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LIZZIE RENDA.LL'S STORY.

TJY a brooin! l3uy a broon!'
}Iow w'ei 1 cari rernember thiatScry, soundingr down the stroot,
as wo chiidren ran home from

schooi one suinrnor's eveningy!
'01i, mother! ' Nwo cried; 'd(o give us

a penny. he buy-a-broom girl lias corne
backi.

' You're too OUd for sncb nonsense, Lizzie,'
said inothor, but sho gave us the penny for
all that; and «Veyy seen -,v weye Cerning
back, as preud as possible, twirling our
brooxus.

' Ah! ' said mother, as shc saw, me going
round into ail the corners, making believo
te swoep them ont with the littie feather
broom, ' you'll not be se fond of sweoping
whcn you'vo got to do it in earnest.'

'I1 shall always love swoeping !' I said.
«'I think it's tho vcry nicost wvorkz in the
world.'

'I1 hope you'l always try to likze tbc
work you've got to do,' saidl mother, rathor
gravely. ' But yon'Ii have te alter first.
You takie a fancy to a new job now and
thon, but it mostly lasts about as long as
that littie brooxu will.

'I1 shall keep this littie broom. just as
long, as 1 live!' I answerod bier, feeling
rathor put lapon my inettie; and I took it
upstairs aud hung it on the 'wali, over the
bed that Annie and I shared tegether.

I daresay it would have hung there for a
littie whiio, and thon have tnmblod down
and been swept away a.nd thought ne more
of.

But jnst after that dear mother was
talion ill, and when she fêit that she wvasn't
going te get botter sho had ail of us chil-
dreil in, ono by eue, te talkz te us very
soriously. And she talked te me about my
bcing se ready te get tired of anythîng I
had te de, and about God having set us
ail our dJaily wvork, and how wvo couldn't bo

religions nnless we triod te do it for His
sa1ze. And wvhen I ran aNvay into our roem
te have my cry eut bMfre I Nwent down-
stairs, 1 saw the littie broem hanging thoro,
and remombored what mother liad said the
nighit I bonghit it.

I foît evor se many years eider than I had
dono that night; bu t I said over again te
mysoîf that I wouldl keep it a.lways; and I
toeki it down froxu the wall and wrappcd it
ini soft paper iîpd put it inte the box that
mothorblad givon me te put niy owvn special
things in.

Well, in spite of tho promise I miado te
myseif thon,; I think I should hiave boon
snrprised if any one could have foretold te
me that I shonld really lieep that littie
rubbishing thing for forty years.

But that is forty years age, and I have
it stili, and it doos net scom te me at ail a
rubbishing thing. It bas been se much use
te mc, twice at lcast, that I shahl keop it
now tili I die,-îf it wore for anothor forty
years!

When I went eut te service the broom
went with me, i thé bottom of my box.
1 hadn't icRen thouglit about it, or looked
at it, of lato; but wlien I was packing I
saw it, and ceula't bear te throw it
away,-just becauso of mother, and of al
the years I'd kiept it.

I didn't often think about it, or about a
good many things that I ought te have
remembered, during the next few months.
Everything was new te me, and I had se
mueli te sec and te loaru; and at first
everything was se delightful, and ne one
ever was such a good servant as I was going
te be!

Thon things took a tnrn, and overything
went wron-and it wasn't worth while
always te de xny best-aud I was sure that
ne one conld -ive satisfaction i snobi a
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