
94 THE PANDORA.

PBOFESSOK—What is the difference between now and right now. 
MB. H-D-GES ('87)—Well, the latter is more now than the former.

PBOPBSSOB TO MB. F-LL-EB ('88)—" I observe you have written your 
name upon my desk. I assure you, it was unnecessary, as I shall 
remember you without any aids."

MB. F-LL-R appears greatly elated. But the Professor continues:— 
"Therefore jou will get some sand-paper and rub it off, and then re- 
varnish it."

(Awful silence reigns.)



SLOGS. 95

B. (To young lady in dark parlor): "O, darling, how I love you!" 
W.—(Under piano): "Chestnuts !" 
(Screams and scatteration.)

C——R——, Athens, Ga.: My dear sir—I have written you repeat, 
edly for the little account you are still due me. It seems as if you do 
not intend pajing me, as it has been due fifteen monchs. If you do not 
call and pay me at once, I shall try other means. Respectfully,

P. A. SUMMY.

JUNIOR—" Well, McG---gh, what did he look like ?" 
McG-GH ('89)—(Solemnly) Well, sir, he was the smallest roan for 

his size that I ever saw."

R-CB ('87)—"Now we want to have some grand old extempores 
to-night." [feels in his pocket, aside] "Blamed if I hav'nt lost my 
speech "

UPSHAW ('89)—"Say, was George Eliot a married man?"

LIBRARIAN (blandly)—"Well, sir, have you any preference ?" " 
C-PBB ('89)—"Well, if it is handy, I believe I'll take one of Mr. 

Waverly's novel?."

PROF. W-L-X (Recitation in French)—"Mr. Gunn, please read. " 
(Gunn, '89, wakes up, can't find the place.) "Come, come, Mr. Gunn, 
don't hang fire."

PROF. B —w, (Out surveying)—"Mr. Franklin, how many pins 
have you there ?"

FK-KL-N — ''Five, sir."
PROF. B ——w,—"Bring me half of them, please."

R CH-S-N ('89) (Soliliquizing) — "I thought them common loga 
rithms was mighty hard, but when you strike pyerian logarithms jou 
just might as well give up "

P-P-E ('89)—"Say, what is '• J. I. C's." record?" 
('89)—"Two sixty-five, I think."



THE PANDORA.

When a student dies
His spirit flies
(At least it will, if the student 's wise)
To a wonderful place of indefinite size,
Somewhere—anywhere—up in the skies—
Diplomas free and the festive rise
By gracious provision is given likewise—
No more physics to memorize—
No more chemistry to analyze—
Plenty to eat by way of surprise—
No more Greek to anathematize—
No more English to criticize—
No midnight oil to put out his eyes—
Everything s-pots—nobody tries—
" Nary a final " after he dies.
Nothing to do but soliloquize
How a student suffers—'till after tie dies.
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