


DON'T 
FORGET RIBSAM 

When you want 

Flowers and 
Seeds 

COR. BROAD AND FRONT STS. 

For Stationery 
and Fine Confe ctionery 

GO TO 

Mc GARRY 
NEWSDEALER 

Opposite State Schools, 624 Perry St. 

PHONES 264 

J. F. Hancock & Sons 
LOWNEY'S 

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

Confections, Etc. 
Come and see us for your class treats 

Corner Broad and Hanover Streets 
TRENTON, N. J. 

REPAIRING A SPECIALTY 

Umbrellas, Trunks 
Bags, Suit Cases 
Pocket=Books 

Bear Brand Knitting Yarns 

MISHLER'S 
16 East State Street 

s tudent 
tyle 
oft Hats 

HOTTEL 

33 EAST STATE STREET 

GARRISON 
After school stop at Garrison's 

for your Apples, Oranges, Bananas 

and Cakes, 

Handy, also, at the lunch hour. 

CORNER SOUTHARD AND PERRY STS. 

Dental Specialists 

Philadelphia Painless Dentists 
15 and 17 East State St. 

All work guaranteed. Special 
prices to Students. Competition 
for excellence of workmanship— 
not cheapness. 

H. D.  Goodenough 
APOTHECARY 

Prescriptions accurately compounded. 
Fine Toilet Articles. 

Agency " Belle Mead Sweets." 

Corner State and Stockton Streets 

TRENTON, N. J.* 



At the Popular 

CONFECTIONERY and FRUIT STORE 
582 PERRY STREET 

Two doors west of Southard street, can be found a 
large assortment of Pure and Fresh Candies, con
sisting m part of Lowney's, Daggett's and Schroff's 
Fine Quality of Chocolates, etc. 

Cong-Distance Telephone. 

JOHN G. BOX, Notary Public 
Commissioner of Deeds a nd Insurance A gent 

Will insure your dwelling, factory, stock or furniture 
in the most reliable companies, at the lowest rates. 

Office, 582 PERRY STREET 
Bell 'Phone 1329 A. 

YOUNG MEN'S 
SUITS AND COATS 

Not the ordinary kind, but the 
distinctive Young Men's Fashions. 

Longer coats, deeper vents, peg-top trou
sers, are some of the suit features for Fall 
and Winter. Prices, $7.50 to $20.00. 

TRENTON CLOTHING CO. 
CLOTHIERS, HATTERS AND FURNISHERS 

| FOR DELICIOUS ICE CREAM 
| OR LUNCH DOWN TOWN 
S pay us a visit. Our dining parlors are the resort of nice people 

who like dainty edibles and good service. 
And the array of cakes of o ur own baking is not the least of o ur 

\ good features 

I HILDEBRECHT CATERING CO., 19 and 21 West State Street 
= OPPOSITE MASONIC TEMPLE 

Rensselaer Hjk 

^fo^chn^ 

X? 
Institute, 

Troy, N.Y. 
laocal examinations provided for. Send for a catalogue. 

No Stamps No Tricks 
No Schemes 

Courteous Service Prompt Delivery 
Highest Values 

BULLOCK BROS. 
The Grocers 

220 North Clinton Avenue 

ALL PR ICES ALL ST YLES Lead;ng photograph Studio 
Don t think of any store but 
Williams' when in need of 
anything in the shoe line. 
Try a pair and be satisfied. 

Every type of a foot a specialty. 

A. T. WILLIAMS 
*37_I39 North Broad Street 

for all kinds of High-Grade and 
Artistic Work 

Large Groups and Flashlights of Evening 
Parties a Specialty 

Special Discount to the Students of the State 
Schools 

MISS B. E. BROOKS 
Successor to J. B. HOLYEB 
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February. 
February 12.—"Let us have faith that right 

makes might, and in that faith let us to the 
end dare to do our duty as we understand it." 
—Abraham Lincoln. 

February 22.—"To preserve one's duty and 
to be silent, is the best answer to calumny." 
—George W ashington. 

Address by President N. M. Butler, 
of Columbia University 

AT THE MEMORIAL SER VICE, JANUARY 
14, 1906, TO THE LATE WM. 

R. HARPER, PRESIDENT OE 
CHICAGO UNIVER SITY, 

WE ARE here to mark the passing of 
a noble life—a life dear to not a few 
of us, and full of cheer and inspiration 
to every human being who loves knowl
edge, who hopes for achievement, and 
who aspires to service. It was a very 
long life. Not a full hundred years of 
usual accomplishment could measure it. 
It was a very rich life. Joy, happi
ness and satisfaction that gold cannot 

buy, filled it to overflowing. For him 
and for his service, we rejoice and give 
thanks; for ourselves we sorrow be
cause we have lost sight of a friend, 
and the world of a man. 

Hidden deep down in Nature's 
secrets are the rare qualities which, as
sembled in just the proper proportions, 
make men. Scholars, high-minded and 
serious of purpose, are many. Doers, 
active, confident and successful, are 
more numerous still. Men are harder 
to come upon, and our friend was a 
man. He loved life and the joy of 
living. His world was a good and a 
happy world; where the better was con
stantly conquering the bad. 

He hated cant and those petty ap
pearances that are the garment of 
hypocrisy. He knew the difference be
tween public opinion, founded on right 
reason, and the clamor of the mob, 
schooled or unschooled, founded on 
prejudice and passion. He did not 
mistake applause for approval. Neither 
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the opposition of the unconvinced, the 
sneer of the cynic, nor the cry of the 
self-seeker, could move him from his 
purpose. So it was that good things 
were done by him and with his leader
ship. 

He had a genius for friendship. 
Hooks of steel bound him to those he 
cai ed for, and his care-free hours were 
his most delightful ones. Study 
schooled his spirit, travel broadened it, 
human intercourse deepened and en
riched it. All that he was and had 
he gave to his friends, and they re-
turned the gift in fullest measure. 

F1 om boyhood to his closing hour on 
earth, he served the higher life. Eager 
in pursuit of knowledge, skillful in im
parting it, and resourceful in applying 
it he never lost sight of the main goal 
of lus life. The marshaling of human 
foi ces in a great university was always 
subordinate with him to scholarly pur
pose. He often spoke of it so to those 
to whom he could trust his inmost 
thought. 

He died, they say, like a Spartan. 
How false! He died like a Christian 
whose faith is real and not a thing of 
formulas alone. Brave, confident en
during he stood at his post of duty 
while the shadows closed around him, 
and as lime's sun set he turned his 
tace to be illumined by Eternity's 
morning light. 

As the years pass, the circle of real 
friends grows narrower. Those who 
are left treasure always more highly 
t ie associations that remain. They 
love to dwell upon the days that are 
gone and to review in memory those 
acts and traits that were so abounding 
in grace and in delight. 

1 nfraVh.t hi,II; from end to end 
r c j landscape underneath, 

<SnL Ce that does not breathe borne gracious memory of my friend " 

Two Valentine Days. 

VALENTINE'S day came on Monday, 
and Nita had been planning for it the 
whole week before. There were on ly 
two valentines she wanted to send, one 
to her little cousin who lived up north 
in New York, and the other to Robert, 
her playfellow from the neighboring 
plantation. 

These two southern children were 
placed in somewhat similar circum
stances. Both were motherless, and 
with doting fathers; but alas! separated 
by one of those historical family feu ds 
which dated back several generations, 
but still burned with a bright flame. 
However, Nita and Robert were al
lowed to be very friendly, since they 
were the only children for miles around. 

