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"Prometheus  Unbound," Set  to  
Music .  

THE spiritual beauty of "Prometheus 
Unbound" makes a scenic repre

sentation an impossibility, and the lan
guage is too beautiful, the poem too 
perfect, to be treated of in opera, ac
cording to our meaning of the word. 
It might lie possible for a master 
musician, endowed with a vivid imagi
nation, and ability to read character, 
to make out of it an orchestral opera. 
It would take such a composer as Wag
ner to write the music to poetry that 
leaves on the reader's mind a musical 
impression, rhythmical suggestions too 
delicate and fanciful for words. 

Several melodies run through the 
poem, those of earth, the spirits. Pro
metheus, and the others, distinct from, 
but capable of being blended with, each 
other. 

Several violins take the melody of 
Prometheus. All of his s]>eeches could 
not lie represented, but enough could 

be given to show his trend of thought. 
For instance, where he says: 

"Ah me! alas, pain, pain ever, forever! 
No change, no pause, no hope, yet I e ndure." 

the music is soft and low, while through 
it run distinct minor chords, giving to 
the listener the idea of all the sadness 
and longing, in his patience and long 
suffering. 

The selection begins with the melody 
of Prometheus, low and in a sad strain. 
This grows deeper and more harsh as 
he tells of his torments, and louder and 
more appealing as he calls upon the 
spirits to re-echo his curse. 

The spirits may be represented, in 
their order, by different instruments; 
the mountains, by the cornet, high and 
clear; the springs, by low notes on the 
piano; the air. by the flute, light and 
sweet; and the whirlwinds, by the piano 
and violins in quick time. 

The melody of Earth, a deep, sad, 
yet sweet melody, played on piano, be 
gins at the close of the spirits' songs, 
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and is answered by the song of Pro
metheus, which grows louder and more 
commanding. This is answered by the 
music representing the Phantasm of 
Jupiter's speech. It begins with a low 
murmuring 011 the bass viol, swelling 
louder as he utters the curse. The 
melody of Prometheus, changed, and 
full of minor chords, playing softly, is 
joined by that of Earth, and the light-
toned instrument repeats the last strain 
softly, as an echo. 

The melody of the spirits, lone and 
Panthea, which might be represented 
by flute and cornet, comes in at this 
point, growing quicker and more regu
lar in time as they watch the approach 
of the furies. This is joined by the 
quick lieating of drums, and their con
versation with Mercury is represented 
by heavy, crashing chords 011 the piano, 
mingled with sounds from drums and 
fifes. The chords are changed to 
brighter, more triumphal tones to in
dicate Mercury's victory. 

The duet which is carried on by the 
violins and piano, personifying Pro
metheus and Mercury is first inter
rupted by a few measures of the spirits 
melody, and then drowned by the harsh 
discordant sounds of the furies. This 
grows louder and louder as it swells 
into the chorus, then dies slowly away, 
changing into the peaceful strains of the 
spirits, which are joined by the song 
of Prometheus. 

The intercourse of the six spirits is 
a sort of interlude. The chorus, in
cluding violins, piano and flute, con
sists of a simple melody, yet one that 
could be rendered in a number of ways. 
The first spirit is introduced by martial 
strains from fife and drum, which swell 
louder, then change into a clear, bright 
rendering of the melody. The second 
spirit begins with a low, rolling, minor 
effect on the bass viol, changing into 
the last chords of the melody. The 
third and fourth spirits carry more of 
the melody through their songs, which 

are more cheerful in tone. The fifth 
spirit's speech is interpreted by the 
flute, which is quicker in time than the 
sixth spirit's. This is full of minor 
effects, and is played by violins. The 
conclusion comes in the chorus, which 
is like the introduction. 

The melody of Prometheus comes in 
again, changing into that of Panthea 
just l>efore Act II. 

The first violin renders Asia's mono
logue, and is joined by the cornet, in
dicating Panthea's arrival. The duet, 
which should be exquisitely soft and 
tender, is followed by the faint, sweet 
notes of the dream spirit's song. 

Scene 2 can again serve as an inter
lude and is light and graceful in char
acter. The music grows stronger at 
the close and then dies away. The 
melody of Asia and Panthea is carried 
along in a duet, low at first, then 
louder, finally dying away. A soft 
rippling accompaniment is played on 
the piano for the violin solo, which 
represents the spirit's song. This in 
turn gives way to the spirit's nielodv. 
which is slow and faltering at first. It 
is interrupted by the deep, solemn tones 
of the organ, which personifies Demi-
gorgon. Asia's melody on the violin 
answers this, and then they blend har
moniously together in inspiring strains, 
being joined at the close by Panthea's 
melody, which grows louder as the 
organ tones die away. 

The song of the spirit which begins 
in Scene 4 is carried on in Scene 5, 
blended with a soft rendering of Asia's 
and Panthea's song. This closes with 
Asia's song, which should be a most 
exquisite rendition on the violin. 

The first scene of Act III begins with 
a triumphal burst of music from the 
heavier toned instruments, represent
ing Jupiter's monologue. This is 
joined by the deep tones of the organ, 
as the bright strains grow louder, and 
a wailing of the violins, drowned by the 
melody from the organ, indicates Ju
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piter's vain plea. A few cpiick, crash
ing chords dying away into a soft minor 
rendering of the triumphal chant, and 
the loud peals from the organ, tell of 
Jupiter's fall and Demigorgon's tri
umph. 

Scene 2, coming as a relief after the 
intense strain which the mind has been 
under in the preceding scene, is of a 
clear, sweet-toned character. 

Scene 3 begins with the melody of 
Prometheus played in a glad joyous 
strain. It swells louder and more 
joyous in tone, and finally changes into 
the melody of Earth, which is clear 
and bright, in contrast to preceding ren
ditions. 

In the next scene the music is a blend
ing of the melody of Prometheus with 
that of the spirits; the spiritof the hour, 
represented by the flute, comes in now 
and then, and at the close swells into 
a clear solo. This begins rather low, 
getting louder and louder, then dying 
away, and merging, with the other light-
toned instruments, which should give 
muffled tones, in the song of the unseen 
spirits. This swells louder and clearer, 
breaking into the chorus of spirits. 
This part of the poem could be 
imagined to be a wild rush of melody, 
subsiding at times into the semi-
choruses, then swelling out into the full 
song. These joyous strains finally 
cease, and the duet of lone and Panthea 
commences soft and sweet, then rising 
and becoming more inspiring. When 
it ceases, the deep music of Earth begins 
joyously, and is answered by the song 
of the Moon, represented by the clario
net. These join, and, uniting 
with them, comes the light air of the 
spirits. Demigorgon's low and solemn 
song blends with these, and then the 
songs of Prometheus and Asia, deli
cately interwoven, are brought in to
gether. All the other melodies merge 
into that of Prometheus, with vic
torious and hopeful strains, and the 
opera ends with a grand outburst of 

the song, including all of the instru
ments. SADIE VOORHEES, 

Sen. II 5. 

Hunting,  and a  Hunting Trip in  the  
Woods of  Maine.  

§OME one has said, "There are no true 
sports but horse-racing and yacht

ing; others are only so-called sports," 
but I disagree with him, for I would 
have hunting added to the list, because 
of four reasons, namely, its excitement, 
its amusement, its healthfulness and its 
chance to study nature. 

To the business man there is no form 
of sport that takes his mind so far 
away from his business cares as hunt
ing; or for the school-boy, 110 such 
pleasure can be found in any other 
sport. The leading surgeons of the 
day are taking up the gun to steady 
their nerves and quiet their minds un
der the strain of excitement. My 
branch of hunting is that of deer and 
ruffed grouse, commonly called the 
partridge, or in Maine the "patridge." 
Of course, the average business man, 
with only two weeks' vacation at his 
command, cannot share the manly 
sport to such an advantage, but the 
school-boy, with his two months' va
cation, can have full benefit of it. 
There is 110 form of recreation in 
which such a free, out-door, healthful 
and adventuresome life, combined with 
the comforts and pleasure of camp life, 
if such it may be called,can be led. Did 
you ever hear of a weak, sick hunter? 
If so, he was suffering from rheuma
tism, caused by a hard, rough life, com
bined with carelessness in regard to his 
own health. I have seen old trappers 
come into camp, soaked through and 
through, yet never thinking of changing 
their clothes, and, after supper, go out 
and sit in a canoe all night with the 
sportsman they are guiding, hoping 
he may get a shot at a deer. But woe 
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to him if the game warden should 
come into camp during his absence and 
meet him as he returns! For the law 
says: " No deer shall he taken in the 
night-time. But should lie success
fully evade that cunning fellow called 
" the game warden," his guide would 
l>e thrice paid for his work, and in 
after years, when he sits by his home 
tire-side and looks with pride at the 
magnificent pair of antlers hung on the 
wall, he recalls all of the thrilling 
adventures and the sport he had in se
curing them. 

Perhaps the most important test of 
a guide in the northern counties of 
Maine is, whether he is successful in 
calling moose, but not so much that as 
whether the bull moose will answer 
the supposed call of his mate. "Say, 
Perter," a hunter once asked his Indian 
guide, " can you call moose? " " Sar-
tin, Frank, me call moose. Call um all 
my life-time. Never come yet. 
Sposen big lot come when DO come!" 
was the reply which caused laughter on 
the part of Frank. 

Last summer I visited the woods of 
Maine, as usual. About September 
15th, my guide came to work for me, 
and a few days later a friend of mine 
came up to spend ten days with me. 
For a few days after he arrived we 
fished different parts of the lake, but 
with little success. Then we decided 
to devote our time to shooting. Part
ridges were especially thick last fall 
in that locality, and every day we 
brought home several birds. We 
might have had more than we could 
easily carry, but we were there for an 
outing, and not to furnish the hotel 
with " patridges." Just enough birds 
for our friends and a good day's out
ing in the woods was all we wanted. 

With the first of October came the 
permission of the State to shoot deer. 
Each hunter was allowed two deer. 
My friend had then spent about half 
his time with me, and had not had a 

taste of real camp-life, so I decided to 
give him a good sample. I telephoned 
to Reddington, to Dave Philbrick. a 
middle-aged guide and the best one in 
that region. Dave had heen engaged 
up to October 10th, but his party had 4 a 
to leave unexpectedly and thus left 
him idle. We were, indeed, in luck to 
get Dave to go with us. He was quite 
a friend of Irving's, my regular guide, 
and I had known him ever since my 
first trip to Maine. It is not gener
ally necessary for two ]>ersons to have 
more than one guide, but we were to 
go into a part of the country with 
which I was not familiar, and by having 
two guides my friend and I could hunt 
in different directions and thus cover 
more ground. Dave came down from 
Reddington on Tuesday morning, Oc
tober 2d, and arrived at our hotel about 
9 A. M. He brought the key to the 
camp, which we had rented from a 
game-warden, and was prepared to 
stay with 11s as long as we wished. By 
10:30 A. M. we were ready to start on 
a week's trip. We had all our clothes, 
provisions, etc., packed in a wagon and 
Dave and I had my canoe ready to 
" lug" across the " carry" to the 
stream. We took the canoe about 
quarter of a mile across the lake to 
its outlet, and expected to carry it a 
mile and a half across to Winnebago 
stream, up which stream our camp was 
located. Much to our surprise and de
light, we found a buck-board ready to 
start across to the stream, and the 
driver allowed 11s t o put our canoe on 
the wagon for the small sum of 50c. 
It was worth $5.00 to us. for although 
it was in the month of October, vet 
the day was extremely warm. Mean
while the wagon with the provisions . 
had come around the shore of the lake 
and went along ahead of us. My 
friend and his guide were going to 
walk up to camp, a distance of twentv 
miles, and were to meet us along the 
shore of the stream, at a certain place. 



THE SIGNAL. *75 
for lunch. After we arrived at the 
stream, Dave and I got the canoe into 
the water and loaded it with our pro
visions. After that process, known 
as " storing away," was completed 
Dave and I could hardly find a place to 
sit down, for we had come prepared to 
live in style, even though we did not 
get any game. About noon, we had 
reached a place three miles up the 
stream and found my friend, with his 
guide, waiting for us. We soon had 
dinner ready and did not waste any 
time getting through, for my friend 
and his guide had sixteen miles yet to 
walk, and Dave and I had to paddle 
twenty miles up stream. This difference 
in the distance was because of the innu
merable turns in the stream. After pad
dling about four miles further up 
stream we began to strike quick water, 
or little falls, commonly called " rips." 
The water flowed so swiftly over the 
rips that it was impossible to paddle, so 
my work was almost done. Dave stood 
up in the stern of the canoe, and with 
his "settin pole, made the canoe glide 
up stream quite rapidly, in spite of the 
opposing current. Then we came to 
still quicker water. There was one 
hard part to pass over, known as 
" Cloutman's rips." Here we found 
quite shallow water, and it was with 
difficulty that we got through with our 
heavy load of provisions. From this 
place on the stream was, for the most 
part, a succession of rips, with pools 
along the route. The shallowness of 
the stream, together with our heavy 
load, necessitated wading frequently 
and pulling the canoe along behind us. 
Finally, at 3 130 P. M., we arrived at 
the camp and found the other two of 
our party waiting for us. After un
loading the canoe, we all went out in 
the woods and returned with our arms 
full of small fir-balsam twigs. These 
we took into the one-roomed camp and 
stuck them at an angle and, like the 
shingles of a house, into the old dead 

twigs that lay on the bunk. When 
this was done we had a most com
fortable mattress. By throwing our 
blanket over it at night the roughness 
of the twigs was overcome, and the 
twigs put in at an angle made the 
affair quite springy. Add to this the 
flagrant odor of balsam and the hard 
day's work we had performed and it 
is no wonder we slept well our first 
night in camp. 

Dave did not want any noise made 
around camp, either in the morning 
or evening, as that is the time that 
the deer come down to the stream to 
drink, and he did not want them 
frightened. Hence, we did not cut any 
fire-wood, but picked up the chips 
aroundthedoor-yardof thecamp,which 
were made by previous hunting par
ties. After getting settled in camp, 
Dave and I determined to " float the 
stream " a little while, and the other 
two hunters decided to take a short 
walk in the woods before supper time. 
I sat in the bow of the canoe, with 
my Winchester across my knees, while 
Dave shoved the canoe up stream by 
plying a paddle at the stern. We were 
just rounding a bend in the stream, 
and Dave had just begun to use the 
setting-pole, for the water was too 
swift to use a paddle, when I saw a 
doe standing in the alder bushes, not 
over twenty feet from the stream. But 
for the life of me I could not shoot 
her. Not that I did not try, but she 
was directly at right angles to me when 
I caught sight of her, and I could not 
draw my rifle that far around to the 
right of me, as I shoot from my right 
shoulder. Dave soon caught sight of 
her, too, and did not want to put his 
setting-pole into the water again, for 
fear of scaring her, so he got the canoe 
into such a position that the current 
would carry her nose down stream, and 
thus turn me around, facing the deer. 
But before the canoe got into a posi
tion where I could shoot at the deer she 
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had seen us and bounded off through 
the bushes. Dave and I soon returned 
to camp and found Irving cooking sup
per. After supper we played cards a 
little and soon went to bed. The four 
of 11s slept on a long bunk that went 
the whole width of the camp, along the 
back wall. 

