THE TRAGEDY OF A MIND

From The Delphic. 1898

In a lecture room of one of the large universities a white haired
protessor sat alone late i the afternoon. He had just dismissed
a bodyv of students and could hear them even now noisily
dispersing on the campus bencath his window, 1 see them
very tired tonight.” he said half aloud as he indifferently
arranged his books and papers. and he found himself heaving a

sigh of relief because the work of another day was done.

Leaning back in his chair he clasped his hands on his tred
forchead and noticed what he had not realized. that it was hot
and throbbing. "It scems queer”™ he thought. “my work never
used to affect me so.”

The door opened and a tall girl carrying an armful of books
entered and came quickly toward him. It was his daughter
Edith. who never failed to come and w AU\ home with him at
five. He was alwavs glad to sce her. to-night especially so for
she had such a resttul face, Hc i “ad out his hand and as she
came up and took it. she looked lovingly down into his strong.
rugged face and a look of tender anxicty came into her deep.
thoughttul cves as she said: “Let’s go home and have our tea
father. yvou look so very tired.”

Do I’ he said with a hittie 1; Vell helieve Tam just
a litde tired tonight. or at any nm Hmd is troubling me
some. [ wonder why 1t is E zh ever used to take so much
cffort to hold ity or more inguiring young minds for an hour
on a subject T have spent my whole life trving to get in hand.”
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vou were perfectly well. but that awful cold vou have had all
month has kept vou from being yourselt”

“No doubt that is it he said wearily. and he let her help

“Well it wouldn't now . she answered re-assuringly,
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him on with his coat. and they passed out mto the hall

“1 had almost forgotten.”™ he said, 1 have o go i
brary for a second. vou held these things and i be b
Just a moment.”

Groups of the students were siting around at the
beginning preparations for the next davs work and
Hummel™s kind smile scemed to ditfuse aselt warmhy
them all. He loved all the university 's bovsand airls as b
wont to call them. and they were quick to appreciate 4
was genuinely their friend. He hked to feet that he was ¢
in touch with their voung., expanding lives. it please
stimulated him to be told of their hopes and aspirations. o
atways treated their views with the same respect as

cmanating  from  conservative maturitj\. Their

disturbances, and so ¢ 11 ed trials, were never of small imp
his cves. and in thelr successes hc was never too bu
rejoice. He called them his mspiration. and he worked ne

the recognization 1h:u followed from the world withou
fittle college sphere, but only to instill into the receptive n
that camc daily before him that which would broaden
enrich the hves they were o live. Keenhy he (el
responsibility of offering to them the best of what he
assimilated through vears of effort. i order that they migh
and develop it for themselves, and tor humanity. when he
gone trom among them.

He was standing i one of the alcoves. looking for wha
wanted, when he heard someone enter the hittle room on
other stde ol the thin partition, and recognizing the voic
two of his favorites was about to go in and speak to t
when the boy said.

“Wasn 't that [ecture this afternoon pinful?”

“Yes." rephied the gl sadly, it fairly made myv heart ac
I've seen it coming on d‘ this vear. but the last week has b
a great deal worse, and this afternoon certamly was distresst
Once i a while there comes g hirtle gleam that Just sugge
the brilliancy of other davs. but then he weakens and wand
almost instantly and we are only forced to piy the contrast.”
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The Tragedy of a Mind

“1was qust uving to think.” said the bov, “what it must
mean to a mind hike that, to feel itselt growing weak. To know
that the ume had come when it must rest pmxx\d\ on what i

had done. no matter how it craved to do more.

“Right there.” responded his companion. “seems to me the
pathetic part of it. Prof. Hummel in no sense realizes that he is
not the power he once was. Evidently he s entireh
mem‘x,\cinus of how dangerously his gig ntic anteliecr s

tottering. and his students are all so thoroughly devoted o him.
and reverence so profoundly the wonders he has achicved. that
they would endure anvthing mthcr than fet tim feel the
change. %nd_\ >UT sometimes wonder how much longer it can
goonit hisw ay.

Like shadows not even conscious of the walls they are
darkenmg. they passed on. leaving the old man in the next
alcove leanmng 'hcm thv agamst one of the shelves, His drawn
fips quivered helplessiy as a ¢hild™s and he saw the books and
famliar things about him through a blinding mist. There are
tmes m ite when one does not speak. when one does not even
think. As he wrned. and walked slowly awav. he xm,opcd a
trifle more. his age-furrowed face was a little whiter, and the
bloodless hand on his cane shook perceptibly. but he had the

for the students he met in the hall. and
when he joined his danghter he apologized with characteristic
courtesy for havin

When they ched home he said: “Mv head is aching
badlv now, Echtll. so b am going right to my room and [ will

i
.
H
i

same Loxdml S

d ‘mm >d her so long.

o
cac

ask vou to send my tea there, Tryv not to have me disturbed.™
“Father isn"t there something | can do for vou?™ she asked
mn a troubled voice. and he answered with a sadness she failed
to understand. "No child. there s nothing to be done.”
He fay down on the couch for a long time. then he got up
and began feverishly pacing the floor. Pretty soon he stood

still. and ldugh; doWhye 1towas all a huge joke! He was
laboring under at temporan lﬂ(i?\ﬂiv\lil\ n and his students had
conceived the idea that he was ng his mind. Poor deluded