It was Saturday, the twelfth of Feb
ruary. Nita and Robert had been 
playing together, when Nita broached 
the subject of valentines. "Just think, 
Robert," she said, "Monday is Valen
tine's Day." 

Robert was in ill humor, therefore 
Nita received this answer, accompanied 
by a scornful glance, "What if it is, 
nobody cares anything for valentines 
'cept babies." 

"Well, I care for them, and I'm no 
baby. I'll be ten next month," came 
the reproachful answer. "Humph, 
guess you are a baby, too. I'm four
teen." 

Her Southern blood was aroused. If 
anything she detested, it was being 
called "baby" in a demeaning sense. 
Words came many and furious, until 
Nita could stand it no longer, and 
hastened into the house with that de
testable cry "Baby! Baby!" ringing in 
her ears. 

At dinner time, her father heard the 
story. If Nita had had a foresight of 
the result, her recital would never have 
left her lips, for her father forbade her 
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ever playing with Robert again. He 
did not believe in playing with boys 
so much. He had a plan in his mind. 
This plan was nothing more or less 
than sending Nita North for a visit to 
her aunt. 

Nita was so full of thoughts con
cerning her trip, that she almost ne
glected her valentines. When she 
took them from the great, large desk 
in the library, she hesitated as to 
whether s he should send one to Robert 
as she had planned or not. He acted 
mean—but he had always treated her 
nicely before. She would not send 
him one now, for father would not 
want her to; but it was all addressed 
to send before the quarrel. No, she 
would not send it to one who cared 
nothing about valentines—but he would 
never know where it came from, and 
she had picked i t out expressly for him. 
Before her mind changed again, she 
ran out to the mail bag in the hall 
and sl ipped it in. Then she went back 
to the nursery to help the nurse pack 
the trunk. 

A few weeks later, the preparations 
being finished, Nita started northward, 
leaving the old Southern home to her 
lonely father and the retinue of 
servants. 

* * * * * * * 

Ten years have passed, and we find 
Nita still in the North with her aunt. 
Many changes have taken place since 
we last met. She is now an heiress in 
her own right. She dreaded going 
back to the old plantation alone, there
fore she stayed North. She had no 
attachments to the South, except the 
home itself, and what was that with
out her father? How often she had 
surmised where Robert was! She had 
never heard any news concerning him 
since her father's death. At that time 
she learned from one of the servants 
that "Massa Robert was gwine up 
No'th to some 'er college to learn to 

be a doctah." Perhaps that was the 
cause of her intense, though silent, in
terest in college affairs. Her repeated 
searches for his name among college 
mentionings seemed to have been fruit
less, until a few months before. She 
then saw the brief notice in the Senior 
Happenings, at Yale, that Mr. Robert 
Peckham, the president, entertained the 
class at dinner, the twelfth. 

Then he was North, too! She 
wondered if he still considered the 
plantation his home. How she longed 
to see him! But he had probably for
gotten all about her. She wished she 
had not sent that little valentine so 
long ago. She hoped that he never 
knew the sender. 

Nita was suddenly filled with a 
strong desire to spend the winter 
South. She longed to see the old 
home again in the late winter. Finally, 
she coaxed the promise from her aunt 
that they should go a few weeks after 
Christmas. 

To Nita it seemed as though the 
time would never come, but at last it 
did. She was as eager as a child. 
They reached the plantation late at 
night. The next morning, Nita arose 
early and started off for a walk. She 
went up the road toward Peckham's, 
and whom should she meet but John 
Peckham's old coachman. She stop
ped and questioned him concerning 
everyone about the plantation. John 
said, "Ole Massa Peckham, he been 
dead these five years; Young Massa, 
he up No'th somewhar, but cummin' 
down next week, to look ovah the 
plantation." 

That was enough. She had food 
for thought for a long time. 

The following week she occupied 
herself with entertaining her aunt. 
But several times each day she found 
time to look toward the Peckham 
homestead, only to be disappointed. 

The fourteenth of February dawned 
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with a bright and clear Southern sky, 
not a bit different from any other win
ter day. Soon after breakfast, Nita 
was in her room reading, when she 
spied the familiar form of John, the 
coachman, coming up the roadway with 
a box under his arm. A few moments 
later the same box, accompanied by a 
note, was brought her. With feverish 
impatience she tore open the note and, 
womanlike, glanced at the signature. 
She read "Robert Peckham," and be
low this "Please send reply by John." 
The note was a short one, explaining 
that the flowers were merely a valen
tine, and asking permission to call that 
evening for old times' sake. 

Here the curtain falls; but as it falls 
we may see the childish valentine of 
ten years past acting as a peacemaker 
and a matchmaker for these children 
of the South. 

LOUISE WOODRUFF, 
Normal, 'off. 

Former member of Maple Leaf Staff. 

Dear Old Normal. 
"What makes you look so pale and wan?" 
«T. mclUIred the college maid. 

mJ,r£ clear through, a nervous wreck," 
the Normal Senior said; 

"My schedule's overloaded till I sink beneath 
its weight— 

But that's the way we do at dear old Normal. 
"I rise at six each morning, and I work an 

hour or more; 
I snatch a hasty breakfast, and I work when 

that is o er; 
I go to six hard periods, for my day is 

crowded full— 
But everybody's is, at dear old Normal. 

"I work at manual training when school hours 
are oer at last, 

For our term s work's never finished before 
the term is past; 

They give us twice as much as any unskilled 
hand can do— 

But that's a common thing at dear old Normal! 
"Already in the day I've spent some time with 

Doctor Boice, 
But another period's exercise (?) now makes 

my heart rejoice; 

SIGNAL. 

I'm dying for an outdoor walk and fifteen 
minutes' rest— 

But they are unknown things at dear old 
Normal. 

"And so I clothe myself as if about to take a 
swim, 

And kick for forty minutes in an air-tight, 
dusty gym.; 

And when I have a backache, and a raging 
headache, too, 

I seek, at last, my room at dear old Norm al." 
"And then you rest a little while?" inquired 

the college maid. 
"Good gracious, no! Don't think of it!" the 

Normal Senior said. 
"I never have a moment's rest till lights are 

out at night, 
For we have no time for rest at dear old 

Normal. 
"I've work for full six periods to prepar e for 

the next day, 
And several special topics are looming in my 

way; 
I've a test to take in something, never les s 

than once a week, 
For tests are common things at dear old 

Normal. 
"And when I've done my daily tasks, I heave 

a weary sigh, 
For I've a final essay that cannot be long 

laid by; 
So I work upon my essay till the lights go 

out at ten, . 
And then prepare for bed at dear old Norma. 

"I awaken in the morning, with an ache in 
every bone, 

And I rise to take up work again, with ma n; 
a weary groan; . __ 

I long for just one day—one period, even 
for some rest— •» 

But work's the thing in order up at Norma. 
"Have you no 'cuts' that you may take? in" 

quired the college maid. . 
"Oh, no! we're due each period, unless we 

sick in bed; 
Two cuts a month in every sub. would sea 

dalize the town. . 
The college system is unknown at Normal. 
"When we've dragged ourselves 

school all day, tho' sick enough for be. 
And seek to be excused from gym, one t i 

is always said— , 
'If you're fit to be in school all day, yo 

fit for exercise'— 
Which we know is stuff and nonsense up 

Normal. 
"But we know the case is hopeless, so we l'' 

not try to shirk, 
And we faithfully report, altho we ca 

take the work, 
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And we sit, thin-clad, and freeze ourselves, 
and catch a dozen colds— 

While they think our health is cared for up 
at Normal! 