The next morning we were up before 
daylight, and as soon as we could see 
the sights on a rifle Dave and I started 
up the stream in the canoe. Irving 
and my friend had again gone off into 
the woods. Dave and I went up as far 
as the rip where we saw the deer the 
night before, and instead of making 
a noise, we got out and, leaving the 
canoe, waded up stream. Seeing no 
sign of deer after turning the bend, 
Dave went back after the canoe, as we 
intended to go up stream further. 
Well, we made just one shove with that 
setting-pole on the gravel bed of the 
stream and the woods seemed to be 
alive with deer. I heard the bushes 
crash on the opposite side of the stream, 
then two white tails crashing in 
another direction. In an instant all 
was still, except for the strokes of 
Dave's setting-pole. But I was satis
fied the deer had gone for good, when 
suddenly I saw a deer's head ap
pear through the bushes, on the bank 
of the stream, not two hundred feet 
above me. There was not much delay. 
It was just long enough for her to 
prepare, and then she made a leap 
which took her twenty feet out in the 
stream. But by that time another head 
appeared just where hers had been. I 
thought there was nothing strange in 
that, but when that deer also jumped 
into the stream and followed the other 
one across and another head appeared 
just where the second one's head had 
been, then I thought I was crazy, or 
else the biscuit that Dave had made for 
breakfast had something in them beside 
baking-powder. This third deer soon 
followed the other two across the 

stream, and I was prepared to see 
another head appear, but none did. 
This whole affair had taken but an 
instant and Dave was not yet in sight. 
I had not fired at the deer as yet, for I 
thought a buck might be following 
them, and although we needed fresh 
meat at camp, yet I wanted a deer with 
a pair of antlers. Satisfied, however, 
that there was no buck with them, I 
again turned my attention to the deer 
in the stream. One of them had dis
appeared up the bank on which I stood; 
the other two had seen me and started 
quartering away from me, up stream. 
I aimed at the last one, for she was 
the biggest of the two, and she stopped 
on the instant. I thought Dave must 
have a curved-bit, with wireless reins 
attachment, but when I fired the sec
ond time she made for the bank, off 
which she had jumped. She managed, 
only with great difficulty, to gain the 
top of the bank and then she stopped 
again. I felt sure she was hit, but 
she was soon off again and " out of 
sight." Dave made his appearance 
around the bend about this time, and I 
told him of my experience, but credu
lously avoided mentioning the fact that 
one of them was hit. Dave, as soon 
as he heard me fire the first shot, had 
stopped, and that's why it took him 
so long to bring the canoe up. We 
went over to the other side of the 
stream, and I kept telling him all the 
time that I did not think it was any 
use, as I felt sure I did not hit the 
deer, although I was sure I did. It 
was diplomatic not to say that I was 
of the latter opinion, lest by some mis
chance I had not hit the deer and given 
Dave the material to tease me with dur
ing the rest of the trip. We soon, how
ever, found her trail of blood up the 
bank, and when we reached the top 
we saw her stretched out full-length on 
the grass, not thirty feet from where 
we stood. On examining her. we found 
that one of my .30-.30 Winchester 
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soft-nosed bullets had broken both 
shoulder blades and pierced her heart, 
while another had gone lengthwise 
through her and come out within two 
inches of the other bullet. The third 
bullet " spent its fragrance on the desert 
air." Dave and I dragged the deer 
down to the stream, and with the aid 
of a rope, towed her down to a sand
bank, near the camp, and started to 

.dress her. As we were about to finish 
and wash her in the stream, I looked up 
and saw my friendand Irving watching 
us from the opposite bank. We both 
looked like two guilty school-boys. I 
knowit. Itwasashameto killa poor, in
nocent doe, but we had a good excuse, 
for the other two of our party. We 
needed fresh meat in camp, and they 
wanted it more than we did. We 
remained at camp three days longer. 
During that time I saw eight more does, 
but did not shoot at them, as we had 
all the meat we needed, and I was look
ing for a buck. My friend and his 
guide also saw six or eight, but they 
all got away from his optics before 
he could sight a rifle on them. I tell 
you, it is quick work " to draw a bead 
on a runnin' deer," as one of the guides 
expresses it. Reluctantly, we broke up 
camp, and with light hearts began the 
return trip. Dave and I floated nearly 
all the way down the stream, as the 
deer did not weigh half as much as 
our provisions. We arrived at the 
hotel on Saturday afternoon^ with a 
deer, our clothing, four " patridg^ " 
that we had shot on the way home, and 
ourselves—tired, but happy. O, God
dess of pleasure, for me, the woods; 
give me the woods!!!!! 

DE LILLE. 

Children in  Literature.  

" JF ADULTS are disposed to doubt their 
own decreasing significance," says 

Agnes Repplier, " and the increasing 
ascendency of children, they may learn 

a lesson in humility from the popular 
literature of the day, as well as from 
social and domestic life. The older 
novelists were so little impressed by 
the ethical or artistic consequence of 
childhood that they gave it scant notice 
in their pages." Now, the fact is, that 
almost all of the great writers have 
written about children, but they were 
introduced only incidentally; only as 
lay figures. Where in the literature of 
the past can we find a whole book de
voted to the doings of a child, or even 
a story in which the plot is in any way 
connected with the action of a child ? 

We are inclined to look for every
thing in Shakespeare, but of the hun
dreds of characters which he portrays, 
only a very few are children. There 
is " Marcius," in Coriolanus, who " had 
rather see the swords and hear a drum 
than look upon his schoolmaster" ; poor 
young "Arthur," in King John, and the 
boy in Titus Andronicus. There are, 
also, glimpses of childhood and, here 
and there, lines which touch signifi
cantly the realm of childhood, but con
sidering all that Shakespeare wrote, 
these passages only show how little he 
has made use of children and the image 
of childhood. No doubt, this is be
cause of the necessary limitations of the 
stage. Even in the modern drama, 
children are used only to heighten 
effects. 

Milton found no place for children. 
The word " child" can scarcely be 
found on a page of his verse. Even 
the " Hymn to the Nativity " is about 
the " Infant God," not the child Jesus. 

In " Pilgrim's Progress," Bunyan 
has given us Christiana's children, and 
very realistic children they are, for 
when one of the boys falls sick and 
his mother is asked what he has been 
eating, a younger brother speaks up: 
" Mother, mother, what was that 
which my brother did gather up and 
eat so soon as we were come from the 
gate that is at the head of this way? 
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You know that there was an orchard on 
the left hand, on the other side of the 
wall, and my brother did plash and 
did eat." 

In The Vicar of Wakefield " there 
is the freest play of fancy about child
ish figures. Excepting the picture of 
the Vicar himself, there are no finer 
sketches than those of the little chil
dren. Dick and Bill, we learn, had 
dirty fingers and lifted up the flaps of 
l>eople's pocket-holes to see what was 
there, in a most natural way. 

Coming down to the beginning of 
the last century, we find a few children 
in Miss Austen's stories, but they seem 
to be introduced for no other purpose 
than to show how tiresome and dis
agreeable the creatures are. They 
only scream and bawl, throw things out 
of the windows and pinch ladies' 
fingers. 

Scott, except for a few passages in 
"The Abbot" and "Peveril of the 
Peak," ignores children altogether. 
Thackeray, except for little Rawdon 
Crawley and that insufferable prig, 
George Osborne, does the same. It 
is Dickens who gave the child the place 
of honor in literature for the first time. 

A critic of the day regards Oliver 
Twist as " a lifeless sort of boy," who 
never seemed to live up to his interest
ing surroundings, and says that Little 
Nell cannot be thought of as a child at 
all. This may be true, but we must 
remember that Dickens purposely paid 
a great deal of attention to the sin of 
robbing children of real childhood. 
Paul Dombey's life and death were 
intended as warnings to ambitious par
ents. When Doctor Blimber asks six-
year-old Paul "if he would like them 
to make a man of him," the pitiful reply 
is: "I had rather be a child." 

When Edith reproached her mother 
for compelling her to marry Mr. Dom-
bey, her mother asked angrily: 

" What do you mean ? Haven't you 
from a child—" 

"A child!" said Edith, looking at 
her; " when was I a child ? What 
childhood did you ever leave to me?" 

Then there is that awful Smallweed 
family, in " Bleak House," of " little 
old men and women," who were never 
permitted to enjoy any childish games, 
or stories, so that they not only came 
to look like monkeys, but " like 
monkeys with something depressing on 
their minds." Dickens was always 
fighting for the children, and it is for 
this reason that David and poor Smike 
are so misunderstood and abused and 
the Jellyby children so neglected by 
their parents. 

In Hawthorne's romances, such chil
dren as Ned Higgins, in " The House 
of Seven Gables " and Pansie in " The 
Dolliver Romance," play an import
ant part, and Pearl is really the cen
tral figure of " The Scarlet Letter." 

In sharp contrast to the strange, ca
pricious, almost uncanny Pearl and 
the imaginative children who make the 
Snow Image, are the hosts of real, per
fectly natural, flesh-and-blood children 
to which George Eliot introduces us. 
We have all known children exactly like 
them. These wonderfully distinct and 
individual child characters are. how
ever, excepting Tom and Maggie 
Tulliver and Eppie, only casually intro
duced. Although we are so intensely 
interested in the development of the 
characters of George Eliot's men and 
women that we scarcely notice these 
little ones at first, still her books would 
lose much of their charm without such 
delightful children as the Garths, the 
Poyser children and the funny little 
Cohens, who "shwop" knives, just as 
little Jews would be expected to do. 

With the second half of the last 
century, when people began to recog
nize the child as an individual, capa
ble of independent action, thought and 
feeling, came an abundance of litera
ture of and for children. Psychology 
and child-study have become popular. 
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and among the many writers of to-day 
who realize this fact, perhaps no one 
is more familiar than Kudyard Kipling. 
Although accused of coarseness and 
cynicism, he has won the hearts of all 
who love children through his " Wee 
Willie Winkie " and the little brother 
and sister in " Baa, Baa, Black Sheep." 

Equally true to life, hut not so well 
known, are Kenneth Grahame's chil
dren, who "regard with a mixture of 
envy and pity the older people, who, 
having full liberty to live as they 
choose, are foolish enough to prefer 
to the exciting joys of exploring the 
Nile and fighting Indians, the dull rou
tine of church-going and the platitudes 
of afternoon visitors." 

The very names Kate Douglass Wig-
gin, Frances Hodgson Burnett. Thomas 
Nelson Page, Robert Louis Stevenson 
and Eugene Field call to our minds 
many beautiful pictures of child-life. 

But this prominence of the child has, 
in the minor literature of our own 
country, a dangerous tendency. With 
the American characteristic of going 
to extremes, we have let the pendulum 
swing too far. The influence of such 
stories as those which show our young 
jieople separated from their elders and 
working out their own problems with
out the assistance of anyone, is perni
cious. The individuality of a child 
should be reverenced, and we can never 
be too thankful that the world has at 
last awakened to the fact, but is this 
any reason why a child should not 
profit by the greater experience of his 
parents and guardians? Let us hope 
that in the future we shall have no more 
stories in which the child is without 
personality, or in which the parents are 
relegated to a dim background, but 
stories of family life, in which both 
children and their elders have their 
proper places. 

NKLUE L. LITTELE. 

A Twofold Hero.  
"Mary'" Wilfred Marston, to 

his sister, " can you take a short 
canter with me this morning? The 
sun shines so brightly and I'm just 
dying for a ride over these hills." 

" No, Will, Mamma does not like 
me to leave my music to go on pleas
ure trips, so I think I shall have to 
deny myself this time," replied Mary. 

Wilfred knew before he asked her 
that his sister had just been scolded 
for neglecting her music, so he was 
not disappointed with the answer he 
received. On the contrary, if he had 
not been pretty sure of receiving just 
such an answer it is doubtful if Mary 
woflld have got the kind invitation. He 
simply wanted a plausible reason for 
going over to see Alice Kenton at 
such an early hour. Being the son of 
the wealthiest farmer in the county, he 
was not kept at home by agricultural 
duties. 

So Will strode leisurely toward the 
barn. He entered the stable and soon 
came forth leading his horse, Dewy 
Iris. She was a magnificent animal, 
of a rich bay color. Her pedigree in
cluded the best blood of old Kentucky 
and reached directly back to Imported 
Messenger. 

Will mounted and started down the 
lane. The birds sang merrily in the 
trees along the hedgerows; the grass 
looked fresh and green, and as the 
clatter of his horse's hoofs came float
ing up to Will's ears he thought what 
a fine place this world is. Alas, how 
soon that joy was to he changed to 
bitterest gall! How soon that heart, 
filled with pleasant thoughts and kind 
intentions, was to be overwhelmed with 
sorrow! 

Will turned his steed into the shady 
lane that led up to Alice's pleasant 
home. When he reached the house 
he found a grizzly black horse already 
tied to the hitching-post. This ewe-
necked brute he recognized as Kirk 
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Pyatt's horse—one of no breeding 
whatever. Kirk's grandfather had pur
chased it from a drover for the boy to 
ride to the neighboring academy. But 
the animal had developed great run
ning powers and had on more than one 
occasion caused Will's pampered thor
oughbred to put forth every effort. 

However, the presence of this gentle
man caused Will no uneasiness. Kirk 
was the son of a poor tenant of his 
father and had, doubtless, called to see 
Mr. Kenton on some matter of busi
ness. 

So Will walked boldly up to the door 
and rang the bell. The queenly Alice 
answered the summons in |>erson. 

When Will asked her to take a ride 
she replied that she had already prom
ised Kirk, and in the course of their 
conversation informed him that hence 
forth his calls would not he altogether 
pleasant, and even hinted that his 
fortunate successor was no other than 
Kirk Pyatt. 

Will was dumfounded. His hair 
stood on end and his voice stuck in his 
throat. When he recovered himself he 
simply said, " Good morning," walked 
rapidly to his horse and rode home at 
a furious pace and resolved that in 
the future Kirk Pyatt should be his 
mortal enemy. 

* *' * * * 

All is excitement. The country 
people have risen early, and have 
already finished the chores in order to 
attend the coming event. And what 
is that? Nothing but a country fair. 
An exhibition that would be viewed by 
their city cousins with contempt. But 
to them it is, indeed, an extraordinary 
occasion. The men can examine the 
newest improvements of the machinery 
and talk politics. The women can 
admire the fruit exhibits, the fancy 
work and the quilts. And the chil
dren can see Kiko, the wild man of 
Borneo; the petrified woman and all 
the other wonderful things which in

ventive mind can produce to catch the 
pennies of the unwary. 

On this particular morn the sun rose 
gloriously over the eastern hills and. 
kissing the frosted leaves of the oak 
and maple, caused them to shed tears 
of joy, and then, the short thread of 
their lives being severed by old Father 
Time, they dropped slowly to Mother 
Earth. 

A little after noon the ])eople a t the 
fair flocked to the race-track. There 
was to be a two-mile running race. A 
large purse had l>een offered and every
one looked forward to a gtxxl race. 
The contestants were Kirk Pyatt and 
Wilfred Marston, along with two or 
three others. 

Look! They are now coming out 
to exercise their horses. A few min
utes pass by. The bell in the judge's 
stand rings and they line up for a 
start. Once, twice they start, but are 
called back. Once more they try it. 
The starter yells " Go " and thev are 
off. 

Once, twice around, with Dewy Iris 
and Kirk Pyatt's horse. Keen, far 
ahead of the others. Three times 
around and the bay still leads by a 
length. But steadily the black gains— 
a foot, a yard. Look! He passes her 
as they come down the home-stretch. 
On he goes. Steadily gaining and now 
he has it by half a length. When, 
oh! he slips. He recovers himself, 
but the bay darts under the wire two 
feet ahead. 

Umbrellas wave, hats fly in the air 
and the shouts of the people are deaf
ening. as they attempt to show their 
appreciation of the greatest race ever 
witnessed at an Emmetsville fair. The 
verdict comes out on the judges' stand: 
"Dewy Iris wins this race: time. 
1 :57lA-" Again they shout when 
they read the figures at that time un
heard of. 

The victor dismounts, gives his 
horse to a groom and walks toward 
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the exit, under the grand-stand. The 
band strikes up that stirring air, " See, 
the Conquering Hero Comes." 

Again the people greet him with 
applause, but he does not feel happy 
in his triumph. In his mind a great 
battle is being waged—a battle with 
pride and a love of revenge pitted 
against conscience. Although Will is 
proud to 1>e the victor and thinks he is 
glad to have had revenge on Kirk, he 
knows that the better horse did not get 
the laurels. He knows that had it not 
l>een for a small marble carelessly 
dropped on the track by some passing 
boy Dewy Iris would have been de
feated. 

At last his better nature triumphed. 
He sought out Kirk Pyatt and said: 
" Kirk, on account of a fancied wrong, 
I have been unfriendly to you. I hope 
to be so no longer, and to prove this, 
I give you the purse of this race, which 
I know you longed for to help you 
in your college course, and which you 
would have won had it not been for 
an accident. I hope you'll accept it." 

Kirk objected seriously, but Will 
overcame his objections, and soon 
departed for his home, happier than 
for many a day, having proved to his 
own satisfaction the theory that it is 
more blessed to give than to receive. 

PRALL. 

Nora and Bridget  Tel l  Their  Ex
periences .  

"2^ ND h ere ye are agin, Nora," said 
a sprighty voice as the door 

opened and Bridget walked into the 
room. "And its here where I'm always 
afther finding you Bridget," said Nora. 

