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rnothier. We inust avoxd tho wicked as wvc1l as wu
can. It is our duty. On otiier occasions, %vc caii
say- at is no alfa-.r ctf nulle.' But to protecl. 11rne-
cexîco;is die dty of ev(ry good lieIirt.*'

CI11A P'L R 1l.
TEIiESA S MOTiiE11.

lis tho evcning, when the old basket-woman
had put upl, is lier store*îeoir, whatever fruit site
liad neot sold during the day, site went directby to
Nis. Mafdthe gtrl'e motiher, and told lier tie

hi ole story.
I ans stinccrely obliged to yctu for your kind-

ness," an5wcrced Mrs. MNaylield ; Il but 1 kto,..
soînothing about that mattc.r, and 1 wili tell itto
ycu. You shaih kniow it ail, hut you mîuet p4omise
to keep) a seci et. Do yotn kniow old INr. Truc P"

IOh ! cest aitnly,'' bile z-cplie Il~ the wliule
town respects hitn as Oslo of the bemt of rne-a
very liti and muost vii tueus citizen ''1

-ielI, then," raid blis. Ma) field, Ilhez-e is
the wvhole lustoiy. My hubband, who was taken
frein tue in the prime of hi;3 dlais, %vas in INIr.
TIrue's eniployiiient. Ever tjillc is death, Mr.
Truc lias been exceedingly kind to mc-especialiy
duri '- my last iliness. Weie it liot for him, nîy
orphan chmld a-oulo,) long since, have wept ovt:r
ber poor îîîother'i grave. Alter iny recorery, my
daugliter, Teresa, resoived to do eoncîhirn ý (0
please our bentefactor. Sie wotked a b.ack stik
puz-se for billm, embroidcred wiîiî rose-leaves andI
rose.buds, and inaiked ini pearis, wîîh the Ywords,
6'Cod reward you.' )y

"9 When Teresa brouglit kîim lier humble little
present, the good ola gentleman was well pleased
with it, and exainitied and praised the worLiman-
ship. ' Now,' said he, ' as ho 'ook out bis old
purse, 1 have no need of tbis. It is soiled and
worn, but you will not refuse it as a prelient fram
me.)

"4Teresa did not wish ta take the money.
Take it-take it, at once,' said Mr. True ; 1 1

know you illi sliare il with your mother. She
wants something to strengrîzen hier afîer ber
illacas, and she can earn nothing yet. Make noa
excuse now-take itliat once.'

44Whetlier elle would or not, Teresa was
obliged ta take the rich present. When she came
home, and poured out ali, the money on the table,
bath of us wept with joy. Wie had never been
so rich since the death of my dear husband.

il, It is bard te ho e-gen with this good MNr.
True,' said Teresa. 1 We caninot niake hiin our
ilebltorg even foit a day. But we must give him
another pleasure on bis birtb day, whieh is just
now at hand. However ho muetnotlknow whence
it cames, 'Dr we wouid certainly put him ta more
exponfe.'

IMelons arc bis favouritt fruit ; and this year,
tlîcy failed in his own garden. 1 searched ail the
gardens for a melon, bue learnced that the fcw
melons of this season wvere r'ot ripe. Late, yes-
terdny, 1 weont to the gardener that lives sieur the
inew gace, and hoe bld me, t*.at lie bas] a beautiful
meclon, but iras just aifter selling it110 you. TFeresa,
%vent in the morning to your 6taîl, saîv the melon,
put clîascd it, and biuught it homte Y. ith tbe greutest
dcl ighît.

IWe placed arotind it, wrcath5 of o-.k leavas,
clie etinblemn of civie wvortb and inseribed upon it
iii forget.zntl.not leavos, ' Blessings on benefi-
c e ice.'

Ill'et esa caz-z-ed away the melon te place it
secrttl in Mr. True's sunsiner-beuse, w bore ho
ivas accustomed te take kils tea and smoke lus pipo
on fille niîernings. As Mr. Truc bcd given us
leai'e 10 supply aur îîoor table îvitb vegetables
fromn bis gardens, there was nothing singular in
Teresa's -oing Iluere vvith hier basket on bier arm.
So she cuccceeded in placing tlie melon, without
being observe.], on Mr. rruea tea-table, wbere,
as %ve aftez-waids Iound out for certain, hoe disco-
vered it bimnsellf."

Thle fi uît-ivoman %ras dclighted wiîh the wîhole
bistory, wliich poar Mrs. Mayfield relater! îith a
Iteai t buzstin; wilîl gratitude. 'lie %vornan went
home. IL was lier Ixeai t's deliglît to have found
a secret. But lier secrets ivere never Ai~el kept.
Site was a good woinan-but site could not bold
lier longue-a failing Iluat lias done mucb baimi in
is îvorld, and scarcely ever done any good.

CIIAPTER 111.
MR. TftUE.

As Mir. Truc was passing by te gale, one fine
morning ta take a walk in bis garden, the basket-
woman calied out after him, Il kr. True, Mr.
Truc, one little word with you."1

Mr. Ti ue went over te lier staîl, and asked with
an air of surpriac, IlWbat do you want, my good
womarl 1

Il Haw did you Iii-,e the melon ?" she- whispered.
"Was it not exeellent-ve-y soft-full ripe-as

yellow as a citron, and as red as a pornegranate ?
Itwas 1 sold it. Let me tell Yeu the whole

story."1
"lVWbat muelon do you mean ?1" saisi Mr. True,

pretending te know uotluing of the melon.
"lOh !11 said the woman, "lthe one you got the

other day with the oak-leavms and forget-me-uots.
Was it flot excellent ?1

"11Indeed it was delielous,"1 says Mr. True. 1
had it served up to a large company of may friends.
But tell me who bought it, and sent it to meil

"Oh ! that's a secret 1 cannot teji for the whole


