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The Reliability of 

the Yard Selections 

has long been recognized 

by those who like NICE 

THINGS. 

Their confidence was 

Stale School 'Banjo, Guitar and 
Mandolin Department 

2 Students, $5.00. 50 Cts. 45 minutes. 
3 4.00. 40 Cts. 1 h our. 
4 3.75. 374 Cts. 1 hour. 
5 " 3.00. 30 Cts. 1 hour. 
6 2.50. 25 Cts. 1 hour and 30 min. 
7 " 2.00. 28 Cts. 1 hour and 30 min. 
8 " 2.00. 25 Cts. 1 hour and 30 min. 
9 2.00. 224 Cts. 1 hour and 30 min. 

10 2.00. 20 Cts. 14 to 2 hours. 
11 " 2.00. 184 Cts. 14 to 2 hou rs. 
12 2.00. 164 cts. 14 to 2 hours. 

No pupil accepted in class for less 
than ten weeks unless agreement 

never better founded than be made at beginning of term. 

it is now, as knowing buy- Individual Lessons—10 Lessons, $8 
., . Ensemble Practice—10 Weeks, $i. to 

ers thoroughly recognize. , 
Any other information will be 

* cheerfully given by applying to 

YARD'S Geo. Stannard 
I 121 S. WARREN ST. 

4 and 6 North Broad St. Bell Phone 1894_d 

Confections Have 
Social Standing 

as well as the people 
that buy them. There is 
one particular kind that 
goes into the most ex
clusive circles and is re

garded as the candy of quality. 

Belle Mead 
Sweets 

Chocolates and Bon Bons 

in their beautiful gold seal box. Are 
recognized everywhere 
as a synonym for class 
—tone—exclusiveness. 
Made in the "cleanest 
candy kitchen in the 
world." 

No purer, more de
licious, more relish-
able candy has ever 
been made. 

BOOK AND JOB 
PRINTING 

Bookbinding, Paper Ruling 

.  .  .  and .  .  .  

Blank Book Manufacturers 

Trenton True American 
Printing Co. 

14 N. Warren St. TRENTON, N. J. 

Both Phones 1023 

This issue is a specimen of our work 

I 
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My Friend 
I have the strangest little friend 

Who walks around with me; 
He's with me everywhere I go— 

But yet invisibly. 

Whene'er I'm good, he keeps quite still, 
And seldom says a word, 

But when I'm naughty, then's the time 
His little voice is heard. 

Who is this little friend of mine? 
Why, you have one yourself, 

His name is Conscience, and I'm sure 
You've heard the little elf! 

Prue Iv. Jamieson, H. S. C. 

A Midnight Feast 
TlS midnight, and the Hall is wrapped in 

sleep. 
But hark! What means that startling whir

ring sound, 
Wak'ning the maidens from the land of 

dreams ? 
Nought but the herald of their feast to be. 
Arising from their couch, the hall is viewed, 

Silent and ghastly in its glim'ring light; 
Then quickly entering other rooms they rouse 
The sleepers from a deep repose, and soon 
Are seen robed figures stealing softly toward 
The chosen place, and here they gladly spend 
Their time in feasting, 'midst subdued delight. 

Hattie S. Webster, Senior 1-1. 

Phoebe's Revenge 
BREAKFAST on Sunday was generally 

the jolliest meal of the week in the 
Karl home. The whole family, re
freshed by an extra hour's sleep, came 
to the table with good humor and con
tentment shining from their faces. Mrs. 
Karl's face showed greatest satisfaction, 
for, in addition to the weekly duties 
having been completed, she had the 
prospect of a day of restful companion
ship with husband and children. To
day there was no hurrying of the meal 
at the approach of school time, no 
lunches to be ready on time. To pre
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pare a meal for a fifteen-year-old girl 
to take to High School, as well as to 
pack enough eatables in an ordinary 
lunch box to suffice an active boy of 
twelve was indeed a daily problem. 

Thus, conversation at the Sabbath 
breakfast usually began with, "Well, 
Louise, I guess you're glad its Sun
day," in Mr. Karl's sedately measured 
tones; or, "Well, I'm glad to-day is 
one of rest and harmony," in the soft 
accents of Mrs. Karl. Then talk would 
drift into pleasant channels as the meal 
progressed in its leisurely fashion. 

To-day, Phoebe's face, smiling as us
ual, had gained an added look of pleased 
anticipation; the sparkle of mischief 
was absent from her eye, but was re
placed by a shine of excitement. How 
and then her expression changed as she 
noted, with anxious glance the mis
chievous grin of her small brother, 
Dan. He seemed to have the air of 
one about to spring a surprise. Sev
eral times he had tried to say some
thing in the pauses of his father's and 
mother's talk, but always Phoebe had 
thrown in a remark ahead and started 
them again in discussion. 

With a final, resolute gulp and a 
jerk of his shoulders, he broke in 
abruptly with, "Pa—Phoebe Karl, you 
stop kicking my foot!—Pa, what d' 
you 'spose, Phoebe's went and done?" 

"Dan, keep still! Don't mind him, 
dad, I'll tell you myself when it's time 
for you to know," Phoebe hastily inter
rupted. 

"I will so tell, Phoebe Karl; now 
I've got a good chance to have some 
fun, and you remember you told on me 
when I played hookey that time." 

"Well, Dan," replied his father so
berly, "that was a serious thing. 
Phoebe's surely isn't as grave as that." 

"Ho, dad, 'tisn't anything; it's a sur
prise. I don't see how you can remem
ber so long, Dan Karl, you're a regu
lar grudge-holder," Phoebe quickly in
terposed. 

"Children," remonstrated the moth
er, in her mild voice. 

Dan, unheedingly, went on in most 
exasperating deliberation. "You know 
Etta Smith's brother—-well, his father 
gave him a dandy saddle for not missin 
any lessons in September, and " 

"Oh. Dan! I think you're just too 
horrid," Phoebe broke in, making one 
last attempt to stop that tantalizing 
voice. 

"Well," he continued, "Phoebe a 
went and borrowed it and she's going 
to learn to ride horesback with it." 

"Why Phoebe!" in her father's 
grave surprised tones; "you surely don t 
want to ride that way!" 

"But dad, it's the only safe way, and 
lots of nice people do it too," remon
strated Phoebe, half tearfully, after giv
ing Dan a look more expressive than 
words. 

"Well Phoebe, you have no things to 
wear to ride, so I guess you'd better 
give it up," remarked her mother, wbo 
sympathized with her daughter, yet did 
not wish further trouble to ensue. 

"Ho matter if she did have things to 
wear, no daughter of mine should ever 
ride in that mannish way. Phoebe, 
this very day, even if it is Sunday, re
turn the saddle to Etta's brother," said 
Mr. Karl, growing more irritated. 

Phoebe's eyes filled with tears, and 
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she hastily left the room to hide her 
vexation and disappointment from Dan. 

"Gee! she got as mad as Baby 
Laine, when he sat down on that chest
nut burr in school the other day," Dan 
exclaimed. 

"I should think you'd feel ashamed 
to make your sister feel so badly," his 
mother declared in grieved tones. 
"And the way you boys tease that poor 
fellow is shameful," she added. "You 
go too far in your fun." However she 
could not help smiling at the trick. 

"I wonder what she meant by that 
surprise," observed his father thought
fully. 

"Oh, next month's your birthday and 
she thought she'd surprise you then 
and show how she could ride," replied 
Dan readily. 

"Well, I must say you've spoiled it 
completely!" Mrs. Karl exclaimed, 
"though perhaps it's just as well that 
she didn't have a chance to learn." 

"1 ou might have done it in a differ
ent way," Mr. Karl added after a mo
ment's pause. 

"Yes, but you see that wouldn't have 
teased her much, and I got even too 
this way." However his rougish grin 
of satisfaction had vanished and as an 
uneasy thought crossed his mind, he re
marked, "I bet she remembers this." 

"Oh, pshaw!" his father dismissed 
the subject. "Phoebe may be a tom
boy, but she'll never be such a mis
chievous torment as you are." 

Upstairs, Phoebe turned into her 
room, bright with Sabbath sunshine, 
sat down by the window and looked 
about with a puzzled air. 

