
mmm 



SSS&r RIBSAM 
When you want 

Flowers and 
Seeds 

COR. BROAD AND FRONT STS. 

Otudent 
^Style 

Hats 

HOTTEL 

33 EAST STATE STREET 

For Stationery 
and Fine Confectionery 

GO TO 

Mc GARRY 
NEWSDEALER 

Opposite State Schools, 624 Perry St. 

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. 

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. 

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. 

REPAIRING A SPECIALTY 

Umbrellas, Trunks 
Bags, Suit Cases 
Pocket= Books 

Bear Brand Knitting Yarns 

MISHLER'S 
16 East State Street 

H. D.Goodenough 
APOTHECARY 

Prescriptions accurately compounded. 

Fine Toilet Articles. 

Agency "Belle Mead Sweets." 

Corner State and Stockton Streets 
TRENTON, N. J. 
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At the Popular 

CONFECTIONERY and FRUIT STORE 
582 PERRY STREET 

Two doors west of Southard street, can be found a 
lar.ge assortment of Pure and Fresh Candies, con-
sistmgin part of Lowney's, Daggett's and Schroff's 
tine Quality of Chocolates, etc. 

Long-Distance Telephone. 

JOHN Q. BOX, Notary Public 
Commissioner of Deeds and Insurance Agent 

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 
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f FOR DELICIOUS ICE CREAM 
| OR LUNCH DOWN TOWN 

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 our own baking is not the least of our 
i good features 

I HILDEBRECHT CATERING CO., 19 and 21 West State Street 
OPPOSITE MASONIC TEMPLE 
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Rensselaer 
^Po I y  t  e  c  h  n  i  
S&V Institute, * 

XTroy, N.Y. 
Local examinations provided for. Send for a catalogue^ 

ALL PRICES ALL STYLES 

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 
I37_I39 North Broad Street 

No Stamps No Tricks 
No Schemes 

Courteous Service Prompt Delivery 
Highest Values 

BULLOCK BR05. 
The Grocers 

220 North Clinton Avenue 

Leading Photograph Studio 
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. HOLYER 
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And what is so fair as a day in June, 
,'"en' ever, come perfect days, 
When heaven tries the earth, if it be in tune, 

And over it softly her warm ear lays." 

Song of the Morning Stars. 

We are the Morning Stars, 
Aeon on aeon old; 

We were hoar when the earth was new, 
We shall shine when the sun grows cold. 

Countless worlds we have seen, 
Growing at God's command, 
™ l]ave sunf> together in rapturous praise 
Of the works of His mighty hand. 

From afar in endless space, 
In our paths ordained of old, 

We have watched the fiery planets burn 
T° ashes, gray and cold" 

World's from their orbits have fajl'n, 
Crushed by the weight of the years; 
m I'1116 and change have touched us not, 
The eldest of the spheres. 

First of the works of God, 
We have not known decay, 

But stand unchanged while stars and suns 
Have risen and died away. 

First of the planets to shine, 
Eldest born of them all, 

We shall answer last on that awful morn 
When the stars from' heaven shall fall. 

MIRIAM E. OATMAN. 

Wordsworth and the French Revolu
tion. 

NEVER has any event in modern his
tory caused more discussion among 
thinking minds than did the French 
Revolution. It marked a new depart
ure in that it was an attempt to break 
away from the established forms of 
government, and people realized that 
on its success or failure hung not only 
the future of France, but indirectly 
that of all the other European nations. 
Almost every high-minded man hailed 
it with fervor, and Wordsworth, in his 
"Prelude," has left us a record of his 
attitude toward the movement from be
ginning to end. 

He first tells us of his going to 
France. He made his home in a little 
town on the borders of the Loire. Here 
his time was at first taken up with the 
ordinary affairs of life, and he re
mained unmoved, while all about him 
was confusion and terror. In the 
evenings he went to places where there 
congregated men who did not take a 
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part in politics, and who were careful 
to allow no talk of "the good and evil" 
of the times to creep in. This sort of 
life .soon palled on Wordsworth, and 
he 

"Gradually withdrew 
Into a noisier world, and thus ere long 
Became a patriot." 

His best friends now were a band 
of officers stationed in the city, and 
W ordsworth could not move among 
these men at such a time without be
coming imbued with their patriotism. 
His sympathy for the revolution was 
perhaps intensified more by his ac-
quaintance with the Republican gen
eral, Beaupuis, who was among the 
bund of officers, than by anything else. 
1 hese two men became warm friends, 

and spent much time together, walking 
along the Loire and talking of the 
pi esent condition of things and future 
hopes. 

While Wordsworth was living this 
quiet life in the country, importalnt 
things were happening in the city. The 
king had been dragged from the 
throne, and the State— 

"When the king was crushed 

haste0* thC emPty throne- and in proud 

OfSamRedpuhHcb"dy ^ venerab,e name 

Many dreadful crimes had taken place 
before this stage was reached. 

Of massacre, j„ which the sensdess"sword 
Was prayed to as a judge." 

Now, though the terror was thought 
to be past, and cheered by this hope, 
\\ ordsworth. in the fall, went up to 
tans. Arrived in the city, however, 
he could not rid himself of the thought 
that all was not yet over. The prevail
ing quiet seemed to him the lull that 
precedes a storm. So strongly did 
Jf. , eel, at th,s t,me that he would 
gladly have undertaken any "sendee. 

however dangerous," to help France 
gain her liberty, but just at this time 
he had to return to England— 
"dragged," he felt then, "by a chain 
of harsh necessity," but he later came 
to acknowledge that he had been 
"forced by the gracious providence of 
Heaven." Had he remained in France , 
Wordsworth would doubtless have be
come a revolutionary leader, and have 
given his life for the cause, as did his 
friend, Beaupuis. 

In France things now went from bad 
to worse. The whole country seemed 
mad. What had been the crimes of 
few spread to the violence of many. 
Men, women and children perished, to 
satisfy the desires of "those that bade 
them fall." 

At home, in England, Wordsworth 
went through all the pain and terror 
of this dreadful time, as though he 
were an eye-witness of the atrocities 
committed, until at last the news came 
to him, "Robespierre is dead!" Great 
was his joy, for he thought this surely 
marked the beginning of glorious times 
for France. 

Soon, though, came the supreme 
moment, when Wordsworth, despite 
his faith in the People, could not help 
seeing that the results were contrary 
to his expectations; that the French
men had become oppressors in their 
turn, and that the war for liberty had 
been changed to one of conquest. 

