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Tom left the window, and threw himself at full length into the
cradle, where he commenced rocking himaelf with a forco and
rapidity that made everything crack again.

« Get out of that cradle! What do you mean? The child
really seems possessed I And the mother caught him by the
arm, and jerked bim fror the cradle.

Tom said nothing, but, with the most impsrturbable air in the
world, walked twice around the room, aud then pushing a chair
up before the drvessing bureau, took therefrom a bottle of hair
lustre, and pouring the palm of his little hand full of the liquid,
commenced rubbing it upon hishead. Twice had this operation
been performed, and Tom was pulling open adrawer to get the
hair-brush, when the odour of the oily compound reached the
nostrils of the boy’s mother, who was sitting with her back to-
ward him. Turning quickly, she saw what was going on.

“ You ! fell angry from her lips, as she dropped the baby
in the cradle. ¢ Isn’ it t00 much !” she continued, as she
swept across the room to where Tom was standing before the
bureau dressing-glass.

# There, sir !”” and the child’s ear rang with the box he re-
ceived. * There,sir !’ and the box was.vepeated. ¢ Haven’t
I told you a hundred times not to touch that hair-oil? Just see
what a spot of grease you’ve made on the carpet ! Look at your
hands ”

Tom looked at his hands, and seeing them full of oil, clapped
them quickly down upon his jacket, and tried to rubthem clean.

“There! Stop!stop! Now see your new jacket that you
put on this morning. Grease from top to bottom ! Isn’t it too
bad! Iam indespair!” Andthe mother let her hands fall by
her side, and her body drop into a chair.

¢ It’s no use to try,” she continued; ¢ ’Il give up.  Just see
that jacket ! I’ totally ruined ; and that carpet too. Was
there ever such a trying boy !  Go down stairs this instant,
and tell Jane to come up here,”

Tom had reason to know that his mother was not in 2 mood
to be trifled with, so he went off briskly and called Jane, who
was directed to get some fuller’s earth, and put upon the carpet
where oil had heen spilt.

Not at all liking the atmosphere of his mother’s room, Tom
being once in the kitcken, felt no inclination to return. His