"I thought he wouldn't care, and 

would like to see me ride," she mur
mured. "He likes to have me play 
tennis and hockey and all the rest, and 
practice ball with Dan. I don't see 
any harm in riding that way. Oh, that 
Dan! I'd like to get a good chance to 
play one good joke on him to make him 
remember I can tease too." 

She sat pondering a few moments 
with her eyes fixed on a blue jay out 
in a tree in the yard. Then as her 
troubled gaze finally came back and 
rested on her favorite picture, that of 
a beautiful horse a head, she gave vent 
to a sigh of longing and regret. Then 
rising resolutely, she made her way to 
the door. "Oh, well, I won't let Dan see 
that lie teased me much any way, the 
little rascal"—half-smiling. "Just think 
though what would have happened if 7. 
had learned to ride and shocked dad 
so!" 

Her face cleared entirely, and with 
her usual good-humor restored, she de
scended once more into the dining 
room to finish her meal. 

Phoebe s opportunity came sooner 
than she expected. That very after
noon, as she was passing the barn on 
coming home from returning the sad
dle, she heard the voices of Dan and a 
schoolmate raised in joyful and excited 
discussion. Pausing an instant before 
entering, she caught the end of a sen
tence in Dan's voice—"but don't tell 
Phoebe." Her curiosity was so aroused 
that before she could summon her forces 
to resist temptation, she was rooted to 
the spot. 

TVby, what's up ? I thought she 
was a sport; she can see a joke and 
sure would like to see that sissy kid, 
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Baby Laine, scared good and proper." 
A series of delightful giggles and 
chuckles interrupted the talk here. 

"Yes, but don't tell her, just tiie 
same," continued Dan. "She's mad at 
me 'cause I gave her away about bor-
rowin' tbat saddle and goin' to learn to 
ride horseback." 

"Au, wliat'd you want to do that 
for?" protested the other, in disap
pointed accents. "She's all right and 
didn't tell no tales when we played In
jun that time." 

"Well, I know, but I felt like gettin' 
square too, for that tattlin' when we 
played hookey that time. Gee, but 
there was something doin' at breakfast 
this morning; pa got mad, and Phoebe 
too, but she'll get over it, she always 
does." 

"Au shucks! Well I won't tell," re
joined his companion. "How, where're 
you goin' to get masks? You know 
we don t want Baby to recognize us, 
and don't forget your cap pistol. The 
only trouble is I'm 'fraid 'tisn't as big 
as a real pistol, but bein' dark, he'll be 
so scared he won't notice anything; not 
even that you ain't as big as a real 
highwayman." 

_ "0h> goin' to swipe pa's black 
silk handkerchief and a black stockin' 
to tie over our faces," Dan explained 
eagerly. "And I know just what to 
say when we pounce on him. 'I'm the 
dwarf terror of the mountains, fork 
over your watch and money.' " 

"Say, kiddo, you're all right," the 
other returned, admiringly, "that's a 
good idea. How I must skidoo. Don't 
forget to be at the bend good and early, 
as he goes past about 8 o'clock." 

"Oh, don't worry. I'll be there," 
Dan assured him. 

During this dialogue Phoebe had 
stood as if petrified. Her love of fair 
play struggled vainly with her curi
osity ; her desire for revenge finally 
decided her, and she remained to the 
end. As the last words were spoken 
she stole softly away with a queer feel
ing of shame and exultation throbbing 
in her breast. Her first thought was to 
go to her father or mother and upset 
Dan's plans, but her love of fun pre
vented. 

"I'd clearly love to see Dan and Joe 
hold up that sissy and scare him. I 
can't tell, 'twould spoil the fun, and 
anyway, I've said I'd never tattle; 
'twas bad enough to listen that way," 
she mused as she entered the house. 
"Isn't there some way to get ahead?" 

She sat down by the library window 
in an easy chair and was just about 
to bury herself in one of Hinty's works, 
when a look out of the window gave her 
an idea. A sudden mischievous smile 
spread over her features, a daring light 
came into her eye; a thoughtful pause 
ensued, then a gleeful little giggle es
caped. "The very thing! Why didn't 
I think of it before! I'll do it!" The 
book having for once lost its charms, 
was flung down and she danced out oi 
the room in great glee. 

I he next evening Dan and his friend 
were promptly at the selected spot in 
the road, a bend bordered on both sides 
with trees and bushes. Truly the trans
formation of the two boys was wonder-
1 ul! Dressed in brown bicycle trous-
sers, men's loose, blue shirts, sashes, 
through which wooden dirks were stuck, 
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broad-brimmed bats pulled over their 
faces, they were indeed a fearful and 
wonderful sight, one that would strike 
terror to the heart of the timorous. 

Quickly concealing themselves in the 
thicket of huckleberry bushes, they pre
pared for their victim, adjusting their 
masks and drawing out their toy pis
tols. 

"This is just like Red Bill of the 
Plains, ain't it ?" whispered Dan. 

"Ain't it fun ! I hope he hurries 
up." 

Ilad they been more observant, they 
would have noticed that among the deep 
shadows of the trees on the other side 
of the road there was one something 
that looked somewhat like a man in a 
great-coat. The figure was almost 
wholly concealed behind the largest 
tree, and too seemed to be listening for 
something. 

Presently rapid nervous footsteps 
were heard approaching. A tall, thin 
boy with a shrinking air, came into 
sight, walking with short, jerky steps. 

"That's hint. All ready," whis
pered Joe. Dan sprang out, flourish
ing his pistol and dirk; his companion 
close behind him. 

"I'm a dwarf terror, fork out your 
cash!" both shouted almost simultane
ously. 

Laine's hands flew up, his mouth 
dropped open, his eyes bulged in terror. 
Just as he turned to flee, a hoarse voice 
petrified them all with a surprise. 

"I arrest you in the name of the 
law." 

Out of the shadows of the wood, a 
figure of a man dressed in long, blue 

coat with brass buttons and wearing a 
policeman's helmet, dashed towards 
them flourishing a club of most unus
ual size. 

"There, young fellows, you're 
caught ; come along with me," the 
husky voice continued. 

From the gasp of stupefied amaze
ment followed. Dan recovered first. 
Laine was beyond speech. 

"Oh, mister! it's only a joke," stam
mered Dan imploringly, in accents of 
most acute terror. "Please let us go." 

'A es! f es!" the other gasped. "We 
wasn t goin to hurt him; these is only 
cap pistols," holding out their weapons 
most beseechingly. 

1 he figure stood silent, immovable. 
Again, had they been keener-sighted 
and had there been more light, they 
would have seen that the figure was si
lent because it was biting its lips, 
rather than because it was suspending 
pending judgment. 

"You young rascals ! You deserve to 
he landed in jail for this." 

"Oil! Oh! Dan and his companion 
almost moaned in despair, and turning 
to their victim cried desperately, "Ed
mund, you don't want us to go to jail. 
Say something to him. We was only 
fooling; ask him not to arrest us." 

"Y\ -w-well," Edmund stammered, 
"you d-d ('serve to be p-punished some
how." 

"What are your names, young 
chaps ?" their captor demanded. 

"Dan Karl and Joe Wright," the 
guilty ones responded. 

"What's yours ?" turning to Laine. 
"Edmund Randolph Laine." 
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"Well, you can go on.- I don't want 
you now; you may have to be a wit
ness against them later." 

Edmund Randolph Laine went as 
fast as his long legs could carry him. 

"Now, sir," turning to Dan, "I won't 
take you to the jail; I'm going to take 
you home and let your father settle 
yon. March along now, both of you. 
You're to go ahead, and we'll see Mr. 
Karl first." 

Somewhat relieved, but still appre
hensive of the punishment awaiting, the 
two small boys walked dejectedly be
fore their captor, who now and then 
quickened their lagging steps by means 
of sundry nudges with his club. The 
home was reached all too soon for the 
two boys. A wee, timid knock brought 
Mr. Karl to the door. The boys were 

•literally shoved into the room by their 
captor's strong grasp. Standing with 
hanging heads and downcast eyes, each 
firmly held by the shoulder, the two 
urchins looked like anything but high
waymen. 

