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T H E  P R O P H E C Y

0 0 K  AT TH IS. H ere’s something queer.”  Clayborne 
looked up from  the evening paper and then went on to 
read: “  ‘Two hunters, stum bling upon a cabin in Red- 
well’s Gulch yesterday found there the dead body of an 
old man. There was no apparent cause for death except 
old age. On a table near the dead man was found a 
paper on which was written, ‘The prophecy is fu l­
f illed .’ The body when found had been dead a day 
or more.’ ”

‘‘I  should hardly call it queer,”  said Dustin, coolly. 
‘‘Lots of men die from old age.”

‘‘Yes, but look at th is .”  Again Clayborne thoughtfully read, “  ‘On 
a table near the dead man was found a paper on which was written, ‘The 
prophecy is fu lfilled .’ ”  “ D on’t  you think th a t queer, Besoird?”

We turned to our host. He had been curiously silent the whole even­
ing, when of all evenings he should have been elated. He had received a 
magnificent ovation a t his appearance on the stage the night before, and 
had been declared “ the greatest violinist of the cen tu ry”  by critics and 
the public alike. I t  was to celebrate the occasion that we, a few of his 
friends, were, at his invitation, spending the evening with him. We had 
just been discussing his wonderful technique and thought that perhaps 
modesty had been the reason for his reticence. Now, as we looked to him 
fo r an answer, we noticed a strange, fixed look in his eyes. Suddenly 
realizing th at we were regarding him, he started  slightly and drew his 
hand across his eyes as if  to brush away an unru ly  lock of hair.

“ W hat did you say that paper— ” he began abruptly. “ Oh, yes—. 
Well, no; I  don’t think it is queer. That is, not exactly queer. Many 
prophecies are fulfilled I  believe.”

“ Surely you don’t believe in prophecies,”  Clayborne burst out impet­
uously, “ why, th a t ’s all rot, you know.”

Besoird stared moodily into the fire. “ Is i t? ”  he said slowly. “ P er­
haps. I  wish I  knew.”  His voice had sunk almost to a whisper and as 
he ended he drew his breath in sharply. W ondering, we watched him 
while he walked over to the window, opened it and looked out. Suddenly 

’lie turned. “ I  am not very good company tonight, am I ? ”  he asked seri­
ously, “ but wait. I ’ll tell you an interesting— no, a— well, ju st a story.

71



See w h a t you th in k  of it. N o ,”  as C layborne drew  a cha ir n e a re r the 
fire , “ I  w ould ra th e r  s ta n d  here w here I  can see the sky an d  th e  o u ts id e .”

You rem em ber tw o years ago when we w ent h u n tin g  an d  I  got lost in 
the m ountains. I  to ld  you a f te rw a rd  th a t  an  old t r a p p e r  fo u n d  me and  
p u t me r ig h t ;  well, th a t  was a lie. I  never saw  a tra p p e r . B u t a t  the 
end of the second day  I  stum bled  upon a little  cabin se t in  beh ind  a big 
rock. H a lf  fa in tin g  w ith  h unger an d  fa tig u e  I craw led to  th e  door and 
vain ly  s trugg led  w ith  the latch . I t  was opened from  the inside an d  I  fell 
fo rw ard  across the doorw ay. D im ly  I  rem em ber being l if te d  to  a chair 
an d  som ething hot being  forced  down m y th ro a t. Some tim e la ter . I 
d o n ’t  know how long, when I  opened m y eyes, the f i r s t  th in g  I  noticed 
was the p o r tra i t  o f a  b ea u tifu l woman. I  c a n ’t  te ll w hat m ade her beau­
tifu l. I  d id n ’t notice the color of h e r eyes o r h a ir. Y o u ’ll ju s t  have to 
tak e  m y w ord fo r  it. A n d  yet th ere  was som ething else beside beau ty  in 
h er p o rtra it, som ething no t so pleasing. W ondering  I  tu rn e d  m y head 
an d  looked about me.

A n old m an, ev idently  a  herm it, was w a tching  me closely. In  his 
face th e re  was a look of in telligence an d  re finem en t an d  som ething m ore 
— doubt, o r p erhaps fear. H is  eyes, the  m ost w onderfu l I  have ever seen, 
fa ir ly  blazed out upon me. T h eir alm ost s ta r t l in g  blackness was heigh t­
ened by his long w hite b ea rd  an d  w hite h a ir  an d  eyebrows, t ill  they
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glowed with an intensity that seemed to reflect m any conflicting emotions. 
Deep, glowing, mysterious, they were what I imagine black diamonds 
would look like. A long, th in  nose, with sensitive nostrils distended, also 
revealed the passing of some strong emotion, whether of distrust or fear I 
could not tell.

