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OP THE MUSTACHE.

arms and whispers the most fervent blessing
that ever throbbed from a father's heart ;

and Laura's wedding day would be incom-
plete and unfeeling without her tears. So is

the pattern of our life made up of smiles and
tears, shadow and sunshine. Tom sees none
of these background pic'iures of the wedding
day. He sees none ol its real, heartfelt

earnestness. He sees only tlio bright, sunny
tints and happy figures that the tearful,

Jlh 'dod '>!"'lr 'rMUml f jvnws oiil i" iMe!) Tf-

iicf ; but never stops to think Uiat, without
the shailowH, the clouds, aiul the sombre
tints of the background, the picture would
be flat, pale, and lustrekvis.

And then, the presents. Tlie assortment
of brackets, serviceable, aiiil--(.-licaf». The
French clock, that never went, that does not
go, that never will go. The nine potato
mashers. The eight nuisturi"; spooiitj. Tlie

three cigai' stands. Eleven 'iialcli safes ; as-

sorted patterns. A do: i tiuu-s, uliarity fair

style, blue dog on jellow background, bark-

after seal brown apples. The two uiiurns,

old pattern, straitthn handle and daslier, and
they have as much thouc^'ht of !;i;<']iing a cow
as they have of keeping a seel ion of artillery.

Five things they didn't know ti.e uimes of.

and never could find any body who could toll

what they were for. And a nickel jjlatod

pocket ccirkscj'ew, that Tom, in a lino burst"

of indignation, throws out of the window,
which Laura says is just like her own impul-
sive Tom. And not long after her own im-
pulsivo Tom catches his death of cold and
ruins tlie knees of his best trowsers crawling
round in the grass hunting for that sinne

corkscrew. VVHiich is just like her own im-
pulsive Tom.
And then, the young coiipic go to W(»rk

and buy e-v-e-r-y thing tiiey need, the day
they go to housekeeping. Everything. Just
as well, Tom says, to get every thing at once
and have it delivered right up to the house,
as to spend five or six or ten or twenty years
in stocking up a house as his father did.

And Laura thinks so too, and she woiulers
that Tom should know so much more than
his father. This worries Tom himself, when
he thinks of it, and he never understands
how it is, until he is forty-five or fifty years
old and has a Tom of his own to direct and
advise him. So they make out a list, and
revise it, and rewrite it, until they
have every thing down, complete, and
it isn't until supper is ready the first day,
that they discover there isn't a knife, a fork,

or a plate or a spoon in the now house. And
the 'first day the washerwoman comes, and
the water is hot, and the clothes all ready,
it is discovered that there isn't a wash-tub
nearer than the grocery. And further along

in the day the discovery is made that while
Tom has bought a clothes line that will reach
to the north pole and back, and then has to

coded up a mile or two in the back yard,

there isn't a clothes pin in the settlement.

And in the course of a week or two Tom
slowly awakens to the realization of the fact

that he has only begun to get. And if he
should live two thousand years, which he
rarely does, and possibly may not, he would
think, just before he died, of somethin<»

they had wanted the worst way for five

centuries, and had either been too poor
to get, or Tom had always forgotten to bring
up. So loner as he lives, Tom goes on bring-

ing home thnigfe that they need—-abscdute,

snnj)le necessities, that were never so much
as hinted at in that exhaustive list. And
olil Time comes along, and knowing that the

man in that new house will never get through
bringing things up to it, helps him out and
comes round and brings things, too. Brings
a gray hair now and then, to stick in Tom's
;t :i];4^.iilif'. vvbieb has grown too big to be or-

namental, and too wayward and unmanage-
able to be comfortable. He brings little

cares and little troubles, and little trials and
little butcher bills, and little grocer's bills,

and little tailor bills, and nice large millinery

bills, that pluck at Tom's mustache and stroke

it the wrong way and made it look more
and more as pa's did the first time Tom saw
it. He brings, by-and-bye, the prints of baby
i'ugers and pats them around on the dainty
wall paper. Brings, sometimes, a voiceless

messenger that lays its icy fingers on the
baby lips, and hushes their dainty prattle,

and in the baptism of its first sorrow, the
darkened little home has its dearest and
teuderest tie to the upper fold. Brings, by-

and-bye, the tracks of a boy's muddy boots,

and scatters them all up and down the clean

porch. Brings a messenger, one day, to take
the youngest Tom away to college. And the
ipiiet the boy leaves behind him is so much
harder to endure than his racket, that old
Tom is tempted to keep a brass band in the
house until the boy comes back. But old
Time brings him home at last, and it does
make life seem terribly real and earnest to

Tom, and how the old laugh rings out and
ripples all over Laura's face, when they see

^

old Tom's first mustache budding and strng-

j

gling into second life on young Tom's face.

j

And still old Time comes round, bringing
I each year whiter frosts to scatter on the
whitening mustache, and brighter gleams of

I
silver to glint the brown of I^aura's hair.

Bringing the blessings of peaceful old age

,
and a lovelockcd houio to crown these noble,

i earnest, real human lives, bristling with hn-

I

man faults, marred with human mistakes,

i
soarred and seamed and rifted with hnmas


