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Don't Forget RIBSAM You need a bottle of Comp. Syrup 
[ of White Pine for that cough of yours. 

It will cure it. At the Drug Store of 
When you want 

Flowers and Seeds 

Cor. Broad and Front Streets. 

"DUM VIVIMUS VIVAMUS" 

Bullock Bros. 

GROCERS 

DANIEL L. COOK, 

APOTHECARY, 

157 North Broad St., Trenton, N. J. 

220 N. Clinton Avenue Either 
Phone 

S I X T E E N T H  S E A S O N  
OF 

Howard Blisard's 
Private School 

for Dancing1  

AT 

Broad and Academy Sts. 
Adults' class Monday and Friday evenings. 
Ladies' class Friday afternoons. 
Children's class Saturday afternoons. 
Private lessons by appointment. 

NOTICE 

MRS. J. W. HOLLINSHEAD 
Wishes to announce that she has removed her 

business to 

No. 243 NORTH CLINTON AVENUE 
Opposite Grace P. E. Church 

A FINE LINE OF CONFECTIONERY 
LOWNEY'S CHOCOLATES Always Fresh 

UNEEDA BISCUITS, Etc. STATIONERY, Etc. 
i 



GUNSON 
sells Fashionable Clothes for Youug Men - the 
latest styles; designed and made by the most 
expert. 

Neat Double-breasted Suits, coats with narrow 
collars, long pointed lapels, pants peg top, Fancy 
Worsted, Cheviot and Homespuns, also Plain 
Blacks. Sizes 15 to 20. $8 50 to $20 OO 

New Single-Breasted Fancy Mixtures and 
Black Worsteds. Sizes 15 to 20. $5.00 to 
$18 OO. 

The New College Overcoat, Black, Blue and 
Fancy Overplaids. Sizes 15 to 20 $7 OO 
$8 50 to $22.50. ' 

GUNSON, Outfitter to Men and Boys, 
117 and 119 E. State Street. 

WM. F. BAKER 
i 

Practical Hair-Cutter 

P a t r o n a g e  S o l i c i t e d  

2 4 5  N O R T H  C L I N T O N  A V E N U E  

BOOKS 
NEW AND OLD 

C L A Y T O N  L .  T R A V E R ,  1 0 8  S .  B r o a d  S t .  

FRANCIS B. LEE 

Counsellor at Law 
7 and 8 Mechanics Bank Building 

TRENTON, N. J. 

Prescription Business our Specialty I 

BRITTON DRUG STORE 
M a s o n i c  T e m p l e  T R E N TO N ,  N .  J .  

C H A S .  S T U C K E R T ,  P r o p r i e t o r  
Huyler's Chocolates, always fresh. 

CO OK <& J AQUES. 
A R E  T R E N T O N ' S  O P T I C I A N S  

O C C U L I S T .  entering. We fill prescriptions from A N Y  

W e  m a k e  a l l  s t y l e s  o f  t h e  N o r m a l  a n d  M o d e l  P i n s ,  3 5 c .  5 0 c  7 5 c  Thencanie, PH„„ ,„a Phi Et„ Th„a. „nd ^ ̂  „ 

We are the ONLY ONES Who Know How 

TWAOe MARK 

SHOES 
L. Updike &, Son 

121 N. BROAD ST. 
T R E N T O N ,  N .  J .  

SHOES POLISHED FREE 
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Miss Felicia H. Thomas 
Miss FELICIA H. THOMAS is a native 

of Philadelphia. After graduating 
from the Westtown Boarding School 
she took the course in physical train
ing at Dr. Sargent's School, in Cam
bridge, Mass. For the next five years 
she was engaged in teaching in the 
Westtown Boarding School. Miss 
Thomas then entered the Boston Nor
mal School of Gymnastics. Since that 
time she has taught six more years in 
the Westtown Boarding School. From 
there she came to us. 

My First Visit. 
IT WAS my first real visit all by my

self. I started Saturday afternoon, 
and was to return Monday morning 
in time for school—my education must 
not be neglected at any cost. 

My dignity was much offended be
cause my father put me on the train. 
Like most young ladies of six. I was 

very wise and very self-conscious. I 
bought a newspaper and read it through 
my journey of three miles. 

At the little shanty, called by 
courtesy a station, my hostess, Miss 
Jane, met me with a buggy and an old 
white horse. We went further into the 
country and further away from all 
people. Every time a house came in 
sight I sprang up and cried, "Oh! there 
it is! That's it. right there, isn't it?" 
Poor frightened Miss Jane would say, 
"No, child; sit down; you'll fall out; 
now, hold on." Then I would subside 
and discuss the merits of Kate, the 
horse, with my friend. 

Finally we reached the house. I put 
away my clothes. I had insisted upon 
bringing enough "to stay another 
week, if they should ask me, you know, 
mother." I then proceeded to inspect 
my surroundings. I knew that there 
were no children, but evidently there 
were no dogs even, or pet mice, because 
none of the furniture was scratched, 
and everything was so spick and span. 
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flie house I did not approve of at all, 
so I went out as quickly as possible, 
and just got safely around the corner 
as Miss Jane called, "Goodness, child, 
if you must be out in this cold, why, 
do put on a coat and hat." 

Listen! A grunt! It must be pigs, 
and, oh, perhaps tiny little ones! I 
followed the sound, and soon found a 
pen with njne wee ones. Really, it was 
a much better place than I first thought. 
They had me there, if only for a short 
time, and nine little pigs besides. I 
climbed to the top rail of the fence 
around those dearest pigs; lost my bal
ance, and promptly fell in among them. 
It hurt a little, but then, if I screamed, 
Miss Jane might find me, and either 
make me stay in the house or put a 
hat on, so I shut my teeth and won
dered just what I would do. 

I stood, and, looking up, saw a 
round, red-faced boy laughing at me. 
He stooped and said, "i say, you're 
sorter young, but you got grit, all 
right. What's yer name? Mine's 
Tom." 

"Mine's Mary," I replied. He 
seems like a very nice boy, I said to 
myself. 

1 m te n, I am, and I do the errands 
for Miss Jane. \ ou're the gal what's 
visiting her, ain t you ? Here, you can 
get out. all right. You like pigs? 
There s Miss Jane. I reckon you best 
go in; it's about your dinner time. 
W e have supper at our house." 

It was getting quite dark, and I was 
getting very hungry, so I got out, with 
Tom's help, and ran into the house. 