Seeing that I  was awake he quietly turned  to get me something to 
eat. When he again faced me his countenance was calm and reposed, with 
no sign of agitation. As he set out a simple meal I  noticed his hands, 
white and thin, with long, tapering fingers. He used them with an 
indescribable grace that fascinated me. Presently he spoke.

“ How did you  get here?”  His peculiar emphasis on the word “ you” 
made me wonder if he thought he knew me.

I told him I  was lost.
“ B ut you—Besoird. You are Besoird, a ren ’t  you?”  He hesitated. 

“ D am arel’s pupil. Oh,”  seeing my amazement, “ I know you. I  am not 
entirely ignorant of the world and its affairs. I, too, am a violinist.”

I f  he had been any other than the man he was, I  should have laughed. 
To have an old hermit, out in the woods, calmly look a t me and say, “ I, 
too, am a violinist.”  B ut simply and unaffectedly as he said it, I  believed 
it. Besides, he had almost supernaturally  spoken my name and coupled it 
with th a t of my old master, long since dead. So, instead of expressing 
any wonder I humbly asked: “ W ill you play for m e?”

“ Not now,”  he said, “ but I  will show you my violin.”
He took down a battered old leather case and opened it, disclosing a 

violin of peculiar shape and construction, one in a thousand.
“ Dam arel’s violin,”  I  whispered involuntarily.



“ You remember it, th e n ? ”  said my host, as he lifted  the instrum ent 
from  its case.

Yes. I  remember it, th a t wonderful, mysterious, m uch fought-over 
violin. I t  was a violin never to be forgotten. There had been a vague 
rum or of a prophecy connected with it, a prophecy th a t the violin would 
be the means of determ ining  the greatest violinist of the century, th a t it 
would finally  be possessed and  played by the m aster player. Since Dam- 
arel had so completely disappeared, the violin had been neither seen nor 
heard  of. Some had  construed its disappearance as proof of D am are l’s 
mastery. A nd now—think, if you can, what m ust have been my feel­
ings— here it  was in an old cabin in  the m ountains, w ithin an a rm ’s 
reach of me.

“ IIow—where did you get th a t? ”  I faltered.
“ l ie  left it w ith me. I  was his f r ie n d ,”  he replied. “ I was with 

him when he d ied .”  H is tone somehow seemed to reproach me for not 
having been with “ h im .”

“ W hen he d ied ,”  I repeated slowly. “ No, I  was not w ith him. How 
was I  to know ?”

“ Oh, I understand. I  do not reproach you. A fte r  all, what does it
m atter to me? Hut he spoke of you. He d id n ’t want you to th ink  badly 
of him. He wanted you to know why he killed h im self?”  I  suddenly felt 
ra th e r  than  saw, the h e rm it’s eyes regard ing  me. “ I  wonder— what did 
you th ink  of h im ? ”
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“ I thought he was wonderful—before. F ar too wonderful, too big, to 
do what he d id .”  I went on heedlessly, my feelings getting the better of 
me. ‘‘A suicide. That was weak.” I  realized, even as I spoke, how fool­
ish I  must have sounded—I, pretending to judge, and to the friend of the 
man I was condemning, a man old enough to be my father. When the 
hermit raised his troubled eyes to me, I wished fervently tha t I  had the 
power of recalling my words, for I  knew I had expressed only the con­
ventional judgment of society.

In some way he must have read my thoughts, for he said: “ Yes, I
know that is what the world thinks. A cow ard! But he thought—he 
hoped—that you wouldn’t think so. Perhaps you wouldn’t if you knew 
why he did it. I  am sure he would like you to know. I ’ll tell you w hy.” 

He stopped a moment, maybe to reconsider, perhaps to recollect.

