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PROPHECY

I, the writer of the prophecy, am daring to look Into the futurae. To
most of us the future may seem a deep mystery, but as I write thls prophecy
I am able to wvisualize each member of the class as I present them toyou.

My first vielon 1s of a well known studle where thelir latest plcture 1s
being completed. As the wilslon hecomes plalner I see a beautlful actress on
the set making her last scene. Finally, I recognize her as an old classmate,
Margaret Ssuls,

In o busy office I see a sturdy hand rapldly golng through some papera.
As the poundlng of the typewrlter beglns, I recognlze her as Kathryn. But
walt==Eathryn has a very competent helper and her face 1z so famllliar. Why
of course,...lts Violet. They're cousins, you know, and stlll Inseparable,
it seems.

Hosa Lee Martin, Betty Hudson, and Merls Folk are singing on the Briar
Hopper Program iln an Internatlional hook-up.

The scene changes to darkest Africa where I find Gecrge H. Bowers read-
ing the Seripture to hls class of ex-canibals. With a mouth that never runs
down he keeps them entertalned.

Honle Proveaux and W. F. Ulmer are the world's champlon typlstas and are
putting on exhibitions in New York Clty for the Royal Typewriter Company.

Henry Cibson, I find out, 1s doing a rope stunt,and with his accompany-
ing wise-cracks 1= meking a "Bob Hope" of himself.

I sme rared back in a straisht chalr in a small-town grocery store,
none other than Roy Jones. They tell me he whispers to the mice to be qulet
when customers come In so he won't have to get up and walt on them.That boy
naver did forget to be lazyl

For future predictlions concerning you, contact Moye Padgett, Jr. He

never falls to plesse his customers.




