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’s what
Mother calls him. Nurse calls him *“a regular rascal” — but
perhaps Nurse 1s wrong.



He doesn’t want more breakfast —
so pussy shall have it!



Oh Emma! why did you
leave the door open?



He always wanted a pond to sail his boats in —
now he’s got it — happy boy!



Too great a temptation.



The unespected happens!



Making himself useful.




Carry off a sponge, and soon wash 1t off . . .
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Baby was so small he couldn’t play with her . . .
but a bright 1dea struck him . . .



Plant her and make her grow.



The finishing touch!



The stool of repentance

right after all. Still . . .

he was Mother’s Cherub all the same.

was

Praps nurse
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