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R. L. D OBBINS 
..Hatter.. 

KNOX, STETSON ANIJ YOUNG'S HATS 

Fine Leather Bags, Umbrellas 

and Canes 

25 EAST STATE STREET 

TRENTON, N. J. 

APPLEGATE'S 
Of Course 

The Kodak Store 
Developing and Printing 

for Amateurs 

Enlargements Made 
OPPOSITE TAYLOR OPERA HOUSE 

Drs. Ginnelley & Boice 

Dentists 
23 East State St., TRENTON, N. J. 

Phone 562. 

PAUL AMBROSE 
Piano Departments 

Studio: South Hall, State Schools 

EVERY STUDENT 
should join the Thencanic Society. Its 
standard is high in the esteem of all State 
Scholars, and the badge of the Society is 
the most artistic of any other school in 
the State. It is solid gold; was origin
ated and has always been made by. 

COOK & J AQUES 

The Big Christinas Shop 
where holiday shopping is pleasant, easy 

and profitable, for several reasons: 
Assortments are very extensive, comprising gifts per
fectly adapted to the requirements of every gift-giver. 
Varieties that include choice new Yuletide gifts care
fully selected from a world-wide field. g 
And prices that increase the purchase power of the 
Christmas money to the widest margin. 

"Walk In And Look Around" 

FRANCIS B. LEE 
Counsellor-at-Law 

707 Broad St. Bank Bldg., TRENTON, N. J. 

Model '88. 

W .  O .  P O L E M A N  
Vocal Department 

Studio : South Hall, State School 

ALBERT T . STRETCH 
VIOLINIST 

Studio : South Hall; State Schools 

D. C. GRIFFITH 
Maker of Men's Garments 

32 West State St. TRENTON, N. J. 



Rider-Moore & 
Stewart Schools 

The leading business and shorthand 
training institution in New Jersey. 
Forty-fifth year. Day and evening 
sessions. Graduates are in demand. 

Send for Free Illustrated Year Book 
10 SOUTH BROAD STREET 

WHAT A YOUNG MAN WANTS 
in a young man's suit—we have just 
that kind of a suit. None else in town 
can show the college clothes we show. 

COLLEGE BRAND CLOTHES, . <tkir> 
SUITS AND OVERCOATS, #* 5 "^3 

Other makes from $10 up. 
Top Coats and raincoats 

$10 to $30 
Everything in Furnishings—Shirts, Under

wear, Neckwear, Gloves, Hats, Shoes, Trunks, 
Umbrellas. 

(jT ONGoUegr BrandClothes 
^ X * 117-119 E. State St. 

I 

FOR DELICIOUS ICE CREAM 
or for a LUNCH DOWN TOWN 

" features?^ °f °f °Ul" °Wn bakin2r !s not the least o£ our S°od 1 

HILDERBRECHT CATERING CO., 19 and 21 W. State St. | 
OPPOSITE MASONIC TEMPLE 

t 

Hatters to Young Men 
LATEST STYLES AND SHAPES IN CAPS 

Headquarters for class and fancy hat 
bands 

IRVEN&HICKS 
9 East State Street 

F. S. Ivatzenbach & Co. 

Plumbing and 
Gas Fitting .... 

Steam and Hot Water Heating 
Electrical and Mill Supplies 

TRENTON, N. J. 

STEWARD & LARGE 
BUSINESS INSTITUTE 

214 E. STATE ST., Next to Post Office 

Both Phones 

"TRENTON'S BEST BUSINESS SCHOOL" 

Civil Service, Telegraphy, 

Bookkeeping, Stenography 

Young Men's Distinction 

SUITS 
fê  SlO to $25 

fe.to $18 to $50 
V\ it h a wealth of fabrics, patterns and model* 

from which to select 

TRENTON CLOTHING CO. 
18 North Broad Street 



The Reliability of 

the Yard Selections 

has long been recognized 

by those who like NICE 

THINGS. 

Their confidence was 

never better founded than 

it is now, as knowing buy

ers thoroughly recognize" 

YARD'S 
4 and 6 North Broad St. 

Stale School 'Banjo, Guitar and 
Mandolin (Department 

Confections Have 
Social Standing 

as well as the people 
that buy them. There is 
one particular kind that 
goes into the most ex-
elusive 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. 

2 Students, $5.00. 
3 
4 
5 
6 
7 
8 
9 

10 
1 1  
12 

4.00. 
3.75. 
3.00. 
2.50. 
2.00. 
2.00. 
2.00. 
2.00. 
2.00. 
2.00. 

50 Cts. 45 minutes. 
40 Cts. 1 hour. 
37J Cts. 1 hour. 
30 Cts. 1 hour. 
25 Cts. 1 hour and 30 min. 
28 Cts. 1 hour and 30 min. 
25 Cts. 1 hour and 30 min. 
22J C ts. 1 hour and 30 min. 
20 Cts. 14 to 2 hours. 
184 C ts. 14 to 2 hou rs. 
164 Cts . 14 to 2 hou rs. 