Dinner was very uncomfortable. 
The table was entirely too high, and 
the deep voice of Miss Jane's father 
fi ightened me. I thought longinglv 
of the pig-pen and my new friend. 
After dinner we sat in the library. I 
occupied a stiff chair, entirely too 
high , my feet could not touch the floor, 
and so swung aimlessly. Since there 
v as such a nice boy as Tom here, I 

regretted that I had not brought my 
pink mull, which I was sure he would 
like—"Now, child, it is your bed
time, came the not unwelcome inter
ruption to my thoughts. 

The following morning I met Tom 
back of the barn, and was escorted in 
state to the apple-orchard. When we 
returned, we sat in the pump-house to 
eat our apples and exchange confi
dences. 

"I say, you like pigs; I might—I 
don't know—but I might get you one 
to take back, and—you could—you 
could—er—remember me by it, you 
know, couldn't you—er—Mary?" 

"Oh! could you? I could put it in 
a shoe-box, and it would be just great 
to remember you by," I replied. 

Tom rummaged in his pockets, re
marking, "I had it taken last summer 
at Phillips' Park ; I only got one. but 
you can have it." He looked lo ngingly 
at a tintype of himself, and then handed 
it to me. 

A very impressive silence followed, 
in the midst of which we looked up 
simultaneously and faced Miss Jane! 

Tom was dispatched for potatoes. 
1 was sent into the house; Miss Jane 
followed, all her sense of the propri
eties sadly shocked. I, poor innocent 
youngster, was forbidden to even see 
Torn throughout the rest of my visit. 

I sat down and enumerated my 
troubles. It was a horrid place, an d I 
must spend all the afternoon in the 
house. Any way, I was going back 
in the morning, and then if I couldn't 
see Tom, I had his picture, and I could 
keep that always. 

As we drove away the following 
morning, Tom waved his hat from a 
cherry tree, and I wondered if there 
ever was a nicer boy. But after I got 
on the train, I remembered the pig, 
which he had evidently forgotten, and. 
disgusted with his neglect. I threw 
away his picture. This was the out
come of my first visit "all by myself," 
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and the ending of my first and only 
affair of the heart. 

MARY JOHNSON. 

Flowery. 
She was a dainty little maid, and he was very 

tall; 
They gathered every flower that bloomed close 

to the garden wall. 
"My favorite is the rose," she said. "Do you 

prefer the pink? 
Perhaps you like the hollyhocks. You're just 

like them, I think. 
You're rather tall, and rather stiff; you nod 

your head just so, 
For all the world like hollyhocks when summer 

breezes blow. 
But tell me, now, your favorite flower; for if 

I only knew, 
I'd try"—her voice was low and sweet—"I'd 

try to raise a few." 
"My favorite," he answered her, "this moment 

I can see. 
I'm looking at your tulips. Will you raise two-

lips for me?" 
K. 

A Mile in the Air. 

IT IS a beautiful morning. There is 
not a cloud in the sky, but, still, it is 
not that. You are glad, for to-day you 
are to climb your first big mountain. 
You have been up small ones before, 
perhaps, and have had enough experi
ence to know that while climbing is 
fun, it is also hard work. So now you 
prepare yourself carefully. You put 
on thick shoes with rubber heels, for 
the path will be very slippery. You 
wear a thin dress, for a heavy skirt is 
very apt to tire you. Your sweater you 
carry in the easiest possible way—tied 
around your waist by the sleeves. The 
luncheon is packed in small boxes, and 
these are distributed among the party. 
Every one but yourself wishes that it 
could be brought to the top of the 
mountain in a different way, since even 
a little bundle is inconvenient to carry, 
but you smile cheerfully, for you carry 
the candy. 

Then you start off gaily. It is easy 

at first, but after some minutes of 
steady walking, when you come to a 
steep place you are glad quietly to 
drop back of the others. They pay no 
attention. You stop to puff for a 
minute. They look at you quizzically 
when you catch up to them. They do 
not say a word, but you feel that they 
are thinking it will be a hard climb for 
you, and you straightway resolve to 
be as near the front of the line as pos
sible when you reach the top. But 
soon you forget all about vainglorious 
ambition, and wonder how long you 
can keep up the steady tramp up, up, 
always up, with scarcely a hillock to 
rest you by the few downward steps it 
would afford. You become hotter and 
hotter. You feel something throbbing 
in the back of your neck. Your mus
cles begin to tire. Your throat is 
parched. Your breath grows short, 
and you mutter to yourself, "I cannot 
go a step further." But you do. There 
is a girl in front of you who has never 
climbed a mountain, and you cannot 
let yourself be beaten by her. The 
leader keeps on steadily, since she be
lieves that to rest is to stiffen the 
muscles. You think differently, but 
you keep on. The girl before you be
gins to go more slowly, and you sel
fishly hope it will not be long before 
she will be obliged to stop. But evi
dently her pride is keeping her, too, 
so there is no rest until you come to 
the spring. You sink down under the 
trees with sighs of joy mingled with 
imprecations on the leader because she 
has not let you feel this delightful 
sensation before. But, alas! You are 
wrong, as you find when you start off, 
for, until your muscles become limber 
again, walking is a hard matter. You 
rest oftener now, even though you 
know it is better to keep on. Your 
path is an old brook-bed, filled with 
big rocks and little rocks and medium-
sized rocks. You have to be very care
ful, for if you should once turn your 
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ankle, your pleasure for the rest of the 
day would be spoiled. 

Now you leave the forests and come 
to the scrubby evergreens. When you 
have passed above them you go on 
gaily, for you think that the top must 
be near. When you are told that you 
must walk for at least two miles over 
the bare rocks, your spirits begin to 
flag. You do not get so tired as you 
did at first, but trudge on rather dog
gedly. That last mile is most discour
aging, so many times you are sure that 
the top is just ahead of you, and so 
many times you make another little 
turn and find that you must go further. 
When you finally reach it, you are sur
prised, for you had almost given up 
hope. Then you look around. On 
one side a sea of mountains rises up, 
and on the other there lies a low, peace
ful valley, dotted with silver threads. 
After you have feasted your eyes upon 
this, you know that your climb was a 
small price to pay for such richness. 