“ You knew Damarel well enough to know how sensitive he was and 
how strong were his emotions. All his life he felt and rebelled against the 
shallowness and artificiality of life. He was offensive to most people; for 
tha t matter, most people were offensive to him. So tha t when, at last, he 
did fall in love, his love was almost a religion with him. He forgot his 
bitterness against the world in his happiness, for the girl returned his 
affection. For a time he was very happy. Then— ” the hermit turned 
his head from me and his voice, when he spoke again, was low, “ he noticed 
a misunderstanding growing between them. The girl was jealous of his 

. art, the attention he paid to it, and the part it played in his life. Finally, 
she quarreled openly with him and refused even to see him. On the night 
of his last concert, just' before he had sent asking her forgiveness, he
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received a note from  her. I t  was an announcem ent of her engagement to 
another man, a form er su ito r .”  My host looked a t me. “ You know how 
he p layed th a t night. He gave the world all he could. He p u t all his 
skill, all his a r t  into th a t one brief hour. And his audience understood 
and appreciated. T hat n ight he, too, was declared the ‘greatest violinisi 
of the cen tu ry .’ B ut he d ied .”  A silence followed which I neither dared 
nor wished to in te rru p t. Then—“ you are now the w orld ’s idol,”  he said, 
‘the greatest violinist of the cen tu ry .’ I wonder if  you are. I  would 
like— ”  An idea seemed suddenly to come to him and his voice tra iled  
off into silence as he walked to the door.

“ Come here ,”  he said presently. W ith D am are l’s violin in one hand
and leading me with the 
other, he left the cabin 
and came out upon an 
open place from  which 
he could view the moun­
tains fa r  on the oppo­
site side of the valley. 
Through t h e  valley, 
itself a soft black mass 
of pine trees in the fa il­
ing light, a  bluish mist 
m arked the course of a 
stream. A t a little  dis­
tance beyond the creek 
on the fa r  side, a cliff 
arose grandly, overtop­
ping  the rest of the 
peaks. The light of the 
setting  sun lingered ju st 
enough to trace its glow­
ing outline against the 
sky.

My host quietly  placed 
D am arel’s violin in my 
h a n d s .  “ P la y ,”  he 
commanded. “ That is 
N ature, th a t is— God.”  

I d o n ’t  know what I 
played, but I ’m sure I 
was inspired. I d o n ’t 
believe another violin 
like th a t one ever exist­
ed. I ts  sonorous tone 
held me enthralled. And 
yet, the whole tim e I was 
conscious of a lack of
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som ething. Ah. m y friends, i t  was n o t “ tech n iq u e”  th a t  I  lacked. The 
icy perfections w ith  which I  dazzle m y audiences seem ed useless, even 
childish. I t  was soul. The tho u g h t flashed  over me th a t  somehow my 
m usic was like the wom an in  the p o r tra it . I t  was not “ of the  m o u n ta in s.”  
I t  was not big enough. A nd  yet i t  was w onderful. I t  could no t help bu t 
be. I  was p lay in g  on D a m are l’s violin.

W hen I  fin ished  th e  lig h t had  d ied  out of the  sky, th e  c liff  arose, a 
black, shapeless mass in a d a rk  blue vault, and  a silence alm ost audib le in 
its p erfec t calm ness had  settled  over the  whole valley.

F o r  a m om ent a fte r  I  h ad  handed it  to him  th e  herm it held the violin 
in  his arm s, motionless. Then he raised  it  to his shoulder and  played— a 
h aun ting , com pelling m elody like no th ing  I  h ad  ever h eard  before. Oh,
how I wish th a t  you --------- --—.
who go in to  rap tu res  
when I p lay , could 
have h eard  him  as he 
stood th ere  in  the 
dark , p lay in g  —  to 
God.

W ere you ever out 
in  t h e  m ountains, 
w ith  a ll the  aw fulness 
of an un tam ed  w il­
derness alm ost sm oth­
e ring  y ou ; th e  moon, 
eold and  clear, l ig h t­
in g  up  th e  immense 
v as tn ess ; the  stars, 
l ittle  po in ts of steel 
p ierc ing  t h e  d a rk  
b lue of th e  sk y ; the  
c liffs, sacred  tem ples, 
lo ftily  d efy ing  tim e; 
a nd  th e  m ountains, 
everyw here the m oun­
tains, c r o u c h i n g  
over against th e  sky­
line, ris in g  up  on all 
sides, m ajestic, m ag­
nificent. rem orseless?
H a v e n ’t  you ever fe lt 
how sm all, how w orth ­
less, how in sig n if­
ican t y o u  w e r e  
in  G od’s w o r  Id ?
Ah. t h a t ’s w hat the  
m u s i c  to ld , and
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more, hunger, loneliness, sorrow, the stra ins of the violin rising and  falling 
in sobbing reverberations. A nd then softer and clearer, it told of resig­
nation. of peace, and of strength . Only once a fte r  th a t did it change, 
rising more and  more powerfully in a piercing wail, like the cry of a 
trap p ed  animal.

