
OF THE MUSTACHE.

etery by lighted SL-holars. His voice develops, even
more rapiilly and thorouirhly than his morals,

roadens, In the jard, on the houae too, down the
develops street, around the corner ; wherever there

repeat- is a patch of i ; big enough for him to breaii

pointing his neck on, or a pond of water »leep enough
ill cause to drown in, the voice of ymir boy is heard.

)r, to use He whispers in a shout, and converses, in or-

1

'.rts.
'

Ff dinary, confiilential moments, in a shriek. !

him ii is He exchan,L;ea bits of back-fenee gossip about I

the dan- his father s domestic matters witli the boy :

he will living in the a'ljaieufc township, to which in-
j

Je lias a teresting revelations of home life the inter-

1

las been mediate neighl)ourhood listens with inten.se
|

1 things, satisfaction, and the two home circles in help-
|

e woods, less dismay. He has an unconqueralde
|

a squir- hatred f >r company, and an aversion for

e—and if walking dawn stairs. For a year or two his
!

she does feet never touch the stairway in hisdescent,
|

week

—

and his habit of polishing t lie stair rail by
;

e looking using it as a passenger tramway, soon breaks
e dollars the other members of the family of the care-

|

less habit of setting the hall lamp or the
;

water pitcher on the baUister post. He wears !

the same sized boots as his father ; ynd on i

the dryest, <lustiest days in the year, always
j

manages to convey some mud on '

the carpets. He carefully steps over the
|

door mat, and until he is about seventeen
j

years old, he actually never knew there was
a scraper at the front porch. About this

time, bold but inartistic pencil sketches break
out mysteriously on the alluring back ground
of the w 11 paper. He asks, with great regu-
larity, alarming frequency, and growing dif-

lidence, for j, new hat. You might as well
buy him a new dispositi(m. He wears his

hat in the air and on the ground far more
than he does on his head, and he never hang?
it up that he doesn't pull the hook through
the crown ; unless the hook breaks off or the
hat rack pulls over. Ho is a perfect Robin-
son Crusoe in inventive genius. He can
make a kite that will lly higher and pull
harder than a biilloon. He can, and, on oc-

casion, will, lake out a couple of the pantry
shelves and make a sled that i.s amazement
itself. The mouse-trap he builds out of the
water pitcher and tliefan jly bible is a marvel
of meciiaiiic.il ingenuity tSo is the excuse
he gives for such a sele(.:tii ii of raw niaterial.

When suddenly, some Monday morning, tho
clothes line, \\itliout any just or appaiciit

cause or provocation, shrinks sixteen feet,

philosophy can not lu.vke yon believe that

Prof. Tice' did it with his little barometer.
Because, far down the dusty street, you can
see T(nn in the dim ilistance, driving a pran-

cing team, six-in-luvnd, with the missing

link. You send him on an errand. There
are three ladies in the parlour. Yon have

waited, as long as you can, in all courtesy,

for them to go. They iiave develoijed alarm-

ing symptoms of staying to tea. And you
knew there aren't half enough strawberries
to go around. It is only three minutes' walk
to the grocery, however, and Tom sets off

like a rocket, and you are so pleased with
his celerity and ready good nature that you
want to run after him and kiss him. He is

gone a long time, however. Ten minutes be-

come fifteen, fifteen grow into twenty ; the
twenty swell into the half hour, and your
guests exchange very significant glances as

the half becomes three-quarters. Your boy
returns at la.st. Apiirehension in his down-
cast eyes, humi'ity in his laggard step, peni-

tence in the appealing slouch of his battered
hat, and a pound and a half of shingle nails

in his liands. "Mother," he says, "what
else was it you told me to get besides the

nails '(
' And while you are counting your

scanty store of berries to make them go
round without a fraction, you hear Tom out
in the back yard whistling and hammering
away, building a dog houae with the nails

you never told him to get.

Poor Tom, he loves at this age quite as ar-

dently as he makes mistakes and mischief.

And ho is repulsed quite as ardently as he
makes love. If he hugs his sister, he musses
her rufHe, and gets cuffed for it. Two hi ura

later, another boy, not more than twenty-
two or twenty-three years older than Tom,
some neighbour's Tom, will come in, and will

just make the most hopeless, terrible, chaotic

wreck of that ruffle that lace or footing can

be distorted into. And the only reproof he
gets is the reproachful murmur," Must he go
so soon ? ' when he doesn't make a movement
to go until he hears the alarm clock go off up
stairs and the old gentleman in the adjoining

room banging around building the morning
tires, and loudly wondering if young Mr.

Bostwick is going to stay to breakfast ?

Tom is at this age set in deadly enmity
against company, \vhich he soons learns tore-

garn as his mortal foe. He regards con-pany

,
as a mysterious and eminently respectful

I

delegation that always stays to di::uer,

i
invariably crowds liitn to the second table,

I never leaves him any of the pie,

I

aiid generally makes him late for

1 tichool. Naturally, he learns to h)ve refined

society, but in a conservative, nun-commit-

tal sort of a way, dissembling his love so

eliectually that even his parents never dream
of its existence until it is gone.

P(.>or Turn, his life is not all comedy at

this period. Go up to your boy's room some
night, and his sleeping face will preach yon
a sermon on the griefs and troubles that

sometimes weigh his little heart down almost

to breaking, more eloquently than the lips

of a Spufgeou could picture them. The cur-

tain has fallen on one day's act in the uiama


