
IL THE RISE AND FATL

and do you never dream, looking at those
j
and France, were boys—schoolboys—the boy

young fellows, of the overshadowing : conscripts of France, torn from their homes
destinies awaiting then>, the mighty strug-

gles mapped out in the earnest future

of their lives, the thrilling contjucsts

in the world of arms, the grander triumplis
in the realm of philosophy, the fadeless

laurels in the empire of letters, and the im

and their sciiools to stay the failing fortunes

of the last g'-and army and the Empire that
was tottering to its fall. You don't know
how soon these happy-go-lucky young fellows

making summer hideous with base ball slang,

or gliding around a skating rink on their

perishable crowns that he who giveth them |ibacks, may hold the state and its destinies

the victory binds about their brows, that
wait for the courage and ambition of these
boys ? Why, the world is at the boy's feet

;

and power and conquest and leadership slum-
ber in his rugged arms and care-free heart.

A boy sets his ambitiim at whatever mark he
will—lofty or grovelling, as he may elect—
and the boy who resolutely sets his heart on
fame, on wealth, on power, on what he will

;

who consecrates iiimself to a life of noble en-

deavour, and lofty effort ; who concentrates
every faculty of his mind and body on the
attainment of his one darling point ; who
brings to support his ambition courage and
industry ami patience, can tramplo on genius;
for these are ))etter Hud grander than genius

;

and he will l)egin to rise above his fellows as

steadily and as surely as the sun climbs above
the mountains. Hannilial, standing beforu

the Punic aitar tires and in the lisping ac-

cents of ctiildhood swearing cteiyial hatred to

Rome, was the Hannibal at twenty-four
years commandijig the army tliat swept down
upon Italy like a mountain torrent, and
shook the power of the mistress of the M'orld,

bid her detiance at her oNvn gates, while af-

frighted Home huddled and cowered under
the protecting shadow of her walls. Na-
poleon, building snow forts at school aa I

planning mimic battles for his pla\fell>wb,

was the lieutenant of artillery it sixteen

years, general of artillery and the victor of

Toulon at twenty-four, and at last Emperor
—not by the paltry accident of birth which
miglit liappen to any man however unworthy,
but by the manhood and grace of his own
right arm, and his own brain, and his cour
age and dauntless ambition—Emperor, with 1 Laura's dress

in their grasp ; you don't know how soon
these boys may make and write the history

of the hour ; how soon they alone may shape
events and guide the current of public action;

how soon ojie of them may run away with
your daughter or borrow money of you.

Certain it is, there is one thing Tom will

do, just about this period of his existence.

He will fall in love with -somebody before his

mustache is long enough to wax.
Perhaps one of the earliest indications of

this event, for it does not always break out
in the same manner, is a sudden and alarm-
ing increase in the number and variety of

Tom's neck-ties. In his boxes and on his

dressing case, his mother is ccmstantly start-

led by the changing and increasing assort-

ment of the display. Monday he en-

circles his tender throad with a lilac knot,
fearfully and wonderfully tied. A lavender
tie succeeds the following day. Wednesday
iagraced with a sweet little tangle of pale, pale

blue, that fa<les at a breath ; Tiuirsday is

ushered in with a scarf of delicate pea green,

of wonderful convolutions and sufficiently

expansive, by the aid of a clean collar; to

conceal any little irregularity in Tom's wash
day ; Friday smiles on a sailor's knot of dark
blue with a tangle of d duty forget-me-nota
embroidered over it ; Saturday tones itself

down to a riuiet, unobstrnsive, neutral tint

or shade, scarlet or yellow, and Sunday is

deeply, darkly, piously black. It isdffiicult

to tell whether Tom is trying to express the
state of his distracted feelings by his neck-
tics, or trying to Hnd a colour that will har-

monize Mith his mustache, or match

his foot on the throat of prostrate Europe,
Alexander, daring more in his boyhood than
his warlike father could teach him, and en-

tering upon all his ooviaering career at

twenty-four, was the boy v hose vaulting am-
bition only paused in its '\itzzling flight when
the world lay at his feet. And the fair-faced

soldiers of the Empire, they who rode down
upon the bayonets of the English squares at

Waterloo, when the earth rocked beneath
their feet and the incense smoke from the
altars of the battle god shut out the sun from
the sun al>ove their heails, who, with their

young lives streaming from
wounds, opened their pallid lips to cry,

"Vivo L 'Bmpereur," as they died for^onour

And (luring the variegated necktie period

of man's existence how tenderly that mus-
tache is coaxed and petted and caressed.

How it is brushed to make it lie down and
waxed to make it stand out, and how he
notes its slow growth, and weeps and mourns
and prays and swears over it day after weary
day. And now, if ever, and generally now.
he buys things to make it take colour. But
he never repeats this offence against nature.

He buys a wonderful dye, warranted to

"produce a beautiful glosfey black or brown
at one application, without stain or injury to

their gaping
|

the skin." Buys it at a little shabby, round
the corner, obscure drug store, because he
is not known there. And he tells the assas-
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