Then he stopped and  the 
echo re tu rn ed  fain tly , like 
the rem embrance of a song. 
In  the silence th a t fol­
lowed I stood breathless 
and  tense, conjecturing, 
wondering. Slowly and 
without effo rt the under­
s tanding  came to me. This 
was not the f irs t  tim e I 
had heard this man play. 
Now I was sure.

“ D am arel,”  I  said soft­
ly, “ it is you .”  I tu rned . 
I was alone. I  walked back 
to the cabin like a man in 
a dream. Damarel, for it 
was he, was s ittin g  with 
bowed head looking at the 
violin in his lap. As I 
entered he raised his head 
and smiled.

“ Do you know me now? 
Do you u n d ers tan d ?”  he 
asked. Sometimes words 
are poor things. I could 
only nod.

But he went on: “ This 
violin— is yours. A t first 
I wondered, almost fea r­
fully, why you came. But
when you p layed, I knew.
It was to show me my suc­
cessor. my master. And I 
am glad it is to be yours, 
‘Besoird, the greatest vio­
linist of the cen tu ry .’ ”

I  roused m yself to expostulate. I knew th a t the violin was not mine, 
even if the prophecy were true. And I. like you all, d id  not believe in 
prophecies. But, by all I  said, Dam arel was unmoved.

“ Ah, it  is yours, the prophecy is true . You m ust believe i t , ”  he said 
earnestly. “ A nd do not th ink  th a t I  w ant the violin so badly. A fter  all,
what is greatness ? I t  is not always happiness. W hy should I  desire it. I
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have m uch more than  you have w ith all your greatness. I  have the m oun­
tains. They are  enough.”  He stopped and laid  his hand on the violin.
“ On the day  you hear of my death, th is will be in your keeping. Till then
you will perm it me to have it?  Remember, it  is y o u rs.”

Nothing I  could say would change his conviction th a t  I  was the 
m aster player. F ina lly , he 
would not even argue w ith me, 
and  when I  talked  the loudest, 
only smiled a t m y im petuous­
ness. In  the m orning, beyond 
giving me directions, he took 
scarcely any  notice of me and 
when I  left he barely  noticed it. 
l ie  was w atching for the f irs t 
g lin t of the sun on the  cliff.

Besoird stopped suddenly and 
closed the window.

“ B ut w hat next? W here is 
he now ?”  asked Clavborne, 
voicing the unspoken question 
th a t was on all our tongues.

Besoird pointed to the paper.
“ You ju s t  read  the notice of his 
death. Do you th ink  I  would 
have told you, if he were still 
a liv e?”  W e were silent and 
ashamed. We knew he w ouldn’t.

“ A nd you let him s tay  out 
there  in the wilderness. W hv 
d id n ’t  you b ring  him b ack ?”  
asked Dustin.

“ W hy? I d o n ’t know. I 
never thought of it. He was too 
happy  where he w as.”  Besoird 
came over to the fire.

“ B ut the v io lin ?”  insisted 
Clavborne. “ The prophecy?
‘On the day you hear of his 
death you— ’ ”

Besoird shook his head. “ I d o n ’t  know. I wonder. J u s t  a short 
tim e ago it  was th a t I heard— 7/

A loud knock ja r r in g ly  in te rrup ted .
“ An express package fo r M r. B esoird ,”  announced a p o rte r through 

the open door.
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As Besoird took the long, ungainly package, his face paled. For a 
moment I thought he was going to faint.

“ It can’t  be,”  he whispered hoarsely, “ it can’t  be.”
Slowly he untied the package while we eagerly crowded around. 

Fumbling with the wrappings, he at length disclosed a battered violin 
case. Besoird opened it and looked.

“ The prophecy,” he said. “ I t  is fulfilled.”  Wrapped in felt lay the 
violin in a thousand, an ebony fingerboard and a crushed mass of splinters.