Bridget and Nora were friends of 
Mrs. Mulligan's and they were fond 
of meeting there Thursday afternoons 
to discuss the events of the week, for 
they were both servants in different 
families. Bridget had just taken a 

new position that week, and so the con
versation to-day proved to be of more 
interest than usual. "And have ye 
gotten along all right this week?" said 
Mrs. Mulligan as Bridget took off her 
hat and coat and settled herself for the 
afternoon. "O, yis, but its a funny 
experience oi've had this week. Whin 
the mistress asked phwat I could do, 
1 says, O! swape, dust, clean, cook or 
most anything. Well she says the 
cook has left, so suppose you try being 
cook for awhile. So I hurries to the 
kitchen and soon was awhisking around 
seein' what I could git for lunch. The 
mistress soon appeared with a very 
foncy cap and apron, and whin I seen 
'em comin' I says to meself, Bridget, 
and its yourself that '11 no t wear such 
things; says she smoiling swate like, 
would ye moind a waitin' on the table 
this day, for me waitress is home sick? 
Well at first I objected, and thin when 
she acted so swate loike I says yis, oi'll 
do it this once. At last lunch was ready 
and whin the bell r ang I says to meself, 
now Bridget, this is whin ye show these 
people what you kin do. So I walks 
into the dinin'-room with the soup on 
me tray, and I holds me chin in the air 
sort of grand loike. I served the mis
tress first and turns to serve a young 
mon sitting alongside of the daughter, 
whin what should I do but catch me toe 
and spills that soup right in his lap. 
The mistress glares at me and thin says 
Bridget, get that young gintleman some 
towels and help him remove that soup. 
Well I wipes it off to the best of my 
ability, and the rest of the things I 
passed in fear and thremblin'. Whin-
iver I come up to anybody, they moved 
sort of one side. It was afther lunch 
that I was fearin most, and whin I saw 
the mistress comin oi knew io had cause 
for fear. Bridget, she says a glarin at 
me, do you know whose lap you was 
afther upsettin the soup in? Oi said 
no mam, and oi do not. It was the 
Count de Menier's or such ridiklous 
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name. Well, I says, oi'm very sorry 
mam, but is his lap better than ony-
bodys? Well, says she, its plain to be 
seen you-ve niver been in families 
where they entertain titled gintlemans. 
He was a great friend of me daughter's, 
and oi'm afraid he'll not come agin. 
And its not much of a mon says I, that 
would lave a girl for a little Occident 
loike that. This made the mistress 
mad, and she says, its a sorry day for 
me whin you darkened me doors, and 
I gits mad and yells out, oi'll lave this 
minute. Whin she seen I meant it, she 
was all smiles and begged me to stay 
until she could git somelxxly else, but 
do that oi wouldn't, and l>egorra, Nora, 
oi don't care to work at a house where 
they have Counts or titled gintlemans, 
as they call 'em." 

"Yis, Bridget, they're bad enough, 
but the indispositions are worst." "And 
sure Nora, what are indispositions?" 
"Well, it's just this way, Bridget, the 
mistress comes in the kitchen and says, 
Nora, I should like to have a dainty 
breakfast prepared, and sint upstairs 
as soon as possible to the mister, he's 
not feelin' able to be down this morn-
in', in fact, he's indisposed. But the 
strange part of it is Nora, that the in
dispositions always come afther they've 
had a smoker or some sich thing at the 
club. And these indispositions is 
gittin' too frequent to suit me. To tell 
ye the truth if my Moike acted that way 
oi should say it's the effect of hard 
drinkin'." 

"Hump! and it's strange names they 
be a callin' some things nowadays," said 
Mrs. Mulligan, "titled gintlemanhs and 
indispositions. But come now the tay's 
ready, and oi've got some foine cream 
that Mrs. Flanigan sint over, and so 
we'll all dhrown our troubles in our tay 
cups." G. P. M. 

Patronize the advertisers who pat
ronize the SIGNAL. 

A Glimpse of  An cient  Athens .  

\ T HAD been a l ong, dreamy afternoon. 
Toward sunset a small party of us 

made our way to the Acropolis. When 
we r eached the Parthenon, the rest said 
they wanted to see the sunset from a 
point a few rods distant. As I pre
ferred to wait where I was, I rested on 
the steps with my head against one of 
those old, old pillars. At once I fell 
to thinking, as I often did, of what the 
Acropolis, with all its buildings, must 
have been in the brilliant and glorious 
days of its first splendor. A slight 
movement at my side caused me to turn 
my head. There stood a little, old 
man. I say little, he was not small, but 
the weight of years seemed to rest on 
his bent shoulders. His sad, dreamy 
face was turned toward the setting sun. 
Thus he stood for some minutes until, 
turning, he saw me. When, in answer 
to his question of what I was doing 
there, I replied that I was dreaming 
of the Acropolis in its past splendor, the 
lines of his face softened, and in a rich, 
mellow voice he related his story. 
"Centuries and centuries ago, I in some 
way offended Zeus. In a burst of pas
sion he put me to sleep. Since that 
time I have been allowed to tread this 
earth for a single day once in even-
hundred years." 

After saying this the stranger mo
tioned me to follow him. All was 
blank until I found myself with my 
companion, going up the many steps 
of the Propylrea. We entered the 
central gateway and passed through the 
rows of marble columns. Then it was 
that I discovered that everything was 
as it must have originally been. Never 
before had I realized the exquisite 
delicacy of the buildings and canings. 
Here I have time and space to tell of 
but a few of the wonders I saw that 
memorable day. 

At our right was the lovely little 
Temple of Wingless Victory, with its 
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beautiful frieze. The columns were 
imposing and very graceful. 

We climbed on up and looked back 
at the walk stretching out like long 
arms to the harbor of Piraeus. The 
man at my side told me how, if he had 
time, he could show me the beautiful 
colonnades that formed the entrance 
into the market-places and gymnasiums. 
He also spoke of the Temple of 
Theseus, the Tower of the Winds, the 
theaters, and many other things of in
terest outside of the Acropolis. 

Turning on our left, we found the 
Erectheum also the Parthenon, the 
finest specimen of Grecian architecture. 
Inside this temple to Athena we saw 
the statue Athena Parthenos, made of 
ivory and gold. We began a close ex
amination of the frieze, the Doric pil
lars, and beautiful statuary. While I 
rested against a column, my companion 
explained everything. He told me 
that he had known the sculptor 
Phidias, to whom we owe the mag
nificent decorations of the Parthenon. 
He told me how long it had taken to 
carve this and that, until everything 
became confused in my mind. Pres
ently he approached me and dropped 
something into my hand and I awoke 
to find myself holding a small piece of 
plaster which had become loosened and 
fallen from a part of the building. 

Heroes  of  Science.  
JJLiE history of the world is written 

in the biographies of its great men. 
As Emerson said, "There is properly no 
history—only biography." In the 
world of science it is the same. The 
discovery and unfolding of some of the 
greatest of nature's secrets is but the 
result of the indomitable courage, un
swerving loyalty and the never-ending 
perseverance of the scientists, who have 
made the world almost a new one by 
bringing it out of its ruts and me

diaeval cobwebs and delusions, and put
ting it in the light of facts and truth. 

Science includes all branches of work 
and study. We can easily see how im
portant is the benefit it confers on 
mankind, if for an instant we think of 
the great factories, the immense lines 
of railroads and steamships, the long 
stretches of the telegraph and cable, 
the numerous improvements in cities all 
made possible by the fact that a Fara
day, a Stephenson, a Morse and an 
Edison lived and worked. On the 
other hand compare the text-books of 
to-day with those of a century or 
less ago. Note the change. See the 
difference, and thank such men as Ba
con, Newton, Gray, Agassiz, Fiske and 
Spencer for them. 

A hero is one who by some self-
sacrifice benefits others. The fact that 
Pasteur by a lifetime of tedious labor 
for the benefit of the work, changed the 
whole system of medicine shows the 
prompting and inherent spirit of the 
her.oes of science. In the science of 
botany it was necessary that Asa Gray, 
should live, and by his unflagging zeal 
and hard labor give to the world a 
better system of classification than that 
of Linnaeus the natural one, that of 
classifying species on their natural basis 
of affinity. 

What is of more value to us to-day 
than electricity? There has hardly been 
a time when such a power wis not 
known. We hear of electric attraction 
being described by Thales in 600 B. C. 
But it was not until the eighteenth and 
nineteenth centuries that any great 
benefit was derived from this power. 
We read of Oersted, Faraday and 
Morse each in turn doing something 
towards the perfecting of the great sys
tem of electric telegraph. To these 
men we are deeply indebted for their 
experimental work, which has resulted 
in lessening figuratively, to such an 
extent, the distance from Philadelphia 
to Chicago, and from New York to 
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Paris. This is only one phase of the 
work. The benefits to the world of 
electricity can hardly be enumerated, 
and there are innumerable things which 
may still be done. 

Up to the time of Count Rumford 
heat was thought to be a fluid, which 
could enter the pores of bodies and be 
by compression expelled. One day 
Count Rumford while watching the 
boring of a large cannon noticed that 
there was a great quantity of heat pro
duced. Arranging a machine similar 
to the one he had seen working, he 
collected the heat in a cylinder and used 
it to boil water. The people were 
astonished to see water boil and no fire 
near. Thompson proved that there 
was no limit to the amount of heat that 
could Ire produced by the friction of two 
bodies. He also established the fact 
that heat was a form of motion, not a 
substance that could Ire put in a sponge 
like water and squeezed out again. 
This Dynamic Theory of heat was one 
of the radical changes made in scientific 
work. 

To the eminent scientist Pasteur we 
attribute the great modern ideas con
cerning medicine. Previous to his 
discoveries, medicine was but a collec
tion of rules dependent for application 
and examination upon the judgment of 
the physician. Pasteur's great work 
was the Germ Theory of Communicable 
Diseases. No great scientific theory 
has ever Ireen accepted without oppo
sition. Neither was this. At last the 
theory that all communicable diseases 
are produced and kept alive by con-
tagium was accepted. Pasteur argued 
and proved that many of these diseases 
could be prevented, or lightened, by 
vaccination. His great experiment 
along this line was in treating cases of 
hydrophobia which was a decided suc
cess. 

The natural sciences are represented 
by such men as Audobon, Von Hum
boldt, Agassiz and Gray. These 

sciences have l>een led on step by step, 
basing the new on what was known 
before. The work has been kept up by 
many until we see the wonders of 
nature and life unlocking in response to 
the keys held by these master hands. 

One of the greatest heroes in natural 
science was Louis Agassiz. From 
early childhood he was interested in 
collecting and classifying, as best he 
could, birds, insects and flowers. It is 
impossible to stop and tell of his boyish 
haunts, his study of insects and fishes, 
his interest in the language of birds and 
his love of flowers. They would in 
themselves make lengthy studies. 

For a long time all countries had 
lreen puzzled over the presence of 
boulders and fossils and quantities of 
loose material known as drift. 
Agassiz's bold theory of glacial action 
explained these phenomena on simple 
and reasonable grounds. His whole 
life was devoted to work that would 
clear up some of the doubtful things 
of nature. 

That heroes are not all of the past is 
proved by that wonderful man Marconi. 
Ever since he was a boy, he has w-orked 
on the subject of wireless telegraphy, 
sacrificing comfort, self and welfare for 
the advancement of his ideas. The 
result can readily be seen. The seem
ingly impossible fact that wireless teleg 
raphy could ever succeed was demon
strated when on that bleak December 
day, while he was waiting in his 
room on the cliffs of Nova Scotia, the 
faint tick of the receiver was heard 
which told to all the world the fact that 
sounds had been transmitted over the 
vast ocean without the use of wires. 
This was all made possible by the per-

. severance of one man. All honor to 
him, and all honor to all heroes of 
science. 

S. MABEL HOAGLAN D. 
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Winged Oracles .  

J N AL,L ages and climes it has been 
the rule with man to worship that 

which he could not comprehend. The 
sun, moon, stars and all the powers of 
earth and air have at one time or an
other had their adorers. From the 
sacred beetle of Egypt to the white 
elephant of Siam, most winged and 
footed creatures have had their vo
taries. Among natural phenomena 
there are few more likely to excite 
wonder in the human mind than those 
constantly presented in the flight of 
birds. In fact it was only within the 
latter part of the nineteenth century 
that the proper theory of flight was 
promulgated and its truth confirmed. 
No wonder, then, that far back in the 
Dark Ages the enfeebled intellects of 
dwellers upon the earth should at
tribute supernatural power to birds. 
The tenacity of tradition is such that 
a belief of this kind once established 
is never entirely eradicated, but de
scends through countless generations, 
losing here and there by the friction 
of enlightenment, until in our day it 
lingers as the theme of the poet and the 
guide of the ignorant. Winged crea
tures have played no mean part in the 
progress and shaping of civilization. 
Apart from their dainty plumage and 
cheering songs, confidence in their 
mystic knowledge and prophetic power 
has sped the acts of human beings or 
barred them by adverse cautionings. 
Rome, it is said, was once saved by 
the cackling of geese, and her legions 
followed her golden eagles to conquer 
the world. Our great bird emblem, 
the American eagle, has had not a little 
to do with inspiring our people to war 
or peace by the figurative flapping of 
its wings. The winged horse Pegasus 
and the pinioned Mercury of the 
Greeks, the winged lions of the 
Assyrians, the universal dragon, the 
dove as Christian emblem of the Holy 

Spirit, and the countless hosts of 
heaven's soaring angels are examples 
of the common consent that wings are 
symbolic of supernatural power. Many 
are the feathered oracles to which all 
nations listen for messages from the 
unknown to forewarn against coming 
events, and many are the superstitions 
still revered by the more ignorant class. 
The solemn, stately, somber crow is 
believed to be especially cognizant of 
coming evil to man. Shakespeare tells 
us that a crow cawed hoarsely at the 
approach of Duncan to the castle of 
Macbeth. Its cry thrice repeated is to 
the Hindoos a sure warning of death. 
The cry of a peacock under a window, 
like the banshee's call, is believed by 
many to foretell death to some one 
within the house. There is probably 
more certainty in the prediction that 
the horribly discordant cry under some 
windows would result in death to the 
peacock. The cock, sacred to Mars, the 
Greek god of war, has had much to do 
with affairs of men other than his 
meddlesome morning engagement. 
Among the West Virginia ' moun
taineers his crowing before the door 
tells of coming visitors; his wife, the 
hen, fixes the time as to-morrow if she 
enters the house with a straw hanging 
to her tail. A lamentable future is 
predicted for the hen that crows, and 
the whistling girl is admonished to take 
warning in the old couplet, "A 
whistling girl and a crowing hen will 
never come to a good end." 

Many a fanciful superstition has 
settled among the mountaineers. Here 
is one requiring more elaborate ob
servance than the coming of a white 
horse after the red-headed girl. When 
the mountain maiden hears the call of 
the first turtle dove in the spring she 
takes off her right stocking, turns it, 
and in the heel she finds a hair which is 
the color of that of her future hus
band. She then takes three steps 
backward, and under the heel of her 
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left foot she will find another. Strange 
to say, equipped though she may be 
with these two hairs, she is often im
posed upon, but then, like many other 
maidens at such a time, she may be 
color-blind. 

The saying that one swallow does 
not make a summer has lost somewhat 
of its sanctity since some wit remarked 
that "One swallow never made any
thing." Nevertheless the adage holds 
that swallows are the heralds of sum
mer. 

The time will come in the career of 
Mother Earth when all these traditions 
will be buried things of the past, and 
poet and antiquarian will search among 
their sepulchres for jeweled thought 
or link to trace migration's chain. 

A G host  Story.  

1* HIS is a true story, for it was told 
to me by my mother, who had it 

directly from her mother, who was 
the heroine of the adventure detailed 
herein. This is the story as grand
mother told it: 

When I was a child I had an aunt 
and some cousins whom I had never 
seen, because they lived so very far 
away from me. Their home was in 
an old house of which many strange, 
weird tales had been told. I thought 
about these stories so much that at last 
it became my sole ambition to pay a 
visit to their house. This was not to 
be for a long time, because in those 
days one made such a trip but once in 
a lifetime, and then lived out the re
mainder of one's existence on the re
membrance of it. 

Finally, however, the long-looked-
for opportunity came. My father was 
to pass that way on business and would 
leave my sister and me within a few 
miles of my aunt's house. 

For a few days everybody about the 
house was busy with the preparations 

for our journey. We were all eager
ness to be off, and it seemed as if the 
time would never pass. At last, how
ever, all was ready, and there came a 
time when the last farewell had been 
said and we were in the railroad coach 
on our way to our aunt's house. The 
journey took two days and was full of 
delightful adventures, but we were glad 
when, at the end of two days, the 
coach stopped to let us off. 

Now we were all alone and not a little 
frightened, because we had never been 
so far away from home before. We 
got into a stage and soon reached our 
aunt's house. What an old house it 
was, with its overhanging eaves and 
dormer windows. It presented a de
lightful outlook to some restless spirit 
of a dead ancestor who may have had 
prowling tendencies. The vers- sight 
of it made us recall all the stories we 
had heard about its being haunted. My 
sister, who was younger than I, be
came very much frightened and sug
gested that we turn back, but I, who 
was very brave in those days, gave a 
vicious pull at the knocker, saying as 
I did so, "I'm not afraid of ghosts." 

We were soon admitted and forgot 
all about our fears until after supper, 
when stories were told as we were 
seated about the large old-fashioned 
fireplace. Finally my sister said some
thing about the stories connected with 
the house we were in. "Yes," said my 
cousin Rob, who was a mischievous 
boy, "there is a ghost in this house. It 
is the spirit of our great grandfather. 
He was a miser, as you may have 
heard, and was murdered in his bed by 
his own brother for the sake of his 
gold." We were so awed that we for
got to ask what part of the house 
the restless spirit usually favored with 
his visits. 

When it was time for bed we took 
our candles and went upstairs, for our 
room was to be in the top story of one 
of the wings. We were so tired that 
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it did not take us long to blow out our 
lights, get into bed and to sleep. 

