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We must avord the wicked us well as we
can. Itisour duty. On other occasions, we can
say-~* 1t 1s no atfair cf nune.” But to proteet mmo-
cencogs the duty of every good heart.”
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CHAPTLR IL
TERESA'S MOTHER.

In the evening, when the old basket-woman
had put up, wn her store-ruom, whatever fruit she
had not sold during the day, she went directiy to
Mis. Mayficld, the gul’s mother, and told her the
whole story.

«| am swmecerely obliged to ycu for your kind-
ness,” answered Mrs, Maylield; “but [ kno..
something about that matter, and I will tell 1t to
ycu. You shall know 1t all, hut you must psomise
to keep it sectet. Do you know old Mr. True 27

“wQOh! cettamly,” she replied, ‘tthe whole
town respects lnm as one of the best of men—a
very tich and most vitucus ctizen ”

» ¥ell, then,” said Mis. Mayfield, ¢ here is
the whole listory. My husband, who was taken
from me in the prime of his dars, was in Mr.
True's employment. LEver since lis death, Mr.
‘Cruo has been exceedingly kind to me—especialiy
during my last illness.  Wee it not for him, my
orphan child woule, long since, have wept over
her poor mother’s grave. Alter my recovery, my
daughter, Teresa, resolved to do zometlang to
please our benecfactor. She woiked a b.ack silk
purse for him, embroidered with rose-leaves and
rose-buds, and maiked in pearls, with the words,
¢ God reward you.” ”’

« When Teresa brought him her humble little
present, the good old gentleman was well pleased
with it, and examined and praised the worl.man-
ship.
purse, I have no need of this. It is soiled and
worn, but you will not refuse it as a present from
me.’

« Teresa did not wish (o take the money.
¢ Take it—take it, at once, said Mr. True; *1I
know you will share it with your mother. She
wants something to strengthen her after her
illness, and she can earn nothing yet. Make no
excuse now—take it at once.’

“ Whether she would or not, Teresa was
obliged to take the rich present. When she came
home, and poured out all the money on the tabie,
both of us wept with joy. We had never been
so rich since the death of my dear husband.

<]t is hard to be even with this good Mr.
True,’ said Teresa. ¢We cannot make him our
debtor, even for a day, But we must give him
another pleasure on his birth day, which is just
now at hand. However he must not know whence
it comes, or we would certainly put him to more
exponse,’

¢ Now,’ said he, ‘as he ‘ook out his old -

¢ Melons are his favourite fruit; and this year,
they failed in his own garden. 1 searched all the
gardens for a melon, but learned that the few
melons of this season were not ripe. Late, yes-
terday, I went to the gardener that lives near the
new gate, and he told me, taat he bad a beautiful
melon, but was just after seiling it to you. Teresa
went in the morning to your stall, saw the melon,
putchased it, and brought it home with the greatest
delight.

«“We placed around it, wreaths of o.k leavaes,
the emblemn of civie worth: and inseribed upon it
in forget-me-not lcaves, ¢Blessings on benefi-
cence.’

“ Teresa carried away the melon to place it
sezretly in Mr. True’s summer-hcuse, where he
was accustomed to take histea eand smoke his pipe
on finc mornings. As Mr. True had given us
leave to supply our peor tabie with vegetables
from his garden, there was nothing singular in
Teresa’s going there with her basket on her arm.
So she succceeded in placing the melon, without
being observel, on Mr. True’s tea-table, where,
as we afterwaids found out for certain, he disco-
vered it himsell.”

The fiuit-woman was delighted with the whole
history, which poor Mrs. Mayfield related with a
heatt bursting with gratitude. The woman went
home. It was her heatt’s delight to bave found
a sceret. But her secrets were never well kept,
She was a good woman—but she could not hold
her tongue—a failing that has done much haim in
this world, and scarcely ever done any geod.

CHAPTER IIL
MR. TRUE.

As Mr. True was passing by the gate, one fine
morning to take a walk in his garden, the basket-
woman called out after him, * Mr. True, Mr.
True, one little word with you.”

Mr. Tiue went over to her stall, and asked wih
an air of surprise, ‘ What do you want, my good
woman "

“* How did you lii:e the melon ?”” she whispered.
“ Was it not excellent—very soft—full ripe—as
yellow as a citron, and as red 23 a pomegranate?
It was I sold it. Let me tell you the whole
story.”

¢ What melon do you mean ?” said Mr. True,
pretending to know nothing of the melon.

“Oh!” said the woman, ‘the one you got the
other day with the oak-leaves and forget-me-nots.
Was it not excellent

¢ Indeed it was delicious,” says Mr. True. I
had it served up to a large company of my friends.
But tell me who bought it, and sent it to me

«“ Oh! that’s a secret I cannot tell for the whole -