children. he must hasten 1o re-assure them. He would make a
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special effort for to-morrow’s work. and then they would se
thetr absurdity, and know that their old teacher had many vears
to lead them vet. So almost briskly he settled himself to hi
books. but his new brightness was of short duration. He was
watching himself now. he soon saw. and hcaven pity him. he
understood. He was weak. and it was oo bitter. too awful t«
bear. He gathered the books he had lived with. and loved sc
many years up in his trembling arms. and holding them tight
cried as he had not done since the clayvs of his carly bovhood
It seemed saving goodbye to his dearest friend. They migh
meet again, but they would never clasp hands. The swee
fellowship of a long life time was burning low. and soon therc
would be nothing left him but to worship from atar. He knew it
was not the unimpedible wave. natural old age. that this chilly
mist foreran. Age that was but the luscious ripening of the half
matured fruit he could adjust himsclt to. and when his tastes
nd habits had smoothlv moulded thems

t

a chves to the changing
years, he would {ind 1t. though very different. sweet. He had
often thought of the tranquil pleasure reserved for the tme
when pretentions had ceased and desire and vitality were
sleeping in one grave: the passive time when one sits day after
day in one’s casy chair meditatively reviewing the life one has
lived, content in knowing that the apportioned time had been
used., and the day of activity drawn to a symmetrical close. But
to feel a mental stupor weighing vou dewn while the body yet
held its own, to know that you were not broken with vears. but
had climbed wo high. and were now tfalling from the dizzy
height. falling, talling into something you know not what, save
that it was worse than death. For what is death but freedom.
and what was this but bondage in which the songs of treedom
were chanted from afar?

The many colored sunset that melts from radiance into an
cthereal hue and mirrors its -soft loveliness far into the
responsive cast is nature’s choicest masterpiece. and in the
beauty of its mellowed splendor the soul forgets the burning of
the noon-day sun. but the storm that ficrcely sweeps the
helpless sky while the western horizon waits vet a league a
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The Tragedy of a Mind

way. shrouds in blackness ¢’en the hours that went before. and
leaves unpaited the sunset that should have been. To the
artist. an unfinished painting means a painting lost. and a half
exceuted svmphony feaves the heart tuned to music unsatistied
and restless. To leave one’s work unfinished. this we give as
one svanonym  for fatlure.  Grasping  helplessly at half
recognized possibilitics we live on to fulfill them. On the basis
of what we have butlt. do we conecive the superstructive.

On this he brooded. for this he plead. He was not through:
who would finish his halt written book? Who would lecture o
his students? Much that he had to tell them vet lurked phantom
like in the veiled recesses of his brain. and no man even knew
that 1t was there. Was it then forever to go unspoken. this the
culmination. the vital essence. of his whole life’s work?

The walls were closing in on him. the air he breathed was
heavy and thick. He looked out and saw that it was moon-light.
and a strange fancy came over him to go up to the university
and walk around a hiule. tor it was large and high there and he
could breathe. With the craftiness of a wavward child he let
himself out. and with hands clasped behind him. and head
bowed low on his breast he sorrowfully went the way that vear
after vear he had gone. It was first in the buoyancy of youth.
that with clastic step he had come upon that campus. The vears
that had ruthlessly silvered his brown hair had  busied
themselves in scattering far and wide the companions that had
made his college davs the all they were. In the clear. fresh
morning of’ vouth they had met and called themselves friends.
In the light of common interests and common desires their
friendship had flourished and bloomed. The life thev lived
fashioned them after one mould. and they came closer to one
another than man ever comes to man again. Their nminds wer
at work together. their very hearts beat together. over them al
was thrown the sweet mantle of understanding. appreciation.
comradeship. and svimpathy. A mantle of* rarc weave. with an
existence short-lived. but a memory imperishable. When they

were floating down the green banked stream. Iingering along
|
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just within roar of the sca. they pulled their little barks close
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together and said: "Remember we are never gomg to drit
apart.” And for a time they did hold together. but it was harde
to Keep within hailing distance than thev had anticipated. The
water grew very rough billow after bitlow came v fast anc
wild, storms thev had not foreseen blew up and whirled then
fratl boats round and round in a seething whitccapped mass
forcign crafts pursucd and jostled them. and mighty occar
steamers enticed some off to unknown scas. In the blackness
of the night they drifted widely apart. and after cach had
tugged long and desperately to keep himselt atloat he knew not
i what stream to seck the brother whose gaily painted canoe
had fleated lazily beside him down the rippling river. All he
could do was pause a moment in the lull. and dream fondly of
the rolicksomie crew of which he was once a part. and wonder
1t the oars that splashed so musically then had withstood the
oceans’ hurricance,

The scattered mass of buildings looked wenrd and ghostly
in the moonbight and faited 1o appeal long to his whimsical
fancy. Unlocking the door he went into the room thar had l heen
his for almost forty vears. He sat down. and while the pale
beams played fantastically about his white head he th ~:ht of
the work he had done 1 those vears. and how now it was
virtually over. Hope. rather than jov. old age struggles agamnst
relinguishing. Having done what he couldl he was to be
supplanted by a man from a new generation. who would be
\\du,)mul admired and loved in s stead. His mind was worn
to worthlessness and even now he could feel it shipping cruclly
from him. He supposed that soon he would cease 10 be
conscious of his loss. and no longer unhappx. Tooe great a man
to hewail the inevitable, here in the strange solntude he grew
calmer and clung only to the one pathetic hope that some one
would be found to take up the threads he was untanghing and
with the dexterity of a well trained elicoct, and the swength
and tearfessness of blood that 1s voung and u

tred. weave the
beautiful tapestry he had but conceived, He had rrodden it long
and unflinchingly. he had made giant strides. and had not
grown bre sathless. but now he was 1o step from the broad
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highway to sit 1 an arbor by the wayside. to watch the
passers-by. and to wait. Wait until the God who had made him
all he was. return to him a hundred fold enriched the mind and
strength that for a short while he was taking from him. Wait.
until the stars that the gray twilight was hiding shine
luminously and screnely in the deep blue ether of eternity.




