BEARD CULTURL,
——

TRIBULATIONS THROUGH WHICH THE
BARE-FACED MAN DOES NOT PASS,

To the Editor of the New-York Times:

Shaving it incontestdbly the most confirmed ot all
niagculine habits, It has given rise to an {ndustry
the followers of which, perceiving themselves to be
numerods, have organized for the purpose of oppress-
ing their feliow-men. In commercial languagh they
are called barbers, although in justice to the founders
of the human race it cannot be too often repeated
that no barbarism of ancient America or of primitive
Europe ever denuded his face of its nataural covering.

Why civilization should demand, encourage, not to
Bay countenance, this tedlous and paintul sacrifice, no
docial philosopher has yet explained. Why the upper
lip should generally be spared, when the mustache is
a plant of tardy, stubbern, and ungracefal growth, is
atother fashfonable enlgma. A man can learn after
yeoars of practice to shave his own cheeks and jaws,
but it is an accomplishment that gives pleasure to no
one, not even to himself. If the time thus employed
should be devoted to music or literature, how pro-

ficlent in the fine arts many a man wonld becomse,

whoase fifteen minutes of daily labor at seraping him.

gelf before a mirror are productive only of & smooth

face and a rough volce. If he practiced,with the foil

instead gf with the razor for that pertod every mori-

%ng. his health wonld not easily succumbd to disease or
0 4 chance encounter with burglars or footpads.

These retiectioils gave rise to my recent resclve to
be shared no more, come what might. Then I began
to pass through the dark shadow ofa peculiat expe-
rience, not less trying to the soul than those other in-
evitable crises of consélous existence, stch as the
first pair of long trousers, the first silk hat, the firat
Tequest for a kiss from lips dnseen in the twilight,
the public ordeal of becoming s member of the
church or of becoming a husband in one, the firat
evening party, and the tirat realization of encroach-
ing old age. Of all these emotional trials I contena

bat the deliberate and persistent act of letting the

sard grow in the only place where it will grow calls
for the most exalted conrage. Going to bed in the
dark for the firgt time 18 comparatively easy.

My faith in the gincerity of homan friendship be.
came entirely shattered durine that month of slow
hirsute evolution. AMemory falters in the effort to re-
oall the senseless variations of the gibe, the sneer,
the joke, the innuendo, and the taunt that smote my
cringing spirit from every side. I was cuorumonly
snspected of poverty so extreme that the small pro.
tective tariff upon catlery placed razors in the cata-

ogue of, to me, anattainable luxuries, I wasrecom-

enided to certain barbers who sold commutation
tickets to regnlar customers. My sprouting chin
was compared to the wire-pegged cylinderot & music
box. Persons swith a knowledge of criminal proced-
nre contidently assured me that vphotegraphy
is not now the only means used to preserve
the identi of law-brenkers who bhave served
their time; and when at last, after having kopt
a cheerful, though disfigured, countenance through
all thesq assanlts and batteries upon the dignity of
manhood and the congtitutional right of America
citizenship; when I had, or rather my beard had,
reached o degree of development: when contact
with my lips was not painful to the sweetest face on
earth, I suddenly discovered that it was red. Nagt of
a tawny orange or a Lone.Jack-tobacco colonr, not of
an Aztec anburn or a barnt-amber bﬁown. Luat plain.-
1y and portentously red, like the light-house illumina-
tion on XNorton's Point. I would have torn my
newly-acquired hair in true Oriental rage, but it was
not ag yet lnng enough to serve that penitential pur.
%ose. Fearful thoughts of drelng occurred to me.

yoeing of red halr s not so great o matter, since
every dne must die of something, but to live on and
on feeling one’s self to be on the samo low plane of
superstition with the swhite horse was too much. I
was shaved.

In shaving I lost somsething hesides my experi-
mental beard. I lost that prondness of heart that
had caused me to look down upon the barber. Now,
as my occipital bone fits into the prooved tolg of uy
barber’'s operating chair, I look upt at him. e looks
down at me. He is the victor, yot no expression of
triumph wrinkles his plastic face. My mouth, he
assures me, betrays remarkable stfenzth and yet
amiability of character, and by concealing with &
beard the visible evidence of those desirable traits I
should be doing myself injustice. However unde-
serving barbers as a class may be, this one in partice-
ular §s a man of candor and moral worth, and shall
thersfore profit by mmy custom. E. N. B.

———
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