N a t  L i t t l e , ’14 .
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& H e g e n b  of  S e n t i n e l
’N e a th  th e  p in e  t r e e ’s b a lm y  bough ,
O ld P a n  la y  in  d re a m y  s le ep ;

C h a p le t fa llen  f ro m  h is  b row ,
O a k - tw in e d  s ta f f  w ith in  th e  ke ep  
O f g n a r le d  h a n d  w ith  b ro w n  p a lm  deep .

R e s te d  now  
S u n b e a m s  on  h is  b u sk in e d  fee t.

Q u iv e rin g  th ro u g h  th e  w oods, th e  su n  
T o u c h e d  th e  p in e  t r e e s ’ c o n es  w ith  go ld ; 
W h ite  c louds, w a f te d  one  by  one,
S a ile d  th e  h e a v e n ’s a z u re  bo ld—
S h ip s  by  fa ir y  h a n d s  c o n tro lled .

V a lley s  d un  
L o s t  th e m se lv e s  in  p u rp l in g  gold.

O ’e r  th e  m o u n ta in ’s  h ig h e s t  m o und  
•T r ip p ed  sw e e t s p r in g  in  m is ty  lig h t , 
F r a g r a n t  h a i r  w ith  v io le ts  bound ,
E y e s  like  a m e th y s t in e  n ig h t.
L ip s  a -s m ile  a n d  la s h e s  b r ig h t.

L oose ly  w ound  
F o ld s  c e ru le a n  sw e p t th e  g ro u n d .

On h e r  a rm  a  p a n n ie r
F ille d  w ith  f lo w ers  o f g lo r io u s  h u e ;
W h e re  h e r  fo o ts te p s , l ig h t a s  a ir ,
T o u ch e d  th e  g re e n s w a rd  b r ig h t  w ith  dew , 
S p ra n g  a  b i t t e r - r o o t  to  v iew .

T re e  b u d s  r a r e  
S ta r te d , c a lle d  to  life  an ew .

S p r in g  p a u se d  on  th e  p u rp le  h e ig h t,
S a w  th e  v a lle y ’s d is t a n t  p la in ,
B e a t in g  h a ze  a n d  te n d e r  lig h t ,
M e ad s  s o f t-h u e d  a n d  w a sh e d  w ith  r a in ;  
H u m m e d  a  g e n tle , low  re f ra in .

W o n d ro u s  s ig h t!
S p r in g  s a w  th e re  h e r  f a i r  d o m a in .

In  h is  d r e a m - a d o r n e d  doze 
P a n -g o d  h e a rd  som e b o d y  sing .
S ta r t le d , s ta r in g ,  h e  a ro se .
W h a t  w a s  th is  u n h e a rd  o f th in g  
On th is  ro u g h  ro ck  b a la n c in g ?

B e llico se
P a n -g o d  p lu n g e d  to w a rd  fa ir y  S p r in g .

H a rk !  th e  c ra c k  of tw ig s  o f p ine .
W h a t  th is  m a ss iv e , sh a g g y  h ead ,
E y es  o f f ire , s ta f f  s e rp e n tin e ?
S p r in g  g la n c e d  ’ro u n d , th e n  q u ic k ly  fled  
T o w a rd  th e  r iv e r ’s sh im m e r in g  red .

In  a  line  
D ow n th e  s lope  th e  g r e a t  P a n  fled .

A las , fo r  S p r in g !  H e r  l ig h t fo o t tr ip p e d  
O ’e r  a  s to n e  in  la rk s p u r  blue .
F ro m  h e r  g r a s p  th e  b a sk e t slipped ,
D ow n th e  s lope  lik e  a  ro c k e t flew .
U p  S p r in g  le ap e d  a n d  fled  a n ew .

F a in t ly  lipped ,
“ S a v e  H ill-g o d !  T h y  w ill I ’ll d o .’’

G od o f H ills  th is  v e ry  h o u r  
W a n d e re d  ’m o n g  h is  fo re s t  tr e e s ,
H e a rd  th e  c ry  o u ts id e  h is  bow er, 
B ro u g h t by  Z e p h y ru s , th e  b reeze . 
“ A m a z e m e n t, P a n  now  q u ic k ly  se ize .

B y  m y  p o w er  
M ag ic  w o rk s ,”  th e  G od d e c ree s.