But the sharp, cool breeze soon re
minds you that it would be well to 
wrap up warmly, and as you put on 
your sweater you rejoice in the 
thoughts of lunch. That more than 
satisfies your expectations. You are 
quite sure that nothing so delicious was 
ever put up in the form of sandwiches, 
and that the cookies are more than an 
earthly joy. You e'at and laugh and 
eat again. You walk around and come 
back, and tbink you can manage a 
little more, until tbere are no more left 
to manage. Then you leave. The trip 
down is much easier, although in some 
ways you mind it more. Your knees 
and ankles feel shaky, as if they could 
not hold you up. But you go slQwly, 
and no accidents occur, although you 
slip several times. You get to the bot
tom safely, but you step into the car
riage with a sigh of relief and con
tentment over your happy day. 

MARIAN DUR ELL. 

His Sister 
CLIFFORD T. NASEBY was a short 

but sturdily built young man. He had 
black eyes, jet black hair, and a small, 
firmly-set set mouth. On the whole, 
his face, although by no means sullen 
and discouraged looking, bore an un
usually determined expression for a 
man of his age. He was a native of 
the Kansas wheat fields. His father, 
who had been a thrifty farmer, died 
when he was a very small child. For 
several years his mother kqit the farm 
running, but it was hard work to make 
ends meet. The climax was reached 
during the spring floods, when the 
house itself and all the other buildings 
on the farm were swept away. At a 
family council it had been decided that 
Clifford should go to Philadelphia, 
where an uncle was to provide for his 
education, and that his sister Florence 
should enter a Normal School. 

Since the breaking up of the home in 
Kansas sixteen years has passed. 
Naseby has completed a high-school 
course. But, more than that, he has 
satisfied a desire for higher learning 
by completing a college course. At 
the beginning of our story we find him 
employed by a firm of architects in 
Philadelphia. 

It was a cold, winter day. All the 
afternoon the snow had been falling. 
There had been an unusually big lot of 
work at the office for Clifford to do. 
and it was half-past seven when he 
entered his boarding-house. The long 
day's work had told on him. He was 
very irritable; the bread was stale; the 
coffee wasn t hot; in fact, everyone and 
everything seined to have conspired 
against him. He ate a very small sup-
l>er. a nd then went to his room. Seat
ing himself, he lighted his pipe, and 
tried to read the evening paper, but 
for some reason it gave him little sat
isfaction. "I guess I need company," 
he said to himself. "I will go over 
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and see George." George Haverhill was 
a young man employed in the same 
office as Naseby, and was one of the 
few persons with whom Naseby had 
formed an intimate acquaintance. Lie 
rose and went to the window. No; it 
would be foolish to go out on such a 
night. It was still snowing; the cars 
were stalled, and Haverhill lived five 
blocks away. Again he sat down in a 
vain attempt to quiet himself. Sud
denly he spied a letter on his table. 
It looked like his sister's writing—yes, 
it was stamped Topeka. Naseby 
opened it, and as he read, his face sud
denly brightened up, then he looked 
greatly puzzled. "Can this be possi
ble? What does it mean? Can I be
lieve my eyes ?" Then he read : 

TOPEKA, KANSAS, NOV. 17, 18—. 
MY DEAR CLIFFORD: 

I certainly have good news to tell you now. 
You could never guess what has happened. I 
have just completed arrangements to begin 
teaching in the Philadelphia High School at 
the beginning of the February term. For a 
long while I have been trying to get a position 
in Philadelphia, but I have never told you of 
it, because I wanted to surprise you. I shall 
be able to leave here in about ten weeks. 
Mother will come a little later. 

Lovingly, your sister. 
FLORENCE. 

"Just think of it! Just think of it! 
My sister Florence coming to Phila
delphia, and I haven't seen her in six
teen years!" Naseby read and re-read 
the letter. He tried to guess the num
ber of days it would be before his 
sister would come, and even calculated 
the number of hours. When he re
covered from his complete surprise it 
was past eleven o'clock. 

It was a long while before Naseby 
could get to sleep that night, and when 
sleep did come it did not last long, for 
he was up early the next morning. As 
soon as he had eaten his breakfast he 
started for his place of business. He 
ploughed his way through the snow
drifts, and was the first to reach the 
office. 

When his friend Haverhill entered 
he was fairly swept off his feet. 
Naseby took his hand and shook it 
violently, and bewildered him by a 
perfect storm of good-natured slaps 
011 the back. 

"For goodness sakes, old man, what 
in the world has happened?" panted 
his friend. "Oh, my sister; why, you 
can't imagine what she has done." 
"She is engaged ?" "Oh, no, no; better 
than that." "Married?" "Oh, no, 
110; she is coming to Philadelphia to 
live—my own sister and my dear 
mother, whom I have not seen for six
teen years!" 

For weeks Naseby labored and 
waited, but finally he received a letter 
from his sister stating that she would 
arrive at 4:00 P. M. on the following 
Friday. It was Wednesday when he 
received the letter, and it seemed as 
though Friday would never come. But 
it did come, and with it a bright, sun
shiny day. At half-past three Naseby 
left the office and boarded a car bound 
for the station. He arrived there fif
teen minutes before train time. At 
four o'clock a man walked up to the 
bulletin and chalked down, "Western 
trains one-half hour late." Another 
delay, and another almost unbearable 
season of waiting. Finally the train 
rushed into the station and began to 
unload its passengers. 

One of the first to alight was a small, 
slimly built young lady, with flashing 
black eyes and a great abundance of 
beautiful black hair, which hung in 
a graceful pompadour over her high 
forehead. She had hardly reached the 
platform before Naseby discovered 
her. Carelessly elbowing his way 
through the crowd, he made his way to 
her. "My dear! My dear!" he ex
claimed, drawing her to him, and kiss
ing her again and again, until she drew 
herself away, exclaiming, "Don't, 
don't; you are attracting the attention 
of those around us." Naseby reluct
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antly let her go, and then continued, "I 
am so glad to see you. It has been al
most impossible to wait for you to 
come. You must be tired, though, 
after your long journey. We'll get in 
this car and go up to the house." 

Naseby talked a perfect stream all 
the way from the station to the house. 
W hen he reached his boarding place 
he showed his sister his den, and then 
explained, "Now, you just make your
self at home here; I am sorry, but I 
must go to the office now for a little 
while, but I'll be back by six o'clock. 
Good-bye." 

As he entered the office Haverhill 
met him. "Well, did you find your 
sister ?" "Oh, yes; she arrived all 
right; she's up at the house now." 
"Say, I have a piece of good news 
too," answered Haverhill. "My 
cousin, Hazel Stewart, who has been 
studying in Paris for the past seven 
years, arrives here at 5:15; this seems 
to be a lucky day for us, doesn't it? 
It is five o'clock now; I must be off to 
meet her." 