We could not have been sleeping 
many hours when I was awakened by 
hearing my sister moan in a most 
pathetic way. But no, was it my 
sister? As I thought this I heard that 
awful moan again. I looked at my 
sister. It was as dark as pitch in the 
room, but my sister's face stood out 
white and still as she lay beside me in 
bed. I thought of the ghost. Surely 
it must have been he who had come. 
But, oh, my sister—why did she not 
awaken? I shook her, but could not 
rouse her. I listened, but could not 
hear her breathe. I knew then that she 
must be dead. I tried to scream, but 
could not. The cold sweat stood on 
my brow. I crept under the feather 
lied and lay there trembling, and ever 
and anon that awful moan rang 
through the room. I must have re
mained thus for hours, but it seemed 
ages. At last, just as the first faint 
ray of the morning crept across the 
carpet, the moaning ceased, and I must 
have fallen asleep, for the next thing 
that I was conscious of was my sister 
calling me to get up. 

I could not believe my eyes, and 
neither could she believe hers, for my 
experience of the night had made my 
face so pale as to be hardly recogniz
able. 

"Why, what is the matter? You 
look as if you'd seen a ghost," said my 
sister. 

"I haven't seen a ghost, but " 
and then I told her the whole story. 
I was very much wrought up over it, 
but my sister only laughed and said: 

"Oh, it was only a bad dream. I 
should not have asked Rob to tell us 
a ghost story just before bed-time." 

At breakfast my cousin Rob, 
noticing my silence, said: "Well, it's 
easy to tell which one of you was 
favored by the ghost last night." At 
that I began to cry, and was finally 

induced to tell them all about it. My 
cousin Rob laughed so immoderately 
that I began to feel a little bit foolish. 

"Never mind, cousin," said Rob 
when breakfast was over, "come out 
into the garden with me and I'll show 
you the ghost." I thought he was 
going to make sport of me, and would 
not at first go with him; but at last I 
went, and what do you think we 
found? Rob first showed us a nest 
right under the window of the room 
in which we had slept, and then, with a 
long pole, he gave it a poke. At such 
treatment three sleepy little owls 
pushed their heads out of the nest and 
gave a most melancholy hoot that 
sounded quite different in the morning 
from the pitiful moaning I had heard 
the night before. But I could readily 
see how my excited imagination had 
conjured up a ghost out of these three 
lonely little barn owls. 

Miss ZENNICK, 
Sen. II.-3. 

What's  in  a  Name ?  

JTANTASTIC as the speculation may be, 
no one doubts that people's names 

may have an influence upon their lives. 
More certainly than the stars, our 
names control our destinies, for they 
are not a meaningless collection of 
syllables, but have deep-rooted rela-| 
tions. The possibilities of names, the 
influence they may exert is realized 
by seemingly few people. A noble 
heritage is a name which has come 
down unstained through a long line of 
ancestors. One is forced to live up 
to such a name. But there are names 
to which one can come down, and the 
answer to the solemn request in bap
tism is of manifold importance. 
Sometimes names are chosen in
discriminately, and yet it is hard 
to decide on a suitable one, when 
no one knows how the child's character 
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will develop. For instance, two fond 
parents whose pride was a bright baby 
girl, named her Brillianna Diamondina, 
which translated means "Brilliant 
Diamond"; the implied prophecy was 
not fulfilled. To put it mildly, she 
was in after life celebrated for far other 
qualities than that of brilliancy. This 
proves beyond a doubt that names and 
persons should be in harmony. 

But to return to the theory that 
persons are strangely influenced by 
nature of names and ideas they convey. 
A parent who has endowed a child with 
the appellation of Algeron has in
deed shouldered an appalling responsi-
bility. The child inost probably will 
wear curls and play dolls until the age 
of eight or nine years. But when he 
has reached years of discretion, or 
rather indiscretion, ah then, he will 
sport a monocle, curl his hair with an 
iron, and toy with a dainty cane. 
John, on the other hand, presents to 
you the image of a sturdy little fist-
fighter, who will develop into a quiet, 
courageous man. How different is 
Jack, the thorough-going sophomore 
swell, who, parading the campus in 
full golf regalia accompanied by a 
meerschaum pipe, is the envy of all the 
freshman, and whose only ambition 
in life is to ensure his chum's sister a 
jolly time at commencement. 

Before we leave college life we must 
not forget the cherry-faced athlete 
Dick, who is always the under one in 
a foot-ball scrimmage, and who rises 
to his full glory in a cane rush. 
Patience is a virtue where the Fweddies 
and Willies are concerned, for the mere 
mention of their names fills one with 
commiseration. Our hopes are real
ized, our pride is high in the young 
subaltern Tommy, who was once 
a little freckle - faced scapegrace. 
Cowardice is unknown to Phil, who is 
"de leader ob de gang" in all pro
ceedings where mischief reigns 
supreme, but whose repentance is so 

unfeigned that forgiveness is easy. A 
serious strain is noticeable in Harry, 
but j>erhaps, fo r this very reason, when 
a reaction comes he is more boisterous 
than all the rest. Tom, Dick and 
Harry are noted for their omni
presence ; they have even crq>t un
noticed into this humble composition. 
Last, but not least, comes Charlie, the 
Prince of Good Fellows. 

Trix is the dashing girl with lots of 
vim, who looks back to torn-boy days 
of other years. Dorothy overwhelms 
one with gush. Grace is charming. 
Kittie, loving little girl, purrs and sings 
through life, for some one is always 
ready to care for her. Jane is the tall, 
sedate maiden, with an amused twinkle 
in the depths of her dark eyes. In a 
short-waisted white satin gown, light
ing the candles in the drawing-room of 
an old colonial mansion, is Priscilla, 
ready to tread the stately minuet. 
Presiding at the tea table is Polly, her 
sunny face and happy eyes inviting us 
to partake of a lavish hospitality. 
Jerushy Ann, in many-hued calico 
gown, her fair arms displayed to the 
elbow, treads lightly around the farm
house kitchen, making her far-famed 
pies and oh! delicious cookies. Prud
ence is a shy maiden, but a perfect 
jewel in emergencies. Josephine bores 
us to death with the servant question. 
The beruffled and betucked summer 
girl is protrayed by Geraldine. We 
bow before Elinor, tall and stately, 
proud and cold. We stand convicted 
of cowardice before Bridget, the ruler 
of our culinary department, whose 
weapon, the frying-pan, can be used 
at times with great results. And just 
here, Bridget would never forgive 
negligence of Pat. Does that homely, 
pathetic little name call up a vision 
of a saintly missionary? No! but of 
a good-natured Irish policeman, with 
a perpetual smile of brotherly love on 
his face, ready to risk his life, if need 
be, for the least of mankind. Su-
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sanne, in trim black gown and fetching 
white apron, coming into her mistress' 
presence with a pert, "Yes, milady," 
ever on her laughing red lips, is our 
ideal French maid. With lace man
tilla framing her charming face, be
tween the lips of which a cigarette is 
gently pressed, is Carmencita, the 
Spanish senorita. A bonnie Scotch 
thistle is Kate. A blushing rose is the 
English Mary. Gretchen is the fair, 
sleepy-eyed German maiden. Wilhel-
mina, the quaint little Dutch girl por
trays. But what shall we name the 
glorious American girl? If you can 
imagine a name that suggests every 
pleasant quality of mind and person, 
every grace and beauty of character, 
every noble and courageous attribute 
of the soul, it is her due. But if there 
is no name under the sun that expresses 
all this and more, name her not at all. 

Aunt S ue's  Pete .  

" £F YO doan clar outin hyar, yo 
good fer nothin' little piece. I 

suttinly shall tend to yo case. I done 
tole you ter sweep off'n the porch long 
ago." Such mode of expression was 
nothing out of the ordinary from 
rough but good-natured Aunt Sue, and 
Peter, who was bound to get as much 
possible good from his ailin's as could 
be gotten, answered, "I sholy cayn't 
sweep off'n the porch jest now. I'se 
got de rheumatizzy or feel bad. The 
shootin' pains brings me down ebery 
minnit, and Miss Agnes doan want no 
such goin's on on the porch. Peoples 
ud think I hed fits." 

"Huh! Shucks! Rheumatiz iz a 
common ailin' o' yourn, Pete; comes 
011 by spells. Sholy de way you come 
hoppin' along ter breakfus' wasn't no 
good fer hit. Come! git along and 
clyar de porch. None o' your foolin'." 

"Pete! Pete!" called a voice familiar 

to both, and Pete was off in a twink
ling. 

"Nebber seed sech a dubble-tongued, 
deceetful niggar," muttered Aunt Sue. 
"He's dat lazy he nebber would eat ef 
some un didn't fix his vittles and set 'em 
right down under his'n nose. But I 
lubs he a powerful lot, and he be sech a 
poor, bony little critter I likes to see 
him eat, and so I does things up nice 
fer him. Hit don seem to be doin' 
him no good. Hit's my plain dooty 
to eddicate him right, and as he ain't 
eddicating right, I'll hev to 'sider a 
spell. Brer Jones he sez, 'When yo 
don know, think, and I recken he's hed 
'sperience in sech matters." 

When Pete appeared in the kitchen 
a few minutes later Aunt Sue was 
cooking busily. Indeed, it was the 
delicious fragrance floating out to 
where he sat merrily twanging on a 
cornstalk fiddle that had lured him to 
the spot. The little ragged figure 
caught Aunt Sue's eye, and she called 
to him, "Come yer and stir this puddin' 
whiles I gits the seasonin's, Pete." The 
rheumatic one obeyed, though rather 
too quickly to suit Aunt Sue. She 
stepped swiftly to a table across the 
kitchen and returned to his side, hold
ing a big bottle and a bigger spoon. 
Pete was intent on the stirring. 

"Miss Agnes and I's worrited about 
yo rheumatizzy, and we done got " 
Pete looked up startled, dropped the 
ladle, and made toward the door, but 
Aunt Sue's hand was on his shoulder 
before he got there. "Now, honey," 
she said in a soothing tone, "hit don 
taste bad, an' the rheumatizzy iz a heap 
wusser, fer rheumatiz leads to hart 
trebble an' hart trebble ends in de 
grabe" (this in a very solemn and ad
juring manner). Pete still struggled. 
"Ef yo do'n' tak' this yer medicin' 
right directly off, yo silly little niggah, 
I'se gwine call Miss Agnes, and then 
won't yo be 'shamed o' yosef!" Pete 
glanced helplessly around. He could 
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see nothing but Aunt Sue, and he gave 
up. One gulp and lie issued from the 
kitchen, swallowing and sputtering like 
a sick chicken. 

Ten minutes later Miss Agnes, hear
ing laughter from the negros' quarters, 
opened her blinds and looked out. 
Pete, on the top rail of the fence ad
joining the house, was holding forth: 
"Aunt Sue she made hit pretty plain 
I mus' tak' de medicin' or die. I 
knowed hit would pretty nigh break 
her heart ef I did, an' I swallered de 
redemshun. Lordy! but hit tasted like 
de fiery furnace Brer Jones tells you 
uns about! I cayn't git de rheumatizzy 
after such a dose, I reckon!" 

J. E. M. 

Under Two Flags .  
JJNDKH the flag of Peace the one, 

under the flag of War the other. 
Side by side the English colonies grew, 
or rather survived, the Spanish domain 
of Cuba, under whose ever-vigilant 
eye sprang the future Republic of 
America, and while those "thirteen 
original colonies" grew, and threw off 
the English yoke of tyranny, Cuba 
struggled in her thralldom. For one 
hundred years and more, "The Pearl 
of the Antilles" looked with discon
tentment upon the "Land of the Free 
and the Home of the Brave," a land 
gradually absorbing power and throw
ing its arms around possessions once 
owned by its oppressors. "The 
spirit of freedom is contagious," and 
Antonio Maceo and Maximo Gomez 
came to the relief of Cuba in her strug
gle for freedom and independence. 
Now Cuba is free from all her sub
jection and tyranny of foreign powers, 
and now well she may claim to be "a 
home for any man." 

In what more of a gratifying situa
tion could the United States be placed? 
What could be a better and nobler view 
than that of a liberator rescuing a 

starving people from devastation and 
destruction, relieving the panic-stricken 
from torture and cruel death; protect
ing a victorious and determined 
nation ? 

With interest should the American 
people look upon the progressive 
Islanders. What we see to-day among 
them is exactly what so interested our 
forefathers a century ago. They have 
accomplished the task long decreed by 
the Fates—a task over which they 
have been laboring for over three hun
dred years; in fact, ever since 
Velasquez with his barbarious clan 
overrun and subdued its peaceful in
habitants during the conquest of 151-
—as 'twas then misrule became a 
prominent policy of the mother 
country. 

Now that one more star is added 
to the flag of western freedom, may 
the day hasten on when this sphere 
shall contain 110 v assal of any foreign 
power. '01 • 

Do Not's  for  Summer Vacat ion .  
Do not leave your room without 

wearing slippers. 
Do not get down to breakfast later 

than 7:30. 
Do not go to the table without wear

ing a collar and necktie. 
Do not complain about the food. 
Do not leave the table without con

sent from the head of the family. 
Do not throw missiles down the 

stairs before 5 A. M. 
Do not halloo from your window. 
Do not run upstairs. 
Do not throw the waste-basket down 

the stairs. 
Do not stay out later than 10:30 

P. M., and then not oftener than twice 
a week. 

Do not call on your best girl oftener 
than once in three weeks, and then be 
sure and report at 9:30 P. M. 

Do nothing that is intolerable and 
entirely uncalled for. 



BASF-HALL TKAM. 
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*P HE SIGNAL Board presents to you 
this month the last edition of THE 

SIGNAL which they will have the 
pleasure to edit. About a month ago, 
at a meeting of the Board, it was de
cided, if the students were willing, to 
combine the June and Commencement 
numbers. You willingly gave your 
consent, and hence this is the last 
edition of THE SIGNAL for this school 
year. 

We wish to thank the students for 
their hearty support during the past 
year and to extend our wishes to the 
new SIGNAL Board for a most pros
perous year. 

Part of it are to enter the teaching 
world, part are to enter college and part 
to enter the business world. 

One thing must always be borne in 
mind by those who graduate. Do not 
by any means think that your school 
days are over. Always lie students. 
Always be anxious to learn. Never 
forget that the eartli is an immense 
school-house and that you are one of 
its numerous scholars. 

As you go out in the world to assume 
the manifold duties of life, never for
get what you have learned at school, 
and above all, never forget the school 
itself, your alma mater. 

2?1 NOTH ER commencement is at hand. 
The record of one more year has 

gone down in the annals of the New 
Jersey State Schools. One more class 
has completed the prescribed course. 

Base-Bal l .  
*1"HE national pastime is now reign

ing supreme among colleges 
and preparatory schools. As com
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mencement draws nearer the base-ball 
fever increases in proportion, and the 
State Schools are no exception to the 
rule. We have a base-ball team of 
which every student should feel proud. 
Out of six games played but two have 
been lost—a most enviable record for 
any school team. 

The remarkable success of the team 
has 1>eeu d ue to several causes. In the 
first place there was a large amount of 
good material on hand at the first of 
the season, and Captain Edwards had 
a most promising lot of candidates 
from which to choose a team. That he 
chose wisely the record of the team con
firms. Every man seemed to be the 
right man in the right place. 

A remarkable feature of every game 
played was the spirit and vim mani
fested by each of the players in the 
State Schools' team. Even in the face 
of defeat they still kept "in the game," 
and never gave up until the last man 
was retired. Every student of the 
State Schools should take off his hat 
to the members of the 1902 base-ball 
team: 

The first game was played with the 
Rider-Stewart-Moore Business Col
lege team on April 19th, 1902, and 
was won easily by the State Schools. 
At no stage of the game were the busi
ness college boys at all dangerous, 
being entirely outplayed at every point. 
This game certainly gave promise to a 
most successful season for the team. 

lowed the visitors but two hits up to 
the seventh inning, when he let up a 
little and, aided by some errors by the 
home nine, the "Creams" secured four 
runs, but not near enough to win the 
game. 

The score follows: 

STATE SCHOOLS. 
R. H. 0. A. E. 
2 2 I O I 
3 2 6 5 0 
3  2  1 4  2  
1 1 6 1 o 
0 2 0 2 0 
O O 10 I 0 
0  1 2  0  0  
10 10 0 
0 0 0 0 0 
2 10 0 4 

Totals 12 11 27 13 7 

THE CREAMS. 