This was the one crisis in his other
wise placid life, for his whole heart 
had been in the revolution, and his dis
appointment and grief at its outcome 
were very great. He seemed to have 
lost all faith in mankind. For a time 
he approached to the very verge of 
skepticism, but his was too grand a 
nature to allow him really to become 
a skeptic. Now it was that his only 
sister. Dorothy, came "like his better 
angel to his side." Convinced that his 
mission was to be a great poet, not to 
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tics'alid phL"ophy Xted T" ̂  Hm* *<* lhat Pencil an<1 Pai 

from the crowded citv and !}*n\.away J m. n°t ffoinff to have Jo's love affairs 
that perplexed him "fnto l gS ?d "P !n CollcSe Ga2ette by you, 
nt „ J"m' . mto the °Pen air my dear editor-in-chief." 
of Heaven. She brought him into 
contact with Nature, and he felt its 
healing powers. As he tells us 

Fv ,11 • r , "Nature's self •t.y all varieties of human love 
Assisted, led me back through opening day, 

heart C0Unsels between head and 

Whence grew that genuine knowledge, fraught 
with peace, 

Which through the later sinkings of this 
cause, 

Hath still upheld me and upholds me now." 

CHARLOTTE DALY FARREEL. 

Under the Cedars. 

Well, girls, I think it is downright 
wicked! I don't object to his size so 
much (although for myself I do prefer 
six feet to four), but imagine living in 
close communion with a man who can 
talk only with his hands. Why, I'd 

matic"llnu'c "Yb 1 "V °ne ,tbose auto- ns -L was saying, jo is naturally 
'Pnnri • th<;y can at least croak, very fond of her river god, and when 
and <Afn0rn>n^i 00 niffht-' 'Papa' her theories take too strong a hold 

amat .. ,y°u P a string in upon her, and her head begins to ache, 

* * * * * *  

It is just the sort of evening for a 
story," murmured Lucy, as the four 
girls arranged themselves in various 
attitudes of comfort beneath the cedars. 
"I hope it's a good story. Proceed, 
Alice, and paint it prettily." 

"Ill give it to you just as Jo told 
it to me," began the story-teller. "To 
start with, you all know that Jo lives 
on the Montseir river. You, Marion, 
who have visited her, know what a 
charming home she has. It's about 
three miles from the town proper and 
nearly eight from Devil's Cave, where 
the Genesis of her romance was writ
ten. Of course Jo is crazy about the 
river—" 

"I don't blame her," interposed 
Marion, "it's the most beautiful stream 
I was ever on or in." 

"Don't interrupt the yarn," said the 
editor, and Alice continued— 

"As I was saying, Jo is naturally 

some part of their anatomy. It is sim
ply atrocious, but then, what can you 
expect from Jo, a girl who prefers 
mathematics to tennis, and theories to 
Huyler s, would likewise rather marry 
a stick than a man." 

But, Lucy, it isn't nearly as bad as 
you think. He is all right in other 
ways, you know; his pictures are won
derful ; he studied in Paris four years, 
and as for the love part of it, he adores 
the very air Jo breathes. Did you ever 
hear how she. met him? No? Well, 
grab some pillows and make for our 
clump of cedars on the campus. I'll 
follow you as soon as I post this letter 
of congratulation, and tell you an in
teresting story of beginnings. No, 

she likes nothing half so well as to take 
her little canoe and paddle up the 
stream. 

"One morning, in September, about 
four years ago, when she felt all the 
symptoms of the 'pip' creeping upon 
her, she decided to try the water-cure. 
So she took the magic bark and set off 
for a morning's communion with her 
river. The exhilaration of the day and 
the swiftness of her light canoe took 
her farther than she realized; took her 
around the bend of Watchman's Curve, 
which was nearly five miles from her 
home, and her watch said only twelve. 
So, being Jo, and out for adventure, 
she conceived the idea of paddling all 
the way to Devil's Cave, three miles 



146 THE SIGNAL. 
farther up. The cave is known to have 
seven rooms, three of which are im
penetrable because of the foul air. 
Now, Jo had entered only three of the 
rooms, and she had always vowed she 
would enter the fourth when chance 
offered. This morning chance offered, 
and the spring water near the cave 
would make that a good lunching 
place. 

So on she paddled, a veritable 
Lady of the Lake,' while the quail 

called from the marshes and the golden 
1 od nodded to her in the breeze as she 
glided swiftly by. On and on she 
glided, until the red clay walls of the 
i.ive came into view; on and on she 
glided, and finally reached the en
trance, only to find that she had been 
preceded by someone else. Drawn up 
on the bank was another canoe and 
near it lay an artist's kit. 'Well, I hope 
whoever he is, he will retain his invisi
ble coat till I get a drink,' thought Jo. 

She got her drink at the spring, 
and then began to wonder about her 
strange artist. 'After all, it might be 
>1 g irl, like herself, and three to one 
anyway, it was someone she knew.' 

So Jo Jo like—set aside her fears 
and entered the cave. The first room 
was not so very dark. Very good, she 

lTn U t}  back to the boat a"d get that ball of twine from her minia
ture locker. She fastened one end to 
the entrance and took the ball in her 
land, that she might not get lost. The 

second room was not so light, and Jo 
•wif? a Candle to Suide her. 

VV hat a crazy thing, anyway, to ex
plore a cave without a candle' The 
niL-m stifling, and—'for 
pity s sake. ,f that twine should break ' 
On she crept, carefully feeling her way 
along the clammy walls, till at the 
threshold of the third room she stum-

Murder l' ^Vr the of a man! Murder! yelled Jo, and crawled to her 

feet, only to sit again on the head of 
the prostrate figure." 

"Worse than centipedes," inter
rupted the editor, but was immediately 
attended to. 

"This time Jo kept her feet, and 
thought the man must be dead, since 
he in no way had acknowledged her 
somewhat violent introduction. But 
this thought was soon dispelled by his 
all-too-evident efforts to breathe By 
this time Jo was herself again, and un
derstood the situation perfectly. The 
man had attempted to explore the 
fourth room, where the air had proved 
too heavy for him, and he had become 
partially axphyxiated, but he had man
aged to crawl to his present position, 
where he had fallen from exhaustion. 

"What should she do? From a re
mote corner of the fourth room—the 
chamber of horrors, Jo called it—his 
candle was flickering out its death 
rays. Should she attempt to brave the 
foul air and get this, or should she feel 
her way carefully back over the slimy 
clay unassisted, for the twine had 
broken at her fall? She adopted the 
latter course, but before she started 
she dragged him, using his feet as han
dles, through the third room and into 
the second, where the air was much 
lighter. How she did this she never 
knew. 'And that is immaterial any
way.' she said, in telling me about it, 
suffice it that I got him there.' 

