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For its bright dawning. Ev’n inanimate nature

Echoed the general wish, and deeply mourn'd

Its fallen state, and beauty sore defil'd.

The Everlasting hills desir'd their Ged.

And when the broken Heavn’s dist1ll’d their Dew

Of Life and sparkling rachance ; when the Tiarth

Was open’d, and the Saviour budded forth ;

When Truth and Merey met; when meek-eyed
Peace

Was kiss'd by Justice; when the HHeav’ns bow’d
down,

And Gop was seen on ecarth !

'The Heav'ns were joyful and the Earth was glad

The sea was mov’d, with all its teeming fullness

The gladden’d fields and sylvan trees rejoic’d

Before Enyvanvew’s face ; the desolate land

Look’d smiling ; and the sterile wilderncss

Bloom'd like the Lily, budded forth and blos-
som’d ;

With joy and praise resounding.  Saron’s beauty

And Carmel’s decli’d it ; and the brightest glory

Of cedar’d Libanus.  For, He, its ng,

Had come to Sion’s dauorhter
tains

His feet, that brought good tidings, preach’d of
peace,

Were scen. And, oh! how beautiful i———Alas!

Although He came unto His own, His own

Received Him not. His glorious, divine Light

Shone amid darkness ; and the purest spleudour

Of this bright, stamless Mirror was obscur’d !

[To be continued,]
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CHAPTER I

! TERESA.

On a fine snmmer morning, a fruit-woman was,
seated ata neat ond tasteiul stall, near the gate of a ;|

large city. Her pretty straw baskcts, liied with
fresh green white leaves, were filled with all the
fruits of the scason: beautiful cherrics, both red
and black, and unusually large; dark yellow
peachies, strmked with glowing purple pyramids
of citrons and pomegranates ; and, last of all, shi-
ning out among the other fruits, like the moon
among the stars, an efiormous melon, the first of
that season.

But few persons had, as yet, passed throuah the
gate whete the Wotnan was sitting under tho shade
of a lnne-tree, “when suddenly a little girl, not

O’er the moun- :

melon. She was the very picture of innocence and
beauty. ' )

“ Ah, my cluld i’ said the woman, ¢ this melon
is too dear for you. In three or four wecks, per-
haps, you could get such a one for a dollar; but 1
could not give you this for less than five yorine”

“ e Ilon.x\ ” said the girl, *1s a luge sum.
Could you not give it cheaper v

“Not a fracion,” smd the woman. “1 applied
to five gardeners before I found that sinele melun,
I have no profit on it. I did not Luy it to make
money by it, but to keep up my uname with my
custoners.”’

“ Well, then, be it so,” said the gul. I never
thought that melons were so dear.”  She took out
Ler little purse, and counted out the money.

“Buat whuat will you do with the melon ?”
asked the woman, pensively, before she took
e money. “Surely you will not cat it your-
self ¥

“1 never tasted one in my whole life,” she

answered. ‘1 am net accustoined to siuch costly
food. We are happy enough when we can get
i bread.”

* Whom are you buying the melon for, then ”

“ 1 cannot tell you that,” she answered with a
slight blush ; “and I beg of you never to tell any
person that I bought it.”

The fruit-woinan raised her hond warningly, and
began to advise her. ¢ Dzar cluld, take care that
you have not go. into bad company, among per-
sons who, without the knowledge of their parents,
are sjuandering ill-gotten muaey, and wi wx}p‘xp
nothing good can h.xpp 1. Tuat would Le a, grea
shame. Ounce mote—tzke care., Wasps mwaf[s
cling to the fuirgst frut.” : D

“0, Ma'am, don’t be mmd"? said the gxrl «f
go no whcxe bat to the chapel ;" ek sosiicere, n,nd,
nmocent did her clear blue oyua appear, ag; she
made this answer, that all the wu.anan's misgivingsg,
vanished. L.

She took the money : the girl boufrht and paid
for the basket in which the melon lay, and casting,
a cantious glance around, quickly threw her winte
apron.over the melon, to hide it,-made hen.comtesy,:
and disappeared. a

«Ha!l” said the woman to herself, .« 1f ghe did
not look so good and simple, I- couldﬂnot believe
her. Still there must be something 1n-it,sshe didat.
so_secretly, and yet appeared so “frpe ffom- fear,
ARl what a pity If she is going astray'* Her- our-
ling hair is like shming ld end the «fairest of
those apples or peaches, 138 %ﬁdt so-dalida ucly' red as

her cheeks.”? YRR T
For a long time, the womat- could not help

e Tt

of the purchase “Many- a pennyy¥’ thought. she,

- more thai® fourfeéh yeat‘s old, dressed in a neat, but;“ that child gove mo. when.she wass 'hnle, Jfor.

hamble gcwii) came’up; and ‘asked the prico of the

stmw»ml«.s or chweriies, 1 must spealf SLoshexr



