu iredMr. Johnston.

Oh, nothing, revlied the young man
I'm going to sell her.
Sell her ?repeated the other

Yes; she’s old, and don’t give mnoh
milk. I'm going to buy a youug one in
her place. Jennio’s been compluining of
the butter for a long time ; it dor’t come
up to our neighbours.
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morning he tried to stop a horse and
wagon that was running away, when the
horss t.hrew him down, the wheel went
over his head and he was killed on the
spot. And now her husban s gone, and
she's lett all alone. Poor J:mcb! 3

Hasn't she any money t
inquired Jenuie.

No ;and I've been thinking we'd better
have her here.  She can’s starve,

Have her here | repeated his daughter
1n astonishment: What ean vou be thinl |
Ing about, father ? l
to keep already.

0 live upon ?

<

Lneres plenty of us

She broke her covion with

threaded her ueedle impatics
v A R

vy L€ e Mg Lo Hav e cO
aftetnon, rosuim Jenule
1 A YOGt ialary L0 ’ ‘Li-,(i
very fiae peup i LK you
have your pipe Li 1tct
You would ot v yours

\FE P < p

v 51‘7 Wl EhE e, h(: iISWerceu
quietly. He put lus slippered teet on
the feuder, ana suzed 1into the anins

fire. 1've bieaa tuinking, wmy dear, ne
resumed, alter a pause, that there’'s a
liztle etror Lu/that deed ot ‘é"f“‘

A erior! iepeated Jennie,

1
as sie

dropped her work and looked up with
scared lace.

Yesy Liu sure there’s an error. ' It
wouidu't be pieasans for you if the pro-
perty wus e thrown into Chancer,
afcer 1 am gons, would it ?

O licn

Well, ietcu the deed down to me,

L'l leok 16 over and set all vish,
Jennie hastencd up-stairs, and soo

retuined with i precious paper

his  hang,

‘cases gently, read 1

1 | i
e ol sgadi: tHols a6 1
SHivulict VU L
¥ I
oyel,  and

Sy ——
:‘xa;, IL I8 il O ::"'r'(,'il.t IIllL\(ﬂ!{O!
XY ol ¥ ‘L_ i gt 3 1
With a quick wovement iie threw tl e
docutuent uto vue Hlazing tive, and pres:
t’d 1t do ]

vl Wittt the ;;.)i.e".

Jennie screamed, and, darting forward
attenupied to rescue the deed from th.
devourl g fames; bub her father held u,
his hand steruly, and said in a tone o
auchority, —

Stand back

At this instant . Meadows entered

W hat s the matisr, Jennie ¢ he enquir
ed. Father, what have' you been doing
to her!

The young man coufronted Mr John-
son, who stood with the upiiited poker
in his hand.

1 am master of tins houss ! cried the
old man ; and 1 ii a tow 1o one to dictate
to me !

We'll soon see about that ! exelaimed
the other sneering.y. If you're going te
put un SUCL e dlis, ’il have you turn-
ed oul.

O, Robert ! Rovert! cried his wife ;
the desd—1the deed—

Au hysterieal fiv of weeping checked
bhe: aiteranc:.

Waua  do you ,mean?queried her
husband. wi i a white face, and a touch
of fear 1n his toue

Father’ buiap it !

Facher 15 wasiel

ui

fils own house,

and will hav: you turced out it you
don’t beha  yourself! retwined the old
Dran.

Angiy wor s pussed.  Robert declared
that he wouwd o to law ; ho would. not

be dow: uil of his rights; the house
wass hus andd 11ie’ s
Provi culy retorted his father-in-

\

law. You way have your company this

But I won’s have her sold ! cited the
old man, angrily.

You have nothing to do
she is mine, and I shall do
rejoined the other, hauglitily,
to leave the reom.

Mr. Johnston turned to the window
without uttering another word,

with -her :
as 1 lil( e,
as he rose

Tarner’s ‘man driving old Bettie vut of
the yard. :

Ah, its the one she used to milk, ho
soliloquized.

Tears gathered thickly in his eyes as

driven by a stranger.

Here’s a letter from my sister Jan,
remarked Mr. Johnson, one afternoou, t
bis daughter. Puor thing ! her husvan |
has been dead only two wonths, Tie
bailitfs have sold her furniture ; s i
destitute and is staying with a neighb
for a fow days, and then she don’t k.o
where togo. Poor June ! mus:d vhe o!
man, as his thoughts reverted (o ¢
past. She was a pretty girl when «
was young, and many a handsome fello
came after her. Buat she took no hewd
to any except Tom Jones, who hecane
her husband. Then she had such -

pretty blae-eyed child, with soft, solie

hair.  She lived te be six year old an
then died. 1 thought Jane wou'd iave
broken her heart. Then her sougiew «p
to be a fine young man, and was goiny
Buat one

A tew hours later he saw Farmer'

he watched his late wife’s favorite cow |

afterno 1 .foinde, he continued. atter a

paiise, will be your last party in
[y shall send for tarmer
; Hay shall enjoy our pipes
| to ¢ tiils  evening, in the best
| P as we did before you were
imareied. " As for: you, Robert, you

ihapvclv i provided a home for Jenni

present ; but you'll have to do so now,
Uhare’s a cottage to letin the vill;!gc‘,
| which I think will suit you. A montn
from to-day I shall expect you to be ciear
| fron: my house; and you needn’s think 1
What I

{sha'l do any more for you. !’

' mean sive you—if I give you anything
lar ¢ vou'll have to wait for u.til 1 m
L dan /9 more cutting down my fav—
ori: s—or selling my old cows—

o . e sit inthe kitchen when
! ~ fine company. I'll send for
' ne, and  she'll have a home

25 long as she iives.
tho sister, came to live ab the
e and passed away ab the ad*
“+d age of eighty-six. Mr. Johnson
«veu  ten years after her, retaining all

/s taculties to the last, and died 1n his

ulnety-ninth year. ,

- Jennie and her husband had to work
very hard in order to bring up their
arge family respectab'y Robert’s hair
~was silvery white, and Jennie’s thick-
|1y streaked with gray, and their sous
an! daughters were men and womel,
when the formerly ungrateful cou_ple
were again allowed to take possession
of the old farmhouse.
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Raceived by_ _Rgcgni Arrivals.
100 T

LGS White Lead,
70 Dozen Narrow Axes,
100 Kegs Horse Shoes,
75 Boxes Horse Nails,

12 Kegs Cable Chain,
18 Sett Block (double and single,)

9 Cases Saws, Buck, Hand, Pannel, Cross

Cut, and other sawsassorted,

2 Oases Guns common and Breech Loading,
15 Barrels Roofing Tar,

6 Doz. setts and Half Bushel Measures,

7 Cases General Hardware,

9 ¢ Carriage Bolts,
4 ¢ Sled and Sleigh Shoes Bolts,

1 Barrel and 4 cases barn door and T hinges
8 Boxes Mrs. Potts patent Sad Irons,
80 Gallons Carriage Varnish in one gal. ean%y
2 Casks Sheet Zine.
2 Csks Putty in bulk,
150 Kegs Cut Nails steel and iron,
For sale by

R. Chestnut & Sons.
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