"The rest was comparatively easy: 
she left him there in the second room 
and found her way, after much maneu
vering, to the entrance of the cave. 
From the spring near-by she got some 
water in her folding pocket-cup. and 
found him able to take it when she re
turned. When he had drank the water 
he made some queer signs with his 
hands, which she did not understand-
Can't you talk ?' she asked him, and 

he shook his head. She thought that 
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the foul air had perhaps affected his 
voice. By this time the better air and 
the water had revived him sufficiently 
tor him to grope his way, with her as
sistance, to the entrance. When rested 
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night, and since you, little book, are so 
secretrve, I shall tell you the reason 
why I here were visitors coming from 
Hightstown, and while I didn't care 

SFISSGI FLITS!: 

"And that summer. 1 he boys here entertain royally, but 
"I wish I had time t^ mT • I d° W1Sh they had refreshments; they 

the particular of f J™ k,Cep °ne'S Spirits UP so' thouffh they 
after his first visl of m°Uu nPJ h°W' there is an utter lack of anything alter his first visit of thanks, he came like that in the list of their drinks 
o make many for another purpose, 

and, in short, how the whole thing 
came about. But the campus bell has 
rung, and we must disperse. Jo is a 
tunny girl, and I always knew it would 
take something exceptional in the way 
of a man to make her happy. He is 
handsome, bright, rich, and, above all, 
he is desperately in love with Jo and 
she with him." 

"Well," murmured Lucy, "I'm won
dering how he proposed." 

"He didn't," observed Alice, "To did 
that for him." 
( • Sounds like her," continued Lucy. 

—> I still maintain that I don't 
want a man who can't talk. However, 
it" this turns out happily, I may hunt 
tor an exception myself. Something 
in the way of—" 

A^ de af one, let us hope, for his 
sake," concluded the editor. 

F. E. A., '07. 

A Few Leaves From My Diary. 
March 16th.—I'm so tired I can just 

about hold the pencil in my hands, but 
I ve made my New Year's resolution, 
and I must keep it, so here goes. I've 
spent a great deal of time to-day de
ciding which dress I should wear to-

Oh! I almost forgot to say that we 
won—I forget by how many votes, but 
it was enough out of three to get it for 
us. I m almost too tired to appreciate 
their victory. I'm sure they wouldn't 
do the dreadful sweeping to-morrow, 
though, if they won all the votes pos
sible. 

March 23d.—I wish the play hadn't 
ended with that awful cry of "Pygma
lion." I'm sure when the bell rings 
to-morrow I'll feel like a statue being 
called to life, instead of leaving it. It 
gave me shivers to see the beautiful 
Galatea all powdery, and still, and I 
was once afraid that that man's wife 
would push her over. Well, I laughed 
to-flight, for, little book, it was funny. 
There were places you might have even 
cried, but the humorous (I heard some
one behind me say that) parts were too 
quick for the pathetic ones. I do wish 
they had refreshments, though I don't 
feel as if I were the kind of a girl who 
couldn't enjoy herself without them. 
It must be awful to feel that way; my 
sorrow was for the visitors who didn't 
get any. I only have a half minute more 
to write, for the lights will go out, and I 
suppose I ought not use so many words 
in explanation, for that takes time, but 
—there it goes. 
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April 18th.—To-day—rainy, dark, 

dismal; I feel sick—we had spinach 
and macaroni, and my already low 
spirits were precipitated by the appear
ance of "library paste." " It isn't nice 
to talk about what you like and what 
you don't, but nobody will see this. 
Maybe I'm getting sea-sick, for it's 
rainy outside, and I feel funny inside. 
I hope 1 m not. Sometimes people die 
that way. 

April 20th.—I dressed to-night in 
twenty-five minutes, the quickest time 
yet, but I wouldn't miss the "Gift of 
the Fairies" for anything—that's why 
I hurried. It was scrumptious, par
ticularly the singing. I noticed that 
Hans had to smile, but I don't wonder, 
for it's terrible to try and keep a sober 
tace like that when everyone is looking 
K* ^° U—* can't- * must fill that water 
bottle now, so I must shorten this. 
Good night, little book. 

April 27th.—I almost broke my 
promise to-night, for I almost drank 
too much lemonade. Even to you, lit
tle book, I can't tell iust the amount 
that disappeared, but it cooled me off 
splendidly. Anita was awfully cute, 
and at one time I really thought 
Lurella Ann would hurt her. I was 
terribly sorry for Mrs. Fortesciie. for 
f ve heard that married people think 
it rather hard to be separated. Not 
separated for good by a divorce, but 
only for a few days. I'd love to see the 
otter she wrote him, 'cause she wrote 

it m the dark. I couldn't think in the 
dark but I suppose he could under
stand it anyway, even if it were only 
lines crossing each other. 

May 4th.— "High spirits, high 
rank, and then a funny noise. I know 
some people didn't mind it. for they 
XI f T. affable; how"—1 forget 
he rest. I know I'll dream of snores 

to-night, and maybe I'll snore, too 
borne say that it is a disagreeable 

sound. I only laughed to-night, but 
I only heard three. If I snore I'll 
blame the lady who was fond of doz
ing. Some say the claret was good, 
but I'm too young to drink it, so I only 
ate two strawberries off a knife to 
make up for it. "Cranford" was sim
ply great. 

May 22d.—To-morrow is my birth
day, and I'm going to be twelve. No
body knows I live here; I'm a spirit of 
Normal Hall. I know my little book 
won't squeal, for if you did I couldn't 
even squeeze into the Auditorium, but 
would have to be "quiet—at home." I 
represent the thoughts of many of the 
girls, though they wouldn't say so. But 
I must stop now and watch the Sen
iors. I think I'll write about them to
morrow night. 

THERESA MACINERNY. 

A Storiette. 

Pipe in hand, he sat there, idly 
enough, to be sure, watching the smoke 
as it curled upward, resolving itself 
into fantastic shapes 'ere it floated 
away into the vast unknown. As to 
the when and the where? Why men
tion either, when the reposeful attitude, 
the far-away look of the gray eyes, and 
every fleeting expression of the coun
tenance indicated that way station on 
the road to work and duty—Dream
land. 

"Yes, they're both splendid 
there's no doubt about that, and Im 
in love with them both, there's no doubt 
about that, either, but I'll be hanged 
if I know for which one I care more. 