"Tho' we have a doctor's signature that gym 
work is too hard, 

We're sweetly told, 'If you're so weak, from 
teaching you're debarred. 

Don't ask to be excused; to each department 
give its due'— 

So they grind us night and day at dear old 
Normal. 

"We're willing that to each department we 
should give its due; 

But we've spent one period in the gym, and 
hate to give it two; 

And we feel some indignation at working after 
school— 

But then we al ways work at dear old Normal. 
"0 to lighten up our schedule! O to have 

some rest each day! 
0 to take a daily outdoor walk, to have some 

time for play! 
But when it's not one subject, it's another on 

our mind, 
And we spend our lives in work at dear old 

Normal. 
"One hope we have, one blessed hope, that in 

a term or so 
From Normal and its grinding work forever 

we shall go. 
We'll leave it with a sigh of hope, and learn 

to live again, 
For we just exist and work at dear old 

Normal! " 
ONE WHO HAS SUFFERED. 

A Phase of Life. 

ONE LATE afte rnoon, in the midst of 
summer, I found myself driving along 
a country road. 

The last few years seemed like a 
dream, with its swiftly-changing 
scenes sweeping before my mind's 
eye. First, the prize given for my 
sketching, then came the orders from 
different magazines and the permanent 
position as illustrator on one of their 
staffs; lastly, this trip to the country 
for rest and fresh ideas. 

The sun was casting its golden 
light over the purple hills. Everything 
was quiet, except the rippling brooks, 
flowing over rounded stones, and the 

trilling birds flocking in every bush. 
Over all was the clear, blue sky, flecked 
with feathery clouds. Upon both sides 
of the grass-grown road were high 
ferns, swaying in the gentle breeze. 

Now the sun began to creep farther 
down its path. The God of day slowly 
shut the gates of darkness, but just 
before turning the key He gave me a 
glimpse of the "heaven of flowers." 
In those blending colors "all the wild 
flowers of the forests, all the lilies of 
the valley, which on earth did fade and 
perish," showed their beauty in the sun
set. 

Slowly the horse passed under the 
branching trees, stopping here and 
there to nibble an inviting piece of turf. 
The spirit of the place so filled me I 
could not urge him onward. 

Suddenly, I heard the muffled bark
ing of dogs and lowing of cattle. The 
road made a sharp turn and I found 
myself out of the wood and at the en
trance of a large field containing a 
farm-house and barn. 

The yard was full of chickens, which 
scattered swiftly as I drove through. 

There was something delightfully 
"homey" about the place. The big red 
bam, with its doors propped open, and 
the cows standing peacefully around 
the yard. Out of one of the windows 
of the bam a horse was sticking its 
head—an intelligent-looking beast, 
with strange, war-like scars upon its 
hiead 

The brook, which the road had fol
lowed, ran by the side of the barn. 
Here weeping willows grew along the 
banks, and in their shade the ducks 
were swimming. 

In the doorway of the house stood 
a tall, gaunt woman of perhaps fifty 
years. Her shoulders were bent, and 
upon her face there was a strange look 
of sadness and care, but the most 
prominent feature was her ejes. They 
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were coal black, and seemed to burn 
through and through you. Anyone, 
no matter how low he had sunk, would 
feel better after a glance from those 
full, kind eyes. She looked like a 
woman with a story, a sad, pitiful 
story. The deep furrows in the cheeks, 
one would almost imagine, had been 
made by tears. 

I left my horse and went up to the 
door. 

The look of deep refinement, as I 
came nearer, and the cultured South
ern voice in which she asked, "What 
can I do for you?" puzzled me, and, 
as I was out mainly for adventure, I 
decided I would stay right here if I 
possibly could. 

I hesitated a moment, not knowing 
exactly how to approach her, but at last 
I said, I am an artist who has come 
out to sketch some of these beautiful 
scenes. If you could keep my horse 
and me, I should be very much pleased, 
as this is the only house I have seen 
for miles?" 

The woman looked me through and 
through, not in vulgar curiosity, but 
simply searching for truth concerning 
me. 

My mother had been killed in the 
civil war when I was about five. 
Something about this woman made me 
tlunk of her and wonder how it would 
feel to have a mother. 

She answered me hesitatingly, "I 
have lived alone with three of my'for
mer slaves for years, I don't know-
yes, I will take you for a week. If we 
get along right well together, you may 
stay longer, if not—well, no great 
harm will be done." 

She led me into a big, old-fashioned 
room; the most striking thing in it was 
a large open fireplace, and by its side 
the big oven. 

Spotless rag carpet covered the 
rather irregular floor. As I walked 

across the room, the floor creaked and 
slightly rattled the three-cornered cup
board standing in the corner. 

Supper was soon served by a neat-
looking colored woman. The china 
was thick and coarse, with the excep
tion of a few pieces, which were ver y 
rare and old, and which strangely re
sembled a cup which my father had 
found in the ruins of his former South
ern home. The silver was old and 
and very thin. All this told me she 
was a woman who had known better 
circumstances. 

I spent many happy days wander
ing about in the wood, sketching 
scenes which particularly took my 
fancy. Very soon my kind hostess, 
Mrs. Brown, whose name so common 
was the same as my own, began to 
accompany me. We would take my 
horse and a delicate lunch put up by 
Nancy, the cook, and drive off for the 
day. 

Each hour that passed, we became 
more attached to one another, and 
found many tastes in common. 

One afternoon, after I had been 
there about ten weeks, Mrs. Brown and 
I were walking through the yard. We 
strolled to the barn, and were greeted 
by a loud neigh from Jack, the old 
white horse with the peculiar scars. 
My companion sighed, and said, "That 
old horse is the only thing which lin ks 
me to my past life." 

This was the first time she had ever 
spoken of any different life, and, 
though curious, I honored her so much 
I had not asked for her story. After 
that sentence, I could not resist the 
temptation any longer, and said, "Tell 
me, won't you?" 

Rather to my surprise, for she was 
as reserved as I am, she answered, 
"Yes, I will; I have told few people, 
but I would like to tell you part of it. 

This is the story she told me: 
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"That horse was my husband's dur
ing the civil war, and saved his life 
many t imes. 

"About twenty-five years ago I lived 
on one of the big estates in the South; 
money was right plentiful. The life 
I led with my husband and little girl 
was full of sunshine, but soon the ter
rible w ar broke out, and my husband 
(her bent figure straightened) was one 
of the first to go. 

"My little girl and I were left alone 
with the three slaves, who were not 
crazed by the thought of freedom. 

"One night, just before the close of 
the war, my husband came to see me, 
and took Marjorie (I started, for that 
was my name) to the barn for a little 
walk. 

"The barn was at least a quarter of a 
mile from the house, and while they 
were gone, my three slaves, who were 
left out of hundreds, heard the enemy 
approaching. 

"We ran to the barn calling to 
Henry (Henry was my father's name) ; 
we searched everywhere but could not 
find them. Suddenly we saw them up 
near the house. They had gone back by 
another path. 

"He saw, or rather heard—for the 
enemy still below the hill back of the 
house—the danger, and, making a 
speaking tube of his hands, called, 'Get 
in hiding; better one should die than 
all.' I stood still, but my slaves, in 
obedience to their master's motion, 
picked me up and carried me to the 
hollowed tree trunks kept for hiding. 