Naseby stayed in the office working 
for three-quarters of an hour. Just 
as he was going down stairs he met 

Haverhill. "What do you think, Cliff. 
My cousin has not come after all. I 
was in the station when the train ar
rived, but there wasn't a sign of her 
anywhere. It's up to me to wait till 
ten o'clock now, I suppose." "Look-
here," replied Naseby, "I tell you what 
you had better do; you come up to my 
place for supper to-night, and spend the 
evening with me. I would like to have 
you meet my sister. You can go to 
meet the ten o'clock train afterwards. 
Perhaps your cousin will arrive then." 
Haverhill consented. 

When the two men entered Naseby's 
den, they found Florence busily en
gaged in reading a magazine. "Sister." 
said Naseby, "I want you to meet Mr. 
Haverhill; he is one—" He didn't 
finish, for Florence suddeny started 
from her chair. Haverhill gave her 
one quick look, and then exclaimed, 
"Why, Hazel!" Naseby's mind was 
greatly confused by this sudden turn of 
affairs, and when he regained control 
of himself he saw Haverhill kneeling 
over the prostrate form of a girl. 
Hazel had fainted. 

(To be continued.) 
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THE SIGNAL. 
E D I T O R .  M A N A G E R .  

KENNETH H. LANNING, MODEL. HORACE W. HOAGLAND, NORMAL. 

S e c r e t a r y .  

NELLIE EDWARDS, MODEL. 

T  r e a s u r e r .  

HENRY T. COX, NORMAL. 

L o c a l  E d i t o r s .  A l u m n i  E d i t o r s .  

MILDRED RUNDALL, NORMAL. LOUISE GODFREY, MODEL. 
LOUISE GODFREY, MODEL. MILDRED RUNDALL, NORMAL. 

SARAH JOHNSTON, NORMAL.  E x c h a n g e  E d i t o r .  

CHARLES H. WEELANS, MODEL. SARAH JOHNSTON, NORMAL. 

A s s i s t a n t  M a n a g e r .  

CHARLES H. WEELANS. 

M a i l i n g  C l e r k .  

HENRY T. COX, NORMAL. 

T e r m s : — Fi f t y  C e n t s  p e r  y e a r ;  S i n g l e  C o p i e s ,  T e n  C e n t s .  

Students, teachers, Alumni and friends are invited to contribute literary matter and items of interest 
Address all communications, "Tns SIGNAL," State Schools, Trenton, N. J. 

Entered at post-office in Trenton as second-class matter. 

Correspondents will please write on one side of paper only. 

WE WISH to announce to all de- The gentlemen who visited our 
linquent subscribers that after this school were J. R. Heape, Esq., Chair-
number no copies will be furnished man of the Rochdale Technical School; 
them until their subscriptions have A. J. Shepheard, Esq., Chairman of 
been paid. the Technical Education Board of the 

London County Council; Charles Row
ley, Esq., M. A., J. P., member of the 

THE contest for THE SIGNAL ban- Manchester Education Committee and 
ner will close at noon on Wednesday, Gf tjle Manchester School of Tech-
the 25th of November. nology, Chairman of the Manchester 

School of Art, and H. R. Reichel, Esq.. 
LL.D., Late Fellow of All-Souls, Ox-

ON MONDAY, October 19th, our ford, Principal of University College 
school was honored by a visit from of North Wales, Bangor, and member 
four of the members of the Mosely of the Welsh Intermediate Education 
Commission, who have come to the Board. 
United States to examine our system The visit of the Mosely Commission 
of education. to this country is only one of a series 
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of events which mark the profound 
impression which the advancing civili
zation of the United States is making 
in Europe. The European powers are 
realizing, as never before, the fact that 
the United States has taken its place 
among the foremost nations of the 
world. 

We, as a nation, owe a great deal 
to the old world, and it is a pleasure to 
find that the Old World is learning 
something from us. We are glad to 
receive their visitors. Everywhere 
they are welcome. We hold no secrets; 
we show them all we have. It is by 
such a comparison of systems and 
methods that we find what is really best, 
and thus advance the cause of civili
zation. 

nington, on October 4th, with the Pen
nington Seminary eleven. Our boys, 
though outweighed slightly, put up 
a plucky game, as the score of 5—o 
indicates. Considering that this was 
the first game of the season, we have 
to congratulate ourselves that the team 
was so well organized. The line-up 
follows: 

Pennington. Positions. State Schools. 
Hart left end Cox 
Kus, Perez left tackle Sauerborn. 

Littell 
Silva left guard Wright 
Allott center Van Syckle 
Gifford rightguard Miers 
West right tackle Griggs 
Brown right end Brown 
Mackenzie quarter Mather 
Yard right half Parker 
Burr left half Bradford 
Smith full-back Grinard 

IT IS w ith regret that we announce 
the death of the Rev. Dr. David Cole, 
in Yonkers, N. Y. 

Dr. Cole was at one time principal 
of the Trenton Academy. While there 
engaged he became prominently identi
fied with the movement to establish 
THE NEW JERSEY STATE NORMAL 
SCHOOL. 

It was largely through his efforts 
that the school was brought into being, 
and he was one of its first Trustees.. 

Foot-Ball. 

WITH autumn comes intense inter
est in foot-ball. The State Schools is 
represented this year by a better team, 
in some respects, than any for three or 
four years past. It is still a little too 
light for hard work, but the intense 
interest exhibited by the players in 
part makes up for the deficiency. The 
team has elected Mr. Littell, who has 
been acting as temporary captain, to 
lead them permanently. We congratu
late the team on its choice. The first 
game of the year was played in Pen-

The second game was played on the 
home field, October nth, with Tren
ton High. After taking a careful sur
vey in the first half, the team, during 
the second chapter, proceeded to busi
ness. The resulting score was 22—o 
in our favor. The teams lined up as 
follows: 

State Schools. Positions. T.H.S. 
Cox left end Rose 
Riser left tackle Duress, 

Mulheron 
Bechtel left guard Schanck 
Van Syckle center Reed 
Miers rightguard North word 
Griggs.: right tackle Welling 
Bradford, right end Prior 

Brown, Schmidt 
Mather quarter John 
Bradford left half Disbrow 

Dawson 
Parker right half Pumyea 
Grinard full-back Silverstein 

The manager has arranged for games 
with All Scholastics, Lambertville 
High School, Rutgers Prep, and a re
turn game with Pennington. The 
Lawrenceville Cream are also expected. 
The manager is arranging for some 
games on Wednesdays also, so we may 
expect a good schedule. 
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Normal Alumni Notes. 
Miss Etta Swing-, Feb., '03, visited 

friends at "Old Normal" this month. 