Such were his thoughts, as out from 
the clouds of Dreamland there arose 
the Dark-eyed, then the Blue-eyed One-
He gazed fondly at one and then the 
other—never the one without the other. 

But slowly one image "faded aua}-
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only to be replaced by the other's 
golden curls, dancing blue eyes and 
mocking red lips. He could now hear 
ler merry teasing, her infectious laugh. 
He could now feel himself under the 
spell of her charm. 

"Yes," he concluded to himself, "I 
lo\ed her once, but I cannot be con
tented with mere outward grace and 
beauty. Has she depth of character, 
i wonder? I wonder if—" 

Before he was aware, almost, there 
appear eel in the midst of his pipe ui mis. l u waier r ^ne bestowed a cas-
meams the face of the Dark-eyed One ual glance upon the forlorn shabby 

pale and sweet. "Both beautiful dust-begrimed tramp, who stood theie 
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bit jealous because it is I, and not you, 
who knows the mysteries of the game," 
replied Violet, with indifference, as she 
readjusted a refractory curl. 

Her sister said nothing, and Vi, who 
was in the act of leaving, returned for 
the gloves which she had misplaced, 
to find that out on the doorstep was a 
silent observer of the scene just de
scribed. 

"Please, ma'am," he addressed her, 
I m terrible thirsty, may I have a 

drink of water?" She bestowed a cas-

and noble," were his mental comments. 
He had heard rumors that this calm, 
sv eet demeanor was but a mask, and 
woe to him who peered beyond the 
mask! "Yet," he mused, "what are 
rumors anyway, but the testimonials of 
the harm done by idle gossipers, unfor
tunate enough to have no affairs of 
their own about which to think or 
talk." 

It was he should choose. Surely 
she was his ideal, and yet—had he 
chosen, after all ? It was so difficult to 
do. Yes, the One, the Dark-eyed, 
Dark-eyes—Brown—Blue" * * * 
and he was off to the Dreamland of 
every day, where even the most prosaic 
of us may follow. 

* * * * * * 

Vi La Pier, I should think you'd 
be ashamed to go out and play golf 
this Saturday morning, when you 
know how mother needs you," ex
claimed her sister Rose, a sunny-haired 
maid of nineteen. Rose for a moment 
suspended the operation of plunging 
to elbow length in a bowl of dough. 

Violet stood before the kitchen look-
ing-glass, the glass of which was 
scarcely less wavy than the dark locks 
she was trying to arrange more becom
ingly in this last, hasty glance. 

"Perhaps, little sister, you're a wee 

with his battered felt hat pulled down 
over his eyes. 

"I haven't time to bother with you," 
she said, crossly, renewing the search 
for the missing gloves. 

"Why, Violet," and Rose hastened 
to give the poor creature a drink, which 
was apparently relished. 

"Here, Violet, I have found your 
gloves for you." Violet hesitated, as 
she looked into the tired, worn face of 
her mother. But with a "thank you, 
mother," she was off to her game, leav
ing Rose to continue her work and the 
tramp to wander—they knew not 
where. 

* * * * * *  
"Say, have you heard the news ?" 

said old Mrs. Black, who had "dropped 
in" with her knitting, to call on her 
friend, Mrs. Kelly,"Dick Wyckoff is 
engaged to Rose La Pier. Now, what 
do you think of that?" 

"Well, I never, you don't say, and 
everyone thought he favored her sister, 
the dark-haired one," replied the host
ess. 

"You can't always sometimes tell 
what these men are going to do," and 
the news-carrier nodded her head 
wisely. 

At this point of the game let us leave 
these two old cronies, happy in the 
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contemplation of their wisdom and, in
cidentally, their knitting. 

E. B. C., '06. 

Stolen Sweets. 

THERE are few people who cannot 
tell you of the joy of getting and, 
above all, of eating stolen sweets. But 
of all people, those who have been to 
a girls boarding school have the larg
est fund of such tales. I, for one, shall 
never forget the time I had a few years 
ago while in search of these dainties. 

We girls had had a rather tiresome 
afternoon in our rooms, on account of 
the snow storm. However, the stars 
were now shining, and all was serene 
without. Contrary to our custom, we 
had been working very hard, but now, 
alter many weeks, the spell was broken 
—we had struck. Struck for easier 
jobs and shorter hours, following our 
friends of the labor unions. 
Gathered in one of the rooms in the 

dormitories, we were enjoying our 
stolen leisure, and waiting for some 
excitement, at the same time longing 

for something substantial to appease 
our hunger, which we had just discov
ered to be "ravenous."' 

Oh, dear! To-morrow's Sunday, 
and we have nothing to eat then, let 
alone now. Isn't there some way of 
getting supplies?" groaned one of our 
number, from the depths of the cosy 
corner. 

( Girls, it's not late, come on." 
"Do you think we could do it ?" 

It seems rather a risky business to 
me. 

"Why, it's a great lark. Come on, 
don t be a damp clog all the time, 
Mary. 

The discussion lasted several min
utes, most of the girls being very much 
m favor of the plan. Those who were 
not did not offer much resistance. So 

it was decided that two of us should 
"run the blockade" and get the good
ies. But who was to go ? was the next 
question. This was another story. 
Each one's hunger became much less 
when she thought of going on the er
rand herself. Finally we drew lots, and 
it fell to Mary and me to go to the little 
store a few blocks from the school. 

We were both quite frightened when 
we thought of the possible outcome, 
but neither of us wanted to be a 
"squealer," so, with white and trem
bling faces, we got ready. In our haste 
and fear of discovery we put on any
thing that was thrust at us, from old 
furs to worsted tipets and misfit gloves. 
We must certainly have been a funny 
spectacle as we stole quietly along the 
silent corridors. 

Arm in arm we crept on until we 
reached the door, which we found 
would open quietly, that is, as quietly 
as doors ever do when you want to es
cape detection. We stepped out into 
the cool, still night and across the 
lawns, past the wing of the gate and 
out in the street. 

The lights were poor along the way 
street, and every tree seemed to as
sume the form of some teacher or 
friend. We reached the corner, when 
—"Grace, who's that?" squeaked my 
companion. 

Looking up, who should I see going 
into one of the houses to our left but 
the head teacher. 

"Oh, Mary! Don't stop, keep right 
on. Don't let her see us hesitate. I' 
she does, we are lost," I said, and, duck
ing our heads as we passed the lights, 
we sped on as if on wings. On, on. 
past trees and houses by the score, 
without thought or change in plans. 

