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JIMMIEBOY.

JIMMIEBDY was feeling rather tired. He
was four years old, and had been play-
ing ever since he had reached the happy age
of six months, Before that time Jimmieboy
had been content to sit on his nurse’s or his
mamma’s lap, and wonder why people did such
queer things; but when he realized that he had
really reached the advanced age of six months,
he thought it was high time he should stop be-
ing a lap baby, and assume the dignity of a seat
.on the floor. So he informed his parents by
means of certain signs and struggles, which
they at once understood, that he had made
up his mind to get down on the carpet, and -
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seek his fortunes in the nursery without the
assistance of anyone.

And Jimmieboy succeeded very well after
this declaration of infantile independence. It
was not long before he could push himself
swiftly around the nursery with his left leg,
his chubby little right leg doubled up under
him, and his pudgy hands flat on the floor.
Once in a while, to be sure, he would
move so fast, that his hands could not keep
up with the rest of him, and then he would
fall over on his little nose, but this did not
hurt Jimmieboy. The little nose was entirely
too little to be hurt very much, and so he got
on famously.

Before he was a year old, Jimmieboy had
succeeded so well in making his fortune that
he owned five full railroad trains. One of
the trains was almost as heavy as Jimmieboy
himself, and the little engineer could not
make it go without taking it apart, and push-
ing each car separately before him, which
suited Jimmieboy quite as well, particularly
when it came to pushing the engine which
had a beautiful cowcatcher and six lovely red
wheels,