No pupil accepted in class for less 
than ten weeks unless agreement 
be made at beginning of term. 

Individual Lessons—70 Lessons, $8 
Ensemble Practice—10 Weeks, $1.50 

Any other information will be 
cheerfully given by applying to 

Geo. Stannard 
12 1 S. WARRF.N ST. 

Bell Phone 1894-D 

BOOK AND JOB 
PRINTING 

Bookbinding, Paper Ruling 

. . . a n d .  .  .  
f 

Blank Book Manufacturers 

Trenton True American 
Printing Cc. 

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

Both Phones 1023 

This issue is a specimen of our work. 



XI be Signal 

E£>itor 
GERTRUDE K. WOOD, '11. 

Philomathean. 

/ifcanagers 
HENRY COLLIN MINTON, JR., '10, 

Thencanic. 

OGDEN B. HEWITT, '10. 
Thencanic. 

Secretary treasurer 
BESSIE ALVA WOOD, '10, OGDEN B. HEWITT, '10, 

'Normal Dramatic. Thencanic. 

bailing Glerh 
EDITH S. COOPER. '10. 

Philomathean. 

local lE Mtors 
RUTII B. AXFORD, '10, 

Normal Dramatic. 

EDITH S. COOPER, '10, 
Philomathean. 

HENRY COLLIN MINTON, JR., '10, 
Thencanic. 

Blumni EMtovs 
ESTELLE HARRIS, '10, 

Gamma Sigma. 

SARAH DECOU, '10, 
Arguromuthos. 

Exchange Esitov 
RUTH B. AXFORD, '10, 

Normal Dramatic. 

Xlerms: Jiftv Cents per ^ear: XEen Cents per eop^ 

matt^UtnrtSiJmrho71nteresl1Umni are invited to contribute literar; 

Trenton'!''!8 .L" communicat!ons, "THE SIGNAL," State Schools 

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

SIGNAL OFFICE OPEN FROM 1 2 TO 12 :15 
EDITOK Monday, Wednesday. BUSINESS MANAGER—Tuesday, Thursday 

I'KKASUH KH—Tuesday, Friday. 
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Fairy Boat Song 
Down through the water my boat rides swift, 
Faster and faster the ripples lift 
Their sparkling crests on the deep blue tide, 
As down the stream in my boat X ri de. 

My boat is a buttercup, staunch and true, 
My oars are the grass-blades, I the crew; 
My mast is hewn from a pine-needle brown, 
My sail is a fragment of thistle down. 

My craft sails on through the sunshine bright, 
Through runlets, dark as the gloom of night, 
As I speed along with the current, down, 
Down, to my lady in Fairy Town. 

Drue K. Jamieson, II. S. O. 

The Untravelled Highway 
LONG ages ago, when the years of 

this great, glorious world of ovirs num
bered but few; when in the first garden 
on earth the nodding, fragrant flowers 
swayed to and fro in the gentle breeze, 

and the chorus of the tree-top songsters 
mingled with the music of the babbling 
brook; when everything was perfect— 
then there travelled two souls along the 
highway of happiness that leads to Ar
cadia. They were not lonely. No! 
For no traveller upon this road is ever 
lonely. It is the path that leads to the 
country of joy and contentment, to the 
land of the Eternal Goodness, the one 
place where man may cast aside liis 
sorrows and enter in peace. 

But on one mournful day these trav
ellers strayed from the path—'twas so 
easy to o'erstep the bounds, so easy to 
commit an act forbidden. And on that 
day the road to Arcadia was lost! Since 
then it has lain in all its countless beau
ties, waiting, waiting for the travellers 
who come not, for someone to unlock the 
gates that guard the entrance. 

This highway has been diligently, 
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often unconsciously, searched for 
through the long scale of years, by every 
creature through whose veins coursed 
the rich, red blood of humanity. No 
delving after Truth in old and musty 
books, no striving after "God's great 
gift of vision," no sacrifice or charity 
ever conceived—not one .of these alone 
has proved sufficient price for the en
trance of all people to this untravelled 
highway. Like wanderers in the bar
ren desert, who travel in the burning 
sun to the distant well and find it 
empty—like this have resulted man's 
struggle after happiness. A few of 
purest thought and noblest aim, a few 
who have drunk bitterly of life's cup of 
woe—these, led by the Power that is 
greater than man, have followed this 
lost trail to the land of everlasting joy. 

1 hose of God's children who are weak 
are lonlier today because the strongest 
ones have turned to things which endure 
not. The verdict passed in all justice 
and sincerity upon the people of the 
grandest nation of the world reads: 
"The American spends his life in ac
cumulating wealth, which in old age he 
gives away." Concerning this the 
Book of Books says: "It is easier for a 
camel to pass through a needle's eye 
than for a rich man to enter the king
dom of heaven." Prance, the land of 
frivolity; practical Germany; Great 
Britain, the home of poets; Italy, Po
land and "Russia, where music dwells— 
all have sought, by some means, to un
cover the lost trail. Had they suc
ceeded there would be no discontent in 
the world today, no disappointment. 
These weeds do not grow along the 
highway of few travellers. 

