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‘BUY A BROOM.

Jaxvuanry 1889

because I felt that it was my fault I was
all the more touchy if anyone scemed to
blame me.

It came to this—that after a deal of
unpleasantness my husband and I had a
regular quarrel, and I threatened that T'd
go away to my aunt'’s, and let him see how
he'd get on without me!

He was just walking out at the door
when I said that; and he went on and
took no notice, and that made me more
angry than ever. I said to myself that I
would do it really ; and then he'd miss me
and be sorry._

It was Just my old way. I never could
think of but onc thing at once; and I was
<o full of my wi-b to :pite Lim and to shuw
that T mcant what T said, that I couldn’t
think of anything ¢lse.

If I'd buen in my 1ight senses T might
have remembered what kind of ‘man my
ho-band was vy gontic and paticut ot
first, but hard to tu-n, and never very ready
to forget and forgive. I might have thought

as T did after  that if T went anay frowm
him hd'd most likddy never forgive me, or
be the <ume to me again, wslong as Ilived.
T might hase thought of my children tou,
and all the trouble it would bring upon
them, and how people would say ill things
of me, anl ¢a-t It up at thuem that their
mother ran away from her home.

Rut T was thinking of nothing Lut mg
own sdfi-h passion w.d tl‘uublu The
chillren were all away at school and T bad
the house to myself, and T went up to get
my things ready to 30 to aunt’s.

T took my old Lo that I'd had when I,
went to survice, and turncd it upside- duWn
by way of a beginning, Then, when I
picked up the thlngs ulté Ly one to see if
1 should want them with me, T came aguin
upon a long, narrow parcel.

T didn't remember in the least what it
was, and when T opened it and saw the
little withercd broom it startled me as if X
had seen & ghost.

T badnt Luen crying Lefore, for all T'd
been in a passivn; but, somehow, at the
pight of it T found myself sobling aud
crying like & naughty child.
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¢ Oh, mother, mother, mother!’ I said,
just as if I were not & mother myself, and
my own long years in her grave.

I felt so desolate, tossed about, and
miserable, that at first I did nothing but
long for her to come back and comfort me.
But by-and-by I began to think what she
would say if she did come, and then it
came over me all at once that I'd been
giving way to the very fault she used to
warn me of, and that this misery was all
my own doing.

I remembered the very words she used
to say to me, and how she gave me a text
to remewber: ¢ Fhatsocrer ye do, do 1t
Leartily, us unto the Lurd and not untv men)

Bat I Ladn't remembered ity aud I Lud
dune things heartily only just sv long as
they pleased me. And so I had lost wy
self-respect and my hasband’s love, and
none of my children woald ever feel the
Letter for thinhing of me us I did when 1
thought of my mother.

I dou't hnow bLow lung I sat there
thinking, but I gut up at last and put my
things back again in the bus, and laid the
little brovm very carcfully where I should
set it every time I opened the lid,

And then I went down aud got to my
wotl, and cleaned up as I hadn’t dune for
a good while past.

It wasn't easy to get my Lusband to feel
pleasant towards me again, and I had
Lonuwn all glong that it woaldn't be. Bat
tLat ouly shuwed nhat o foolisk woulnan 1
Was, to haie ever thought of dving whut
would have vesed him far worse.

But every place in the Louse that I got
clean, and sweet, aud tidy again, put a
foling of satisfaction into mmy heart that
Ldped me to heep my tewpor. andio a
while things got right once more.

Aud so I got & hind of feeling over my
wouik that I'd never had before—a feeling
as if God had »et 1t me, and was watehing
to see how I'd do it; and as if mother
would know If I minded what she said, and
Le grieved if I furgot again.

Youwon't wonder after this if I heop the
little broom all my days? No<w that I'm