When we came to the corner ne 

glanced back, and saw to our horror 
that we were being followed, very 
stealthily, by a tall, dark figure. 
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"Oh, Mary, what shall we do ? We 

do not dare go to the store, for if we 
o, they may learn who we are by com

paring descriptions. What shall we 
do ? What shall we do ?" I cried, in 
despair. 

'I don't— Oh, why not go 'round 
this way and back through that alley 
to the school," said Mary. 

And glad of any possible solution, 
we started on again, fearing lest our 
shadow," who was fast gaining on us, 

should overtake us. 
What if she should report us and 

have us suspended," I moaned. 
Oh, what if the doors are locked. 

How shall we get in? Imagine going 
to the door and ringing and being po
litely invited to enter—soon to leave 
again, I'm afraid. Gracious! Isn't it 
awful! Did you ever see such a black 
night ?" 

By this time we had reached the 
gate, the door, the stairs, and finally 
our rooms, where we told our stories 
and listened to every footstep, fearing 
every minute a quiet, oh, a very quiet 

ISI 

and dignified little knock at the door, 
which, however, did not come that 
night, the next day, nor at any time. 

I hardly think that had our escapade 
been discovered and our sins punished, 
that we could have suffered more. 

Somehow or other stolen sweets 
have had a tart taste to me ever since 

P.,'06. 

The Lonelinesses. 

Their voices everywhere might all have heard. 
And still they speak. The winter-pillaged 

nest, 
I hear it softly say, "Make me a bird, 
A bird of snow, with friendly brooding 

breast." 
The tree, surviving from the forest-fire— 

That liveth still, yet scarce of life gives sign, 
A moan comes ever from its naked spire, 

"Where are the mates that mingled leaves 
with mine?" 

The cabin old, with shattered window pane, 
And grass, o'erflowing threshold, sends a 

cry, 
"Come, see how those I love come ne'er again, 

And yet the soul within me will not die!" 
Thus speak to me the Lonelinesses all; 

Ah, well 1 Like unto like did ever call. 
M. E. C. 
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for there is a change for all, make an
other stride toward the goal in their 
Alma Mater. We have but a word for 
each of these. To those who leave us 
we extend our best wishes, and have 
the comfort of knowing that they will 
act and be all that is pure and noble, 
and will add honor to our schools. To 
those who stay we wish all success. To 
the new Board and to the Editor and 
Business Manager we leave the respon
sibility of our paper. May you make 
it flourish as it never has. There is 
talent among you, use it, There is 
talent in the school; may you reap some 
of the fruits of it. We read in the 
monthly magazines of The Editor's 
Easy Chair. Do not think ours is easy. 
The editor of the magazine has quanti
ties of material from which to choose 
the best—we have scarcely enough to 
make our paper a paper. Would that 
the support were stronger! Make it 
so, undergraduates! Stand by your pa
per, and you will be proud of the result! 

*53 

George A. Karrer—Died May 26, J 906. 
"Put out the light, and then put out 

the light"—the light of buoyant youth, 
of hope and promise, of increasing 
power, of exhilerating, springing, joy
ous life! The unexpected steps in our 
way and turns all our happiness into 
grief. 

Our fellow-student, associate and 
our friend lies pulseless in his narrow 
bed. The brief struggle for life was 
his; the lasting sorrow is ours. We 
dare not touch , upon the deeper bitter
ness that death has forced upon his 

parents. The pain that wrings their 
hearts, their dearest friends cannot 
fully understand. 

George Karrer was an earnest and 
successful student, a member of the 
present graduating class. His death 
by drowning occurred on Saturday, 
May 26th. The sad details are, alas, 
too well known, and they need not be 
rehearsed here. Our record in this 
place is only one of testimony to his 
worth, a tribute to his memory and a 
lament that the light of his mortal life 
has gone out. We remain where 
shadows fall; he is, in the full efful
gence of a brighter day ; ours is the bur
den and the duty of the hour; he early 
finished his task, nor was it a fruitless 
one—a life nobly spent in preparation 
for earnest work for the betterment of 
his fellowmen. 

He was influenced by a praiseworthy 
ambition, directed by intelligence and 
a determination to overcome obstacles. 
His spirit was generous, and in kindly 
emulation he took part in the various 
activities of school life. 

Let us read into his high purpose evi
denced while he remained among us 
all the good that the promise of a long 
and useful life held out to him and to 
those who, under a different dispensa
tion, might have profited by his work. 

"He always wins who sides with God ; 
To him no chance is lost; 

God's will is sweetest to him when 
It triumphs at his cost. 

" When obstacle and trial seem 
Like prison walls to be, 

I do the little I can do, 
And leave the rest to Thee." 
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The Shakespearean Society. 

hor the past few weeks the character 
ot the programs for our meetings have 
been different from that of our usual 
order of study. We have left the 
drama and have taken up the study of 
some of the modern authors and their 
works. 

I'nday May 4th, was for us "A Day 
u 1 1 M ark 1 wain." The program was 
as tollows: 

Facts about Mark Twain's Life 

Readings—-'^My Fir st Lie and H^w'l ^oToit 
Traveling with a Reformer." 

"Hr,w ..fii o .. Miss Farrell. .|V°I % Tel, a Story."—Miss McCully. 
Eves Diary. Miss Oatmam 

On May nth the program was a 
study of Paul Lawrence Dunbar It 
consisted of— 

A Sketch of the Life of Paul Lawrence Dun
bar, written by Miss Lovejoy and Miss 
Logan, read by Miss Lovejoy. 

Readings from "Candle Lightin' Time."— 
Miss Crook. 

Solo—'Mighty Like a Rose."—Miss Schmidt. 
Readings from "Howdy, Honey. Howdy. — 

Miss Emmons. 
Readings from "Lyrics of Lowly Life."— 

Miss Hid1!?,"j 
Songs—"My Old Kentucky Home," y.u 

Black Joe."— Society. 

The topic for the meeting on May 
18th was James M. Barrie. A sketch 
of his life was given by Miss McCul-
ley, Miss Oatman read "A Home for 
Geniuses," Miss Farrow read "T'ie 

Courtin' of T'nowhead's Bell. Miss 
Spicer rendered a piano solo, and Miss 
Esler gave a reading from "The Little 
Minister." 

These programs have been very M " 
teresting, and we feel that the change 
in the work has added spirit and en
joyment. 
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The Society wishes to thank every

one who in any way helped to make out
play this year a success. All the mem
bers of the Society helped in some way, 
and several who are not of our num
ber did a great deal for us. 

Philo. 