N ow , in  w ak e  o f th e  b a s k e t ’s fa ll , 
F lo w e rs  d ro p p ed  a s  th e  b a s k e t  ro lle d ; 
S p ra n g  th e y  in to  b u s h e s  ta ll,
C lo th ed  w ith  b loom s of w h ite  a n d  gold, 
F i lle d  th e  ra g g e d  c re v ice  old.

M ag ic  a ll,
C lu s te r s  f ro m  som e  f a ir y  w old.

G re a t  P a n , tr e m b lin g , g a p ed  a lo n e — 
S tra n g e  th e  b u r s t  o f c lu s te r s  w h ite — 
S h o n e  h is  e y es  lik e  e m e ra ld  s to n e — 
T h e n  re c a lle d —w h e re  w a s  th e  s p r i te ?  
T h e  s tr e a m  below  flow ed  m is tily  on.

Q u iv e re d  w ith  i t s  p in e  t r e e s  s lig h t.

S o m ew h e re —w h e re —ab o v e, be low ? 
L a u g h e d  a  vo ice  f ro m  d e p th s  o f sp a ce , 
S w e e t a n d  so f t lik e  w in d s  t h a t  blow  
W h en  lilie s  ta k e  on  sp r in g t im e  g ra c e , 
A n d  w in d  f lo w ers  li f t  a  sm ilin g  fac e .

A ll a ro u n d  
O ld P a n  looked . O f S p r in g , no  tr a c e .

L o o k ed  he  in  th e  d is ta n c e  d im ,
T o w a rd  th e  p u rp l in g  c a n o n ’s deep ,
F a r  to  th e  h e a v e n ’s ro sy  rim ,
S o u th , w h e re  s u m m e r ’s w a rm  w in d s  sleep .

B u t  fo r  h im  
O n ly  b a ff lin g  la n d s c a p e s ’ sw eep .

S p r in g  w a s  gone , P a n  k n e w  n o t w h ere . 
L o n g  he  s e a rc h e d  w h e re  w o o d n y m p h s  p lay , 
F o u n d  no  t r a c e  d e sp ite  h is  c a re .
“ S p r in g ?  W h y  sh e  c a m e  n o t th i s  w a y ,” 

E v e ry  n y m p h  to  h im  w ou ld  sa y .
L ig h t  a s  a i r  

O n th e y  sp e d  in  P l e a s u r e ’s sw ay .

C lu s te r s  a s t r a l  s ti l l  a d o rn ,
W h en  m a p le  b u d s  b e g in  to  sw ell, 
W h e re  th e  h ill is  c re v ice  to rn . 
P e o p le  o f th e  v a lle y  te ll—
F o r  th e y  love  th e  s to r y  w ell— 

H o w  u p  th e re  
S p r in g  once  fled  dow n S e n tin e l.
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(going Boton

The last whistle blows its command to “ lower m en.”  The timekeeper 
slams down his checking window, and the m iners in working clothes crowd 
tow ard the collar of the shaft, im patient to be out of the cold. The cage 
glides up noiselessly from  the yaw ning m outh of the shaft and vacillating 
on its safety springs fo r a moment, settles w ith a m etallic clang upon the 
station “ guard s .”  The station-tender throws back the outer bar, opens the 
safety lattice of the cage and adm its nine of the w aiting men upon each 
deck. The lattices are closed, the bar is throw n back into the clutch, the 
guards are released from  under the cage and the station signal is given the 
engineer. W ith  a slight bouncing motion the cage commences its descent.

The light fades out rap id ly  as the speed downward increases, and, as the 
station lights f li t  by in rap id  succession, the ear-drums pop and a buzzing, 
sinking sensation is experienced. In  the dark  interludes between stations 
you would be unable to say whether you were ascending or descending, but 
as soon as you shoot past a blinking station light you are brought back to 
reality . Suddenly the cage seems to be suspended in mid-shaft, the guards 
scrape slowly along the f ir  guides, and with an unexpected glare the station 
lights of the T200 level break in upon you. W ith  a slow descending motion 
and some oscillation of the safety  springs the cage ja rs  as it encounters the 
station “ dogs.”  and finally  rests. A station tender, wet with the drippings 
from  overhead, releases the men who shuffle off in a long line into the drifts.

— H u b e r t .