Notice has been received of the sad 
death of Helen Irene Malay, who was 
graduated in the "Daisy Class" of '99. 
She died suddenly of general peri
tonitis, after an illness of only two 
days. 

The engagement is announced of 
Miss Nellie Shields, June, '03, to Mr. 
Harry McQuilkin, a rising young 
banker of Camden, N. J. 

The marriage is announced of Miss 
Mae Buter to Mr. Leon Abbott, both 
graduated in the class of '01. 

The marriage is announced of Miss 
Janet Kopp to Mr. O'Keefe, of Mont-
clair. The bride was graduated in 
June, '02. 

A wedding in the near future will 
be that of Miss Sadie J. Galligan to 
Mr. Robert S. Dalienz. Miss Galligan 
is well known to the alumni by the 
name of "Raisins," and was a member 
of the February class of '02. 

Miss Mary D. Roberts, June, '02, 
was married recently to Mr. Wayne 
Wetherill, of Philadelphia, Pa. Mr. 
and Mrs. Wetherill are now living at 
Tioga. 

THE SIGNAL extends its best wishes 
to these recent and other prospective 
brides. 

Model Alumni Notes. 

We are glad to have the Misses 
Moore and Cook working in the school 
again. Though we cannot claim them 
in our department, we wish them much 
success with their work in the Normal. 

Mr. Murphy, Model, '03, has re
turned to Trenton after his work in a 
summer school at Poughkeepsie. 

SOCIETY NOTES. 
Arguromuthos. 

Ethel C. Hammell. 

THE first meeting of the Arguro-
muthos Society for the new term was 
held on Friday, September 25th. The 
officers elected at the last meeting en
tered upon their duties. They are: 

President—Miss Laura Hibbs. 
Vice-President—Miss Meta Trapp. 
Secretary—Miss Charlotta Miller. 
Treasurer—Miss Louise Godfrey. 
Corresponding Secretary—Miss Ma

bel Perry. 
SIGNAL Reporter—Miss Ethel C. 

Hammell. 
On October 2d Misses Conditt, 

Mumper and Bonney gave some inter
esting current events. 

The reception and initiation of new 
members took place on October 16th. 
Everyone had an enjoyable time. 

October 23d Misses Lair and Atwell 
gave a book review. 

Thencanic. 
Leon W. Germain. 

October 2d, 1903. 
Orator—Mr. Sykes (excused). 
Synopser—Mr. Levy. 
Debate (extemporaneous)— 
Resolved, That the effort of organ

ized labor to control the lahor market 
constitutes as great a monopoly as any 
commercial combination. 

Positive—Carter, Walker, Sykes. 
Negative—Weelans, Germain, Con-

dict. 
The debate was decided in favor of 

the negative. 
October 9th, '03. 

Orator—Mr. Burd. His topic was 
"The Principal Events of To-day." 

Synopser—Mr. Burd. 
The debate of the day read as fol

lows : 
Resolved, That New Jersey State 

Senators should be elected by popular 
election. 
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Positive—Carter, Sykes, Skellenger. 
Negative—Burke, Fitzcharles, Ger

main. 
The debate was decided a draw. 

October 16th, '03. 
Orator—Mr. Fitzcharles. His topic 

was "A Supposed Speech in the House 
of Lords, England, delivered in 1776." 

Synopser—Mr. Lawrence. 
Debate— 
Resolved, That, in view of Southern 

opposition, negroes should not be ap
pointed to federal offices in the South. 

The positive was upheld by Germain, 
Wood and Lawrence, while the nega
tive was composed of Carter, Walker, 
Sykes. 

The debate was decided in favor of 
the negative. 

The society extends its hearty con
gratulations to the new members, and 
wishes them a pleasant and prosperous 
year. 

Normal Debating Society. 
Nellie M. Blanchard. 

THE Normal Debating Society held 
its first regular meeting of the term 011 
Friday, October 16th, with an unusu
ally large number present. 

The program of the day consisted of 
an extemporaneous discussion of the 
following question: 

Resolved, That letter-writing is, in 
general, a waste of time. 

Affirmative—Miss G. De Witt, Miss 
Blanchard. 

Negative—Mr. Dawson, Miss Nicli-
olls. 

After a brief but interesting talk by 
both sides, the judges, Miss Reeves, 
Miss Day and Miss Decker, decided 
unanimously in favor of the negative. 

Normal Dramatic Club. 
Stephen M. Case 

THE Normal Dramatic Club begins 
its work of the year with the following 
corps of officers and directors : 

President—Justin Warbasse. 
Vice-President—Ralph Parker. 
Recording Secretary—Laura Davi

son. 
Corresponding Secretary—Francis 

Segoine. 
Treasurer—Naomi Newell. 
Though a great many of our old 

and experienced members left us last 
June, the talent which our new mem
bers bring into the Club gives ample 
ground for prophesying a most suc
cessful and profitable year. 

The Club held its first meeting Oc
tober 2d, in which the President out
lined the work for the term. 

The work for the year began 011 Oc
tober 9th. 

The program consisted of a recita
tion by Miss Johnston, a reading by 
Mr. Telfer and a solo by Miss Thomp
son. 

Shakespeare Society. 
E. Helen Chamberlain 

THE Shakespeare Society, under the 
leadership of Miss Ethel Van Sant, 
lias begun the study of the history of 
the drama. At the meeting held Oc
tober 4th. magazine articles were read, 
giving a general view of the modern 
drama. Miss Champion and Miss 
Chamberlain read articles on "Some 
Aspects of the Drama of To-day," by 
Herbert Beerbohm Tree, and "The 
New Poetic Drama," by Wm. D. 
Howells. after which Miss McNary 
gave a brief description of Stephen 
Phillips' poetic drama. "Herod." 