On April 28th we enjoyed quite a 
novel program in the form of a geog-
taphy test. The questions were given 
out by Miss Josephine Foster and an
swered (?) by the members of the 
club, and, indeed, very perplexing ques
tions were asked, such as "Where is 
the North Pole?" and "How do you 
get there ?" 

May 4th was the day for the initia
tion of new members, and we rejoiced 
to .see the large number eager to join 
Philo, although trembling with fright 
at the thought of undergoing the dread-
ordeal of initiation. After other im
portant business of the day had been 
attended to, a social meeting ensued, 
and we enjoyed something more than 
a 'feast of reason and a flow of soul." 

May nth Miss McKubbin read a 
eery interesting original article on 
earthquakes. The subject was, of 
course, particularly interesting, and the 
manner in which is was treated made it 
more so. 

Gamma Sigma. 
Volita Sipple. 

Instead of meeting May 5th, the 
society had a May party in Morris-
ville. Some games and a May pole af
forded ample amusement, till all joined 
in the elaborate feast which had been 
prepared. After a walk through the 
woods for wild flowers, we returned 
home about 5 130. 

I5S 
After a short business meeting, May 

lift, an extemporaneous debate was 
held. Resolved, That undergraduates 
oi the Gamma Sigma Society have 
greater capacity for assimilating and 
spouting" cognizance, as it is dealt 

out to us by our most worthy and dig
nified faculty, than the most worthy 
and dignified seniors of said society. 
Affirmative, H. Emmons, J. McKinny, 
A. Grady; negative, S. De Camp, F! 
Gairison, A. Mott. The affirmative 
won the debate. 

At our last meeting, May 25th, the 
program was arranged by the under
graduates of the society. The Seniors 
were made to sing, recite, dance or 
anything the committee in charge dic
tated. Everyone enjoyed the enter
tainment. 

The election of officers for next year 
resulted as follows : 

President, Louise Woodruff. 
Vice-President, Elsie Bartlet. 
Secretary, Nan Taylor. 
Treasurer, A. Frazer. 
Corresponding secretary, Buella 

Compton. 
SIGNAP Representative, Ruth Mit

chell. 
The Gamma Sigma will hold a re

union to the old members Saturday, 
June 2d. A reception will be held in 
the afternoon in Miss Field's room, 
and a dance in the evening in the gym
nasium. We are all anticipating a de
lightful time. 

Thencanic! Arguromuthos! 

Was the writing of your reports 
last month so strenuous that you were 
too disabled to contribute to this is
sue? Thencanic has an excuse? The 
reporter is absent? Why not appoint 
a reporter pro tem? And Argo ? 
play took so much time! 

The 
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CLASS NOTES. 

MODEL. 

S E N I O R .  

M. Lummis 
Good-bye, SIGNAL Staff, good-bye, 
Don't cry SIGNAL Staff, don't cry, 
The Senior Class so true 
Is going 'way from you, 
Good-bye, SIGNAL Staff, good-bye. 

J U N I O R .  

H. Holmes. 
IN THE JUNIOR PHYSICS CLASS. 

A  is for Archimedes, the worst I ever saw; 
B is for Robert Boyle, the creator of a law. 
C is for a Calorie, a measurement of heat; 
D is for the Dynamo that is across the street. 
E is for Electricity, the friend of Thomas 

Edison; 
F is for Flunks, which "Doc." Mumper gives 

like medicine. 
G is for (i.ilvanometer, that swings around so 

fast; 
H is for Hot-air, of which there is plenty in 

class. 
1 is for Incline-plane, a toy for everyone; 
J is for Jolly-balance, the creator of much fun. 
K is for Kilogram, a measurement of weight; 
L is for Light, which the whole class does 

hate. 
M is for "Doc." Mumper, that dear, old pa

tient man; 
N is for the North, to which the needle ran. 

is for Ohm s Law, the easiest thing in the 
books; 

p is for Physics, at which the class never 
looks. 

R is for Resistance, also for Rarefaction; 
» is for Specific-gravity, which gives no satis-

faction. 
T is for the Telegraph, the friend of every 

nation; J 

U  i s for that Universal law of gravitation. 
is for Velocity of sound, which is ? an 

hour; 
W is for Watt, 1/746 of a horse-power. 
x is for the X-ray. (Can you see through 

this?) 
Y is for a Yard, of which 9 inches is a 

quarter; 
Z  is for Zero, the B OILINC ( ?) point of water. 

H .  S .  B .  
Lanning. 

The H. S. B. baseball team will be 
glad to receive challenges from any 

• c lass team in school. 
Herr M—t-om—y is very sorry that 

Franlein S z has left our German 
class. 

NORMAL. 
S E N I O R  1 1 — 2 .  

Ethel Wood. 

This will be the last time that the 
members of the Sen. II-2 class of 1906 
can speak in the columns of this paper 
as students of the Normal School. Day 
after day we have come and gone from 
the school, enjoying occasional lec
tures, musicales, society plays and re
ceptions, as well as the other Friday 
evening "entertainments." Some of us 
also know of the pleasant life at the 
hall, of midnight feasts and other dar
ing deeds. Senior privileges were anx
iously awaited, but now that we are 
enjoying them, we realize that the end 
is near. We cannot but have a feeling 
of regret as we think that our life at 
Normal is almost over. 

However, we are looking forward 
with great anticipation to the coming 
years of success in the teaching and —• 

S E N O I R  1 1 — 3 .  
E. M. Hickson. 

The race is nearly run. The goal 
toward which our faces have been set 
for the last two years is at hand. But. 
though we leave the old familiar scenes 
with a tinge of sadness, yet we look 
forward with great anticipation and 
hopes for success in the new vista open
ing out before us. 

S E N I O R  1 1 — 4 .  
Charlotte F ariell-

The girls didn't take the hint, so once 
more the reporter has to rack her brains 
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and try to manufacture some SIGNAL 
notes. 

Nineteen times we have made our 
bow to the public from the pages of 
the SIGNAL, and this is our last appear
ance. It is with a mixed feeling of 
joy and sorrow that we say "Good-by." 
Joy to think that we have successfully 
completed our course (we hope we 
have), and sorrow at the thought that 
our school days are probably over. 

We bequeath the space we have occu
pied in the "Class Notes" to our suc
cessors, with the hope that they'll make 
as good (?) use of it as we have. 

Fashion Notes—O! we promised 
Miss not to tell. 

Class Spirit. 

W e hear so much about class spirit, 
everyone thinks he is especially en
dowed with this virtue, and at the same 
time bewails the lack of it, in his fellow 
students. The old story of the beam 
and the mote. 