Mr. Karl's horrified glance rested 
upon them a full instant before he 
found voice. 

"What does this mean! Explain!" 
he finally brought forth. 

It was only a joke. \\ e was playin' 
robber to scare Baby Laine," Joe an
swered in the smallest voice that he 
had ever been known to use. 

"We wouldn't hurt him," Dan fin
ished, humbly fearful. 

"Well, who's this ?" his father asked, 
pointing to the figure behind them. 

The boys turned—in the full light 
of the room the helmet in one hand, a 
false moustache in the other, stood a 

smiling girl in a policeman's uniform. 
"Why. it's Phoebe!" they all cried 

together. 
Edna Dixon, Senior 1-2. 

Because of the Angels 
IT was a cold, gloomy afternoon in 

December, and there was a biting chill 
in the air, such as one can feel only in 
New York. Every one hurried; men 
clasped tight their Christmas bundles 
and then made hasty dashes after fast 
departing street cars; women picked 
up their skirts and scurried down to 
the subway, exclaiming upon the raw 
iciness in the air; in fact, no one lin
gered to talk in the frozen streets. 

Such was the case just outside of 
the Fourth Presbyterian Church on 
Seventy-second street. No one stopped 
to gaze at the magnificent structure, 
all were in too much of a hurry to reach 
a cheerful hearth fire at home. The 
wind whistled and screamed around the 
church doors, making the grey build
ing cold and dismal, and giving any
one who chanced to enter, cold and 
creepy chills around the shoulders. Yet 
seated before the great pipe organ, there 
Were two people who seemed perfectly 
oblivious of the grey surroundings and 
damp atmosphere. One of them was a 
square, thick set, intense looking eld
erly man with quantities of shaggy grey 
hair, the other was a slender girl of 
about seventeen, who possessed the most 
dreamy, imaginative face that made 
one want to ask her about what she 
was thinking. At present both man 
and girl were lost to the world, so busily 
were they studying a piece of rather 
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complicated music. It was an extreme
ly difficult piece and with a sigh the 
girl slowly shook her head. There was 
a pathetic little droop to her shoulders 
and a tear started down her cheek. 

"I can't plav it, Professor, I just 
can't," she said in an uncertain, voice. 

"Come, come 1 ' cried the man whom 
she had addressed as Professor, "That's 
no way to talk; you told me that you 
went through the whole thing perfectly 
when you were practicing alone. Why 
can't you do it for me?" 

"I don't know," sighed the girl, a 
look of hopelessness clouding her dark 
grey eves. "1 on know I never can play 
when anyone is listening to me. I've 
always been that way." 

"Put I want you to play at my or
gan recital when the rest of my pupils 
play. Brace up and try to overcome 
this habit. You can play that piece as 
well as not; try it again." 

For the third time Cynthia Barren 
turned to the ivory keys and attempted 
to play the great masterpiece of Han
del's ; then for the third time she sud
denly lost her courage, the notes swam 
before her eyes and she sank hack on 
the bench in despair. 

"You see, Professor Marvin, that's 
the way I do every time. I can't play 
at the recital because I get so nervous. 
You know how the other pupils begin 
to giggle as soon as my turn to plav 
comes; they know as well as I do that 
I'll break down before the end of my 
piece." 

"But it is foolish of you to get so 
nervous; don't give in to it and then 
there will be no trouble. How I am 
going to leave you, but you stay here 

alone and practice that piece until you 
can play it in your sleep. You will get 
along better without me, but remember, 
there is only one more rehearsal before 
the recital and 1 advise you to work 
hard." 

It was plain to be seen that the pro
fessor did not understand Cynthia Far-
ren. He thought that her inability to 
play the piece was due to lack of prac
tice, but lie was never more mistaken 
about anything in his life. Cynthia 
could play that piece perfectly well 
when no one was listening and when 
that dreadful nervousness had left her, 
and the girl was well aware of this 
fact. 

Professor Marvin took up his hat and 
started hurriedly for the door, quite un
conscious of the terrible grimaces 
which Cynthia was amiably directing 
at his fast departing figure. At the 
present moment the girl felt that she 
hated Professor Marvin, although way 
down in her heart she was truely fond 
of the old gentleman. 

"He never did understand me, he 
thinks that I don't practice, hut I do! 
How then Mr. Handel, I'm going to 
play you through without one mis
take," and, after shaking a determined 
little fist at the offending music, she 
once more directed her attention to the 
organ. And indeed she did play, throw
ing her heart and soul into the piece, 
so that even the carved angels along 
the massive walls seemed rapt in the 
wonderful melting chords. She played 
like one in a dream; in her heart she 
felt that she was playing to those an
gels, hardly seeing the keys and the 
stops, her hands and feet working me
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chanically, playing music to fit the pic
ture, this great piece always brought 
to her mind. She sat still for a long 
time, after she had finished playing, 
and dreamed to her heart's content. She 
was thinking about the recital. The 
girl who played the best and with the 
most feeling was to receive an antique 
necklace. It was to be given by a fa
mous musician from Germany, who had 
spent his entire life in the study of mu
sic. All the girls stood very much in 
awe of this old man and even the brav
est and most accomplished felt a few 
tremors at the thought of playing be
fore him. As for Cynthia! Well, she 
was quite sure that she would faint 
when her turn to play on the great or
gan should come. This nervousness 
had often troubled the girl, she could 
not understand why she should be trou
bled with it. Xow, there was Helen 
Dane; she could play before the audi
ence of any size with as much ease as 
she could play when alone. But Helen's 
nature and Cynthia's were very differ
ent. 

"If only that day were past!" she 
sighed despondently. Then, as the raw 
air pierced her dress, she rolled up her 
music, slipped on her coat and hurried 
away from the dreary church. 
* * * * * £ 

The days passed all too rapidly to 
suit Cynthia and before she could real
ize the fact, the great and awful day 
had arrived. The day in which she 
would have to play at the great church 
not empty as it was when she practiced, 
hut full of cold, criticising people and 
a great master from Germany! The 
thought made her shudder, oh, if onlv 
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she could sprain lier ankle or even break 
her leg! But nothing of the kind hap
pened. 

She spent her entire morning in the 
church, and there was no chance to 
sprain her ankle there. On the way 
home she slipped on some treacherous 
ice, but a gallant gentleman rescued 
her and thus spoiled the slight chance 
of breaking her leg. Evidently fate 
had decreed that she was to play that 
afternoon. 

At 3 o'clock, sixteen excited girls 
were assembled in the front of the 
church, all were chattering wildly. 

"Oh, I just know I"ll get nervous 
and have to stop," cried one. 

"So will I," criel another, nervous
ly twisting her handkerchief into a 
hard knot. 

" Then take better care of that hand
kerchief or there won't be any left to 
dry the tears with," remarked a tall 
girl who prided herself on her ability 
to play before a crowd without getting 
nervous. 

"1 here's one girl here who will e°l" 
lapse as soon as she plays her first note, 
so don't you worry," continued the 
same girl. 

"Who's that?" demanded the other. 
"Cynthia Barren," was the brief ?e-

piy-
t jvnthia herself had overheard this 

remarked and her eves snapped danger
ously. 

"Huh!" she sniffed, "I'd rather fail 
entirely than he a conceited donkey li^e 

you, Helen Dane," and Avith a flash at 
the offending girl she turned to view the 
people as the rustled in to procure go0'l 
seats. 
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Helen Dane was to start the program 
and with an assured air she played her 
piece without once faltering. The nexr. 
girl failed entirely, and Cynthia's heart 
sank rapidly, if only her turn would 
come and be over with! The organ 
hurt her ears, she could enjoy nothing 
while the everlasting thought that she 
•would have to play too rang in her 
head. At last her name was called, and 
with a white face but a determined look 
in her eyes, she falteringly seated her
self before the organ. She had mem
orized her piece so if she should for
get one note there would be nothing to 
fall hack on, but she must not forget! 
Why should she be afraid ? There 
was the same old organ on which she 
had played many a time. All around 
her were the same carved angels with 
their reverent faces; they always en
joyed her music for they always wore 
the same rapt expression. Then a sud
den thought struck her, she would not 
play for the great audience who would 
criticise every little defect, she would 
play for the angels instead, the angels 
who loved her music. With her thoughts 
far away, dreaming about the beautiful 
picture that her piece so often brought 
to her mind, she played, quite forget
ting the mass of people behind her. 
Then, before she knew it, the last great 
chord had melted forth, and, hardly 
realizing that she had actually played 
on the organ before all those people, she 
climbed down from the bench and 
joined her wondering companions. 
There was a murmur throughout the 
church, every eye was directed towards 
her and Cynthia heartily wished that 
the floor would open and swallow her. 