Probably the most interesting num
ber on the program was "The Play and 
the Gallery." by Elizabeth McCracken, 
read bv Miss Bloomingdale. The 
author has, for a number of years, 
lieen engaged in college settlement 
works, and. thus brought into contact 
with the tenement classes who frequent 
the gallery, has many stories to tell of 
the influence wrought by the play. 
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In a much-disordered upper room 
of a tenement building she once saw a 
picture of Ellen Terry as Portia, and 
learned that the woman to whom the 
dirty, shabby room belonged had seen 
the play. "I didn't care much for Shy-
lock," she said, "but Portia was jes' 
lovely, an' I'll never forget the things 
she said about havin' mercy. Folks 
don't seem to have much mercy fer me, 
but every time I've got a chance to be 
mean, I think o' what Portia said, an' 
how she looked when she said it, an' 
I don't do it!" 

"Many of us," said Miss McCracken, 
"having seen Miss Terry as Portia, 
have been charmed by her loveliness, 
but how many of us afterward have 
been prompted to 'render deeds of 
mercy' because of her?" 

It is a sad fact that the theatre some
times influences for evil as well as for 
good. A boy who went to see "The 
Gav Lord Quex " was heard to remark, 
"They're all a bad lot, but they gets 
on all right, an' the worst gets on the 
best!" 

Miss McCracken believes, however, 
that the influence of the play is chiefly 
good, and her article is replete with 
anecdotes both humorous and pa
thetic, to illustrate her point and to 
plead for more good theatres. 

Model Class Notes. 
S E N I O R .  

I. Trumbull Wood. Doja E. Nelson. 

Since the last number of THE SIG
NAL there has been but very little 
change in the Senior Class; by that you 
must understand that we are still 
steadily climbing upward and onward 
to the dizzy heights of glory, which 
our predecessors have left for us to 
gain. But I forgot; there has been 
one change, namely, in the Treasurer-
ship of the Class. Upon the resigna
tion of Mr. Weelans, Mr. Edward D. 
Miers was chosen "Custodian of the 
Funds." 

If there has been anything lacking 
heretofore to make Seniors envied 
among all men, their cup is now full 
to overflowing. Listen! On Friday 
evening, November 13th, a reception 
will be tendered to the Model Senior 
Class by Miss Ely and Professor 
Whitbeck. A novel program has been 
arranged, consisting of— But it will 
all be in the next SIGNAL. Now, 
Juniors, don't you envy us? 

Pupil—"Pet-it John." 
French Instructor—"Do not say 

that; say pe-tit John; it reminds me 
of Petti-John." 

Pedagogical Club. 
Daisy M. Brouard. 

THE regular meeting of the society 
was held October 13th. After the elec
tion of new members, Miss Frances 
Segoine reported the pedagogical news 
for the month. The meeting was con
cluded by Dr. Seeley's very interesting 
talk on his visit to Boston during the 
N. E. A. Convention. 

The eye being the window of the 
soul may account for the pane often 
there.—The Seminary Opinator. 

J U N I O R .  
Clarence Hoppock. Josie P. Eux. 

Prof. Secor—"What are given 
equal in this proposition?" 

Class—"The chords." 
Prof. Secor—"Then we'll listen to 

the chords." 
Mr. Case (in describing the first 

night of Addison's play on Cato) — 
"Steele was very anxious and tried to 
get the house full." 

Our ex-Treasurer was very negli
gent in turning over the money and 
accounts to the new Treasurer, but to 
all appearances he made up for it by 
helping her straighten up the books. ( ?) 
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IN PHYSICS* CPASS. 
Dr. M. (performing exp.)—"See; I 

can lift almost anything with my 
finger." 

Miss H.—"I don't believe you could 
lift me." 

Dr. M.—"Come here, and we'll see." 
And he lifted her with his fore finger. 

How the Junior girls are striving to 
make up a good basket-ball team! 
Miss Kennedy has been elected cap
tain, and since she piloted us to cham
pionship last year, we are hoping she 
will do so again. A rumor has been 
floating around that the Senior girls 
are organizing a team. If the report 
is true, we would be glad to play them. 

During the course of a history lesson 
not long ago one of our girls made the 
startling statement that furs used to 
be found in India. We wonder what 
kind they are. 

H .  S .  B .  
Alvin W vSykes. 

At the October meeting the follow
ing officers were elected for the ensuing 
term: 

President—Alvin W. Sykes. 
Vice-President—Jeannette West. 
Secretary—Helen T. Pierson. 
Treasurer—Albert Vick. 

H .  S .  C .  
D. Clark. 

The H. S. C.'s have chosen their 
basket-ball team for the coming year. 
It is as follows: Elsie Rogers, captain 
and center; Margaret Cochrane and 
Anna Apgar, forwards; Mildred An
derson and Dorothy Clark, guards; 
Elizabeth Errickson, Grace Fletcher 
and Harry Etta Bainbridge, substi
tutes. 

In history— 
Miss F.—"Whom did Nebuchad

nezzar marry?" 
Miss C - chr - n—"The son of the 

king of the Medes." 

G R A M M A R  A .  
M. V. Britton. 

The basket-ball team for this season 
is as follows: 

Center—Malvina Clemens. 
Forwards — Isabel Clark, Emily 

Auten. 
Guards—Lilian Fischer, Mary Bu

chanan. 

Normal Class Notes. 
S E N I O R  I I .  

Florence S. Howland. 

The members of the Senior II 
basket-ball team wish to express their 
gratitude for the faithful service ten
dered them by their captain, Miss New-
comb. They surely appreciate the fact 
that many laborious hours of her time 
have been patiently devoted to them. 

As a college is known by its athletic 
standing, a class is known by its team. 
Miss Newcomb has been the means by 
which they have sustained their honor. 

These words express not only the 
sentiment of the team, but that of all 
Senior IPs. 

A foot-rest has been ordered for 
Mr. Soehls benefit. This may be 
used by him while book reviews are in 
order. If not clear, ask him to ex
plain. 

The Senior II class is still in its 
gaseous state (hot air) ; the molecules 
tend to fly apart. (The members fly 
from class meeting.) 

Dr. Seely — "Where is Miss 
Keown ?" 

Student—"She hasn't been here since 
the flood." 

Miss H.—"It does my soul (Soehl) 
good to laugh." 

Dr. Seely—"What is work?" 
Bright Student—"I don't know. 

Doctor." 
Boy—"You have such a prettv 

name, Miss H d." 
Miss H rf—"I don't like it; I 

would like to change it." 
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S E N I O R  1 — 1 .  
Myrtle K. Evans. 

Shall we ever learn to be good car
penters? Dr. C. told 11s t hat we were 
constantly putting fixed blinds upside 
down into windows, and we couldn't 
plane the pickets evenly on both sides 
in Algebra. 

