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OF THE MUSTACHE. w

tumbles pillows, bolsters, and sheets into one
hapeless, wild, chaotic mass, and he goes i

through the motions of going to sleep, like a
1

man who would go to sleep by steam, fie
j

stands his pillow up on end, and pounds it
{

into a wad, and he props his head upon it as

though it were tlie guillotine block. He
lays it down and smooths it out lerel, and
pats all the wrinkles out of it, and there is

more sleeplessness in it to the square inch
than there is in tiie hungriest mosquito that
ever s impled a martyr's blood. He gets up
and smokes like a patent stove, although not
three hours ago he told Laura that he de-

tested 'obacco.

This is the only time Tom will ever go
through this, in exactly this way. It is the

one rare golden experience, the one bright,

rosy dream of his life. He may live to be as

<ild as an army overcoat, and he may marry i

as many wives as Brigham Young, singly, or ;

in a cluster, but this will cuiiic to him but
j

once. Let him enjoy all the delightful

misery, all the ecstatic wretcheiiness, all the
\

heaveidy forlornness of it as best he can.
j

And he does take good, solid, edifying misery

out of it. How he does torture himself and
'

hate Smith, the empty headed donkey, who !

can talk faster than poor Tom can think, and
|

whose mustache is black as Tom's boots, and
so long that he can pull one end of it with
both hands. And how he does detest that

idiot Brown, who plays and sings, and goes

up there every time Tom does, and claws
over a few old forgotten Hve-Hnger exercises

and calls it music ; wlio comes up there,

some night when Tom thinks he has the

evening and Laura all to himself, and brings

up an old, tuneless, voiceless, cracked guitar,

and goes crawling around in the wet grass

under the window and makes night per-

fectly hideous with what he calls a serenade.

And he speaks French, too, the beast. Poor
T<)ni ; when Brown's lingual accomplishments
in the language of ( 'harlemagne are confined

to—"aw—aw—er ah v;i)ly voo?" and on
state occasi«)ns to the additiimal grandeur of
" avy voo mong sha])(»?" But jmor Tom
who once iovered himself with confusion by
telling Laura that his favouritt; in " Uoliert

le L>iable " was the beautiful aria, '' Uoliert

toy que jam," considers Brown a very pro-

digal in linguistic attainments, another
Cardinal Mezzofanti, and hates him for

it accordingly. And hc hates Daubs,
the artist, too, who was up there one
evening and made an olF hand crayon
sketch of her in her album. The
jiicture looked much more like Daubs'
mother, and Tom knew it, but Laura said it

was oh just delightfully, perfectly splendid,

and Tom has hated I laubs most conlially ever

siuoe. In fact,Tom hates every man who

has the temerity to speak to her, or whom
slie may treat with ladylike courtesy. Un-
til there conies one night when the boots of

the inquisition pattern sit more lightly on
their sufierimr victims. When Providence
has been on Tom's 8i<le, and kept Smith and
Daubs and Brown away, and has frightened
Tom nearly to death by showing him no one
in the little parlour with its old-fashioned
furniture but himself and Laura and the fur-

niture. AVhen, almost without knowing
how or why, they talk about life and its rea-

lities instead of the last concert or the next
lecture ; wlien they talk of their plans and
day dreams alid aspirations, and their ideals

o' real men and women ; when they talk

about the heroes and heroines of days long
gone by, gray and dim in the ages that are

ever made yonni; andnewbyttie lives of noble

men and noble women who lived, and did,

and never died in those grand old days, but
livtid and live on, as imperishably and fade-

less in tiieir glory as the glit+'cring stars tliat

sang at creation's dawn. When the room
seems strangely silent when their voices

hush ; when the tiush of earnestness upon
her face gives it a tinge of sadness that makes
it more beautiful than ever ; when the dn am
and picture of a home Eden, and home life,

and home love, grows every moment more
lovely, more entravcing to him, until at last

poor blundering, stupid Tom, speaks without
knowing what iie is going to say, speaks
without prejiaration or rehearsal, speaks,

and his honest, natural manly heart touches
his faltering lips with eloquence and tender-

ness and earnestness that all the rhetoric in

the worhl never did and never will inspire,

and . That is all we know about it.

Nobody knows what is said nor how it is

done. Nobody. Only the silent stars or
the whispering leaves, or the cat, or maybe
Laura's younger brother, or the hired girl,

who generally bulges in just as Tom. reaches
the climax All the rest of us know about
it is, that Tom doesn't come away so early
that night, and that when he reaches the
door he holds a pair of dimpled hands instead
of the insensate doorknob. He never clings

to that dofir-knob again ; never. TJnlcfis ma,
dear ma, has been so kind as to bring in her
sewing and spend the evening with them.
And Tom doesn't hate!\nyi)ody, nor want to

kill anyl'ody in the M-ide, wide world, ami
lie feels just as good as though he had just

j
come out of a six montlis' revival; and is

ha[ipy enough to borrow money of his worst
enemy.

But, there is no rose without a thorn. Al-
though, I 8U|ipoBe. on inside computation,
there is, in thi^ weary old world as much as,

say a peck, or a peck and a half possibly, of

thorns without their attendant roses. Just


