
THE RISE AND FALL

of his active little life. The resUess little

feet that all day long have pattered ao far

—

down diifity streetH, over scorching pave-
ments, tlirough long stretches of quiet
wooded lanes, along the winding cattle paths
in the derp. .silent wood.s ; that have dahhled
in the cool brook.s where it wrangles and
scolds over tlie shining pebbles, that have
filled your house with noise and dust and
racket, ^are still. The stained hand outside
the sheet is soileil and rough, and the cut
finger with the rude bandage of the boy's

own surgery, pleads with a mute, effective

pathos of its own, for the mischievous hand
that is never idle. On the brown cheek the
trace of a tear marks the piteous close of the

day's troubles, the closing scene in the
troubled drama ; trouble at school with
books that were too many for him ; trouble

with temptations to have unlawful fun that
were too strong for him, as they are fre-

quently too strong for his father ; trouble in

the street with ])oys that were too big for

him ; and at iant, in his home, in his castle,

his refuae, trouble has pursued him until,

feeling ut^erlj* friendless and in everybody's
way, he lias crawled off to the dismantled
den, dignified by the title of "the boy's

room," and liis over-charged heart has welled
up into his eyes, and his last waking breath
has broken into a sol), and just as he begins
to think that after all, life is only one broad
sea ot troubles, whose restless billows, in

never-ending succession, break and beat and
double and dash upon the short shore line of

a boy's life, he has drifted away into the
wonderland of a boy's sleep, where fairy fin-

gers picture his dreams. How soundly,
deeply, peacefully he sleeps. No' mother
who has never dragged a sleepy boy ott" the
lounge at 9 o'clock, and hauled him off up
stairs to bed, can know with what a hercu-
lean grip a square sleep takes hold of a boy's
senses, nor how fearfully and wonderfully
limp and nerveless it makes him ; nor how,
in direct antagonism to all established laws
of anatomy, it deveiops'i joints that work
both ways, all the way up and down that
boy. And what pen can portray the wonder-
ful enchantment of a boy's dreamland ! No
marvellous visions wrought by the weird,
strange power of hasheesh, no dreams that
come to the sleep of jaded woman or tired
man, no ghastly spectres that dance atten-
dance upon cold mince pie, but shrink into
tiresome, stale, and tiifling commonplaces
compared with the marvellous,the grotesque,
the wonderful, the terrible, the beautiful and
the enchanting scenes and people of a boy's
dreamland. "This may be owing, in a gi-eat

measure, to the fact that the boy never
relates his dream until all the other members
of the family have related theirs ; and^then he

comes in, like a back country, with the ne-

cessary majority ; like the directory of a
western city, following the census of a rival

town.
Tom is a miniature Ishmaelite at this

period of his career. His hand is against

every man, and about every man's hand, and
nearly every woman's hand, is against him,
ofl[" and on. Often, and then the iron enters

his soul, the hand that is .against him holds

the slipper. He wears his mother's
slipper on his jncket quite as often as

she wears it on her foot. And this is all

wrong, unchristian and unpolitic. It spreads

the slipper and discoaroges the boy. When
he reads in his Sunday-school lesson that the

wicked stand on slippery places, he takes it

as a direct personal reference, and he is af-

fronted, and maybe the seeds of atheism are

implanted in his breast. Moreover, this re-

peated application of the slipper not only

sours his temper, and gives a bias to his

moral ideas, but it sharpens his wits. How
many a Christian mother, her soft eyes

swimmin|2 in tears of real jjain that plashed

up from the depths of a loving heart, as she

bent over her wayward boy until his heart-

rending wails and piteous shrieks drowned
her own choking sympathetic sobs, has been
wasting her strength, and wearing out a

good slipper, and pouring our all that price-

less riood of mother love and duty and pity

and tender sympathy upon a concealed atlas-

back, or a Saginaw shingle.

It is a historical fact that no boy is ever

whipped twice for precisely the same offence.

He varies and improves a little on every rep-

etition of the prank, until at last he reaches

a point where detection is almost impossible.

He is a big boy then, and glides almost im-

perceptibly from the discipline of his father,

under the surveillance of the police.

By easy stages he passes into the uncom-
fortable period of boyhood. His jacket de-

velops into a tail-coat. The boy of to-day,

who is slipped into a hollow, unabbreviated

mocker> of a tail-coat, when he is taken out

of long dresses, has no idea—not the faintest

conception ( f the grandeur, the momentous
importance of the epoch in a boy's life that

was marked by the transition from the old-

fashioned cadet roundabout to the tail-coat,

it is an experience that heaven, ever chary
of its choicest blessings, and mindful of the

decadence of the race of boys, has not vouch-
safed to the untoward, forsaken boys of this

wicked generation. When the roundabout
went out of fashion, the heroic race of boya
passed away from earth, and weeping nature
sobbed and broke the moulds. "The fashion

that started a boy of six years on his pil-

grimage of life iu a miniature edition of his

father s coat, marked » period of retrogrea-
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