R. H. O. A. E. 
Moorehead, 2b 1 o I 2 o 
Nixon, ss 1 o I 2 1 
Rogge, If. 2 2 2 o 2 
Thomson, p 1 1 o 4 I 
Topping, cf 2 2 o o o 
Larzalere, lb o 2 8 I o 
Rechard. rf o o o o o 
Wells, 3b., 1 1 2 o 2 
Waite, c 1 o 10 2 o 

Totals, 9 8 24 11 6 

The Creams 00010042 2—  9  
State Schools, 1 03 1 0502 x—12 

Two-base hit—Topping. Struck out—Glas-
pey. 7; Thomson. 8. Bases on balls—Glaspey. 
3: Thomson, 6. Balk—Glaspey. Hit by 
pitched ball—Rogge, Larzalere, Topping. Ed
wards. Stolen bases—Dawson (3), Rosen-
crans. Edwards (3), Glaspey (2). Soehl (6). 
Murphy. Green, Rogge. Wells. Wild pitch— 
Thomson. Time of game—2:10. Umpire— 
Wainwright. 

Dawson, If., 
Heath, c., 
Rosencrans, 3b 
Edwards, 2b 
Glaspey, p., 
Soehl, lb., 
Kiser, cf., 
Murphy, rf., 
Chamberlain, rf., 
Green, ss 

On April 26th, 1902, the second The next game was played on 
game of the season was played. The May 10th, 1902. at Williamson School, 
State Schools had for their opponents ' Media, Pa. This game resulted in the 
"The Creams," a team composed of first defeat of the season, but the State 
Lawrenceville students. Schools nine took their medicine like 

Since the first game most of the men, and came home greatly pleased 
players had develojied wonderfully in by the hospitable way in which they 
fielding as well as in batting. were treated by the Williamson team. 

Glaspey was in fine form, and al- The score follows: 
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WILLIAMSON. 

R. H. O. A. E. 
Evans, p 2 I o 2 o 
Hostetter. ss I I 5 3 o 
Halsey, If l 2 3 o o 
Snavely, 3b 2 o 2 I I 
McKibben, ib., 1 1 11 o 1 
I.likens, cf., O o o o 0 
Koches'bgr, rf., 1 1 o o o 
Ester, c o 1 4 1 1 
Prichard, 2b 0 1 2 2 1 

Totals 8 8 27 9 4 

STATE SCHOOLS. 
R. H. 0. A. E. 

Dawson, If 2 o 3 o 1 
Heath, c o o 2 o I 
Rosencrans, 3b o o 2 1 2 
Edwards, 2b 1 2 5 o 1 
Soehl, ib 1 3 9 o o 
Glaspey, p., 1 2 o 2 0 
Kiser, cf 1 0 3 o. o 
Chamberlain, rf. 1 1 0 o o 
Green, ss o o o 3 0 
Murphy, rf., o o o o 1 

Totals 7 8 21 6 6 

Williamson, 6 1 0000 1 o *—8 
State Schools, 01000600 o—7 

Two-base hit—Soehl. Base on balls—Off 
Glaspey, 2; Evans, 3. Struck out—By Evans, 
4- Passed balls—Heath, 1; Ester, 1. Stolen 
bases—Dawson (2), Heath, Edwards, Soehl 

t (2), Evans, Lukens, Koches'bgr, Prichard. 
Time of game—2:05. Umpire—Mr. Rupp. 

On May 17th, 1902, the Williamson 
team played a return game here with 
the State Schools nine. 

The home team set out to win, and 
were putting up a great game when 
the visitors objected to one of the um
pire's decisions and the game was for
feited to the home team 9 to o. 

The score: 

STATE SCHO OLS. 
R. H. 0. A. E. 

Dawson, If., 1 1 3 o 0 
Heath, c., o o 5 3 1 
Rosencrans, 3b I I 1 2 I 
Edwards, 2b o 1 4 2 o 
Soehl, ib., 1 1 9 1 1 
Glaspey, p 2 1 o o o 
Kiser, cf., 1 2 2 o o 
Murphy, rf 1 1 1 o o 
Green, ss o o 2 2 4 

Totals 7 8 27 10 7 

WILLIAMSON. 
R. H. O. A. E. 

Evans, p 1 2 o 2 o 
Hostetter, ss 2 1 1 3 2 
Lukens, cf 2 o 2 o 0 
McKibbens, ib 1 1 8 1 o 
Snavely, 3b o o 4 o I 
Halsey, c., 1 2 4 1 2 
Prichard, 2b 1 o 4 2 o 
Koches'bgr, If o o 2 0 0 
Brown, If., o 1 o 0 o 
Lemmer, rf o o 1 o o 

Totals, 8 7 26 9 5 
State Schools, 60100000 *—9 
Williamson, 300000 1 2 2—o 

Three-base hit—Glaspey. Two-base hits— 
McKibben, Halsey (2), Kiser, Rosencrans. 
Stolen bases—Dawson (4), Soehl, Kiser, Glas
pey, Evans, Hostetter, Lukens, McKibben. 
Struck out—By Glaspey, 4; Evans, 4. Base 
on balls—Off Evans, 1. Time of game—2:05. 
Umpire—Mr. Wainwright. 

On May 21st the State Schools won 
the easiest game of the season. Their 
opponents were the Quadrangle team 
of Princeton, who proved an easy 
proposition for the home team. 

The score follows: • 

STATE SCHOOLS. 
R. H. 0. A. E. 

Dawson, If., 3 o o o o 
Heath, c., 4 3 1 1 o 
Rosencrans. 3b 2 3 o o o 
Edwards, 2b 2 o 3 2 1 
Soehl, ib. 2 o II o 1 
Williamson, ib., 1 o o o o 
McMickel, p., 2 2 o 4 o 
Kiser, cf., 1 1 o o o 
Murphy, rf., 1 1 o o 2 
Warbasse, ss., 1 1 o 2 o 

Totals 19 11 21 9 4 

QUADRANGLES. 
R. H. O. A. E. 

Franklin, c 1 1 6 1 0 
Bush, ss., 1 1 3 o 1 
Lammis, 3b 1 o 3 o 3 
Brownley, p. and lb o o 1 2 0 
Cole, lb. and p., o I 3 o o 
Erdman, cf., o o 1 o o 
Barr, 2b o o 2 2 o 
Johnson. If o o 2 0 1 
Ely, rf o 0 o o o 

Totals 3 3 21 s 5 
Three-base hit—Heath. Two-base hits— 

Heath (2), Rosencrans, Warbasse. Stolen 
bases—Lammis, Dawson, Edwards, Soehl (3). 
Base on balls—By Brownley, 8; by McMickel, 
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2. Hit by pitcher—Ely. Struck out—By 
Brownley, t ; by Cole, I; by McMickel, 7. 
Umpire—Waiu wright. 

On Saturday, May 24th, the State 
Schools nine journeyed to Hightstown, 
only to meet defeat at the hands of the 
strong Peddie Institute team. 

The visitors' inability to hit Peddie's 
pitcher was the main cause of defeat. 
Although clearly outplayed, the State 
Schools team put up a great game and 
especially Roy Heath, who played a 
most brilliant game behind the bat. 

The score: 

PEDDIE. 

Mason, ss 
R. 
0 

H. 
0 

0. 
0 

A. 
S 

E. 
2 

Ackenbach, 2b 2 4 I 0 
Keen, cf I 0 0 0 
Strause, lb 2 8 0 0 
McCoul'ghy, 3b 0 I 0 0 2 
Faylor, If 0 0 0 O 
Kilborn, rf I 0 0 I 
Bustler, rf 0 0 0 0 O 
Vosbing, c I 13 2 I 
Borden, p I 2 2 O 

Totals 9 9 27 10 6 

STATE SCHOOLS. 
R. H. 0. A. F.. 

Dawson, If 0 0 1 I O 
Heath, c., 0 O 6 I O 
Rosencrans, 3b 0 2 
Edwards, 2b I 1 4 I 2 
Soehl. lb 0 0 6 0 O 
Glaspey, p 0 1 I I 
Kiser, cf 0 0 0 O 
Chamberlain, rf 0 2 I O 
Warbasse, ss 0 1 I 0 

Totals, I 24 9 5 
State Schools I 0 0 0 0 0—2 
Peddie 34000002 *—9 

Stolen bases—Edwards. Glaspey. Kiser, 
Soelil. Sacrifice hit—Kiser. Bases on balls— 
Off Glaspey. 4; off Borden. I. Struck out— 
By Glaspey, 3: by Borden. 12. Umpire— 
Walters. 

club was of superior order. W. A. 
Poleman was director and Miss Jessie 
Ely the accompanist. 

A feature of the program was the 
rendition of "Stories of Nokornis." a 
piano selection by Misses Lewis, Yard, 
Johnson and Bartley. 

Mr. Stretch's phrasing was beautiful, 
and his technique was of a high char
acter. He was warmly encored. Mr. 
Clarence D. Wilson accompanied him. 

Solos by Miss Sutton, Mrs. Robert-
shaw and Mr. Rice were cleverly 
rendered. The program was as fol
lows : 

Hail, Golden Morn Sydenham 
GI.EE CLUB. 

a. Andante Mendelssohn 
b. Mazurke Meynarski 

ALBERT T. STRETCH. 
Stories of Nokornis lVollcnhauft 

Nos. 1 and 2.—VIOLA LEWIS and MARY YARD. 
3 and 4—MARY JOHNSON and META BARTLEY. 

Reader—FRANK ALLEN. 

Could I, Tostie 
ALBERT RICE. 

<1. Merry June Vincent 
b. The Butterfly's Ball Foster 

GLEE CLUB. 

Spring Rhinhold 
MRS. A . F. ROBERTSHAW. 

Love and Summer IVes 
GI.EE CLUB. 

Introduction et Rondo Capricioso 
Camillc (Saint Saens) 

ALBERT T. STRETCH. 

Madrigal Harris 
MISS MARION SUTTON. 

Good Night. Good Night. Beloved, Pinsuti 
GLEE CLUB. 

Glee Club Entertainment .  

*]" HE auditorium was well filled on 
Saturday evening, May 24th, 

when the annual entertainment of the 
Glee Club was given in a highly credit
able manner. The chorus work of the 

After the concert, friends of the club 
were welcomed to a reception in the 
gymnasium, where refreshments were 
served. 

The pleasures of the evening were 
brought to a close by a piano solo of 
that old familiar ballad, "Good-Night 
Ladies." 
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" Le Bourgeois Gentilhomme." 

O N TUESDAY evening, May 27th, 
1*902, Moliere's famous comedy, 

"Le Bourgeois Gentilhomme" was 
given by the members of the French 
classes of the Model School. 

The large audience present showed 
their hearty appreciation of the work 
of the students by their loud and fre
quent bursts of applause. A most 
marked feature of the play was the 
excellent French pronunciation of each 
member of the cast, which testifies to 
the remarkable work which Mademoi
selle Magee has been doing during the 
last year. 

To select the one who acted best in 
the play would indeed be a difficult 
task, for each and every member of the 
cast took his respective part like a pro
fessional, and French professional at 
that. 

Mr. Lilly deserves great credit for 
his accurate and humorous impersona
tion of Monsieur Jourdain, the hero of 
the story. He kept the audience in a 
continual uproar whenever he occupied 
the stage. The part of his wife was 
most ably taken by Miss Frank Allen, 
who appeared as dignity itself per
sonified. Lucile, Mons. Jourdain's 
daughter, and Cleonte, her lover, were 
most creditably impersonated by Miss 
Eugenia MacCauleyand Leon Germain. 
G. Ernest Dale's Dorante and Miss 
Evelyn Beer's Dorimene, were tbe 
height of perfection. Mr. Dale's love-
making was the most natural and life
like that has been seen here for a long 
time. The part of Nicole, servant to 
Mons. Jourdain, was taken by Miss 
Britton. who certainly made a distinct 
hit. because of her lively and pert man
ners. Covielle, valet of Cleonte, and in 
love with Nicole, was impersonated by 
C. Gauntt Holmes, who did not fall 
below any of the caste in histrionic 
merit. Leslie Hays and Arthur Doyle 
appeared as the two Turks, Their 

make-up was excellent, and in the scene 
where they made Mons. Jourdain a 
"Mamamonchin," they made a most 
decided hit. 

Altogether, the play was a most 
meritorious performance. Great credit 
is due to the whole cast and also to 
Mademoiselle Magee, for the most 
pleasing rendition of the play. 

BEING THE TRUE ST ORY OF THE MOST EEA BORATE 
AND SUCCESSFUL CREMATION HEED IN 
YEARS, BY A SENIOR CLASS OF THE MoDEE 

SCHOOL; WHAT THE MODEL SENIORS 
REALLY DI D DO ON THE NIGHT OF MAY 20TH, 
1902, AND FOLLOWING MORNING. 

The Committee on Arrangements for 
Cremation had been busy making and 
perfecting their plans for cremation. 
Everything had been arranged. The 
date set for cremation was May 
20th; the class was to assemble, 
by different routes, at Miss Deutz's 
house near the steamboat wharf, 
and at six P. M. was to board the 
"Massapequa," which had been char
tered for the night, and proceed down 
the river. Refreshments were to be 
secured at Trenton, and served in the 
cabin of the boat cn route. No 
special place had been designated for 
cremation, as the owner of the boat 
said he could land us on Burlington 
Island, or anywhere along the Penn
sylvania shore. This much had lieen 
arranged by the committee on May 
16th. But that evening one of the 
committee heard that the Juniors knew 
our plans, and although they did not 
know the date, yet they knew within 
three or four days. 

The following day a quorum of the 
committee met, and after talking the 
matter over with Mr. Bowers, the 
owner of the "Massapequa," it was 
decided not to change our plans, but to 
run the risk of the Juniors not know
ing the exact date, and with the hope 
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that we might leave Trenton before 
they suspected us. 

However, the following Tuesday it 
was reported that the Juniors had 
learned the exact date, and the proof 
that they knew our plans was that one 
of them, together with his brother, 
spent three hours driving up and down 
Lamherton street near the wharf on 
Monday night. This, together with 
the state of the weather, was not calcu
lated to inspire the committee. In pay 
for their trouble they received the as
surance that their plans were known 
by the Juniors, and the "weather man" 
had prepared to soak them. 

During the day the affair was talked 
over, and it was finally decided to carry 
out the original plan with some al
terations. The class was to board 
the "Massapequa" at Bordentown, 
Florence and Bristol. The refresh
ments were to be put on the boat at 
Trenton in the afternoon, then the boat 
would return to her moorings; and 
promptly at 6:15 P. M. to start for 
Bordentown. The members of the 
class were to go various ways to their 
appointed places of embarkation, and 
wait for the lx)at. The boat left Tren
ton just five minutes before one of the 
trains for Bordentown, so any Juniors 
who might be watching the boat could 
not catch that train, and the "Massa
pequa" would leave Bordentown be
fore the next train or trolley from 
Trenton arrived. A party of ten got 
to Morrisville, by various ways, during 
the afternoon and proceeded to Bristol. 
There they went to one of our former 
classmate's house, Mr. Sidney Morris, 
and he was invited to go with us. 
About 8:30 P. M. the "Massapequa" 
arrived in Bristol, and it was reported 
that no Juniors had been met and that 
every member of Model '02 was aboard. 
Also Professor Whitbeck, Professor 
Secor, Miss Bosworth, Miss Bockee 
and Miss Magee. Several other mem

bers of the faculty had been invited, 
but they feared to brave the weather. 

From Bristol the "Massapequa" 
slowly made her way down the Dela
ware. Orders were given to repair to 
the cabin, where salad, sandwiches and 
coffee were served. Then we returned 
to the upper deck, and an extempor
aneous program was carried out. Miss 
Bockee favored us with a' recitation. 
Mr. Lilly with some "hot air," Misses 
Magee, Seville, Davies and Mr. Bul
lock with some well-rendered songs. 

Thus the time passed swiftly and we 
hardly realized that we had been down 
the river as far as Delanco, and had 
begun the return trip. 

Suddenly Mr. Lilly arose and, after 
gaining the attention of all, began to 
recite an original "something." We 
lack a name for it, so publish it here
with in order that you may judge for 
yourself. 
Hearken! my class-mates, and you shall hear. 
Of an escapade of the Juniors dear. 
I heard it myself and would you believe, 
I've kept it for twenty-four hours up my sleeve. 
But now is the time to bring it all out. 
In order you all may have a good shout. 
For as I stand here, I swear you will roar 
When I tell you what I heard through the 

floor. 
They were all alone there in the big music-

room, 
Nothing was heard, not even the broom 
Of the janitress sweeping, as ever she is. 
But I must stop here and get down to "biz." 
Phillips was there, and big Irish Murph. 
S. "Royal" Heath, and little Bosworth, 
Big "Red" Hays, and little Miss Brown, 
While a few other ladies were seated around. 
"Brownie" was spokesman, as ever she is. 
(I'm mixing the genders, but that's in my 

"biz." 
Poetical license I think 's what they say 
When a bright, blooming idiot writes a poor 

lay.) 
Now to resume my uninteresting story— 
"Brownie" was there in all her glory. 
She was the judge, aye ruler, and all. 
Over this meeting near the side hall. 
French is the study that kept me upstairs. 
And that's why their plans soon needed re

pairs. 
Down stairs I started with hop. skip and jump. 
Ran into the janitress with quite a sound 

bump. 
Says she. "Where you goin' in such great 

haste ?" 
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"Be quiet," says I, "I've no time to waste." 
Then into the room beneath them I went, 
Fatigued in body, and breath nearly spent. 
For the wary Juniors had locked the door, 
So the best thing for me was to hear through 

the floor. 