What is meant by class spirit ? Ask 
any of the students; they will tell you— 

Oh, it's taking an interest in one's 
class. Doing everything in one's 
power to keep the class standing up to 
par." 

And yet, when the day for class 
meeting gets around, these students 
wish, for one reason and another, to 
be excused. 

"I must work in manual training this 
afternoon," "I must go down town," 
or 'Will the meeting be very long?" 

Is this showing class spirit ? Would 
it take very much planning to arrange 
matters so there would be no crying 
duties to be performed in this thirty 
or forty minutes out of every month ? 

Supposing the meetings do seem 
long, is it showing class spirit and loy
alty to shirk the tedious duties ? Some
one must attend to them. If five or six 
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neglect their share, then the rest must 
assume a double burden. 

Do you expect to avoid the faculty 
meetings, which are looming up in the 
distance? Now is the time to prepare 
for them. 

If you find the meetings dull, come 
and make them interestoing. 

If the meetings are important 
enough for a few to attend, they are 
important enough for all. 

Memorial Service. 

A memorial service was held in the 
auditorium on the afternoon of the 
29th of May, at the same hour in which 

. the funeral of our former fellow-stu
dent, George A. Karrer, took place, at 
Egg Harbor City. The following or
der of exercises was carried out: 

Hymn, "Abide with Me." 
Address, Dr. James M. Green, LL.D. 
Hymn, "Lead, Kindly Light." 
Address and prayer, Rev. Dr. Fox. 
Hymn, "Nearer, My God, to Thee." 
The students in large numbers at

tended the service. 
The following persons went to Egg 

Harbor City as representatives of vari
ous organizations in the State Schools: 
Professor Charles C. Hewitt, of the 
Faculty and preceptor of the Boys' 
Hall; Miss Maude M. MacAfee, class 
president; bearers, John S. Herron, of 
the Senior II Class; Ralph O. Wilgus, 
Edson L. Outwin, Lester Decker, of 
the Boys' Hall; Morris S. Traver, 
Frank L. Cleary, of the Athletic Asso
ciation. Gifts of flowers were sent by 
the Senior Class, the School, the Boys 
of the Hall, the Athletic Association, 
the Normal Dramatic Club and by the 
George School, Newtown, Pa. The 
following resolutions were adopted by 
the Senior Class: 
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_ WHEREAS, The hand of Divine 

I r ovidence has removed from among' 
us our beloved friend, George Karrer, 

Resolved, That we, the members of 
the June Class of '06, do hereby ex
press our deep sense of loss at his death 
and tender our sincere sympathy to his 
relatives and friends; 

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

(THE SIGNAL invites contributions to this 
NlinHo; "WK,Cf^h might be termed "Personal 
Mention, but because of its spicy character
istics we prefer the above name. Material of 
a personal nature should be prepared for this 

S.rCc?atssrlhteers,than ^ 

Ginger Crumbs. 

Chili?" K~"Name a Product of 

L-a-l-s M.—"Ice cream." 

SENIOR WIT. 

First Senior—"Let's have fried ice 
cream at cremation." 

thaH"0'^ Senior~"How do you eat 

Re-an—"Wait until it gets cold." 

F r o f .  W h i t b e c k  ( as Mr. M-C-l-v 
onen ti • °,ration) — "Martindale. 
open that window, we need some cool 
air- (Class groan.) 

First Senior—"What do you sup
pose is in that trunk outside of the 
chem. lab?" 

Second Senior—"Goose eggs from 
our last test, of course." 

Miss Eb—"What is the difference 
between hard and soft water, Mr. 
Pr—r ?" 

Mr. P.—"I don't know. What's the 
difference between hard and soft 
drinks ?" 

Miss E.—(And Miss E. did not 
know.) 

Principal parts of a new Latin verb 
—Flunco, Fluncere, Faculty fires 'em. 

LOGARITHMS. 

Logarithm—where did I first hear 
of that word? Well, I'll tell you. I 
used to peep in at the work on the 
blackboard in the room where the 
Juniors (oh, how I envied them) had 
worked their "trig," as I heard one of 
them call it. Well, there were all sorts 
of expressions which were Greek to me. 
even if they were trig to Juniors, and 
one of the most common was "log.' I 
used to wonder what they had to do 
with logs in trig, so one day I sum
moned up courage enough to walk up 
to a fellow who was supposed to be a 
Junior, but who looked as if he be
longed to a kindergarten. After some 
persuasion he condescended to tell me 
that log was a nickname for logarithm, 
and that it was a number, invented 
some time during the third century B. 
C. (here he looked very wise) by a 
Scotchman who had gotten tired of 
multiplying and dividing and invented 
the numbers called logarithms, and 
there the subject of logarithms dropped 
from my mind. 

Fortune has smiled upon me. how
ever, and now I am a Junior, and. 
strange to say, the fellow who enlight
ened me on the subject of logarithm* 
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two years ago is a Freshman—at col
lege. Once more the logarithm has 
crossed by path, and now I find that it 
is a number, just as that Junior told 
me, but what a number! If that 
Scotchman, who, by the way, was not 
a cotchman at all, but a mathema
tician, invented logarithms in order to 
make less work in multiplication, then 
tie made a serious mistake. He did just 
the opposite from my point of view. 

instance, by the aid of the old 
method, if yOU wanted to multiply 3 
and 7 you just said 3 times 7 is 21. 
put by logarithms you get the logar
ithm of 3, which is 0.47712, and the 
logarithm of 7, which is 0.84510, and 
when you have them, goodness knows 
what you do with them. The last time 

tried it, instead of getting 21, I sot 
23, that is, "Skidoo."—Ex 

E1N DEUTSCHES GEDI CHT. 

(With apologies for the German.[ 
Ya, ich weiss was soil es bedeuten 

Vass ich so traurig bin, 
mJssen einen Teste haben 

Mit die deutsche Lehrerin. 
Der steam is on but die Pupils 

Have kalte Fiissen got, 
Sie sitzen da und sie shiver 

Abgleich der Room ist hot. 
Die deutsche Lehrerin steht 

Dort by die front Blackboard 
bie schreibt,—und ihre Writing 

Ist wie ein Seismic Record. 
Sie shreibt einen langen Test, 

Und dariiber es graus't dem class 
e schauen es an und sie wissen 
Dass niemand kann es pass. 

Sie konnen Keinen Fragen answer 
Obgleich sie Schlage use 

D'e Bell tont, sie handen die Papers 
While shaking in their shoes. 