"My husband and little daughter 
(here her face became ashy) were shot 
before my very eyes, and my home 
burned." 

"Are you sure they were shot P' I 
broke in eagerly, my heart beating 
wildly. 

"I saw them fall, and Dan, a little 
negro boy, brought me word that he 

had seen the soldiers pick them up and 
heard them say, 'Well, show them to 
the captain first, and then bury the little 
kid; I don't care so much about the 
man.' " 

"Have you a picture of your hus
band?" I then asked. 

She drew a locket from her bosom 
and, opening it, handed it to me. All 
I could say was "Mother! Mother! 

"Father searched for you every
where, until he found one of your dia
mond rings and a skeleton on the old 
plantation, then be died of a broken 
heart." 

"The ring must have been stolen by 
a slave," she said. "I remembered this 
old farm my father had given me 
as a joke when I was a girl. The 
plantation, I heard, the government 
had confiscated, and I never wanted to 
see it after that terrible day." 
* * * * * * * *  

In a few weeks I took my mother 
and Nancy back to the city, where I 
gave them back the old refined life. 
What joys are in store for us we can 
only surmise, but we revel in each 
other's company, and love to go over 
the story of our separation and re
union. 

RUTH MITCHELL, A 2, Normal, 
(Ex-editor of Bio graph.) 

Oliver Cromwell. 
HISTORIANS of ability have said that 

Cromwell was a tyrant, and others, of 
equal rank, have maintained that he 
was not. He did some things which, 
in themselves, were apparently tyran
nical, but if his whole career is studied, 
it would seem that his life was spent 
for his country and the establishment 
of the Protestant religion. He was 
devoutly attached to the comparatively 
new cause of Puritanic Protestantism. 
He studied the Bible assiduously and 



86 THE SIGNAL. 

sought solitude. He gave no evidence 
of an ambition for public life, but 
when the electors of Huntingdon and 
St. Ives offered him their suffrage, he 
accepted, believing that in that way he 
could best champion the Puritan cause. 
It was on March 17th, 1627, that he 
was elected a member of Parliament. 
From that time until his death the dif
ferent factions were constantly strug
gling for supremacy, and Cromwell 
was always in the thickest of the fray. 

Cromwell's success was doubtless 
secured to him because of his wonder
ful military abilities. Many able his
torians, such as Lingard, Bossuet, 
Hume and Voltaire, saw nothing in 
him of a laudable character, though 
they were forced to recognize his mag
nificent military genius. Yet, at first, 
he did not seek military glory. At the 
beginning of the civil war he was made 
captain of a body of cavalry, and con
cerning that position he said, "I did 
labor to discharge my trust." Thus 
Oliver Cromwell, at the age of forty-
three, knowing little or nothing of 
military science, began his career as a 
soldier; and during the four succeed
ing years amazed the world as the 
greatest figure of that terrible civil 
contest. From among his friends and 
neighbors he organized a regiment of 
men, the invincible "Ironsides," which 
never met defeat. They had also em
braced the Puritan faith. They were 
praying, God-fearing men, and were 
continually ridiculed on account of 
their piety, but when on the field of 
battle they were as invincible as Gib
raltar. With these men, Cromwell 
gained victories when others were los
ing the fight. 

It is no wonder that he was made 
Protector of the realm after the war. 
The people know his strength, and de

sired a strong hand to guide the ship 
of state. It cannot be said with an y 
degree of positiveness that he usu rped 
the power. We would not say that 
George Washington forced the people 
to make him ruler of our republic be 
cause he had an army back of him, 
and yet, Cromwell's position was m uch 
like that of Washington's. It is true 
that Washington accomplished more 
by refusing the protectorship than 
Cromwell did by accepting it, for the 
government established by Washing
ton remains, while that of Cromwell s 
died with him. Yet this is no proof 
that Cromwell was a tyrant. He ha d 
a certain, definite, magnanimous pur
pose in view, and believed the best w ay 
to accomplish it was to accept the po si
tion which he did. 

Cromwell, like Washington, was n ot 
only a warrior but a statesman. Under 
Cromwell's regime the nation enjoyed 
amazing prosperity; the English flag 
was respected throughout the world, 
and religious toleration was fairly 
liberal. 

Cromwell doubtless made mistakes, 
but it would seem that he was am bi
tious only for the nation and for Prot-
estanism. He accepted his first polit
ical position because he was urged by 
others to do so; he became a soldier 
because duty called him; and later-
when in authority over the nation, he 
was no tyrant, for he gave to Parlia
ment a voice in the appointment ot 
ministers, and left to it the whole legis
lative authority, not even reserving to 
himself a veto on its enactments. He 
did not require that the protectorship 
should be hereditary. He lived for the 
nation; and when he had finished his 
course, England was better that he ha i 
lived. 
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HAVE we not heard that the "pen is weapon during school life, and, more 
nightier than the sword" ? We won- than that, our implement of work, 
ler if it is so? At least it is our Therefore, Jet us become strong 
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through its use as an aid in our work 
that we may better use it in defense 
when the need arises. And now the 
question may be put, How shall we 
who can plead "not guilty" to having 
neglected this make ourselves still 
stronger, more deft, more proficient? 
Every department of the school will 
cry out, "I can provide you with the 
means," but we have the first right, 
and we beg you to let us have the 
pleasure; we want your aspirations 
and flights of fancy. Do not hide 
them in your desks, be generous to us 
and to yourselves. 

Prof. Lloyd's talk was concerning 
botany, the beauty of the cacti, of the 
desert places in special. The lecture 
was illustrated. 

It is almost needless to speak of the 
morning talk to which we were fa
vored by Ben Greet; it is also nee dless 
to add that the majority of us not only 
saw Macbeth, but returned again in t he 
Evening to see Merchant of Venice. 
The great wonder of the performances 
was that there was no shifting of 
scenery, no "between the acts," and, 
more strange still, that no one noticed 
the lack of it. 

EVEN the best of us are liable to 
makes mistakes, but those who have the 
proper spirit will do all in their power 
to rectify such. Last month one of 
our best reporters submitted a poem 
accompanied by an outline drawing 
illustrating the parody. Through a 
mistake the final drawing was made by 
another member of the school. Miss 
Harrison was justly indignant when 
1 HE SIGNAL, appeared, and we wish 
our readers to understand that she is 
perfectly able to illustrate as well as 
write, and we hope she will favor us 
again soon. 

DURING the last month we have had 
with us three well-known men. Prof. 
Mmr, Ben Greet and Professor Fran
cis E. Lloyd, of Columbia University. 

he first of these came as a repre
sentative of the University Extension 
Course and we were convinced 
through his lecture, "The City An
cient and Modern," that his cause can
not be overestimated. It is well for 
us to remember his closing words, 

History without citizenship is with
out root; citizenship without history is 
without fruit." 

WE ARE very much indebted to M iss 
Allen, of Normal, and Miss Lummis, 

* of Model, for their valuable contribu
tions—the cuts for the Editorial and 
the Society Notes departments. 

Y. W. C. A. 
B. M. Harrison. 

IF A p erson should be stationed up on 
a mountain commanding a view of 
some beautiful lake, whose clear wat ers 
were never disturbed by storms, and 
told to send in a report each month, 
what could he do? The placid surface 
and beautiful surroundings remain al
ways the same. After one description 
there is nothing to report. So it is 
with the Y. W. C. A. reporter. The 
Society takes the place of the placid 
lake. All is calm, serene and pleasing. 
The report will have to be similar to 
that of a sentinel, "January 26th, and 
all is well." 