" 1 hat was perfectly magnificent," 
cried Helen Dane seating herself by 
< 'ynthia. 

"Did I play it well ?" inquired Cyn
thia, wonderingiy. 

"Did you play it well?" repeated 
Helen. "Why, girl, can't you see that 
every one is raving over you ?" 

This, made Cynthia very glad; so 
she really had played without doing 
something terrible such as breaking 
down or fainting, well it was a great 
relief. 

Then Professor Marvin came to her, 
hearing with him the precious neck
lace. 

"My dear little girl," he said, 
drawing her away from the others, 
"you have done wonderfully, it 
was superb. Every one has gone 
mad over you and I only wish 
Handel himself could have heard you. 
As for the master—well he is coming 
to speak to you the very first chance 
he gets. However, he sent me ahead 
with the well gained reward," and the 
professor handed her a little box lined 
with pale blue velvet. In that box lay 
a wonderful necklace of heavy gold 
beads, carved in the curious shapes and 
designs of the distant Oriental coun
tries. Cynthia's eyes sparkled radi
antly. 

"How perfectly beautiful," she cried. 
"How exquisite, and do I really de
serve it?" 

"Deserve it! Indeed you do deserve 
it. Let me deliver the message that the 
master sent with the necklace; a mes
sage that should make you the happiest 
girl here. He is so struck with you 
that he wants to have you study with 
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him as his special pupil. My girl, that 
means that some day you will become 
a famous musician, for the master says 
that you are made for the great pipe 
organ, and he never makes a mistake. 
Now, doesn't that make you happy ?" 

With a thud the blue velvet box slip
ped forgotten to the floor. Cynthia 
stared incredulously at the professor. 

"Oh!" she gasped. "Wants to take 
me ? Little me, to study under him! 
It's almost too hard to believe. And 
to think," she added to herself, "it's all 
because of the angels, because I played 
to them instead of to the people." 

Catherine Mann, H. S. A. 

[While the Editor would like just 
as well to find a poem written on anv 
of the other counties of New Jersev 
still these lines, written on "The Pine-
land of Monmouth," are well worth 
notice.] 

The Pineland of Monmouth 
I have scaled the steeps of Sussex, 

Breasted Greenwood's limpid wave. 
Known the wooded Watchung ranges' 

Facile moods, or gay or grave: 
In the years of budding manhood 

I have dreamed a future's dream 
On the midland heights of Mercer 

Where old Princeton's towers gleam. 

From the Haekensack's headwaters 
To the Bay of Delaware, 

From the Hook aspiring seaward 
To her western border fair 

I have pldgrimmed Jersey's province 
To her uttermost confines— 

Knowing last, and holding dearest, 
Monmouth's fairyland of pines. 

I have heard the hymn of labor 
From her swarming cities rise. 

Heard the softer notes and sweeter 
Of her song birds greet the skies; 

I have seen white winter mantle 
Wondrouswise her fertile fields, 

And the suns of summer urge them 
To most opulent of yields i 

Fruit and grain, and lucious berries 
Of her tropic tempered south, 

And the royal melon, making 
Heaven of a human mouth. 

She is rich beyond all dreaming, 
Dowered past all States is she— 

And the fairest of her gems is 
Monmouth's pineland, near the sea! 

Monmouth's pineland! AVords of magic 
And of melody compound! 

There's the lave of lisping waters 
Running through their mellow sound; 

Soul of Whip-poor-Will's weird music 
As o'er silver litten nights 

Plaining in the woodland arches 
'He conducts his pagan rites. 

Beauty, wed with wealth of power— 
Melody with might made one, 

As beyond the eastern gateway 
Restless tides of ocean run. 

And the salt gale of Atlantic, 
-Mingling with the pine breath free, 

Sinigs through Monmouth's open temple 
In the pinelands by the sea! 

Owen Terry in N. Y. Sun. 
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WITH what mixed feelings we view 
the end of the old term and the begin
ning of the new one! Are you glad it 
is over, or do you feel some lingering 
regret, some little reluctance at leaving 
the studies and teachers that you have 
become acquainted with, to take up a 
new round of duties ? But perhaps you 
do not believe that "Aller aufang est 
schwer." Perhaps you are exulting in 
the thought of new fields of knowledge 
to explore. New heights to be attempt
ed. However that may be, we wish 
you all success in the new term that 
lies before you. Even though you do 
feel that you have not done as much 
as you might have done in the term that 
is finished ; even though you have await
ed your marks in fear and trembling, 
put on new courage with the new work 
and realize how much there is to con
stitute a more worthy aim for which 
to strive than marks. With the en
trance of the new term prevails the us
ual excitement of arranging our sched
ules. Some ambitious students petition 
for the privilege of carrying extra sub
jects ; others carefully and mathemat
ically calculate "the lines of lest re
sistance," and arrange their schedules 
accordingly. We will not ask to which 
class you belong. Speaking of the close 
of the term—there is one matter upon 
which we are all agreed—the knowl
edge that we shall sadly miss our 
friends, the members of the February 
graduating class of the Normal School. 

Truly, our sincerest wishes for a happy 
and successful career go with .them. 

ALTHOUGH we have had many pleas
ing entertainments during the past 
term, none has surpassed in interest 
that given by the Shakespeare Society 
on Thursday, December 23, 1909, as 
a part of the Christmas exercises. Six
teenth century Christmas customs in 
"Merrie England" were most delight
fully depicted. That the large audi
ence heartily appreciated the able ef
forts of the performers was clearly evi
denced in the enthusiastic applause 
they received. 

Another most significant feature of 
the exercises was the presentation to 
the Schools, by Mr. Eldon R. Walker, 
in behalf of the Thencanic Society, of 
the Model School, of a picture of Mr. 
Ray H. Whitbeck, former Supervisor 
of the Boys' Department of the Model 
School. The picture has since been 
hung with those of former supervisors 
and teachers on the walls of the Audi
torium. It is hardly necessary to say 
how greatly this gift is appreciated by 
the State Schools, for Professor Whit
beck holds a high place in the esteem 
of both faculty and students. 

EVERYONE is interested in stories, but 
it is not often that we have the oppor
tunity of hearing such an accomplished 
narrator as Miss Francis C. Hays. The 
adventures of Perseus were no less in
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teresting to the Normal students than 
to the children of the lower grades, who 
listened to them in rapt attention; and 
The Little Brown Hen, that favorite 
story of childhood revealed new charms 
under her skillful handling. Miss Hays 
told these old tales in a manner so sim
ple yet withal so effective that the most 
s+olid listener could not fail to be in
terested. 

The State Agricultural Society held 
its annual meeting in the Auditorium 
of the State Schools on Thursday even
ing, January 20, 1910. The most im
portant feature of the evening was an 
illustrated lecture given by the State 
Entomologist, Dr. John B. Smith. The 
lecture contained much valuable in
formation that is of practical import
ance to those interested in agriculture. 
In addition, several delightful selec
tions were rendered bv the Philomela 
Glee Club. 

A note was received from the Bens-
salaer Polytechnic Institute asking us 
to publish the following a.rticle telling 
something about the work of the School 
in the next issue of THE SIGNAL : 

"The Rensselaer Polytechnic Insti 
tute at Troy, N. Y., which is the oldest 
school of engineering to be established 
in any English speaking country, has 
completed a new laboratory for the de
partments of Mechanical and Electrical 
Engineering at a cost of $415,000. This 
building, was erected by the Institute 
within the last few years. 

Many new machines have been in
stalled in the laboratories for the tests 
of strength of materials, one of these 
having a capacity of one million, two 
hundred thousand pounds. 