How many birds have you seen in 
Algebra? By the time we have fin
ished this subject our eyes will be sore 
looking for birds. Look for the birds, 
but beware of the rocks. 

Well, what next? Caits. Really, 
cats in Algebra class! Ask Miss 
W - 1 - s why Dr. Carr thought he was 
treading on a cat. 

In Algebra, we have heard 
There's such a thing as "seeing the bird." 
In attempting the square root to find, 
Right upside down we put the blind; 
And when we've reached a dreadful thicket, 
We're sure not to have planed the picket. 
With x, y and z we've had many knocks, 
Being always wrecked upon the rocks. 
Well, next in order, we bring cats, 
So, now, look out, or we'll get rats. 

We'll have to apply for a new map, 
on which Miss B - e - r may find 
Greece. 

One member of our class has studied 
Greek. If you want anything trans
lated, apply to Miss S - o - - m. 

In chemistry we had quite a treat, 
Especially when Miss L - d - - w went to sleep. 

Well, girls, what is the matter with 
you on Monday mornings? One of our 
professors said he never attempted to 
account for what girls did on Monday. 

Have you noticed the wonderful 
change in Mr. P - r - - r lately ? He 
was elevated, in Physics class, by 
pressure. 

One of our teachers told us our class 
was better than other classes, but only 
in spots. One bright spot was near the 
door. 

LAMENT OP THE HALL GIRLS OF SENIOR I—2. 

Motive—Each little act is rounded by a bell. 

Sunday Night. 
Clash out, ye bells! Clash out! 

Wake me at six to-morrow. 
I haven't any lessons done. 

Oh, woe is me, and sorrow. 

Monday Evening. 
Ring out, ye bells! Ring out! 

Ring out a woeful tune! 
But, oh, I'm glad this day is o'er; 

I failed in every room. 

Tuesday. 
Ring out, sad bells! Ring out! 

Your sound is old and hoary. 
You know, to-night at dinner, we 

Shall have our friend "three-story." 

Wednesday. 
Ring out, sweet bells! Ring out! 

Your sound is joyous and keen. 
You know to-night at dinner sweet 

We'll have divine ice-cream. 

Thursday. 
Ring out, ye bells! Ring out! 

Ring out! I'll make no moan. 
Three weeks from on this blessed day 

I'll be with friends at home. 

Friday. 
Clash out, ye bells ! Clash out! 

Clash out an awful din! 
Oh, joy! You've made my head to ache! 

I won't go to the gym. 

Saturday. 
Clash out, ye bells! Clash out! 

Clash out one by one! 
I got up early this cold morn; 

I have my room all done. 

Sunday Morning. 

Ring out, ye bells ! Ring out 1 
Ring from the clouds some rain; 

For that will make me stay at home, 
From Sunday-school detain. 

S E N I O R  1 — 2 .  
Lucy M. Quinn. 

Extracts from letters applying for 
positions: 

General note: 
"Am proficient in drawing. Spe

cialized for two terms in preference to 
the customary one term at Normal.' 
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can only lie accomplished by the giving Professor—"Why are such works 
and receiving of suggestions. as Homer, Virgil, "etc., called classic? 

Bright One—" 'Cause they are 
Little grains of powder, enough to make any class sick." 

Little drops of paint, y 

Make the ladies freckles "Pis wrong for any maid to be 
Look as if they ain't. Abroad at night alone; 

—L.v. A chaperon she needs till she 
Can call some chap 'er own. 

Smash! Smash! 
Broken lenses ] 
Broken eye glasses J Repaired quickly and right 
Broken spectacles j 

We duplicate any lens and make all optical repairs in a short time. We recognize the 
importance of time in these trifles 

SUN OPTICAL MFG. CO., Corner State and Warren Streets 
TRENTON, N. J. 

Mail orders receive prompt attention. 

The Banner Contest Closes this Month 

Put your name on "The Signal" subscript 

tion list and help your class 

win the banner. 

Go to  WALSH 
FOR 

PHOTOGRAPHS 

R e d u c t i o n s  t o  S tu d e n t s  

1 2 0  P E R R Y  S t . ,  n e a r  B r o a d  S t .  

T R E N TO N ,  N .  J .  

The Rider=Moore and Stewart 
SCHOOLS OF 
BUSINESS 

E s t a b l i s h e d  1 8 6 5 .  
F .  B .  M O O R E ,  P r e s .  J .  E .  G I L L ,  V . - P r e s .  

Their former students are numbered among 
the most prominent and successful men in the 
State. More than nine hundred students in 
attendance last year. The combined schools 
have a larger enrollment, employ more special
ists as instructors, and place more graduates 
in lucrative positions than any other similar 
school in New Jersey. Enroll now. For 
catalog address 

R I D E R - M O O R E  &  S T E W A R T  S C H O O L S  
1 0  &  1 2  S .  B r o a d  S t . ,  T r e n t o n ,  N .  J .  



THOS.C. HILL & SON CO. PERFUHES 
THE DAINTIEST 

CATERERS 
and 

CONFECTIONERS 

1 1  N .  B r o a d  S t . ,  T R E N T O N ,  N .  J .  

L u n c h e s  a n d  C o u r s e  D i n n e r s  f o r  S o c i e t i e s  

Ask for Estimates 

Signal— 
1-5 -0=0  

which means that $15 00 will buy one of those 
swell Double-Breasted Sack Suits for Young Men 
We make a spec alty of Young Men's C!oth-s. 
Our styles have a snap and go in them. Do you 
like smart clothes? 

Trenton Clothing Co. 
18 and 20 North Broad Street 

One-price Clothiers, Hatters, Furnishers 

THE LATEST 
ALL THE BES T ODORS 

HOWARD N. RICHARDS 
DRUGGIST 

Cor. Perry and Montgomery Streets 
TRENTON, N. J. 

H .  J .  K E L L Y  W .  S .  H A R R I N G T O N  

W. 5. HARRINGTON & CO. 

E Y E S I G H T  S P E C I A L I S T S ,  

146 East State Street 

P h o n e  1 6 - 2 3  D .  T R E N T O N ,  N .  J .  

Loose Peanut Butter 
We have just received our first ship
ment of Heid's loose peanut butter. 
The name of the maker is sufficient to 
warrant good quality. 

22c. lb. 6c. 1-4 lb. 

Philadelphia Grocery Co. 
Clinton Avenue and Perry St. 