Contest Association. 

THE new officers of the Association 
elected for '05 and '06 are the Misses 
Hazel and Mabel Emmons, Beta Chap
ter and the Misses Jeannette West and 
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Dorothy Hill, Alpha Chapter. The 
Advisory Board has been reenforced 
by the addition of Miss Thomas and 
Miss Landon. 

The preliminary contests of the lit
erary societies were held on Friday, 
January 19th. Beta, with Nell Green 
at its head, met in Miss Heward's 
room and .elected t he following persons 
as its representatives for the final: 

Debate—Misses Gerber and Hut
chinson. 

Oration—Miss Letcher. 
Recitation—Miss McCully. 
Vocal music—Miss Schmidt. 
Instrumental—Miss Spicer. 
Alpha, presided over by Jeannette 

West, met in the auditorium and chose 
the following to uphold its side: 

Debate—Misses Cook and Cochran. 
Oration—Miss Danser. 
Recitation—Miss Allen. 
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Vocal—Miss Wells. 
Instrumental—Miss Butler. 

Martyrs at the Steak. 
The gnashing teeth bit hard 

On a stern and rib-bound roast, 
While the boarders 'gainst a dented wall 

The leaden biscuit tossed. 
And their anxious brows grew dark, 

As they glanced the table o'er 
And recognized in chowdered form 

The things they'd seen before. 
What sought they thus afar? 

Fresh loaves and tender meat? 
The wealth of seas, the spoils of farms? 

They sought a bite to eat! 
Not as the conqueror comes— 

They hurried in pell-mell, 
All hungry-eyed, emaciate, 

At sound of dinner bell. 
Aye, call it what you will, 

The proudest spirits fall 
Before that nameless, awful thing, 

The schools' old dining hall. 
—Ex. 
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Philo. 
^ Sara Burns. 
Friday, January 5th, was that very 

important day upon which we choose 
members for the contest. They were 
elected as follows : 

Oration—Miss Danser. 
Instrumental Music—Miss Havens. 
V ocal Music—Miss Miller 
Recitation—Miss Spear. 
Debate—Misses Landon and Burns 
Our ex-President, Miss Kennedy 

was with us, and was prevailed upon to 

do» in "The "*>• lhe> 
On Monday, January 8th, we had a 

special meeting to withdraw Miss Lan
don, who ,s a member of the Executive 
Council, from the contest. Miss 
Cochran was chosen in her place 

Friday January 12th. we we're en
tertained by hearing the story, "Love 

Me, Love My Dog," by Richard Hard
ing Davis; read by Miss Vorhees. 

Then we had an extemporaneous de
bate—"Resolved, That the State Nor
mal and Model Schools Should be C o-
Educational." 

Affirmative — Messrs. West and 
Lummis. 

Negative—Misses MacCrellish and 
Bunnell. 

The affirmative side won. 

Thencanic. 
H. Mumper. 

January 12th, Mr. John Faussett. 
tlie orator for the day, was fined. Mr. 
Leavitt was critic. The real feature of 
the program was the debate. Its sub
ject was of great interest to the mem
bers as well" as outsiders. The ques
tion read as follows: "Resolved, That 
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it is just as modest for the boys to see 
the girls play basket-ball as it is for 
the gir ls to see the boys." The deba
ters on the affirmative were Messrs. 
Bissell, T raver and Dugan. Those on 
the negative were Messrs. Royal, Cook 
and Fell. Of course, the debate was 
decided in favor of the affirmative. 
The members came to the meeting with 
the e xpectation of a rare treat. They 
were not disappointed. 

Arguromuthos. 
Alethia Wcatherby. 

NOTICE. 
Will the owner of the pack of valen

tines, lost in the hall, please call on the 
Arguromuthos Society and claim 
them? There are seven. One gaily 
decorated bearing the quotation 
"Strong reason makes strong action," 
is addressed to the Normal Dramatic. 
Another, to the Thencanic, says, "Ex
ceeding wise, fair spoken and persuad
ing." 

The third, an artistic little creation, 
addressed to the Shakespeare Society, 
says, "Have patience to the last." 

Evidently the sender of the valen
tines had enjoyed some of the famous 
Gamma Sigma minstrel entertain
ments, for the fourth said, "God has 
given you one face, and you make 
yourself another." 

I he fifth, a dear little valentine, ad
dressed to the young Philo's, said, 
'How bright you are, and fresh, in 

this old world." 
In a long envelope, with the name 

Arguromuthos" written across it, and 
running down on one side, was a val
entine with the following: 

"What's in a name; that which we 
call a rose by any other name would 
smell as sweet?" 

One bearing no directions said, "All 

of us have cause to wail the losing of 
our shining stars." 

Many of the societies meet with loss 
in the absence of girls from the Feb., 
'06, class. 

On January 5th, at a regular meet
ing of the Society, elections were made 
for the preliminary contest. The hon
ored members were the Misses Allen, 
Finger, Cook, Fitzcharles, Wells and 
Butler. 

The program of the afternoon was 
an entertaining recitation by Miss 
Hunt. 

On January nth, original designs 
were presented for the Society pin. As 
there was much business to transact, 
the program of the afternoon was post
poned. 

On January 17th, our members were 
in attendance at the preliminary con
test. We are exceedingly proud to 
state that four out of the six girls 
chosen to represent the Alpha Chapter 
in the final contest were Arguromu
thos girls. We wish the Misses Cook, 
Allen, Wells and Butler the greatest 
success, and consider it an honor that 
they were chosen. We are sure that 
they will not disappoint us. 

Gamma Sigma. 

The semi-annual election of officers 
is as follows: 

President—Miss Nell Green. 
Vice-President—Miss Anna Letcher. 
Secretary—Miss Louise Woodruff. 
Corresponding Secretary — Miss 

Buella Compton. 
Treasurer—Miss Lila Thompson. 
SIGNAL Reporter — Miss Volita 

Sipple. 
Friday, January 19th, the Beta 

Chapter, including the Shakespearian 
and Gamma Sigma Societies, held its 
regular preliminary contest in Miss 
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Heward's room. Those chosen to 
compete in the annual contest are: 

Debate—Miss Gerber, Miss Hutch
inson. 

Vocal Music—Miss Schmidt. 
Instrumental Music—Miss Spicer. 
Oration—Miss Letcher. 
Recitation—Miss McCully. 

In Memoriam. 

We, as a society, mourn the loss of 
a dear friend in Mattie Fenton. Who 
of us cannot recall her winsome man
ners and bright sayings? She left lis 
in October to spend Sunday at home, 
but she never returned. She has gone 
I tome to spend eternity with her God. 
She went peacefully to sleep on the 
evening of January the sixth, to wake 
in Heaven. 

There is no death—the stars go down, 
To rise upon some other shore; 

And bright in heaven's jeweled crown 
They shine forever more. 

There is no death! although we grieve 
When beautiful, familiar forms 

That we have learned to love are torn 
From our embracing arms. 

And ever near us, though unseen, 
The dear immortal spirits tread; 

For all the boundless universe 
Is life—there are no dead. 

—•/. L. McCreery. 

Class Notes. 
SENIOR II. 