^fragm ents j f to m  jFortp ^ebentfj © ration of jfflarcufi 
C ttllus Cicero A gainst tfje Cfjrontc b lu ffer

W hen, 0  S luffer, will you cease to abuse the patience of the long-suf­
fering  faculty?  How long will this defiance of yours still mock us? When 
is there to be an end of this bold e ffron try , sw’aggering about the campus 
as it does now? Does not the president, looking reproachfully  at you, does 
not the summons from  the registrar, does not the opinion of your fellow 
students and of all the faculty—does not the precaution taken of making 
more stringen t absence rules—do not the looks and countenances of the ven­
erable attendance committee here present, have any effect on you? Do you

not feel th a t your “ cu ts”  are detected? Do you not see th a t your carefully  
p lanned excuse is already vitiated and rendered ineffective by the knowl­
edge. which everyone here possesses, th a t you were down eating ice cream 
at E lto n ’s? W hat were you doing last W ednesday, when you should have 
been at convocation, what the day before when you should have been a t gym 
class? W here is it th a t you were—who was there th a t you summoned from 
the “ D orm ”  to meet you—what agreement was made by you both to escape 
the vigilance of the chairm an of the scholarship committee, with which you 
th ink th a t any one of us is unacquainted?

Shame on the younger generation and its principles.



“ S b b t t e ”

D id you ever 
like th is:

2ret a letter from  the m other a t home th a t  read something

‘‘D e a r  S o n : Y o u r  y o u n g  b r o th e r  is  g e t t in g  so  b a d  th a t  w e c a n 't  do  a n y th in g
w ith  h im . W o n ’t  you  w ri te  to  h im  a n d  g iv e  h im  so m e  a d v ice . Y ou w ill p ro b a b ly  
h a v e  m o re  e ffe c t on  h im  th a n  w e h a v e . E tc .  W ith  love . W rite  so o n .”

You sit down to your w riting  desk with a stern  resolve to w rite the 
rules of the “ to d o ’s ”  and “ not to d o ’s ,”  to your small brother. You will 
tell him th a t this play ing  hookey is foolish and  th a t he had better stick to 
his books; suddenly you remember in those old high school days how this 
same young brother waited around till dark  for you to come back from  a tr ip  
to the river and take him home from  town. Did he c “ ain about w aiting 
around th a t livery barn  and threaten  to tell pa about your stay ing  out all 
day? No, never a whim per from  him. You can hard ly  give advice on t ru ­
ancy and  be consistent, can you?

Then you s ta r t  a little  lecture on the in ju ry  of cigarettes, only to stop 
short when the thoughts come fly ing  back of the m any times the little  
bro ther braved the fam ily  s trap  to snatch a handful of f a th e r ’s Seal of 
N orth Carolina for you to choke and sneeze w ith on your way to town. 
W hen you got sick, did he tell mama th a t you had been smoking. No, your 
little  brother never breathed a word. A man could hard ly  preach a ser­
mon to him on this.

Anyway, you m ust give him the dickens fo r play ing  pool for chips. 
That is a little  more than  even you can stand. B u t not so fa r  distan t, back 
a few years, you remember suddenly how the little  bro ther often went hun­
gry a t noon-time ju st because you were donating to th a t fascinating  game 
of pea-ball pool. Did he complain? Never! You throw  down your pen in 
disgust. You c a n ’t reprove th a t little  brother. Let the folks do it them ­
selves. — A r m i t a g e .

Jflp  ISoartiins Jf)otige

H e re ’s to  my boarding house, where I  ru ined  my stomach. W here the 
beefsteak was always tough and the pie was always soggy. W here I learned 
a lot of bad manners, and developed an aw ful reach. W here I  learned, too, 
th a t  the best m an got the most to  eat. W here I  met a num ber of undesirable 
people, and got into the habit of actually  using my fork when ladies were 
present, and telling shady stories when only the men were there. So h e re ’s 
to my boarding house. God bless i t ! I  wish th a t I could get away from  it, 
bu t I ’m afra id  th a t I  c an ’t— I owe too m uch back board.

— G i j c k .

84

30


	ml_sentinel_1913_076
	ml_sentinel_1913_077
	ml_sentinel_1913_078
	ml_sentinel_1913_079
	ml_sentinel_1913_080
	ml_sentinel_1913_081
	ml_sentinel_1913_082
	ml_sentinel_1913_083
	ml_sentinel_1913_084
	ml_sentinel_1913_085
	ml_sentinel_1913_086
	ml_sentinel_1913_087
	ml_sentinel_1913_088
	ml_sentinel_1913_089
	ml_sentinel_1913_090