I he new club house and the athletic 
field, which contains a baseball 
diamond, football field, tennis courts, 
and running track, are situated on 
the campus adjacent to the build
ings, and are therefore easy of 
access for students wishing to use them. 

1 he Institute gives courses in civil, 
mechanical and electrical engineering, 
and general science, leading to the de
grees, Civil Engineer (C. E.), Mechan
ical Engineer (M. E.), Electrical En
gineer (E. E.), and Bachelor of 
Science (B. 8.). During the past four 
•years the number of students has in
creased from 225 to 670." 
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THE basketball season for the Model 
girls closed with the championship 
game, held January 12th. The contest
ants were the Juniors and the Seniors. 
The game was called at two-forty, so 
bv half-past two the Seniors, not half 
as blue as they looked, and the Jun
iors, not half as green as they looked, 
had assembled in the gallery all ex
pectant. The cheering was started with 
the School song, "The Blue and the 
Gold." Before the teams went on the 
floor to start the game they sang this 
toast to Miss Wayman: 

Here's to the game we love so well, 

Our snappy basketball, 

The victories we have often won, so dear, 

Rah! Rah ! 

But who makes the game keep moving on 

In spite of fouls and knocks? 

It's the Coach behind the girte who play the 

game. 

So here's to our Coach, so good and true, 

"Who helps us win our games 

l>y standing to the rules so stauch and firm. 
Rah! Rah! 

Whenever you hear Miss Wayinan's name, 

A score of girls or more shout:— 

"She's the one to teach us basketball!" 

The teams then started to play with 
a vim. Amid cheers and songs, the 
Seniors slowly but surely gained on the 
Juniors. Although the Juniors put up 
a very good fight, the final score stood 
18-6, giving the Seniors the champion
ship for the third successive year. The 
lineup for the game was as follows: 

Juniors. Seniors. 
Forward. 

Sarah Mahan May Gunson 
Forward. 

Louise Ilendrickson.. . .Helen Ashmore 
Centre. 

Lucretia Traver (Captain) 
Edith Cooper (Captain) 

Guard. 
Elizabeth Case Mabel Councell 

Guard. 
Ethel Cook Elizabeth B. Case 

THE cup and banner were presented 
to the Seniors at the annual basket
ball luncheon held in the gymnasium, 
on Friday, January 21. The gymna
sium was decorated with college ban
ners, and the class banners. Toasts 
were given by Augusta Hoffman, For
mal Senior, "What's in a Game," and 
by Florence Parker, Model H. S. B., 
"My First Impressions of Basketball." 

Dr. Boice gave a toast entitled, 
"From the Side Lines." Supervisor 
Secor presented the Model Shield to 
the Manager of the winning team, Miss 
Lee, and Miss Ely presented the Ely 
Trophy to the Captain of that team, 
Miss Segoi.ne, President of the Senior 
Branch of the Girls' Athletic Associa
tion, presented the Formal cup to the 
captain of the winning A team, Miss 
Weller. Miss Frowine, Manager of 
the champion Formal team, received 
the banner from Dr. Green, who, made 
a very interesting speech. Then Miss 
Wayman brought joy to the hearts of 
many girls by the presentation of M's 
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and N's with class numerals, which are 
the rewards of faithful basketball work, 
and also of keeping up with one's les
sons. After the luncheon was over, and 
all the toasts and presentations, and 
speeches given, the girls spent the rest 
of the afternoon in dancing. So ended 
the fourth annual girls' basketball lun
cheon. 

Ethel Bowman. 

N. J, S. S. A. A. 
BASKETBALL season began with the 

Rutgers Prep. game. The game was 
a good exhibition of playing. The vis
itors put up a strong game, but they 
were not able to go away with the vic
tory. We certainly made a fine begin
ning. 

Next we had a fine game with the 
Princeton University Scrubs. They 
beat us by a pretty big score, but most 
of our team put up a fine game. Castro 
made his debut in this game, and his 
excellent playing was the talk of the 
School for several days. 

Next Saturday we played the best 
game of the season, to date. In this 
game we had the honor of defeating 
Drexel Institute, of Philadelphia, in a 
well played game by both teams. 

V e opened the present year by play
ing another good game. This time we 
lost, but it took all that Williamson 
Trade School, of Philadelphia, could do 

to beat us. We lost this well played 
game by only two points. Williamson 
has a very good team this year. 

Next we Avent to BordentOAvn. Our 
fellows could not seem to locate the 
basket, and Ave consequently lost. Just 
Avait until B. M. I. comes to see us! 

The following Saturday we Avent to 
New Brunswick and Rutgers Prep, 
then defeated us. We played under 
different rules, and this made it hard 
for the wearers of the "Blue and Gold.' 
Donnelly left School and Decker was 
elected Captain in his place. Since then 
Ave have been playing at home. The Y. 
M. C. A. 'Varsity, of our home to wn 
beat us, but the defeat Avas in a vvay 
compensated for by the "Scrubs" vic
tory over a picked team from the Boys 
Department of the Y. M. C. A. 

We then returned to our winning 
form by defeating the staid old Alumni. 
In the first half we gained such a great 
lead over the "Has Beens" that even 
Eldon Walker, Brennerman and K'* 
lev, all famous players, could not make 
up the lead the 'Varsity gained, al
though they gave us a close shave. The 
Alumni played a fine game in the sec
ond half, but they couldn't heat the 
"Old Guard" under Capt. Decker's 
lead. 

Capt. Decker is looking forward to 
more Auctories, and wants to see mow 
supporters in the gallery. 
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ON the 7th of January we had a 
full literary program for the first time 
in several weeks. Minton delivered an 
oration entitled, "Prof. Austin," which 
although a fair attempt at oratory on 
the part of our worthy Secretary, did 
not do full justice to the subject. Neafie 
gave the synopsis of current events. As 
it was the first regular meeting of the 
month, an extemporaneous debate was 
held, and this question was assigned, 
"Resolved, That gambling is a greater 
vice, and a greater harm to a commu
nity than drinking." Claffey, Read 
and Rogers supported the affirmative 
and won the decision from Royal, 
Brown and Neafie. Van Horn gave 
the critics report, and did very well. 

So many of the speakers were ab
sent on the 14th that the regular pro
gram was dispensed with. In its place 
we had an open discussion on the ques
tion, "Resolved, that the honor system 
should be adopted in the High School 
Department of the Model School." Al
though no official decision was given, 
the President expressed the opinion 
that the arguments for the negative 
were stronger than those for the affirma

tive, and nearly everyone agreed with 
him. 

On the 21st Farlee delivered an ora
tion on "Taft's Administration," and 
Rogers gave the synopsis of current 
events for the week. We were surprised 
to learn that so many people had died 
recently. The debate was rather pe
culiar, almost as peculiar as the sub
ject, "Resolved, That the Trenton 
Street Railway Company should spend 
one hundred thousand dollars for im
provements." The affirmative speak
ers were Gore, Bibbington and Heafie; 
the negative, Case, Read and Brown. 
The affirmative certainly had the hot
ter side, but failed to take advantage 
of it, and lost. During the course of 
this debate Brown in proving that the 
trolley company is not always to blame 
for poor schedules told of an instance 
when a coal wagon had caused a long 
delay. In his rebuttal Gore said that 
if the trolley had been in time it would 
have reached the spot before the coal 
wagon. This made a great impression 
upon the audience, but, unfortunately, 
did not have much weight with the 
judges. 

Mr. Banning was present and gave 
the critic's report. He said it was the 
first time he had had the pleasure of 
attending a Thencanic meeting since he 
graduated, and that he was pleased with 
what he had heard. This was high 
praise, indeed from a Model graduate. 

If sometime in the near future you 
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should see a young man with an out
landish hatband going down the street, 
don't get frightened. He's not an es
caped lunatic, but simply a well-mean
ing, harmless Thencanic member. 

Active members of the society are 
expected to keep awake during the 
meetings. The gentlemen on the back 
seat will kindly take notice. 

The Peddie debate is progressing 
slowly but surely. The question final
ly decided upon—a very good one, we 
think—is, "Resolved, That the proposed 
amendment to the United States Con
stitution regarding the income tax 
should be adopted." This is a question 
which is of great interest at the pres
ent time; and the debate should be a 
good one, for there is much to be said 
on both sides. We do not yet know 
which side Peddie will take, but we 
shall probably hear from their team in 
a few days. 