Elsie M. Cornew. 
We bid you a sad farewell. Never 

was a class sent forth so unceremo
niously from the school as we, but it has 
saved us the awful leave-taking, and, 
moreover, it could not be averted. This 
is why we are saying our farewells so 
abiuptly. I hat all our joys may be 
yours, but none of our sorrows, is our 
parting wish. 

A special meeting of Senior I class 
was called January 8th, to consider 
what action should be taken to make 
known their deep regret at the death 
of our classmate. 

It was determined that flowers 
should be secured, and a committee was 
appointed to draft suitable resolutions. 
The committee presented the follow-
ing: 
WHEREAS, Our Heavenly Father has rem oved 

from among us our beloved friend, Mattie 
Fenton; be it 
Resolved, That we, the members of the 

June Class of '06, do mourn the loss of ou r 
dear classmate and tender our sympathy to 
her relatives and friends. 

Resolved, That these resolutions be spr ead 
upon the minutes of our class and published 
in THE SIGNAI,, and that a copy of THE 
SIGNAL be sent to her bereaved family. 

SENIOR 1—1. 
Madeleine Lawrence. 

Never again shall we write Senior 
I—1 at the head of this fly-leaf, and 
when these words are read in the Feb 
ruary SIGNAL, our hope is that every 
present Senior I may have "passed in 
every subject and be a full-fledged 
Senior II. 

We think a remark of Mr. K., in 
physics class, worthy of mention. In 
explaining the First Law of Motion, 
lie said, "A body moves until it stops. 

The ranks of the Senior I—1 s have 
been sadly broken by the death of Mis> 

Fenton, one of its best-loved members. 

SENIOR I—2. 

( ? )  

SENIOR 1—3. 

( ? )  

SENIOR 1—4. 
Charlotte D. Farrell 

We have to be on our best behaviour 
now in the geometry class, because Dr. 
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Carr has threatened to put us under 
kindergarten government, if we con
tinue to conduct ourselves like kinder
garten pupils. 

By the time this number of THE 
SIGNAL, appears, we shall probably be 
scattered to all parts of New Jersey, 
as it is almost time for our State prac
tice, to which we are looking forward 
with a mixed feeling of pleasure and 
dread. 

A new term—learned from a test 
paper—"subial affix" (adverbial suffix) 

A II. 

( ? )  

B II. 

It is cold and clear in Trenton, 
Students hurry to and fro, 

Some with pale and anxious faces, 
Conning lessons as they go. 

Soon the mid-year term will end here, 
Leaving either joy or woe; 

Then the Seniors, dear, will leave us, 
Singing blithely as they go. 

With the new term comes new courage, 
Life is full of hope once more; 

Severe experience has taught us 
Not to loiter as before. 

Drop the cares of last term's struggles, 
Take the new ones up with zest; 

See what then can be accomplished, 
When you do your level best. 

See the B II class advancing, 
Gathering knowledge as they go; 

Soon they will be haughty A I's, 
With a "President," don't you know. 

Then they'll have their constitution, 
And their flag and colors, too; 

They are growing in importance, 
Soon you'll see what they can do. 

You see, th ey are "prospective" Seniors, 
And they wish you all to know 

The school will lose a deal o' learning 
When finally they have to go. 

A 1—1. 

( ? )  

A I—2. 
Helen Hutchinson. 

We are not going to bother to tell 
you that by the time this number of 
THE SIGNAL is placed in your hands 
the present A 1—2 wil l have breathed its 
last. You are already aware of the 
fact, and if you are not, there are 
plenty who will dispel your ignorance 
on this point. 

This is the time when, according to 
the usual code of ethics of school pa
pers, we should moralize on our short
comings, our trials and our victories 
during the quarter which has gone, and 
somehow or other conjure a set of 
good resolutions for the future from 
the jumble of events in the past. We, 
however, do not feel in the "Stop! 
Look! Listen!" mood. We shall, there
fore, take it for granted that honor 
and glory are before us and shall say 
no more about it. 

A 1—3. 

( ? )  

A 1—4. 

( ? )  

B 1—2. 
Lillian Franklin. 

As a class we realize that six months 
in Normal School is sufficient time to 
gain a clear idea of what has to be per
formed. Our circle of friends has been 
widened, and we begin to think that, 
after all, life is worth living. Even 
our expressions, as Miss Reilly says, 
have been changed. We no longer 
wear that weary and wandering look. 
Ours is one of peace and happiness. 

We trust that the coming B I class 
will also make a good beginning, for, 
after the way is shown, anyone can go 
forth and reach the goal by faithful 
study. 
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A saintly little girl, one day, 

Dropped from a window high 
A pretty little handkerchief, 

Not one of us knows why. 
But when this little maiden went 

To get her handkerchief, 
The tears rolled down her rosy cheeks, 

As no signs of it she spied. 
Then quickly to the girls she came 

And told her story through. 
Not one of us can help her out, 

Although we know it's true. 

Miss B-n-i-g is far too heavy for 
those delicate little chairs in Professor 
Farley's room. 

No more sighs are heard, as "Oh! 
We have to put our 'gym.' suits on to
day." 

MODEL SENIOR. 

( ? )  

MODEL JUNIORS. 

(?* 

H. S. B.—Boys. 
R. S. Lanning. 

FAMILIAR CRY. 
Oh, help me to think of a joke or two, 

to1S *s day the notes are due; 
This SIGNAL work is the bane of my life, 
It causes such worry and trouble and strife. 

We hope that before long we shall 
be sporting our new class pins. 

" AU" ,7?'- tlley 'aughed with counterfeited glee 
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he." 

TO THE ENERGETIC. 

The sphinx asked what is the secret 
of success? 

''Push," said the button. 
"Take pains," said the window. 
"Never be led," said the pencil. 
|'Be up-to-date," said the calendar. 
"Always be cool," said the ice. 
"Never lose your head," said the 

barrel. 

SIGNAL. 

"Do business on the tick," said the 
clock. 

"Do a driving business," said the 
hammer. 

"Make much of small things," said 
the microscope. 

"Never do anything offhand," said 
the glove. 

"Spend the time on reflection," said 
the mirror. 

"Never take side but be round when 
you're wanted," said the bell. 

"Be sharp in all dealings," said the 
knife.—Ex. 

[THE SIGNAL invites contributions to this 
column, which might be termed "Personal 
Mention," but because of its spicy character
istics we prefer the above name. Material ot 
a personal nature should be prepared for this 
department rather than handed in with the 
regular class notes.] 

Ginger Crumbs. 

Miss B - s - o - th (who thought she 
heard the bell)—"Was that the bell? 

IV. H. O.—-"No, that was the 'Inter-
State.' " (Class groan.) 

Prof. S - c - r (to a boy blowing a 
whistle)—"I wish you'd chew the gum 
that came with that whistle, it would 
not make so much noise." (Class 
roar.) 

Query—What will Shakespeare say 
to Ben Greet when he meets him on 
the river Styx? 
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The exchange editor of the El Gabi-
lan, Saline City, Cal., certainly speaks 
the t ruth when she says that criticisms 
such as, "The cover on last month's 
'Student' was excellent," do not 
amount to much. We cannot empha
size the fact enough that the exchange 
column is a place in which we look 
for suggestions and helps, and through 
which sch ools may keep in touch with 
each other. It is true that an exchange 
editor often feels as if she had an un-
surmountable object in front of her 
when she sits down before a pile of 
from thirty to forty papers, and knows 
that they have to be looked over, and 
the report handed in at a stated time. 
It can be clearly seen that there are 
different ways of looking over a paper. 
One way is cited above, by the editor 
of the El Gabilan, but the right way 
is to search every department of the 
paper, and comment upon it. 