Phillips was saying, as I caught the strain, 
"There's something troublin' my weary brain. 
As how we're to catch them under creation, 
The Seniors, I mean, at their Cremation." 
Says he. "I've a plan, now listen to me, 
'Beef Lilly's my victim—he shouldn't go free. 
Murph '11 watch him on Warren— 
I'll watch him on Broad 'nd 
At Norton's on Perry we'll put him in pawn. 
To-morrow's the day, and don't you forget 
We'll have him out of the way yet. 
There he'll be safe, and we'll each get some 

'dough'— 
I'm a Junior, and they never were slow." 

Says "Brownie," "That's good, a good plan 
indeed, 

For 'dough' is a thing of which we have 
(k)need. 

You do as you say and all will be well. 
Meanwhile I, as the boarding-hall bell 
Rings for supper, my eyes I'll keep open wide 
Lest some of the 'naughty-two' girls should 

slide 
And ." But as I changed by range 

of vision. 
What did I see, an apparition? 
No. only Miss Ely standing there 
Watching me standing on a cane-seated 

chair. 
Down off my perch like a "thirty-cent" man— 
It upset mine and the Juniors' plan. 

As for me, no more could I hear 
Of "Brownie's" speech given so clear. 
But I on the morrow, you can "bet your hat" 
Did not fall into J. R. Phillips' trap. 
Perry street got a wide berth from me, 
Not even Cook's Drug Store did I see. 
What Phillips did do, the Lord only can tell, 
For by this time he may be in—well, 
In making this story rhyme 
Has not taken much of my precious time. 
But now in closing I must call your attention 
That from the start this is my own invention. 
It has come as only this kind of verse can, 
From the pen steered by an idiot's hand. 

Only too soon did we come in sight 
of Bristol again. Directions had been 
given to the Captain to land us at Bur
lington Island at n :30 P. M. It was 
just that time that we stepped ashore. 
Fearing some of the Juniors might 
have followed us to Bristol and, having 
heard our plans, come over to the 
island, an investigating committee ex
plored the nearby territory. Finding 
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the coast clear, all disembarked and 
soon the fatal fire was made ready "be
side the still waters." 

Mr. Holmes had been appointed 
Master of Ceremonies and when all was 
ready began thus: 

Fellow Classmates and Friends—We are 
surrounded by water, but fear not, for this 
island doth not contain volcanoes, and there 
is 110 d anger of any volcanic eruptions such as 
destroyed St. Pierre. 

It is true that darkness surrounds us on 
every hand, but within each of us there is 
light, animation and a general desire to have 
a good time. Therefore, let us forget that we 
are shipwrecked 011 a desert place and trans
port ourselves to the Elysian fields where the 
souls of the blessed enjoy continual happi
ness. 

The Class of 1902 are very glad that they 
have conducted the members of the Facidty, 
as well as themselves, to this spacious wood, 
with injury to no one and benefit to all. I 
take great pleasure in welcoming you, kind 
teachers, on behalf of the Class of 1902, to this 
most solemn ceremony, and I know that, 
when this most important function of a stu
dent's life at Model is over, you will feel that 
you have not traveled so far from home in 
vain. 

As a snake is perfcctless harmless until you 
in some way provoke his wrath, so that pile 
of rubbish is innocent and not at all danger
ous unless we in some way make it angry. 
Now, that seems a very hard thing to do. I 
have been looking at it and making "goo-goo 
eyes" at it for the last ten minutes, but to no 
avail. Hence I feel compelled to call upon 
some one else to start that fire going, in order 
that the necks of the victims may be cut and 
their bodies burnt, and that we may feel that 
the gods of the infernal regions have at last 
received their own, which have long been 
wandering about the rooms of Old Model. 

O ye gods of the infernal regions 1 Accept 
this our sacrifice, and grant us a safe return 
to the Jersey shore. 

Prof. Whitbeck. take this torch; apply it to 
yonder brush, and await for further develop
ments. 

Thus presenting the torch to Prof. 
Whitbeck, who spoke the following 
words before applying it to the pyre: 

" 'Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me 
your ears. We come to bury Caesar, not to 
praise him. The evil men do lives after them, 
the good is oft interred with their bones.' So 
let it be to-night with Caesar and his fellow 
conspirators, who have for four years been 
worrying you by day and haunting your 
dreams by night. 
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"It is a solemn ceremony which you are 
about to perform here on this lonely island 
amid the silent waters of the historic Dela
ware; here in this 'forest primeval, among the 
murmuring pines and the hemlocks,' beneath 
the midnight stars, 'the forget-me-nots of the 
angels.' 

"Finished is your long campaign with 
Ctesar against the bearded Gaul and German; 
finished the pompous orations of Cicero in 
the forum; finished the seven years' wander
ings of Apneas; finished the siege of Troy and 
the Retreat of the Ten Thousand. The 
binomial theorem and the Pythagorean propo
sition, the dismal songs of Dante and Milton, . 
the speeches of Burke on conciliation and the 
dry humor of Sir Rodger are all about to pass 
away. 

"Oh, the grim irony of fate, that you call 
upon me to apply the torch; but I shall not 
shrink from the task. I have had my inning; 
you have a right to yours." 

Here the torch was applied. Then 
the master of ceremonies called upon 
different members of the class, who 
came forward, condemned their book, 
and sacrificed it on the fiery altar. The 
following is a list of the members on 
the program, and the books they con
demned : 

Algebra Miss Crozer. 
Geometry Mr. Harrison. 
Trigonometry Mr. Chew. 
History Miss Magowan. 
Physics Miss Curtis. 
French Miss Hibbs. 
German Mr. Crozer. 
Literature Miss Winans and Mr. Lilly. 
Chemistry Mr. Prall and Mr. Dale. 
Essays, Miss Fletcher and Mr. Bullock. 

Each one of the speeches was well 
prepared, and very appropriate. We 
should like to publish them, but shall 
pass on. 

After all the spirits of the books had 
departed for Avernus, Prof. Secor 
poured a libation of wine to the In
fernal gods, saying: 

"Ye gods, receive now the spirits of these 
departing ones, and assure them a tranquil 
existence, free from the cares of school life 
and beyond the disturbing influences of a 
Model graduating elass." 

After securing mementos of the 
solemn event, we returned to the boat, 

and giving Bristol a salute through the 
steam whistle, we resumed our journey 
to Trenton. Soon after leaving, it was 
announced that we were wanted in the 
cabin. There we found a generous 
supply of ice cream and cake awaiting 
us. The mad spirit of destructiveness 
still dominating, we soon made way 
with the refreshments, and went on the 
upper deck. 

Here another program was carried 
out. Prof. Whitbeck introduced the 
different teachers, who mourned the 
untimely death of their loved ones. 

Miss Brewster, though absent, sent 
her declaration of regret, which Miss 
Bosworth read: 

Ai 1 ai! Come, Addison, and mourn 
In stately measures from thy gifted pen 
The awful sacrilege of modern men! 
Not e'en the Mohawks in the days of yore 
Dared to attack thy placid lore! 
Swift as the Steele of Pope's own dart. 
Descend upon this modern heart 1 
Oh, me! On ashes of this urn 
Behold the eyes of Milton turn! 
"My Lycidas! Thou'rt gone 1 " he cries; 
"No longer on the watery deep. 
Another elegy thy fame must keep! 
For they have burned thee on this heap! 
Oh. Paradise to me is lost, 
Till I have brought the bonds of Fate 
Unto the perpetrators of this hate! 
But list! The very tree tops blow 
The murmur of another woe. 
A hundred voices, soft and clear, 
Declare the grief of Will Shakespeare! 
"Had I been there this could not be, 
The Muses would have pled for me. 
And living tongues from every book 
Have stung with scorn who me forsook! 
To-morrow and to-morrow points the way, 
And those who burn me now shall rue the 

day! " 
A wail sprang from a ghost, with dirk. 
Ah. Macbeth, 'tis not you, but Burke! 
"Ai, ai, alas! I wander all forlorn. 
Ah, woe is me that I was ever born! 
To hate me were those lasses all forsworn! 
Orate I cannot now that I am dead. 
Else should they know the force of what I 

said-
Alas, those paragraphs that marched in time. 
Alas, that diction most sublime! " 
Wail on. ye spirits, troubled all; 
'Tis Senior night on this terrestrial ball! 
Your services in class-room rendered. 
To-night these funeral rites to you are ren

dered. 
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But deathless Fame derides the pyre, 
And iron Fate records your ire— 
Hark! do winds the ruins stack. 
Or is it Nemesis upon the track? 

Prof. Secor then expressed his grief 
thus: 

"Many years ago in the land of Egypt there 
was born a boy, who was destined to be very 
much in the minds of men. He was christened 
Ge Ometry, which means earth measure. True 
to his name, he assisted the ancient Egyptians 
in measuring the fertile river valley and ad
justing the land boundaries that bad been 
swept away by the overflow of the Nile. We 
are not sure that this boy did not while away 
a leisure hour occasionally in playing with the 
babe in the bullrushes. Before he was very 
old, he went to Greece, the land of the beau
tiful, where he met a man by the name of 
Euclid. It was under this man that his strict 
logical tendency and the scientific spirit which 
he afterwards possessed were developed. 
When Ge Ometry had thus arrived at the age 
of reason, he was made happy by the appear
ance of a brother by the name of Trigon 
Ometry. Besides these two brothers, in the 
'Ometry' family there was a sweet and dainty 
little half-sister by the name of Algebra. 

"The trio grew, and waxed strong, and after 
several hundred years were vigorous enough 
to withstand the discomforts of a sea voyage 
across the great Atlantic to the new land of 
America. Once in the land of the free, they 
made the acquaintance of various and sundry 
peoples, among whom we find the coy high-
school girl, and her bold and dashing com
panion. the high-school boy. It is now that 
the 'Ometry' family come to grief. In earlier 
times these three illustrious friends had been 
wont to possess the minds of those with whom 
they came in contact by forcible and vigorous 
means. They oftimes brought the beech rod 
into play to stimulate the tardy wooer. Of 
late years, however, their methods have been 
less severe, especially those of shy and tender 
Algebra, who is so gentle in her appeals that 
her recipient has been known to fall asleep 
during the process. 

"Just why the twentieth century youth and 
maid should rise up and burn these worthies 
at the stake is difficult to see. They (the 
Ometry family) like many another hero, have 
forfeited their lives because of adherence to 
principles. We of the soberer years, remem
bering the many happy hours spent in their 
company, and the dignity and consistency of 
their characters, sincerely regret their untimely 
end. Personally I was so overcome at the mo
ment of their demise that words failed me. 
Had speech been mine I should have cried: 

"Student, spare these books! 
Touch not a single page! 

In youth they tutored me. 
And I'll protect their age. 

'Twas my school master's hand 
That cast them to my lot; 

There, student, let them stand— 
Thy flame shall harm them not!" 

Miss Bosworth, unlike the others, 
felt quite joyful, as may be gathered 
from what she said: 

I speak for the muse of history ; but though 
1 have witnessed with you the sad ceremonial 
of cremation, and have seen the flames of the 
burning pyre die down into dust and ashes, I 
come not clad in mourning attire, with bowed 
head and eyes heavy and weeping; for I real
ize that from the ashes of the past springs the 
tree which is the sacred charge of the historic 
muse—the tree whose fruit has served in all 
ages as the food of sages, and philosophers, 
and statesmen; the tree whose fruit is for the 
healing of the nations. I realize that only that 
which is dead to others truly lives to the his
toric muse. The flames which bring desola
tion' to other lives yield up their spoils into 
her hands. Without her aid the past would be 
dead indeed—buried in a hopeless oblivion; 
but at her magic touch it comes forth to a re
newed existence over which death has no 
more any power; and living in the present it 
helps to create a grander future. To one who 
holds in her hands this resurrection power, 
death can have no sting, the grave no victory. 
Where others mourn, she triumphs; and the 
brightness of her smile, shining through fall
ing tears, builds a bow of hope and promise 
to illuminate even the dark portals of the 
tomb. 

"To-night the muse of history lingers lov
ingly by the ashes of the cremation pyre, 
knowing that at her bidding there will arise 
from those ashes a lasting memorial to the 
Class of '02." 

One of the imps of the nether world 
brought a communication to Miss 
Bockee, which ably expressed her grief. 
The imp tried hard to make us feel 
sorry, but to no avail. 

"Members of the Class of '02.—My heart is 
entirely too full to give utterance to any per
sonal feelings 011 this subject. As I returned 
jus't now from the scene of conflagration and 
destruction, one of the imps of that nether 
world to which you have consigned those 
much-abused school-books brought to me this 
communication from the German Prose Com
position, which was so ruthlessly cast to the 
flames. Of course, it was in German, and as 
some of the class have been so unwise as to 
elect French in preference to the nobler 
tongue, you will pardon a rough translation. 

"A MESSAGE FRO M THE GERMAN BOOKS. 

"What have you done? What have you 
wrought ? 

Is this the way that you've been taught? 
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lo burn the friends whose aid you've sought 
So soon as the service is rendered ? 
What means this fiendish, mad desire, 
To throw to all-consuming fire 
The precious books you've used at school ? 
Why, 'tis the madness of a fool! 
Have you gained the proud impression, 
T ha t in this last Senior session, 
You have stored within the mind 
All the knowledge you could find? 
That you know enough and more 
Of all the 'stupid' bookish lore? 
Think you that you'll ne'er forget 
Things, perhaps, you don't know yet? 
That you'll never need to look 
To the pages of a book 
For a bit of information 
To assist in your vocation? 
Next to knowing, stands, you know, 
Knowing just the place to go 
For the fact or fancy needed, 
Which, perhaps, you passed unheeded. 
Ah ! I know you've swallowed much. 
And 'twould seem to you that such 
A store of facts and formula; 
Would guide you safely o'er life's sea, 
Without the need of ever turning 
j o the friends whom now you're spurning. 
I he human brain s of small dimension, 
And we books are man's invention. 
By which lie safely stores the gold 
Which his small head could never hold 
Till he seeks it for his use; 
Why. then, from you comes this abuse? 
In this flush of youthful power, 
Have you fancied that this hour 
Marked the end of education. 
Brought you into close relation 
With a world of active strife 
Where books bore little part in life? 
This were all a great mistake 
As you'll find when you awake 
To the broad daylight of living 
In a world that's always giving 
Problems quite beyond your skill, 
Though you strive with all your will. 
Soon or late will come the time. 
In youthful flush or vigor's prime. 
When you'll look hack to us and say, 
'My truest friends I cast away.' 
Then haste and rescue ere too late, 
Your humble guides from this sad fate. 
Sag nicht. ' I .eh wohl auf immerdar,' 
And thus your future welfare mar. 
For books will ne'er give up their reign 
Ach sag' tins nur 'Auf wiedersehen 1' 
Say not 'Farewell forever then," 
Say only 'Till we meet again.'" 

We could but pity Miss Magee. 
Site was almost overwhelmed with 
grief. It was with difficulty, and con
stant brushing away of the "melan
choly tear" that she said: 
'Members of the Faculty, Class of igo2: 

"On being asked to reply to a toast on 
French books, what can I do but weep at see

ing them so heartlessly thrown into the 
flames? 

"I will not say, as did my friend your 
worthy German teacher, that the reason I give 
this toast in English is that some of you, hav
ing preferred to learn German, could not un
derstand French; but simply because I cannot. 
Imagine a French girl giving a toast at all. 

"Oh 1 w here. Oh! where, can my Parlez vous 
be? 

Oh! where, Oh ; where, has it gone ? 
With its rules cut short and its exceptions made 

long, 
Oh! where. Oh! where, can it be? 

Mon Dieu, Mon Dieu, nothing I see 
But ashes!! you've burned it, Bon! Bon! 

Just wait and see, you'll be sorry some day 
If you can't say more than Bicn, Oui, Oui. 

Jc ne sais! m'aimez-vous? and s'il vous plait. 
When you take for your health a trip to 

Paree ? 
But I see by your faces you're sorry it's done. 

Mes enfants! il faut bicn que je vous par-
donne. 

With the wish that your lives may be as bright 
and clear 

As the flame that burned my Parlez vous. 
dear." 

If it had not been for our coni-
panion, Prof. Whitbeck, we feel the 
evening would have been incomplete. 
All through the program, something 
was said that "reminded him of an
other story." They were all very 
much enjoyed. 

The presence of the faculty was a 
most enjoyable feature of the occasion. 
They were, of course, overcome with 
grief for a while, but we were glad to 
see it did not last long. We had good 
reason to regret the absence of Miss 
Brewster, Miss Ely, and Prof. Smith. 