Ich glaub' das Ende des Story, 
Ist dass sie flunken everyone 

Und das hat mit ihrem Teste 
Die deutsche Lehrerin done.—Fir. 
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Helen T. Pierson. 
The Acropolis, Newark, N. J., is a 

very well gotten up paper. 
^ We compliment The Bulletin, Mont 

Clair, N. J., on the nice things that are 
said about it in other papers. 

"Ein Deutsches Gedicht" is a very 
clever poem published in The Oracle. 

When we look over The Cascadillan, 
Ithaca, N. Y., we are always sure of 
finding something good. 

'I he Alfred University Monthly has 
been greatly improved by the addition 
of an exchange column. 

We would not blame the staff of the 
Junto, Easton H. S., if they became 
conceited over their paper. We have 
never noticed any unfavorable drjti-
cisms about it. 

The Blue and White, Central High, 
South Bethlehem. Pa., would be im
proved by the addition of more stories. 

We received our first number of The 
Moheganite, Mohegan, N. Y., this 
month, and are greatly pleased with it. 
1 he "Items" are creditably selected. 

The Crimson has some of her ex
changes mixed in with advertisements 
at the very back of the paper. 

A good story, "Sheerluck Homes, 
and the Mystery of the Three Eggs," 
from the Paterson Spectator. 

We notice that the Old Gold and 
Blue, Phillips Brooks School, Phila
delphia, has an unusually sarcastic ex
change column. In fact, we have never 
seen one that could equal it. There 

really is no excuse for a column of that 
kind, which holds up other papers to 
ridicule. If there is an Unfavorable 
criticism to be made, why not make it 
in a polite manner ? 

We acknowledge the receipt of The 
Collegian, Waynesburg, Pa.; Bio-
graph, Boonton, N. J.; Echo, Perth 
Amboy, N. J.; Collegiate School Bulle
tin, Rand, Trenton; Delaware College 
Reviezv, Trenton H. S. Spectator; 
Normal Echoes, East Stroudsburg, 
Pa.; The Archive, N. E. M. T. H. S- , 
Philadelphia, Pa.; Maple Leaf, Morris-
town, N. J.; Peddie Chronicle, Hights-
town, N. J.; Shield, Haddonfield, N. 
J.; Npray, Long Branch, N. J. 

THE LINEMAN. 
The lineman is a busy man 

In every land, and all the time; 
He works each day from pole to pole; 

And finds a job in every climb. 

WOOED AND WON. 

Wooer—"Ah, may I be your cap
tain, and guide your barque over th e 
sea of life?" 

Widow—"No, but you can be my 
second mate." 

"Do you love me?" said the paper 

bag to the sugar. 
"I'm just wrapped up in you,' re" 

plied the sugar. 
"You sweet thing," murmured the 

paper bag. 

First Deaf and Dumb Man—"Th'-
world is full of trouble." 



THE SIGNAL. 

«JiCC0,nc^. Deaf and Dumb Man— 
I hat s right, I have to tie my wife's 

hands at night so that she can't talk in 
her sleep." 

Professor—"To what may the spinal 
column be likened ?" 
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Bright Student—"To a serial story." 
Professor—'A serial story! Why?" 
Bright Student—"Continued in our 

necks."—Ex. 

Fonetic spelun don't count wen you 
have a wurd rong. 

'IS OZST 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 aqd 
do away with the use of hat pins. They 
are invisible when in use. ^ No 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, 2-5 
cents. Money back if not satisfactory. 

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

Showing How to  Place Hat  on Head 



Most Women 
in Trenton 

appreciate the fact 

that "they do sell nice 

things at YARD'S" 

STORES 
4 and 6 North Broad St. 

TRENTON, N. J. 

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 St reet 

Just Blakely 
Laundry 

M. Hollinshead &Co. 
241-243 N. Clinton Ave. 

The APOLLO 
BELL PHONE 

945 D 
"The Chocolates that 

are different." 

That's All 

Phone or a Postal 

II and 13 South Warren Street 

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, Milk Biscuits, Social Teas, Frutana, Sultana, 

Ginger Snaps, Lemon Snaps, Oysterettes, Dates, 
^igs, Oranges, Chocolate—others, too 

All at saving prices—below the ordinary. 

PHILADELPHIA GROCERY CO., Opposite the Schools 



SWAGGER CLOTHES 
FOR DRESSY CHAPS 
Th%f°.'iege cha1 demands something DIFFERENT in his 

find FUR ^ th3t SOMETSING. Yon cln only 

COLLEGE BRAND CLOTHES 
SPRING STYLES ARE READY 

"kiDkS °f Sty'e'" S1° t0 

EVdeRrw™'S,?i IN FURNISHINGS. Hats, Shoes, Un-
ineToats T^nh" Sphlrts. Neck»«r, Bath Robes, Lounging Loats, 1 ranks, Bags, Suit Cases, Umbrellas, Slickers. 

GUNSON East State Street 
Trenton, N. J. 

SOROSIS 
SHOE 
PARLOR 

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

L. UPDIKE & SON 121 NORTH BROAD STREET 

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." 

Official 
Jewelers of 
the Leading 
Colleges 
Schools and 
Associations 

25 John St., New York 

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

Amatear photo Finished 
DEVELOPING 
PRINTING 
ENLARGING 

FIRST-CLASS WORK ONLY 

E. S. APPLEGATE & CO. 
Opp. Taylor 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 C o. 
State and Warren Streets 

DR. GEO. F. APPLEGATE, Pres'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. 

) Lavender Lotion, 
* j For Chapped Hands, Face, Etc. 

H. 

MacCrellish & Quigley 

PRINTERS 

BOOK BINDERS STATIONERS 

ENGRAVERS 

Opposite the Post Office TRENTON, N. J. 

Printers of THI S tGNAr. 

J. PL Blackwell 
& Sons 

WHOLESALE 
GROCERS 

Trenton, N. J. 

PHILA. 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 

Y's _ ) Liquid 
) Corn Cure. 

Monogram Cough Syrup 
Red Liniment 

Magic Headache Powder 
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 H%iT 

There is dash, chann, 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. 

&u/man\ 
South Broad 

±an cf la fayet/e Streets^ 



Prescription Business 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 dry or dull finished, 

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

Entire satisfaction or no charge whatever 

16 South Stockton Street 
Telephone 335 Trenton, N. J. 

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 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 this 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 
to $58 per year, according to grade, in the Model. 

The Boarding Halls are thoroughly lighted by electricity, heated 
by steam, well ventilated ; provided with baths and the modern con-
^eniences. The sleeping rooms are nicely furnished. 

For further particulars apply to the principal, 

J. M. GREEN. 
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