An objection is often raised by 
papers that the exchange column is no 
place for jokes. We beg to differ. 
Jokes give life to a paper, and after 
the editor has finished criticisms, jokes 
ought to be added. Of course we do 
not say that the real exchange should 
be cut on account of the jokes, that 
is left to the discretion of the editor. 

Previous to this time the exchanges 
have been put upon the shelf to the 
left of the library door. No one seems 
to take much interest in them; there 
they lie from week to week. We 
would like them to be read so that our 

students may see how well other 
schools support and contribute to their 
papers. Just ask, and the exchange 
editor will be glad to let anyone have 
a paper from any school on our list, in 
which he or she is particularly in
terested. 

Numbers of papers said of us, 
"Don't mix advertising matter with 
literary matter." This fault we cor
rected even before we received any ex
changes. Another says, Always pub
lish, in the exchange, the name of the 
city from which the paper comes which 
you are commenting on." This fault 
is rectified in this number. Now, we 
are waiting for more suggestions. 

Here is something favorable: 
"Several good stories and snappy 

editorials have raised the standard of 
THE SIGNAL a great deal lately." 

We wish to extend thanks for all 
our exchanges. 

The Crimson, Louisville. Ky.: 
Yaluira, Stroughton, Wis.; Red and 
White, Elizabeth, N. J.; The Bulletin, 
Montclair, N. J. 

We would suggest the introduction 
of an exchange column to the follow
ing papers: The Chat, Bayonne, N. J., 
Alfred University Monthly, Alfred, 
N. Y.; The Student, Cranford, N. J. 

There is always something good to 
say of The Junto, Easton, Pa. The 
December number contains some clever 
poetry, a good story, "The Beauty 
Lecture," and very interesting athletic 
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notes. We also notice the excellent 
support given to the paper by the 
alumni. 

The News, East Orange, N. J. An 
original way of criticising exchanges. 
Such ideas should be a boon to any 
editor, for it so often seems that no 
matter how hard one tries, somebody 
will be sure to say how uninteresting 
that exchange department is. The 
News also contains good jokes and 
poems. 

Spectator, Johnstown, Pa. A very 
instructive story entitled "Early Christ
mas Plays." "Tony's Christmas," 
should receive mention; it is a simple 
di.i ect story, but overflowing with 
Christmas spirit. 

We notice an improvement in The 
Maple Leaf. The December number 
contains a clever story entitled "Bus
ter B. Brown's Book." 

The Business Student, R. M. S., 
Trenton N. J., starts out well with its 
Vol. I, No. i. 

Delaware College Review, Newark 
Del., is a credit to any exchange list. 

A number of clever poems is a fea-
'.,r,e °J December Normal Advance, 

Oskosh, Wis. 

. Spectator, T. H. S. Why don't you 
increase your number of short stories? 
rule m lt 18 bettCr to S° by the 

sTorv ?T. %"0t Quantity>" your 
ood' Christmas Spirit," is very 

Adclphian, Brooklyn, N. Y We are 
SreaUy in ^ ^ ̂  ̂  ̂  

business Man Expresses Himself." 
/ he Spray, Long Branch, N T We 

comphment you on the good spirit in 
uhich you receive your criticisms 
Sometimes suggestions are worded 
ratber harshly, and the exchange editor 
finds .t hard to keep her temper. 

The Raven, Denison, Texas. Keep 
on croaking good stories like the on e 
on "Class Spirit." 

The Cascadillian, Ithaca, N. Y., 
evidences excellent student support. 
It contains a good short story on dif 
ferent kinds of ideals. 

For The Collegian, Waynesburg. we 
have the usual criticism: Keep all a d
vertising matter in a place by itself. 
We also notice that you devote but one-
fourth of a page to exchanges. 

The November and December Ad
vocate, N. B. H. S., contains excellent 
articles on "Nickel Fiction." They set 
forth clearly the degrading influence 
some novels have upon the young 
people of to-day. 

Biograph, Boonton. Your contin
ued story, "Thanksgiving at Grey 
Court," makes us wish for the next 
number to appear. 

West Jersey Academian, Bridgeton. 
N. J. Your paper is excellent for the 
first issue of a school of fifty students. 
But we warn you that all your ex
changes will suggest keeping advertise
ments in a place by themselves. 

We are glad to welcome The Skir
misher, B. M. I., again. 

Cherry and White, Williamsport H. 
S., contains an excellent exchange 
column, but also the usual foot-ball 
story of the "sub" placed on the var
sity at the last minute and winning the 
game by his great prowess. 

The story, "A Friend in Need.' in 
the Rutgers Prep. Argo, is of credit
able mention. 

The Archive, N. E. Manual T. S-. 
Philadelphia, Pa., contains the best ex
change column we have ever read. But 
we are sorry to have to ask the ques
tion : Where are the short stories ? 
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Alfred University Monthly. "Col
lege v s. Kitchen," a most interesting 
set of letters, written by a college girl 
to a friend. 

Teacher—"How dare you swear be
fore me?" 

Pupil—"How did I know you wan
ted to swear first ?"—Ex. 

Prof, (dictating prose)—"Slave, 
where is thy horse?" 

Startled Pupil—"It's in my desk, sir, 
but I wasn't using it."—Ex. 

TO BE POPULAR. 

Never worry or whine. 
Be f rank, open and truthful. 
Always be ready to lend a hand. 
Be kind and polite to everybody. 
Be self-confident, but not conceited. 

Always look on the bright side of 
things. 

Take a genuine interest in other 
people. 

Never criticise or say unkind things 
of others. 

Look for the good in others, not for 
their faults. 

Forgive and forget injuries, but 
never forget benefits.—Success. 

When the tramp awoke he was 
hungry, so he took a roll off the hay 
stack in which he had passed the night. 
—Ex. 

Umpire (at a basket-ball game)— 
"Foul!" 

Small Boy — "Where are the 
feathers ?" 

Umpire—"You goose, this is a 
picked team."—Ex. 
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'IS H-A-T OIT STRAIGHT? 
Of course it is if you have the HANDY HAT 

FASTENERS on it. 

They are the only hat fasteners that will 
positively hold the hat firmly in place and 
do away with the use of hat pins. They 
are invisible when in use. 1fNo punching 
the hat full of holes. No ruining the trim
mings by pushing hat pins in and out. 
Sew them to edge of lining as shown in 
cut. Sample pair by mail, postpaid, 25 
cents. Money back if not satisfactory. 

U N I T E D  S P E C I A L T Y  C O .  
lowing How to Sew Fasteners 00 Hat Dept. S PATERSON, N. J. 

Showing How to Place Hot on Head 



Most Women 
in Trenton 

appreciate . th e fact 

that "they do sell nice 

things at YARD'S " 

STORES 
4 and 6 North Broad St. 

TRENTON, N. J. 

M. Hollinshead & Co, 

243 North Clinton Ave. 

FINE CONFECTIONERY 

Also, a " VARIETY STORE " 

BELL PHONE 945 D 

ARE YOU WEARING 
HARRINGTON'S GLASSES? 