Division and Rusling Sts. 
Both 'Phones 

IF IT'S IN 

Foot Ball or 
Basket Ball 
Goods, 

WE HAVE IT. 

S. Applegate & Co. 
Opp. Opera House 

E. 

J. J. BURGNER & SONS 

BREAD, PIE, and FANCY CAKE BAKERY 

PIE CREAM and LUNCH PARLORS 

Special Prices Given to Picnics, Parties and Sociables. 

Cor. Perry and Southard Streets, TRENTON, N. J. 



NEVIUS BROS.  
are showing some entirely new things in women's shirt waists and 
neckwear. To be posted 011 what is fashionable and being worn, 
yon should see them. 

CO 

College pillow tops of all kinds and material to 
finish them. 

127 AND 129 EAST STATE ST.. TRENTON 

MacCrellish 
and Quigley 

Printers 
B O O K  B I N D E R S  
S T A T I O N E R S  
E N G R A V E R S  

c. 
H. 

Y's 

L a v e n d e r  L o t i o n ,  
F o r  C h a p p e d  H a n d s ,  F a c e ,  E t c .  

O p p o s i t e  t h e  P o s t  O f f i c e  
T r e n t o n ,  N .  J .  

Printers of THE SIGNAL 

P H O N E  2 6 4  

Joshua F. Hancock 
LOWNEY'S 

FINE CHOCOLATES 
Ice Cream, Cake, Pastry, Charlotte Russe, 

Confections, Etc. 

Come and see us for your class treats 

Cor. Broad and Hanover Streets 
T R E N T O N ,  N .  J .  

L i t t l e  L i v e r  P i l l s ,  
F o r  C o n s t i p a t i o n .  

M o n o g r a m  C o u g h  S y r u p  
R e d  L i n i m e n t  

M a g i c  H e a d a c h e  P o w d e r  
P R E S C R I P T I O N S  C A R E F U L L Y  C O M 

P O U N D E D  A T  A L L  H O U R S  

C.H.YOUNG, Druggist 
N .  E .  C O R .  P E R R Y  A N D  S O U T H A R D  S T S .  

T R E N T O N ,  N .  J .  

••••••••••• •••••••« •• •••••• ••• 
' D O N N E L L Y  

Popular=Priced 
Furnisher 

K N I T  A T H L E T I C  G O O DS  
G Y M N A S I U M  S U I T S  

F O O T B A L L  O U T F I T S  
S C H O O L  F L A G S  

N E X T  T O  T H E A T R E  

• • • • • • • •  • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  • • •  

Soft Hats Especially adapted to student wear 
$1.50, $2.00, $2.50 

Embroidered Cloth Hats and Caps our specialty. 

Dressy Derby Hats, too. 

HOTTEL, T he " Head " Hatter, 33 E. State St. 



STUDENT SHAPES 
Iu Soft or Stiff 

$2.00 tO l_J A npC $2'00 to 

$ 3 . 5 0  1 1 / \  1  o  $3-5°  

Season's Newest Styles. 

Caps, Umbrellas, Suit Cases, Etc. 

H A D D I M C  Trenton's Hatter 
U U D D l n 3 j  2 5  E a s t  S t a t e  S t r e e t  

REYNOLDS & CO. 
29 East State Street 

CANDIES 

ICE CREAM 

SODA WATER 
HOT AND COLD 

F O R  

S t a t i o n e r y  a n d  F i n e  C o n f e c t i o n e r y  

G O  T O  

McGARRY 
Newsdealer 

Opposite State Schools, 624 Perry St. 

C a l l  a t  t h e  

Star Dry Goods Store 
where you'll get double the stamps 
with every purchase on Saturdays. 

Dry Goods, Notions, Hosiery, 
Clothing and Gents' 
Furnishing Goods 

Julius Robinowitch 
236 N. Clinton Ave., Opp. Kossuth St. 

T R E N T O N ,  N .  J .  

For Ribbons 
and other "fixings" 
See Yard's 

Whether in Gloves, Hosiery, 
Handkerchiefs, Underwear, 
D r e s s  T r i m m i n g s ,  F a n c y  
Goods or Notions, whatever 
is bought at Yard's is strictly 
reliable. 

And prices are right. 

YARD'S 
4 and 6 North Broad Street 

TRENTON, N. J. 

Murr & Co. 
( S u c c e s s o r s  t o  H O L D R I D G E )  

The Students' Photographers 

Special Rates to Students 

Particular attention given to making groups 

I N T E R S T A T E  3 1 1  

223 EAST STATE STREET 

F .  S .  K A T Z E N B A C H  H .  C .  S T U L L  

F. S. Katzenbach & Co. 

Hardware, Heaters, Ranges, Mantels, Tile 
Facings and Hearths 

P L U M B E R S ,  S T E A M  A N D  G A S  F I T T E R S  

Steam and Hot Water Heating 
Electrical and Mill Supplies 

35 East State Street 



The New Jersey 
School for the Deaf 

TRENTON 

Offers to Deaf Children, resident in 
the State, an education and a training 
in some mechanical art to prepare 
them for self-support and for intelli
gent citizenship. 

hree to those whose parents are un
able to bear any part of the expense 
of maintenance. Moderate payments 
only required in other cases. 

The co-operation of 

Teachers in the 
Public Schools 

of the State is especially requested in 
discovering children of this class, and 
in securing their admission to this 
School. 

hull particulars will be furnished on 
application to the Principal, 

JOHN P. WALKER. 

F O R  A L L  K I N D S  O F  

SHTIONERV, PENCILS, PENS 
G O  T O  

FRANK S IQLEY 
Opposite Burgner & Sons, Perry i 

Suggestions 
Help those who help us. 

Buy a bit of school spirit. 

1 ake your school paper— 

The Signal 

THE N EW J ERSEY STATE 
NORMAL AND M ODEL SCHOOLS 

laws of mental devefopment sub*a-™»" « <° <™f°™ lo the 

Th:,„r̂  a t  Scho° l prep-
yz&z — it"- °< »-• 

per velT tcorZn $4 V" 'a "" X°™al' a"d 
ptr year, according to grade, in the Model 

The Boarding Halls are thoroughly lighted by electricity heated bv 
steam, well ventilated; provided with hath« ana +1 " ' 1 
venienres Tn» oi • ths and the modern con-vemences. Hie sleeping rooms are nicely furnished 

bor further particulars apply to the principal, 

J. M. GREEN. 

— 


