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indeed ! Pretty playthiings in give a child ! Everythingr goes
to wreck and ruiin ! There !

And as the last words were utred, Tommy was thrust into
his mother's room w~ith a force that nearly threw himn prostrate.

teNow takie off your clothes, sir."
6sWhat for, mother ? I havcn't done anything ! 1 didn't

hurt the clothes-pins. Margaret said I rnigrht play with thlem."
c"D'ye hear 1 Take off your clothes, 1 say !

1I didn't do anything, mnother."
~A word more, aîid l'Il box your cars uîîtil tbey ring for a

rnontb. Takie off them clothes, I say! l'Il teach you te, corne
when I send for you ! l'il let you kinov vhether 1 arn to be
minded or not P"

Tommy s]owly disrobed hirnsclf, w~hile bis miother-, frctted tu

the point of rcsolui ion, eyed hirn with unrelenting aspect. The
jacket and trousers were removed, and biis night.clothes put on
in their stead, Tommy ail the -while prûtesting tearfully that he

had donc nothing.
ci Vili you bush ?" wvas ail thc satisfaction he rceceivcd for bis

protcstations.
"cNow., Jane, take hirn up stairs to bed ; hc's got to lie thcre

ail the afternoon."'
It wvas thcn four, and the suzi did flot set tintil near eigbt

o'clock. Up stairs the poor child bad te go, and then bis mo-
ther found somne quiet. Rer babe slept soundly in the, cradie,
undisturbed by Tomrny's racket, and she enjoyed a new novel
te the extent of alrnost entirely forctting ber lonely boy shut up
in the ebamber above.

cWhere's Tommy '1" askced a friend, wvbo dropped in about
six o'clock.

In bcd," said the mother, xvith a sigh.
"Xhat's the matter ? Is lie sick ?

0~ no. 1 alrnost wish lie we're"

"What a strangre wisb ! XVhy do you wisb so V'
cc 0, because lie is likie na littie angel wbien he is sick-as

good as he can ubc. I Jiad te send him te bcd as a punishment
for disobedience. Uce is a liard chisld te, manage. 1 think I
neyer saw~onejust like hlmin; but, you kinovr, obedience is evcry-
tlûing. IL is our duj'y te require a strict reg-ard to this iu our
children."