Throughout the evening, the moon 
shone brightly, only occasionally seek
ing concealment behind the small sil
very clouds that enriched the sky. 
The air was not damp, as was expected, 
nor did any mist arise from the water. 
The " weather man" had reflected over 
the rash deed he was about to perform, 
and gave us a beautiful night. 

But "The best of things must end." 
and so at 2145 A. M.. we dis-embarked 
at Trenton, having had a beautiful 
evening, and a most enjoyable one. 
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Following is a list of those of the party 
who did not enjoy themselves: 

If any of the Juniors could have seen 
us on Burlington Island, from Bristol, 
they might have joined with an "un
identified" poet who said: 

"There's always a river to cross, 
Always an effort to make. 

If there's anything good to win, 
Any rich prize to take. 

Yonder's the fruit we crave; 
Yonder the charming scene; 

But deep and wide, with a troubled tide, 
Is the river that lies between." 

N. B.—As we did not see any 
Juniors, we cannot tell you authorita
tively what they did. For particulars 
apply to the committee, composed of 
J. R. Phillips. William Murphy, J. S. 
Hays, and Gershom Howell. 

[By the Chairman of the Committee 
on Arrangements for Cremation.] 

Alumni  Notes .  
To "Gabc"— 

Rocked on the bosom of the deep 1 
Rocked until he fell asleep! 
Rocked by the storm on Cupid's sea; 
A solitaire's now worn by me. 

Yours, 
"MAG." 

Mr. Frank H. Lloyd, of Perth Am-
boy High School, gives the following 
as his method of procedure in "The 
Correlation of Subjects." He writes: 

DEAR SIR That Correlation of Subjects" 
has so long been a contending point of discus
sion between educated thinkers, it puzzles me 
as to what their "subjects" are. Do I under
stand correctly when I infer that the "sub
jects" are those who are taught? If it 
means the correlation of the studies then I 
have discovered "The fountain of youth." 

For a number of months I have been using 
deductive reasoning, and I have deduced the 
fact that I correlate my studies. The follow
ing will suffice: 

1st period, oratory, with speech and lan
guage. 

2d period, arithmetic, \Vith speech, questions 
and answers, figures, sometimes writing, 
chalk and blackboard, with an occasional 
book. I always have some answer to the 

problem or exercise. Reasoning by "assimi
lation" is always dominant. 

3d period, typewriting with myself in tin 
presence of others, always. Typewriters arc 
occasionally used to aid correlation. We 
usually insert a few punctuation marks to 
correlate the "laws of chance" in psycholot 

4th period, nothing but correlation. 
Dinner—We have our "grub" and correlak 

a little food. When we have oyster stew we 
usually employ a fraction (arithmetic) of 
c h e m i s t r y  t o  f i n d  t h e  a t o m i c  w e i g h t  o f  t h e  
oysters we didn't get. We never fail to com 
piete the square—(square meal). 

5th period, vacant. 
The boys, however, correlate over and tail, 

to the girls. A very pleasant time is spent in 
this mode of correlation. 

6th period — 
I find at this stage of our curriculum that 

the classes have correlated "unknown" quan
tities and have become "minus." 

F. H. Li.oYn. 

Mr. Charles Greemvald in his latest 
work, "The Sapling Bender," reminds 
us that "Teaching is an honorable pro
fession." 

Our latest accounts of Mr. Artie 
Walling bear 11s the news that he is 
playing "Ping Pong" with Wayside 
Society. 

Boys'  Hal l .  

The latest- is—That sounds like a 
gun. 

We'll never go there any more. 
Where? To a fire. 

Rube can make puns, but he cannot 
play the clarionet 011 the platform in 
the autditorium. You did not see him 
there. He is one of the little folks that 
would rather lie heard and not seen. 

McAlone is an early riser. Every
body knows it when he gets up, and 
out and can't get in. This is what 
you hear: "Waite, let me in. I'll 
kick the door down." (Kicking.) 
"I'm freezing." (More kicking.) 
"Waite. And Waite waits a little 
longer. 

Rosie was trying to get some dear 
coal (Cole) sometime ago. 

They say it was near at hand, and 
we believe he has it now. 
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Hilly, poor lK>y, felt so bad because 
he had no Mag to give his heart to. 
But he is better now since he has struck 
F natural (E Sharp). 

Speaking of S.B. having false teeth! 
Just see him eat and you'll say he must 
have used up his first set chewing. 

Prof .—"Boys, you will please under
stand that running out to a fire is a 
serious matter. Now, it all depends on 
the size of the fire. If it had been 
worth seeing I should not have said 
a word, but since it was only the roofs 
of a couple of tenement houses, I shall 
have to take a week's privileges." 

Boys—"We are sorry we misjudged 
its size." 

One good brother, James Dawson, 
in his maneuvers with girls, their 
tickets and entertainments, will kindly 
remember that 

" He who courts and goes away 
May live to court another day ; 
But he who weds and courts girls still, 
May get in court against his will." 

SOLILOQUY T O " ROSS." 
She took my heart and ne'er returned 
The heart for which my heart had yearned. 
She took whate'er I cared to send. 
She took my rival in the end. 

CAP. 
Robert T. Reading, the prodigy of 

the Boys' Hall, as he recites: The lit
tle "fellar" passing by at eleven o'clock 
in the night on his way to the engine-
room heard a thumping and bumping 
in the stairs. Foolish man to think 
that I was throwing "smissles" at 
eleven o'clock at night. Consequently 
he did not go down as he would have 
done. Therefore, crawling up the 
steps on his hands and knees he 
bumped his head against the railing, 
and—he's living yet, well worth fifty 
dollars. 

Was Soehl sick that he did not 
come down to breakfast ? No. He was 
deeply interested in singing the song 
"Open the Door and Let Me Out." 
De toor was dite stuck mid wire. 

What seems more absurd than: 
"Hamp."—Making his "debut" in 

society. 
Dutch Karper—Without a muzzle. 
Black—On the stage. 
Henderson—With a wife. 
Edwards—Trying to turn a jester. 
Long—Lost in a Wood. 
Dawson—Looking for work with a 

shot gun. 

We have an odd Case in the Hall. 
When the fellows at his table ask for 
an article of fixxl he is very precise in 
following the request by "Me, too." 
A few days ago this Case went with a 
friend to the grocery store to buy some 
lemons. His friend asked for four, and 
Case sang out "Me, too." To his sur
prise the clerk brought him two 
lemons. 

Thencanic  Society .  
I. Trumbull Wood. 

April 18th—Extemporaneous de
bate : 

"Resolved, That marriage is a 
failure." 

Affirmative—Cook, Mayhew, Lan-
ning. 

Negative — Crozer, B. Green. 
Walker. 

The negative won the debate. 
Orator—Mr. Caleb Green (absent). 
Synopser—Mr. Dale. 
On April 25th the debate read: 
"Resolved, That a further annexa

tion of territory is not to be desired by 
the United States." 

Affirmative—Cook, Prall. Heath. 
Negative—Walker, Hays. Lanning. 
The debate was decided in favor of 

the negative. 
On May 2d the extemporaneous de

bate read: 
"Resolved, That women should be 

given the right of suffrage." 
Affirmative — Wood, Mayhew. 

Howell, 
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Negative — Germain, Lanning, 
Hays. 

Tlie judges decided in favor of the 
affirmative. 

May 16th: 
"Resolved, That church property 

should be taxed." 
Affirmative—Mayhew, Cook, Lan

ning. 
Negative—Doyle, Holmes, Lilly. 
The debate was awarded to the nega

tive. 

Philomathean.  
The Philomathean Society has come 

to the close of a successful year. It 
has given during the past winter a play 
in the Auditorium and also two win
dows to the school. 

The officers for the following year 
were elected as follows: 

President, Miss Brown ; Vice-Presi
dent, Miss Raymond; Secretary, Miss 
Rideout; Corresponding Secretary, 
Miss Miller; Treasurer, Miss Britton; 
SIGNAL R eporter, Miss Durell; Contest 
Association, Miss J. Curtis, Miss 
Messerol. 

The choice of officers gives promise 
of a most successful year, and we hope 
the society will prosper under their ad
ministration. 

Normal  Debat ing Society .  

May 2d, 1902, question for debate: 
"Resolved, That examinations are 

not a fair test of a student's powers." 
Affirmative—Tice and Chance. 
Negative—Wainwright and Mc-

Alone. 
Judges—Kelley, Gordon and Leigh. 
Decided in favor of the affirmative. 
May 9th, 1902, question for debate: 

— "Resolved, Tbat a teacher has as 
great an influence for good in a com
munity as a preacher." 

Affirmative—Henderson, Stillweil 
and McMickle. 

Negative—Dilts, Leigh, B. Brad
ford. 

Judges—Wainwright, Earley and 
Tice. 

Decided in favor of the affirmative. 
May 16th, 1902, subject for debate: 
"Resolved, That pauperism is as 

great an evil to society as illiteracy." 
Affirmative—Earley and Gordon. 
Negative—Kelley and Crane. 
The debate was decided in favor of 

the affirmative by judges, Garrison, 
McAlone and Tice. 

May 23d, 1902, officers for next 
term were elected: 

President, Earley; Vice-President, 
Crane; Secretary, Gibbon; Treasurer, 
B. Bradford; Executive Committee, 
Chance, McMickle and Telfer; SIGNAL 
Reporter, Kelley. 

Gamma Sigma.  

A dramatization of Thackeray's 
"The Rose and the Ring," by Miss 
Gertrude Miller, was presented in the 
Auditorium, Friday evening, May 23d. 
The cast was as follows: 

Valorosa—A. Jester. 
Queen of Paflagonia—Miss Read. 
Giglio—J. Matthews. 
Bulbo—G. Miller. 
Princess Angelica—Miss Ritten-

house. 
Betsinda—Miss Ackerman. 
Countess Gruffanuff—Miss Cham

berlain. 
Gruffanuff—G. Carman. 
Glumbosa—M. Taylor. 
Hedzoff—B. Smart. 
Padella—E. Burr. 
Hogginanno—E. Bridge. 
Countess Spinacbi—Ida Course. 
Smith—L. Burd. 
Jones—E. Burr. 
Archbishop—E. Cary. 
Chancellor—M. Taylor, 
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Fairy Blackstick—Mary Lippincott. 
Servants, guards, pages, messengers, 

lions, etc. 
The play was followed by a reception 

in the gymnasium. 
The following officers have been 

elected to serve until February, 1903: 
President, Gertrude Miller; Vice-

President, Daisy Read; Recording Sec
retary, Bessie Bridge; Corresponding 
Secretary, Bertha Acock; Treasurer, 
Gertrude Smith; SIGNAL Reporter, 
Anna Jester. 

Arguromuthos  Society .  

April 25th.—The society listened to 
an original story. The outline for the 
plot was prepared by Misses Allen and 
Moore. The first three chapters re
spectively were written by Misses 
Harker, Kimble and Sivell. The mem
bers were then given seven minutes to 
write the sequel. Several of these 
papers were read, which proved very 
amusing. 

May 9th.—An interesting review of 
the book "Mifanwy" was given by Miss 
Godfrey. 

Flowers in June are always accept
able. 

The Arguromuthos presents the 
following to the Class of 1902 : 

To the Normal class: 
M. A.—Shamrock: Loyalty. 
H. B.—Pansy: Thoughts. 
E. F.—Trumpet Flower: A Winner 

of Prizes. 
E. G.—White Hyacinth: Loveli

ness. 
J. E. M.—Borage: Talent. 
J. M.—Wake Robin: Ardor and 

Zeal. 
C. M.—Goldenrod : Cautiousness. 
E. M.—White Lily: Sweetness. 
G. P.—China Aster: Love of 

Variety. 
E. P.—Candytuft: Indifference. 
M. R.—Red Clover: Industry. 

E. R.—Scarlet Fuchsia: Taste. 
E. W.—Crimson Clover: Not only 

gay, but good. 
M. G.—Daisy: Innocence. 
To the Model class: 
E. B.—White Jasmine: Amiability. 
M. B.—Coriander: Hidden worth. 
M. C.—Cowslip: Grace and Come

liness. 
A. D.—Dahlia: Solid worth. 
L. H.—Water Lily: Cool and com

fortable. 
A. M.—Balsam: Impatience. 
B. S.—Lily of the Valley: Uncon

scious sweetness. 

Glee Club.  

An account of our annual entertain
ment is found in another column. 

On the 6th of June the club held their 
annual picnic at Hutchinson's pond. 
That we had a most enjoyable time we 
will leave to your imagination. Re
freshments "of course." 

The club regrets very much that the 
President has not been able to be with 
us for the past few weeks, whose ab
sence is caused by the illness of his 
father. 

We also extend to Professor Pole-
man, our director, a most hearty 
thanks for his labor with us during the 
past year. We sincerely hope that he 
will be able to take charge of the club 
next year, and that their standard may 
still be raised higher. 

ApgarScience Club.  
Carrie Gotde r 

Perhaps the most pleasing feature in 
this year's history of the Apgar Science 
Club was the reception given to a few 
of its friends and the faculty in Miss 
Field's room, on Wednesday after
noon, April 23d. The "Tea and 
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Toast Social" and the game of 
"Scientific Personalities" provided by 
the entertainment committee were 
heartily enjoyed by all present. 

After refreshments had been served 
the company dispersed, well pleased 
with the afternoon's entertainment. 

At the last two meetings of the club, 
held on April 30th and May 14th, 
papers on "Plant Societies" and "The 
Relation of Plants to Insects" were 
read by Miss Bradley and Miss 
Golder. 

The program for the remainder of 
the year consists of a paper on 
"Weeds," by Miss Hughes, and an out-
of-door excursion for the purpose of 
studying plants, their habits, char
acteristics and relations to one an
other. 

Delphic  Society .  
Grace A. Combs. 

On Friday evening, May 3d, we en
tertained the other literary societies in 
the gymnasium. After a short pro
gram, chiefly musical, our guests were 
invited to partake of refreshments, con
sisting of lemonade and cake, which 
were served from two attractive booths. 

Sheppard Science Club.  
M. Marcella Travis. 

^ O n Friday evening, May 2d, the 
Sheppard Science Club gave an in
formal reception in Miss Field's room 
to the members of the Apgar Science 
Club. 

Professor Davis, of Columbia Col-
JeRe- gave a very interesting talk on 
"The Earth Worm." His main topic 
was, "Have Earth Worms Minds and 
can They Reason." During his dis
cussion he spoke from his own ex
perience and from the experiences of 
other scientists. 

After Professor Davis' talk the fol
lowing program was rendered: 

A vocal solo by Mr. Frank Long; 
recitations by Mr. Philhower and Miss 
May Davis, and a mandolin solo by 
Miss G. Thoma. Professor Sheppard 
made an impromptu speech, which was 
greatly enjoyed by all. 

The remainder of the evening was 
spent in social intercourse. 

At the regular meeting of the club 
held May 9th, Mr. Philhower gave a 
most interesting paper on "Solitary 
Wasps, Their Habits, Instincts and In
telligence." 

Field Club.  
M. Coosidine. 

On Friday, May 9th, the members 
of the club took an interesting trip 
through Morrisville and Yardley, 
crossing the Delaware at the latter 
place, and visited the quarries at Wil-
burtha. 

On Wednesday, May 14th, some of 
the members visited the Geological de
partment at the State House. 

Psychology Club.  
Elnora Moore. 

Two regular meetings of the Psy
chology Club have been held this 
month, at one of which Miss Clara 
Moore gave a very interesting and well-
prepared paper 011 "The Relation of 
Psychology to Physics." The follow
ing are the officers which were elected 
for next year: 

President—Miss Deutz. 
Vice President—Miss Curtis. 
Secretary—Miss Fletcher. 

Young Women's Athletic Association 
of State Schools. 

Mabel Dawkins. 

An indoor meet was held in the gym
nasium on Thursday afternoon, May 
15th. 
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The events with the winners were 
as follows: 

Dash (80 yds.)—Miss Julia Baker, 
Model, '08. 

Running High Jitmi)—Miss A. Reed, 
Normal, February '05. 

Pole Climbing—Miss N. Grandfield, 
Normal, June '03. 

Standing Broad Jump—Miss M. 
Bowman, Normal, February '05. 

High Jump from Rings—Miss A. 
Reed, Normal, February '05; Miss J. 
Miller, Model, '05. 

Throwing Basket-Bail—Miss S. 
Hilson, Model '05. 

Relay Race—Miss R. Fell; Miss E. 
Bartlett, Model, '06; Miss F. Willard. 

Obstacle Race—Miss M. Grandfield, 
Normal, June '03. 

Honors for Indoor Meet—Pen
nant held by Model '05, 16 points; 
Second, Normal, February '05, 15 
points. 

An interclass bowling contest was 
held, including the classes of the Nor
mal School, and the Senior Model girls, 
and Miss Thoma, Senior II Normal, 
was winner. 

Model  Class  Notes .  
S«nlor. 