They 

' Stop Headaches 

Help Your Memory 

Stop That Sleepy Feeling 

Make Your Studies a Pleasure 

Special Rates to Students 

HARRINGTON, 146 East State Street 

Just Blakely 
Laundry 

That's All 

Phone or a Postal 

II and 13 South Warren S treet 

We have, without exception, the most stylish 
and speedy line of 

WOMEN'S $2.50 Shoes 
in Trenton, made especially for the younger set 

$2.50 $2.50 $2.50 

WALDORF SHOE 
A. T. STOUT, Mgr. 

22 NORTH BROAD STREET 

WE KEEP A NUMBER OF 
LUNCHEON DAINTIES 

Perhaps some of these will please 
Uneedas, Hilk Biscuits, Social Teas, Frutana, Sultana, 

Ginger Snaps, Lemon Snaps, Oysterettes, Dates, 
higs, Oranges, Chocolate—others, too 

All at saving prices—below the ordinary. 

PHILADELPHIA GROCERY CO., Opposite the Schools 



COLLEGE B RAND CLOTHES 
FOR DRESSY YOUNG MEN 
AT CUT PRICES 
Here's a chance to get these Distinctive Clothes at almost 

the price it cost to make them 
COLLEGE BRAND SUITS, at $13.50 and $i». 

Regular $20, 818, $16.60 and $15 values. 
COLLEGE BRAND OVERCOATS. Dressy Pale

tots, at $19 and $16.50. Regular $30, $25, $22.50 
and $'20 values. 

SWAGGER GREAT COATS, at $16.75 and $15. 
Regular $25, $22 50 and $20 values 

EVERYTHING IN FURNISHINGS. Shirts, Neck
wear, Gloves, Sweaters, Bath Robes, Hosiery, Hats, 
Shoes, Trunks, Bags, Suit Cases, Umbrellas, Slickers. 

IJ7-JI9 East State St. 
Trenton, N. J. GUNSON 

SOROSIS 
SHOE 
PARLOR 

Men's, Women's and Children's Shoes 

, „„„ 121 NORTH BROAD STREET 
L. UPDIKE & SON 

TRENTON, N. J. 

Shoes Polished Free of Charge 

GROVATT & BROWN 

Florists 
CUT FLOWERS, POTTED PLANTS 
FUNERAL DESIGNS A SPECIALTY 

127 NORTH BROAD ST. 
TRENTON, N. J. 

Greenhouses, Corner Cummings and Chestnut Avenues 

BELL PHONE 1172 D 

F A L L  
H A T S  

1905 
1906 

DOBBINS, "THE HATTER" 

25 East State Street 

DIEGES & CLUST 
"If we made it, it's all right." 

CLASS PINS 
FRATERNITY PINS 
MEDALS 
CUPS, ETC. 
WATCHES 
DIAMONDS 
JEWELRY 

Official 
Jewelers of 
the Leading 
Colleges 
Schools and 
Associations 

25 John St., New York 

Amateui1 photo Woi1^ Finished 
DEVELOPING 
PRINTING 
ENLARGING 

FIRST-CLASS WORK ONLY 

E. S. APPLEGATE & CO. 
Opp. T ay lor Opera House 

A  S E A R C H I N G  E X A M I N A T I O N  
Is essential when your eyes need attention. Our Eye Specialists 
have the years of experience so necessary to insure satisfactory 
results. They are familiar with the various ailments of the eye and 
the results upon the nervous system that arise from defective vision 

and eye strain. Many scholars are better students from the result of their examinations 
and treatment. If you want the best, consult the Eye Specialists of the 

Sun Optical Manufacturing G o. 
State and Warren Streets 

DR. GEO. F. APPLEGATE, Pr.s't 

TRENTON, NEW JERSEY 



State School Men 
will find in this store 
CORRECT CLOTHING 
at very moderate prices 

FRED'K W. 

DONNELLY 
Hatter-Clothier 

TAYLOR OPERA HOUSE 
TRENTON, N. J. 

J. H. Blackwell 
& Sons 

WHOLESALE 
GROCERS 

Trenton, N. J. 

PHIL A. BARGAIN STORES 

25 AND 27 SOUTH BROAD ST. 
TRENTON, N. J. 

Dry and Fancy Goods 
TRENTON'S TINIEST PRICES ON POPU

LAR AND MEDIUM GRADES 
OF MERCHANDISE 

BARGAIN DAY EVERY DAY 

MacCrelhsh &• Quigley 

PRINTERS 

BOOK BINDERS STATIONERS 
ENGRAVERS 

Opposite the Post Office TRENTON, N. J-

Printers of THE SIGNAL 

\ Lavender Lotion, 
* j For Chapped Han ds, Face, Etc 

He 

yt ) Liquid 
> Corn Cure . 

Monogram Cough Syrup 
Red Liniment 

Magic Head ache P owder 
PRESCRIPTIONS CAREFULLY COMPOUNDED 

AT ALL HOURS 

C. H. Young, Druggist 
N. E. COR. PERRY AND SOUTHARD STREETS 

TRENTON, N. J. 

If you've a want under the sun for 

DRY GOODS 
and 

HOUSE-FURNISHINGS 

please consult us 

S. P. DUNHAM & CO. 
State and Broad Streets, TRENTON, N. J. 

REYNOLDS 
&CO. 29 East State Street 

Candies 
Ice Cream 
Soda Water hoCOLDD 

There is dash, charm, and a youth
ful finish to the Kaufman cloaks, suits, 
waists, skirts, etc., which gives to each 
garment an individuality that is at once 
attractive and practical. Just the ap 
parel to please the student in style, 
quality and price. 

feuf/nan'} 
^ SSouth Broad ^anc/ Lafayette Streets^ 



Prescription Bu siness our Specialty 

BRITTON DRUG STORE 
Masonic Temple TRENTON, N. J. 

CHAS. STUCKERT, Proprietor 
Huyler's Chocolates, always fresh 

BOOKS — New and Old 

Clayton L. Traver 
108 South Broad Street 

TRY 
THE UNION LAUNDRY 

Shirts, collars and cuffs for men. 
Shirt-waists and white skirts for ladies. 
Lace curtains and fancy pieces. 
House linens, rough d ry or dull finished, 

all better than mother used to do, and 
cheaper, too, all th ings considered. 

Entire satisfaction or no charge whatever 

16 So uth Stockton Street 
Telephone 335 Trenton, N. J. 

New Jersey School 
for the Deaf 

TRENTON 

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

Free to those whose parents are unable 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 th is class, and in securing their ad
mission to this School. 

Full particulars will be furnished on applica
tion to the Principal, 

JOHN P. WALKER. 

THE NEW JERSEY STATE NORMAL AND 
MODEL SCHOOLS 

THE NORMAL SCHOOL is a professional School, devoted to the 
preparation of teachers for the Public Schools of New Jersey. Its course 
involves a thorough knowledge of subject matter, the faculties of mind, 
and how so to present that subject-matter as to conform to the laws of 
mental development. 

THE MODEL SCHOOL is a thorough Academic Training School, 
preparatory to college, business or the drawing-room. 

The Schools are well provided with apparatus for all kinds of work, 
laboratories, manual training room, gymnasium, &c. 

The cost per year for boarders, including board, washing, tuition, 
books, &c., is from $154 to $160 in the Normal, and $200 in the Model. 

The cost for day pupils is $4 a year in the Normal, and from $26 
t° $58 per year, according to grade, in the Model. 

The Boarding Halls are thoroughly lighted by electricity, heated 
by s team, well ventilated ; provided with baths and the modern con
veniences. The sleeping rooms are nicely furnished. 

For further particulars apply to the principal, 

J. M. GREEN. 
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