
A %ITIFl INIFL.U]NGE.

-...ci 1 have fait quite sick ail the morning ; rny liead lias ached
badly-so badly, thiat 1 have liad te lie down. 1 alvays give
you your dinners wvhen you corne home, and try to malie you
comfbrtablea. To.day 1 let Autit Mary do it, because I fait so
sick ; but 1 amn sorry that I did îlot -et up, siek as I wvas, and do
it myself; then I mighit have prcvented this unhappy outbreak
of my boy's unruly tampet', thiat lias made not only my head
ache ten times as hadly as it did, but my heart ache also."

Clarence burst into tears, and tlhrovin( his arms around bis
mnother's neec, wvept bitterly.

tgI wilI try arnd be good, dear mothier," hie said. el 1 do try
sometimes, but it seemns that 1 cati't."

"9 You must always try, my dear son. Nowv dry up your
tears, and go out and gat.your ciinner. Or, if you wvould rather
I should go with you, I will do se."

cNo, dear mother," replied the boy, afectionatoly; "ye
are sick ; you must flot go. 1 will be good."

Clarence kissed liis ruother again, and then returned qiiietiy
to the dining-rooîn.

IlNauglity boy !" said Aunit Mlary as ho entored, looking
sternIy at him.

A bitter retort came instantly te the tongue of Clarence, but
he checked himself with a strong efFort, and took bis place at
the table. Instead of soothing the quick.tempered boy, Aunt
Mary chafad him hy her wvords and manner duriuig the whole
meal ; and it was only the image of his metiier's tearful face,
and tha remembrance, that she wvas sickç, that restrained an eut.
break of bis passionate, temper.

When Clarence left the table, hae returnad te bis niether's
roem, and laid his hecal upon the pilhow wvhere hiers was rest.
ing.

IlI love you, mnother," he said, affactionately'; Ilyou are
good. But 1 hate Aunt Mary."

le O ne, Clararce ; you must net say that you hate .Aunt>
Mary, for Aunt Mary is very kind te yen. You miistn't. hate
anybody.",

"lShe isn't kind te me, mother. Sha calls me a bad boy, apd
says everything te rnake me angry w.hen I want te be gqod."l