Juniors, you said truly, "never have 
you heard of any of our members flunk
ing, never has our class merited cen
sure from a teacher; that we are blame
less, faultless," and we see you believe 
in the adage "open confession is good 
for the soul," when you say "we are 
very near to worthless," being the class 
next and nearest you. 

Again you say truly "that we have 
been good to you." Not only have we 
set you an example, but we have en
deavored to train you to follow in our 
illustrious footsteps, being the only way 
you could overcome your worthlessness 
and shine, at least by reflected light. 
But with sad eyes we view the results. 

Not only have you wandered from the 
path, but have forgotten the lessons 
taught you with so much care and 
labor, among them, "That children 
should lie.seen not heard." 

H. S. A. 

AN ACKNOWLEDGEMENT—A STATE
MENT. 

We, as Juniors, are forced for once 
(note the once) to acknowledge that 
you, Seniors, fooled us wonderfully in 
the carrying-out of your Cremation. 

But then we surpassed you in so 
many other things, that cremation can
not but partly put us in the shadow. 

Seniors, where are thy class hats— 
pins ? 

Where did the Cremation banner 
go? That's all. 

J. R. (in geometry)—"Got any rope. 
Professor?" What were his inten
tions? 

B-r (translating Cicero)—"Most 
cxstmquishcd men." Also, "The case 
tried among the praetor." 

Miss T.—"One of the things in 
physiology about which people gener
ally are most ignorant is the dia
phragm. What is it, Miss J.?" 

Bertha (eagerly)—"The body—oh. 
no, I mean the bones." 

We heartily congratulate the Seniors 
on their successful cremation, and 
thank them for the extreme courtesy 
with which they treated the Junior 
class. 

H. 8. B. 

On May 24th we had our class pic
nic at Hutchinson's Pond. Our chape-
rones were Miss Bosworth, Miss 
Parker and Professor Hart. Refresh
ments—ice cream, cake, sandwiches. 
etc.—were served and everyone had a 
good time. The boating was fine and 
was enjoyed very much. 
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Professor Hart favored us with sev
eral solos. We hope that our picnic 
next year will be as successful as this 
one. 

Normal  Class  Notes .  
Senior II—2 

Mrs. Boicc—"How can I lower the 
tone of this note without changing its 
degree on the staff ?" 

Mr. G-rd-n—"By pushing the lines 
closer together." 

Mr. T.—"Mr. P-lh-r, I don't under
stand how you go into the different 
keys." 

Mr. H.—"I don't know what to do 
after you get there." 

Mr. R-s—"Say, H—, your heart is 
full of music, but your throat is a very 
poor conductor." 

Dr. Mumper—"This is thin to make 
it light. It is also polished." 

Mr. H-pt-n (aside)—"To make it 
bright." 

Dr. Carr—"Why the other division 
took five to-day and they didn't com
plain." 

Chorus—"They're reviewing." 
Dr. C.—"Well, I know it." 

Perpetual motion has been dis
covered at last. For particulars in
quire of H—n. 

Another recent scientific discovery is 
that of "infinity," by Mr. K-y. 

One of our young men during the 
summer vacation, in an experience with 
a rather weak battery, preferred to use 
a small wire instead of a large one, 
thinking that the current might "get 
lost" in the larger one. Does he know 
better now ? 

Quite a number have renewed their 
acquaintanceship with Mr, Rosenkranz. 
Is he interesting? 

Senior II—3 

S. Little Frake. 

LAST THOUGHTS OF THE SENIOR IL-S. 

In one short month our school day. 
will be over. People say "Your school 
days are the happiest days of your life." 
1 wonder how many of us need to be 
told that ? I doubt if there are any, 
for not a member of the June class of 
02 will leave dear old Normal without 
a pang of regret. 

\\ e have had to work hard to ac
complish the end we had in view, but 
now that we see the result of our 
labors, we are glad that we did not give 
up because our tasks were difficult. 
At fimes everything seemed to go 
against us and we were greatly de
pressed. But, like Longfellow, we 
found that "behind the clouds is the 
sun still shining," and kept on trying, 
until we reached the coveted goal— 
graduation. 

But on our way to that point! How 
many times we have sorely tried the 
patience of our teachers. Could we 
blame them if they should breathe a 
sigh of relief when they realize that 
commencement time is drawing near, 
and that their troubles, so far as we 
are concerned, are almost over? But 
wre feel certain that this is not the case. 
Rather, they more keenly rejoice with 
us because they know the difficulties 
we have encountered and the efforts we 
have put forth to accomplish, the pre
scribed course. 

And now that our efforts have lieen 
crowned with success, it becomes our 
sad duty to bid farewell to our teachers, 
friends and our Alma Mater. 

Other classes will take our place, 
and it is our earnest wish that they 
will gain as -we have gained; be in
spired as we have been inspired; be 
as loyal as we have tried to be, and 
we think our trying has not been in 
vain; and when their time comes to 
leave Normal, may they regret it, as 
do we, the June class of 1902, 
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COMMENCEMENT. 
About this time of year we hear a 

grand babel of tongues. "Nothing 
unusual," says a voice in a very sar
castic tone. There is really some
thing to talk about, viz.: Com
mencement and its all-absorbing para
phernalia. Everything and everybody 
is in a whirl of excitement. No one 
knows what may happen next. The 
following is a typical conference: 

The scene a disorderly room, pillows 
on the floor, books strewn around, 
walls dismantled of all ornaments—in 
fact the room has the appearance of 
going through a spring cleaning. But 
such is not the case—only tins: The 
occupants go home this week—gradu
ated. A bevy of girls sit around ap
parently having little to do and plenty 
of time to do it in. 

"Girls, whatever shall I do? To
morrow is class day and my dress has 
not arrived yet. Oh, I wish I had 
brought it with me. Then I would 
have been sure of it. And my com
mencement dress is not here, either. 
Of course it will have to be fixed when 
it does come. Buttons will lie forgot
ten, lace torn, or something wrong. 
Something always hapjiens every time 
the event of the season conies off. 
Besides, I am sure it will rain. Oh, 
dear! Oh, dear! But what's the use 
of worrying?" 

"What's the matter with you, Jane. 
You look as solemn as an owl, as 
though you had lost your last friend? 
Can't find your commencement essay? 
Where have you been and what have 
you done with it? There won't be 
any commencement if we don't have 
that essay on the Frivolities of Life. 
Well, never mind, you'll manage some
how. We have a rehearsal to-night, 
haven't we, and one to-morrow morn
ing. Well, we can only die once, and 
we might just as well die of over-work 
as anything else. Come in! Come 
in, I say! Hurrah, an express parcel 

for me! Oh, it must be my dress 
Hurry, Jane; give me the scissors. 
Oh, they are down behind the cosy 
corner. What's that? Jane's essay? 
Oh, good; how did it get there? It 
is my dress, all finished, ready to put 
on. I am so glad the affair comes off 
to-morrow, so that it will lie all over. 
Here's some fudge, girls. Help your
selves. What's that? The dinner 
bell! Well, I will have to hurry now. 
Good-bye." 

WITH APOLOGIES TO "TH E ANGEL-
TIIIEF." 

Gertrude L Coyte. 

"Time is a thief who leaves his 
tools behind him." 

Look, my brethren and sisters, if he 
has added anything to your tool-chest, 
for, pedagogically speaking, it should 
be well filled before you begin to build 
character—of course, destructiveness 
is another form of constructiveness, 
and that's fortunate for you. By ex
perience you know that sometimes, even 
when being planned by a sharp tool, 
somehow you had great chunks taken 
out of—your averages. Now, never 
let that happen to your handiwork. 

"He comes by night, he vanishes at 
dawn." 

This is clearly meant for memory. 
You remember how you sharpened 
that "too-disagreeable-for-anything" 
article on the night before and it simply 
wouldn't work next morning on a com
prehensive test. "Never say fail" 
when your models act with a high 
center of gravity, otherwise, general 
shakiness, at such times, for it may n< t 
be their nascent period for apj>er-
ceiving comprehensibility. 

"Strong locks are broken"—and 
strong words are (un) spoken—(added 
for rhyme and reason). Yes. I have 
seen some strong hair-pulling from 
utter—inability to do things, the work 
or the teacher. 

"And all around are left the bars 
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and borers," the splitting wedges and 
the prying keys. 

If Old Time had only taken the 
"borers" I couldn't he writing this, but, 
seriously, he "barred" several of us 
from lots of love games at tennis he-
cause he wouldn't stretch out for 
"preparation for a high jump" test and 
so left us with "splitting" headaches 
and a desire for "prying" glances into 
text-hooks next day. 

But courage! 
"Each year some open sesame is 

spoken, and every decade drops its 
master-key" and surely, Normal in 
June, '02, although not yet decayed, 
will drop some somethings which even 
if only "sounding brass" will make a 
noise in the world. 

How like old times it will seem, 
when, twenty years hence, I "turn on" 
my mental phonograph and hear them 
saying their last words: 

"No more high halls, please"— 
Miss "Cops." 

"Manual training a la dining-room 
table, Tuesday night"—Miss Bennett. 

"1—2—3 (clap) 4—5" (dotted 
notes)—Miss Carson. 

Item. One pitcher smashed by the 
young lady who plays the piano—Miss 
Lyon. 

"\\ hat does this Sci. of Ed. mean, 
anyway ?"—Miss De Hart. 

"Say, don't put that in the SIGNAL" 
(but I have to)—Miss Carey. 

"Ask Irene, she knows" (of course, 
this girl doesn't)—Miss " Trepliagen." 

"Won't I he glad to get out of this 
place? Well"—Miss Curtis. 

"I just waste my time"—Miss 
Marshall. 

"I will if you will, Maude"—Miss 
Matthews. 

"Do you know anything?"—Miss 
Sexsmith. 

"You have chemistry the ^th per., 
don't you ?"—Miss Little Frake. 

"Which proposition will you take?" 
(solid geom.)—Miss Carty. 
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"My roommate"—Misses Poland, 
Rhinesmith, Golding. 

"That floor-work! I'm dis
couraged."—Miss De Shazo. 

"So am I"—Miss Bennell. 
"Do you know any fables or myths, 

or ?"—Miss Everitt. 
(Gone down town. Is it study 

hour?)—Misses Voorhees, Hulitt. 
"Girls, please don't talk, I can't hear 

the second sopranos"—Miss Kopp. 
( \\ histles and poses and some talk) 

—Miss Carmen. 
"Yes, I'll carry your hag" ( ?) — 

Miss Packer. 
"Is there an empty court?"—Miss 

Shafer. 

Senior I. 
Gertrude P. Miller. 

Well, Seniors, if we must part, the 
Senior I's hid you farewell, hut feel 
that we can fill your place admirably. 
Next term when the faculty see our 
smiling faces filling the vacant places, 
they will forget that such a class as 
the June '02 ever existed. After the 
reception we ask you to judge of our 
superiority—no, your importance ob
structs your view so you could not see 
it—but at least we ask you to acknowl
edge our equality. 

Girls, a member of our class makes 
money, not earns but creates it. If 
any of you are "broke" call upon Miss 
l'-a-s-e, she will gladly supply you 
with the necessary funds. 

Dr. Carr thinks Miss Beavers has 
not come around the corner yet. I 
wonder what he meant? 

A II—1. 
E. L. Hines. 

We the noble A 2—1 are now pre
paring for vacation. In the fall we 
return the noble Senior I—1. 

The members of this division are 
much in hopes that Lew will prepare 
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the wash during vacation for Prof. 
Sco— to use on the blackboard next 
fall. 

During an algebra test a dog in the 
street, caused quite a little disturbance 
in the class-room. Prof. S— says, 
"What is good to kill a dog?" 

Miss Mu—: "Give him an algebra 
test." 

Prof. H—"What did Rabelais's ac
quaintance with Calvin lead to?" 

Voice from back' scat—"It led to 
trouble." 

Wonder if M-l-e's severe cold will 
work better next time in History of 
Education class? 

Miss F.—Mr. B., what is a hori
zontal line?" 

Mr. B.—f 
Miss F.—"Well, Mr. B., when are 

you horizontal?" 
Mr. B.—"When I'm not vertical." 
Why was Marion so slow with her 

manual training work? 
Miss Ruddu-k had better leave Miss 

He-ry and her ginger cake alone here
after. 

Miss Munyan's friends wish she 
would not try to do stunts on the stair
way hereafter on a Sunday night. 

Prof. A.—"Well, Miss Riul, if I 
was to select the scientific name from 
the three names given here I would be 
sure to select the wrong one." 

Miss Rud—"Well, Prof., that would 
be your fault, not mine." 

A II—4. 
Jeanaette Mathews. 

Miss Fi-ld (in the new branch of 
drawing)—"There is nothing nicer to 
give a young man than a pair of golf 
stockings that you have knit yourself. 
As for mittens to give him—you 
don't have to knit those!" 

Miss Ro-c-ts—"Why did they study 
geometrv, Prof. ?" 

Prof. H-rt—"Well, why did you 
study geometry?" 

Miss Ro-c-ts—"Because I had to." 
Prof. Af-ar—(speaking of the dan

delion going to seed)—"Why, that lit
tle green neck is—yes—it's a regular 
rubber-neck." (Illustrated by the 
Professor.) 

Did you know that you can be criti
cised in such a way that you have not 
one murderous intention? Come with 
us to our history methods! 

n n. 
Levi T. Garrison. 

One of the most important educa
tional qualities to-day is to make stu
dents conscious of their good traits. 
We are prone to wander from this 
truth and place more stress upon one s 
failures. Does the enlarging of a 
pupil's faults better his condition? 
This is a question worthy of some con
sideration. If it does, let us continue 
to picture the dark side, but, on the 
other hand, if it does not, let us make 
more of the good that is in a person. 
(This refers particularly to recita-
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tions.) Students especially should 
make their classmates feel that each 
has an interest in the other, for, are 
we not co-workers for our mutual 
benefit ? \\ liile we are glad to report 
that this is true in a large measure with 
the members of our class, yet we re
gret very much that one of our num
ber, commonly known as the "Double-
Decker, stands out before us in a 
noticeable manner because of his re
markable ability for detecting more 
bad points from his classmates than 
good ones. Here is a lesson to be 
learned. A word to the wise should 
be sufficient. 

()ur class was very pleasantly en
tertained in Mr. Hart's room Wednes
day morning. May 14th, by Mr. J. 
Iclfer, who rendered a vocal solo. 

Mr. 'I clfer—"Prof. Farley, zvc were 
on a field trip yesterday from 12 
o clock until 6:30, so we are very 
sleepy now." 

Prof. Farley—"Well, you had better 
get over it. I would like to know 
v hat that has to do with giving at
tention now. Some people are sleepy 
under Normal conditions." 

Our arithmetic teacher recently be
came so interested in his work that he 
commenced to call the roll the second 
time. 

Why does Miss Lu-low enjoy play
ing "knock the wicket" in the book
keeping class? 

My Piano 
Came from Barlow's 

Have you ever noticed with what 
pride people make this statement ? It 
indicates a feeling of assurance as to 
quality. 

Barlow's Music Store 
130 EAST STATE STREET 

OPPOSITE Y. M. C. A. 

HODEL 
Clothing for Young Men 

FASHIONED AND TAILORED „ 
TO SUIT THE MOST EXACTING if 
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"A field trip," did you say? 
Yes, a field trip, if you please, and a 

delightful one, too. 
Our class left Trenton at noon on 

Thursday, May 15th. We visited 
Somerset, "Jacob's Creek," the stone 
quarries, Wilburtha and Yardley. 
Miss Reilly accompanied 11s a nd made 
the afternoon both interesting and in
structive. At Somerset she gave us 
a short talk on the "Life History" of 
the Delaware river and the surround
ing country; she pointed out the 
different highlands, the gap made in 
the Sourland plateau by the river, the 
terraces and the flood plain of the 
Delaware. 

The afternoon was too short to 
spend very much time at any one of 
these places, so we left Somerset and 
went to "Jacob's Creek." which is a 
little to the northeast of Somerset. 
We could see Mount Jericho while at 
Somerset, but as we were going up 
towards Jericho we decided that it could 
not be the one near Jerusalem. At 
"Jacob's Creek" Miss Reilly gave us 

the "Life History" of the stream. We 
then took a short walk up the stream 
while she told us many interesting de
tails about the rocks and the cracks in 
them. 

The stone quarries was our next 
stopping place. These quarries were 
made doubly interesting by their close 
resemblance to the canyon of the Colo
rado river; while here we watched the 
men in the quarries blasting the rock. 

We then crossed the river at Wil
burtha to Yardley, where we waited 
for a car to bring us home. We 
stopped a little while at Yardley, but 
this was not because of any geo
graphical interest, rather due to Miss 
A—'s knowledge of an icecream parlor 
on the corner just across the river. 

"Were we tired?" Well, yes; just 
a little, but we enjoyed the trip so 
much that we forgot all about being 
tired. We arrived in Trenton at 6 
o'clock. The class takes this means 
to express its sincere thanks to Miss 
Reilly for the pleasure she gave the 
B-2 class. 
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