By the time these notes reach the 
reader we shall be into the second term 
and our officers for the last half of the 
year will have been elected. We hope 
that the next administration will be 
as successful as the present one and that 
the society will continue to grow and 
develop in the future as it has in the 
past. Our prosperity during the last 
term has been very great. May it ever 
cont inue  so!  j .  H. R . 

MM 

14. Several new features added to the 
attractions of the evening, among 
which were colored ladies, a cakewalk. 
and a dance by two children of the 
Peach Blossom Minstrel Company. The 
show was pronounced a great success by 
all. 

After the minstrel show a reception 
was given in the Gymnasium. This 
was a particularly enjoyable feature of 
the occasion, for it gave the present stu
dents a chance to become acquainted 
with many of the old Gamma Sigma 
girls, who were present. 

On Saturday night, January 15, a 
reunion and banquet was held at Hil-
debrecht's. About thirty-five old mem
bers of our society were present 
from far and near. The evening was 
one of the most enjoyable affairs that 
the Gamma Sigma girls have had in a 
long time, and it will always remain as 
a very pleasant memory to them. 

Agnes B. Hummer. 

THE annual minstrel show, given by 
Gamma Sigma, was held on January 

OWING to the interruptions due 
the Christmas holidays, the soci 
meetings have been irregular. 

The most interesting event was 
Sixtenth century play given on Decc 
her 24. The cast was as follows: 
Sir Tristan Eva Chi 
Lady Geraldine Mabel Tut 
Edith Ruth Pitzchar 
Ladv Beatrice Stella Muff 
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blaster Kivers Helen Gano 
Jester Adelle Burt 
Gregory Eleanor Clutc 
Hugo Alrneda Pettit 
Waits 

Margurite Slack, Elsie Wriggans, 
Sadie Bochoven, Helen Yates. 

Roisterers 
Bertha Fulton, Marie Yates, Ha

zel Bauer, Ethel Sampson, 
Margaret McChesney, Xellie 
Chamberlain. 

Orpheus Glee Club Notes 
GLEE Club lias been meeting as 

usual, during the past month, with the 
exception of one interruption, much to 
Miss Howard's sorrow. However, we 
have made up for that interruption by 
hard practicing, and we hope to "ap
pear before the public" at an early 
date. The dozen or more fellows in the 
club are just beginning to find their 
voices—were they shy, we wonder ? 

Ionian Society 

THE first meeting of the Ionian So
ciety since the Christmas vacation was 
called on January 7th. A short pro
gram was carried out, and a play to be 
given later on proposed. Again we met 
on January 14th and decided upon a so
ciety pin. The future meetings of 
Ionians promise to he very interesting 
and instructive. 

E. von Wallmenich. 

Theta Phi 
A social meeting- was held in Prof. 

Scobev's room on Friday, January 
14th. "Hum and Buzz" tested our 
ability in mental arithmetic and proved 
very exciting. Prof. Scobey came into 
the room at a very dramatic part of 
the "Spool Game." We wish we could 
tell you all about it. 

The society wishes to thank tho 
Arguromothus Society for its kind in
vitation to Miss Warner's reception. 
We anticipate a very pleasant after
noon. 

Florence M. Carty. 

Philomela 
PHILOMELA has been having very 

successful meetings this year. 
Judging from the compliments from 

their leader, Miss Heward, each fair 
member of the clnb believes that Philo
mela is doing some splendid singing. 
Xo one doubts for an instant that 
it is this Glee Club that so ably sup
ports the singing every morning in the 
Auditorium. Just listen to the differ
ent members of the Glee Club as they 
sing next to you in the Auditorium, 
and you will realize why Philomela 
is so proud to have them as members. 
The two young ladies who so delighted 
the State Schools by their singing in 
the play given by the Shakespeare at 
Christmas, were members of Philo
mela. 

Miss Heward is doing her best to 
"put us all in trim" for the annual 
concert. We are not going to disap
point her either. Are we fellow mem
bers ? 

Emily Ohning. 
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Senior Girls 
SNATCHES of songs heard from the 

lips of some Seniors: 
E. C. H.—''I love H-r-r-y like a bro

ther, but I'll stick to home and mother." 
A. B. S.—"Where is my wandering 

Boy(d) to-niglit?" 
E. V.—"When Johnny comes march

ing home again." 
E. G. Y.—"Love me and the world 

is mine." 
.M. >G. C.—"Way down South in 

Dixie." 
-Miss K-b-r-n, in Algebra Class— 

"I lie graph of an equation is the lo
cality of all those points whose co-ordi
nates satisfy the equation." 

I s there any wonder that the Algebra 
('lass was broken up by giggling ? 

-Hiss B-wm-n wishes to inform the 
readers of THE SIGNAL that her "room 
is up in that window in the roof." 

Wanted—A chaperon for Miss 
0 - - p - r. Applicants please report at 
Prof. Austin's room, sixth period, 
daily. 

One of our brightest scholars recent
ly told the Virgil Class that a man 
we were reading about, "stopped his 
voice with his feet." Another star ( ?) 
pupil on a sight-test said that the hero 
"pressed his clothes," instead of "re
tracing his footsteps." 

Someone has said that if I. C. Pen-
seroso was in our Literature Class, he 
would not need to "entice the dewy-
feathered sleep," for the minute the 
lesson begins sleep, of its own accord. 

P. S.—AVe are not would grab him. 
saving which class we are discussing. 

THE game between the Seniors and 
Juniors came off on Wednesday, Jan
uary the 12th. The Seniors won by 
hard work, with a score of 18 to 6. 

P robably next quarter the Class in 
Modern History will be requested to 
write a history to he published. It 
would not be surprising at any rate 
according to the length of the paper 
which we wore required to write this 
quarter. 

"Yext Year," a nearly new song, by 
Miss T - wn - nd. If you have not al
ready heard it, just drop in the Senior 
room at your leisure, and you will hear 
it without even asking for it. 

Alas, we've lost our faith in Prof. 
Secor's judgment of personal ability. 
I hink of it—he actually insinuated 

that Miss C - p - r wasn't as energetic 
as Caesar! 

Here's hoping that the Advanced 
French Class don't have to tell any 
more jokes in French. You've no idea 
how much time it takes the story-teller 
to teach the rest of the class to laugh 
at the right place. 

One of the girls has been delegated 
to buy cheese for the Senior room 
mouse. We want a little variety in our 
amusements—"hide and seek" is get-
ting too tame. 

Any one wishing to take "riding" 
lessons, come to the room back of 
Chapel, during study periods. We 
guarantee that we can teach the dullest 
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pupil to "ride" gracefully. The exhi
bitions of our pupils in Virgil Class 
ought to be all the proof you need. 

Were Peter the Great and Peter the 
II ermit the same person ? Go to Miss 
O - d for information. 

Miss II - m -1 - n is wearing a soli
taire. Can it be possible that you are 
not coming back to Normal next year, 
Edna ? 

Everyone should congratulate Miss 
Y-n-n-c -k, for her ninety-seven in 
the German test. 

The event of the season will be a 
debate between Professor Austin and 
Miss Budd. Resolved, "That the mem
bers of the class should see their av
erages daily." Miss Budd will speak 
for the negative while Prof. Austin will 
uphold the affirmative. 

Miss H-u-l-z-r is very musical. 
She prefers music by Lewis, rather 
than Chopin's. 

Miss Howell is doing fine work in 
theme writing. The one she wrote 
called "The Study in Brown '' is not 
to be surpassed. Why does Mr. 
B -11 - d -1 take special chemistry ? Is 
there a method in his madness ? 

Miss R - b - r - n does not care to re
cite "The Lady of Shalott," but wants 
Miss Trappe to give her a selection 
from Browning. 

It is very discouraging for some of 
the members of our History Class, 
when on arriving at the room, they 
are told by Miss O - g - d, to go down 
stairs and come up the other way. 

Mr. B - w - n was asked by Miss 
O - g - d to put up his advertisements. 

The class would like to know where 
they are to be posted. 

Mabel Concell, 
Florence Clement. 

