
THE RISE AND FALL OE THE MUSTACHE.

We open our eyes in thi.s liTing world
|
to the quiet, happy, care-free, independent

around us, in a wonder land, peopled with life of a jocuud farmer, with nothiiii,' aiider

dreams, and L:."'' 'tetl with wonderful shapis;

ajitl every day dawns upon us in a medley
of new marvels. We are awakened from
these ilreams by conract with Hard, stub-

;

born facts, not rudely and h.irslily, but i

gradually and ienileily. So much tliat i.s

bri;^iit and beautiful, aiul lull of romance
ami vv(tnder, passes away with the earlier

wheat
wheat.

years of lite, that by the lime we are able to
i
didn't know

earn our tirst .salary we hold ni our hands '
"

only the crumpled, witiiered leaves of child-

hood's simple crec(ls and loving superstitions.

Year after year, the iconoclastic haiul of

earnest, real lito, tears from the lofty pe- I

destals upon which our loving fancy had
i

ensiiriued them, the gods of gold that

crumble into worthless clay at our feet.

We live to lose faith, at last, in "Puss in

Boots ;" we cease to weep over the sad

tragedy of "(Jock llobin;" there comes a

time when we can read "Arabian Nights,"

the canopy to molest or make tiun afraid,

with everv thing on tiie ])laiitatioii going on
sniDothiy and lovelily, with a little rust in
the oats; army worm in the (;orn; (.'olorado

beetles swarming up anil dwwu tlu; potato
patcli; cutworms lay ing waste the curundu^rs;
curculio in the [ilums and borers in the
apple trees; a new kii'd of luiii that he

the name uf, dosdiatiiig the
iilds; dry weather burning up the
Wet weather blighting the corn; too

cold for the nieloiiS, tmi dreadfully hot lor

the strawberries; chickens dying wiih the
pip; hogs Iteing fathered to their fathers
with the cholera; slieep failing away with a
complication of things that no man could
remember ; horses g.tting ah)ng as well
as c(«uld be expected, with a little

spavin, ring bone, wolf teeth, dis-

temper, heaves, blind stiiggers, collar chafe.=i,

saddle galls, colic now and then, founder
and then go to bed without a tremor; with occisionally, epizootic when there was noth-

one heart-breaking pang at last we give up
j

ing else ; cattle going wild with the horn ail
;

darling "Jack the Giant Killer," and ac- moth in the bee hives ; snakes in the milk
knowledge him to be the fraud he stands i house ; moles in the kitchen garden—Adam
confessed; it is not long after that we learn

|

had just about got through breaking wild
to look upon William Tell as a national

, land with a crooked stick, and settled down
myth, and then we come to know, in spite comfortably, when the sound of the boy was
of all that orthodox theology has taught us heard in the land.

to the contrary, that Adam was not the first
[

Did it ever occur to yon that Adam was
man—that raised a mustache. Adam was

|

probably the most troubled and won ied i.ian

too old—vhen he was born—to care very
j

that ever lived ? We have alv\ ays pictured

much about what our fU'ander and more Adam as a care-worn looking man ; ajiuzzled

gradually developed civilization considcis looking granger who would sigh fifty times a
the crowning facial ornament. And after

j

day, ami sit down on a log aiui run ids

his natural human idleness got him into

perfectly natural human trouble, he was
kept too l)usy raising srmethiiig t()|)iit uniler

his lip, to think much about what grew
above it. If Atlam wore a mustache, he
uevei' raised it. It raised itself. It evolved

itself out of its own inner consciou^ner.s,

like a primordial germ. It grew, like the

weeds on his farm, in spite of him, and to

torment him. For Adam had hardly got

his farm reduced to a ki: d of turbulent,

weed-producing, granger Kghting. regular

order of things—had scarcely settled down

II resolute lin^rers tlnouirh his hair while ho
wondered wiiat under tlie canopy he was
gi'iiig to do with those boyn, and whatever
was going to become of them. \\\i have
thought too, that as often as our esteemed
jiarent asivcd himself this onundrum, he
gave it u\). They must have be<ti a source

of constant trouble ami mystiiicati(»n to ium.
For you see tliey were the first boys that

humanity ever had any experience with. .\n(l

tliore was no one else in the neighbourhood
who had any boy, with wlntni Atlam, in his

moments of perplexity, could consult. There