Senior Boys 

OXT.Y a few days ago our esteemed 
friend and classmate, Mr. Norman T. 
Rogers, entered the book-room singing, 
"I belong to the Band of Hope," under 
the impression that the noise which he 
heard inside was caused by Mr. Read. 
We are informed that this was an er
ror on the part of Mr. Rogers, and that 
the true cause of the noise was Pro
fessor Secor. Moreover rumor has it 
that on Mr. Rogers' discovering the 
identity of the professor, he endeav
ored to excuse himself on the ground 
that he had "thought there was some
body in there," but when questioned he 
declined to discuss the truth of the re
port. 

EPITAPH 
Here lies a professor, C. Austin his name; 
As a simplified speller he'll have endless fame. 
He died while a-whistling (as everyone knows) 
"I've Got Rings on My Fingers and Bells on 

My Toes." 

ON OUR LITERATURE CLASS 
When we consider how our days are spent 

In writing fo'olisli themes on this and that, 
On which Professor Austin flunks us flat 

We long to give our outraged feelings vent. 
To 'Fessor Secor's office we have bent 

Our footsteps; there uneasily we sat 
To drop our English was what we were at. 

Professor Austin, quickly, to prevent 
That murmur, stern replies: "The school re

quires 
Each Senior must have eighty points to pass; 
The English course each one must take in 

full. 
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\\ ho cuts his English classes, the school fires, 
\\ ho flunks the course at once drops from his 

class, 
They only graduate who have a pull." 

SM A R T  AYINGS 
OF 
ILLY 
ENIORS 

Prof. Austin—"What does Nestor 
mean in saving that this man will not 
he a hie to escape the dogs and birds?" 

Minton—"Why, that was the most 
disgraceful death a man could die af
ter he was dead." 

In \ irgil—"A herd of cattle thriv
ing on all sides." 

'( yhele was the dog' who guarded the 
entrance to Hades." 

"Ajax was Hector's mother." 
• Arthur E.' Case. 

Junior Girls 
MR. St - n - does try so hard to he 

funny in Cicero Class. Hereafter 
every fellow and girl in the class, please 
laugh at him, for such hardly worked 
out attempts at being amusing, should 
not go unrewarded. 

We did not know before this year 
that Air. Go - d - e - g had so many 
names—at least he always has his say 
in Cicero Class whenever Prof, calls 
(my name and asks a question. 

Say! what do you know about Prof. 
Austin's latest idea (those little red 
Latin vocabularies)! They're hitting 
us hard, aren't they? 

The honorable F. G. G. Sorority had 
a pleasant week end frolic a short time 
ago. 

Lucretia S. Traver. 

H. S. B. 
1 IIE long-wished for class pins have 

at last come! Although some of the 
H. S. B. girls like the pins, they have 
found more favor with the other classes 
than they have with our class. 

Although the H. S. A. Class seems 
to he infested with all sorts of dis
eases, the H. S. B. Class has nothing 
worse than colds. We have been told 
that good, hard study and the abolish
ment of candy are a sure preventive 
against sickness. 

Will someone please tell the II. S. B. 
( lass what the merits of a gavel are ? 
They have been trying to find out for 
several weeks. 

Although one of the girls in Caesar 
a few days ago "begged for tears," the 
H. S. B. Class is about as joyful as 
USUal. Mary J. Messier. 

Grammar A 
Miss C - - ne - - ; "What was the re

sult of the war with the Barbaiv 
States. A ou should all have your hands 
up. J - - et you may tell me." 

"•I - - et—"I don't know, but you 
said for us to put our hands up." 

Catherine Belville. 
Edith Goodwin. 

Grammar B 
1 EACHER—What is the equator ? 
Pupil—A menagerie lion running 

around the earth. 
Teacher—Why don't you know your 

lesson ? 
Pupil—I was absent. 
Teacher—When ? 
Pupil—Two months ago. 

Ella Freas. 
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Senior 1-3 
DISCOVERED—in Miss McNary's 

Class; a new way to preserve food. 
Miss J - u - sn, "By the inductive 
method." 

Prof—II - tt—IIow do we know that 
men are mortal ? 

Convincing Proof—Miss Mcl - g - n 
—"Why, men are dying around every 
day." 

Miss Dynes—"Why did counsel in 
Agents have to be either married or 
widowers ?" 

Miss E - y -1 - s—"If they were mar
ried or widowers they wouldn't he so 
apt to be swayed by sentiment." 

A 1-5 
WE have reached another mile-post 

in our journey through Normal! How 
rapidly we must have traveled! It 
seems on looking hack, that but the in
terval of a week has elapsed between 
that day on which we entered Normal, 
little suspecting the joy ( ?) that await
ed us and to-day. Indeed it has been 
joyous! First, because of the many 
friends we have found here, and then 
because we have grown to he fair per
sonifications of knowledge itself. 

Whether joyous or sad, may our next 
mile of Normal be a road ripe with 
rich grain because of the seed sown in 
the past. 

Miss Reilly gave a littJe test, 
She invited all to come, 

And when we did our level best 
She flunked us, everyone. 

A 1-6 
Miss S - e - h - r (in Zoology Class) 

—"What kinds of trees do locusts eat V' 

Miss C -1 - i - s (promptly)—"Why, 
locust trees, of course." 

Miss F-e-l-n - (explaining the dif
ficulty of verse making)—"Of course 
we all know that some poetry is er— 
rather lame, but that is due merely to 
the feet." 

The "mumps" have created such in
terest that even our Arithmetic teach
ers illustrates a percentage problem in 
this way: If there are 200 students in 
a school and 10 of them stay home on 
account of the mumps, how many are 
present ? 

Miss S-h-e-d-r (in a very posi
tive manner)—"Yes, I know that a spi
der's bite is poisonous. I know a man 
who was hit by one and he died." 

Teacher—"Are you sure ?" 
Miss S-h-e-d - r—"Yes, because 

he told me about it himself." 
We truly have brilliant people in our 

division, who will make the Class of 
'11 famous in history. Our architects 
draw houses with the stairs that you 
may go up in the front, but come down 
in the back. Others have people bump
ing into the wall at the top and still 
others build houses without any stairs 
at all. 

Hurrah for A J. We were told that 
we had improved in Psychology. What 
greater reward could we wish as the 
outcome of our striving? 

Miss E - i -1 - surely expects a great 
deal of our class. She talks of buttes 
(beauts) and then says we put the 
wrong meaning on her words. She in
sults us bv asking if we shall ever have 
any bells (belles) in our class. Finally 
as the last straw, she draws a masked 
face on the board, nose, eyes and the 
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perfect shape of the mask. This she 
explains as two hills on a contour map. 
Then she wonders why we laugh. 

Ethel R. Bell. 

Hluntnf Botes 

THE Gamma Sigma Nu Society Jtas 
been recently organized in Newark. It 
is composed of Alumni of State Schools 
who have been members of the Gamma 
Sigma Society. Miss Grace Oliver is 
the President of the society. 

Many of the Alumni came back for 
the Gamma Sigma reunion, January 
15. Among the visitors were Miss 
Florine Ross, Marjorie Corky, Carol 
Young, Alice Brazer, Harriet Brown, 
Gertrude Demarest, all of last year's 
Normal June Class; Miss Sue He 
Camp, Normal, February, 1909; Miss 
Leslie Baldwin, Miss Dora Shropshire, 
Normal, June, 1908; Miss Grace Oli
ver, Estelle Burr, Nell Green. 

Among other Alumni visitors have 
been, Miss May Albertson and Edna 
Parker, Normal, June, '09. 

B 1 
ONE of our number has given up 

Normal life to take a business course 
in another institution. Unlike her 
classmates, she was not delighted with 
the prospect of becoming a "school 
marm." 

We had our first experience in 
teaching during the past month. In 
most cases lack of experience was very 
plainly shown. However we hope to 
profit by our mistakes and do better 
the next time. 

We have been advised to keep our 
weather eye open, and also not to try 
to "split hairs." 

E x c h a n g e s  

WE have read the Acropolis, Newark 
High School, witli much interest. It is 
an exceptionally well arranged paper, 
and the literary material is excellent. 

The Echo, coming from Nashville, 
Tenn., is a well edited little paper and 
very readable. 

"Kitty's Christmas Eve Ride," in 
the News, East Orange High School, is 
a clever, well written story. Your 
Christmas number is good. 

The Blue and White would be im
proved by more stories. How about 
your Exchange Department? 

"Alas for those who never sing, 
But die with all their music in them."—( E x . ) .  

Eh, Miss Heward! 

"Twinkle, twinkle, little star, 
Kindly tell me from afar—• 
Just answer me one little query, 
Who did get there—Cook or Peary?"—( E x . )  

Welcome, Fairbury High School Ga
zette. We are always glad to receive 
exchanges from distant places. 

We wish to acknowledge, with 
thanks, all of our exchanges. 

Rensselaer % 
Polytechnic^ 

Institute, % 
Troy, N.'Y. 

Local examination8 provided for. Send for a catalogue. 



Beddiges  & Eisenberg  

STREET Cleaners and Dyers 
Dry Steam Cleaners and Dyers of 
Toadies' and Gents' Garments, Lace 
Curtains, Draperies, Kid Gloves, 
Etc.-—Feathers Cleaned, Dyed, Curled 
or Made Over. 

220 E. State St. Trenton, N. y. 

Bell 'Phone 569-d. Inter-State 1450-a. 

C A R T  B  R  
580 Perry Street 

School  Suppl ies  

HILDEBRECHT ICE CREAM 
SODA FOUNTAIN 

BOTH PHONES 

J. F. Hancock's Sons 
Apollo's 

Fine Chocolates 
Ice Cream, Cake, Pastry, Chocolate Russe, 

table Favors and Restaurant. 
Come and see us for your 

class treats 

Cor. Broad and Hanover Streets 
TRENTON, N. J. 

Young Men's 
College Cut Suits and Overcoats 

HART, SCHAFFNER & MARX 
"SAMPFCK" and 

OUR OWN MAKE 

Vannes t ,  Coleman & Co.  
Tailors and Clothiers 

39, 41 and 43 E. State St. Trenton, N. J. 

ALWAYS THE LATEST IN 

T H O M A S  T R A P P ' S  
JEIVELR Y S TORE 

Diamonds, Watches, Jewelry, Cut Glass 
Sterling Silverware. 

Commonwealth Building 
Cor. E. State and Montgomery Sts. 

Near Post Office., TRENTON, N. J. 

Get Acquainted with a 
Classy .Shop 

HENRY BROS. 
Metis Furnishings 

3 S. Broad Street On$£2a%low 

" Model Confectionery " 
A Full Line of 

FINE CONFECTIONERY 

Always on Hand 

S. B. ASTBURY 
582 PERRY STREET 

MORRIS GUTMAKER 
Gents' and Ladies' 

Up-to-Date Tailor 
324 E. State Street, Trenton, N. J. 

Repairing, Cleaning and Pressing Neatly Dons 

The Nearest Jewelry Store to 
State Schools 

Port & Goodwin 
314 EAST STATE STREET 

REPAIRING UNEXCELLED 



THE Hot te l  CO. N o  S t a m P s  NO Tncks  
No Schemes 

33 E. State St. 
Courteous Service Prompt Delivery 

UNUSUAL Highest Values 

VALUES IN BULLOCK BROS. 

50 Cent Neckwear THE GROCERS 
HATTERS and HABERDASHERS 220 N. Clinton Avenue 

MRS. . HOPPE 

Model Millinery 
Corner Southard and Perry Streets. 

[Ralph Brandt 
PRINTING 

28 SOUTH BROAD STREET 
W O O L W O R T H  B U I L D I N G  

For Tasiy Lunches Bell Phone 621-A Inter-State 359 

Cream cheese, 
Club cheese, 
Lunch tongue, 
Potted meats, 
Boned chicken, 
Peanut butter, 

12c. package 
10c. and 12c. jar 

30c. and 35c. can 
15c. to 35c. can 

25c. to 55c. can 
10c., 15c., 25c. jar. 

Crackers and Biscuits, plain or fancy, from 

The Clayton Grocery 
16 North Broad Street 

CHAS. H. UPDIKE, President Fither Phnnp 
ROBT. W. KENNEDY, Sec*y-Treasurer JTUUIIC 

Robert W. Kennedy Co. 
DEALERS IN 

Lumber, Coal, Paints, Oils, 
Varnishes and Brushes 

Office and Yard: 1120 to 1134 East State St. 
TRENTON, N. J. 

J. B . GARRISON 
Dealer in 

MEATS and GROCERIES 

Pure Goods at Healthy Prices 

Cor. Perry and Southard Sts., Trenton, N. J. 

Mrs .  A.  E .  Fox  
Ladies '  and  Gents '  

Furn ishings  

. - . F A N C Y  G O O D S  . \  

206 N. Cli nton Aven ue 



BOOKS--New and Old 
TRAVER'S BOOK STORE 

108 South Broad Street 

THE NEPV DR UG S TORE 
By the Post Office 

ARTHUR SCHWARTZ, PI). G. 

Artistic Photography 
The student having received artistic 

training in the schools invariably recog
nizes the artistic qualities of our photo
graphs. This is the reason why our 
work is the most popular among the 
schools. 
_ Call and see our latest students styles 
m sepias and platinums. They are very 
dainty and attractive. 

The Stanley Studio 
27 East State Street 

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 intelligent citizenship. 

Free to those whose parents are unable 
to bear any part of the expense of main
tenance. Moderate payments only required 
in other cases. 

The co-operation of 

Teachers in the 
Public Schools 

of the State is especially requested in dis
covering children of this class, and in secur
ing their admission to this School. 

Full particulars will be furnished on ap
plication to the principal. 

JOHN P. WALKER 

The New Jersey  Sta te  Normal  and 
Model  Schools  

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

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

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

The cost per year for boarders, including board, washing, tuition, books, 
Ac., 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 conveniences. 
The sleeping rooms are nicely furnished. 

For further particulars apply to the principal, 
J. M. GREEN 



"THE SNEEZO 
Our new EYE GLASS MOUNTING is both secure and comfortable—" can't even sneeze them 

ofl." You are sure of CORRECT GLASSES by 

Consulting the Specialists of the 

APPLEGATE'S OPTICAL ROOMS 
Established 1880 

F. C. LEAMING, President 

Sun Optical Mfg. Company 
Incorporated 1899 

Cor. State and Warren Sts. 
TRENTON, N. J. 

MANNINGS Choice Cut Flowers 
T H E  G I F T  S H O P  

Thousands of Newest Sheet and 

Framed Pictures 

Let us do your Picture Framing 

20-22 S. BROAD SI REE 1 

Always to be had at 

MARTIN C. RIBSAM'S STORE 

Also Ferns and Palms for the Rooms and 
Hall Decorations. Assortment Large 

Cor. Broad and Front Sts. 

Dress Well 
1,000 styles to select from. All wool suits 

and overcoats at 

$13-75 ^ $30.00 
Guarantee Fit or Deposit Returned 

Ask anyone about the Singer up to date suits 
and overcoats 

S. J. SINGER & SON 
9 N. Broad Street 

WTTXIAM HOFFMAN, M'g'r 

A Model, Modern 
Laundry.... 

5C-

is the one which possesses all the up-to-
date improvements and facilities for doing 
fine work. 

No other local laundry has ever claimed 
to have as thorough an equipment as ours. 
Do you wonder that we grow? 

Both Phones 517 

Blakely Laundry 
11-13 S. Warren St. 

C A N D Y  
Apollo Chocolates, 60c. lb. 
Wilbur's Buds. 70c. lb. 

Croft & Allen's 30c. Assorted Choco
lates, 21c. lb. 

HOT OR COLD | 
SODA DRINKS V 
OR SUNDAES J 

M ILLER'S DRUG STORE 
Warren and Hanover Sts., Trenton, N. J. 

"The Apollo" 
"The distinctive chocolates for those who 

discriminate." 

LOOSE AND IN BOXES 

YOUNG'S DRUG STORE 

N. E. Corner Perry and Southard Streets 

Trenton, N. J. 

Prescriptions carefully compounded at all hours 
Fountain open all year. 