Would you travel upon this way of 
peace, this forgotten trail of true hap
piness ? It leads through the Gates 
of Love, past the fields of Truth, into 
the whispering forest of Kind Deeds, 
both great and small, through the leaves 
of whose trees trickle rays from the 
lights of Hope and Faith. Here 
blooms the blue flower of contentment. 
Hasten, enter these golden gates, and 
tarry awhile in the forest of Kind 
Heeds, and there you will fine peace— 
God's birthday present to us. And 
when once you have entered you will 
dwell there forever. Hasten, enter be
fore it is too late! 

Ethel Burroughs. 

(This story and the one which fol
lows have the same underlying plot, yet 
so entirely differently have they been 
treated that it is interesting to print 
the two stories together for comparison. 
—Ed.) 

On Christmas Eve 
"Well, I declare!" said Deacon 

Brown, as he entered his comfortable 
living-room, "Dave Burrows gets stin
gier every day. He's lived here in 
Brookside for three years now, and I've 
seen him act pretty mean, but I've 
never seen him come op to what he did 
to-day. What do you suppose?" 

"I'm sure I can't guess," replied his 
wife. "Mr. Bu rrows is pretty stingy, 
but it don't seem right for you to talk 
about him so. Seems to me you ought 

to he charitable towards a member of 
your own church, especially since yon 
don f know him very well." 
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"Don't know liini very well ?" re
peated the Deacon. "Sure, I know 
him just exactly as well as I want to. 
Why, he's too mean to live. You know 
we men thought we'd help you women 
out with the surprise party at the par
sonage and get up a little purse for 
Mr. Kay. We thought a little ready 
money might come in handy, for eight 
hundred dollars a year don't go very 
far when you have a family to sup
port." 

"Yes, Yes," said Mrs. Brown. "You 
asked Dave Burrows and he gave you 
about fifty cents." 

"Fifty cents!" laughed the Deacon. 
"He acted as if he hadn't seen fifty 
cents in a year. He actually refused 
to give a red cent. I asked him my
self, and reminded him of the way Mr. 
Kay and his wife had worked for the 
church and how good they'd been when 
people were sick. All he said was: 

" 'Really, Deacon, I'm sorry to dis
appoint you, but Mary and I have a 
good many ways for our money to go. 
I don't feel that I can afford to give 
anything. It seems to me that Mr. 
Kay is not exactly in need of money. 
Why don't you do something for the 
Murphy family, for instance V 

" 'The Murphys!' I burst forth. 
'From all I hear of them they're a good-
for-nothing crowd from start to finish. 
Why, I offered Murphy work the other 
day and his wife spoke right up and 
said that he wasn't able to work. When 
a person won't work I've got no use for 
him.' 

"With those words I left him. I 
guess he'll remember them for awhile. 

I've worked to earn my money and now 
I'm just going to have the good of it. 
Catch me putting every cent away in 
the bank. You and 1 are having some 
good of our money before we die. What 
pleasures Dave Burrows and his wife 
get out of life is more than I can tell." 

Just then Mrs. Davidson was ushered 
into the room. "Hello, Susie!" was 
her greeting. "We're all sorry that 
you couldn't come to the missionary 
meeting this afternoon. About all we 
did was talk over the Christmas Eve 
donation party and decide what each 
one was to bring. Here's your list. 
We thought you'd be willing to give two 
hams." 

"Certainly, certainly," replied Mrs. 
Burrows. "Did you get people to 
promise enough ?" 

"Yes, indeed. Everybody's coming, 
too ; that is, all but Mary Burrows and 
her brother. When we asked them 
Mary smiled, said she was sorry, and 
pleaded another engagement. Of course, 
we all saw through the other engage
ment story. We knew she didn't want 
to bring anything to eat." 

At this the Deacon listened attentive
ly. Hot heeding his wife's warning 
look, he remarked: 

"Of course, she wouldn't give any
thing. Meanness seems to run in the 
family." 

"Yes," agreed Mrs. Davidson. "I 
believe it does. Their place looks just 
awful, and that rickety old buggy that 
Dave drives over to Pottersville in every 
day is a disgrace to the town. Sam-
says that their grocery bill couldn't be 
much smaller, for they only buy just 
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what they can't get along without. I 
wonder how he can spend the money to 
go to the city once a month ?" 

"It don't hurt liim to spend that 
money," the Deacon answered. "lie 
probably goes to deposit the money he 
and his sister are too stingy to spend." 

"You shouldn't he so hard, John," 
Mrs. Brown said. "How do you know 
that lie has any money to deposit ?" 
You don't know what his circumstances 
were before he inherited old Will Bur
rows' place three years ago. Who knows 
but what he may be paying back 
debts  V 

"Then he has a good many of them. 
When he first came here three years 
ago I made it my business to find out 
all about his affairs. His income from 
that business over in Pottersville is a 
little over two thousand a year. Why, 
when 1 heard that I was mighty glad 
that he'd come to town to live, for I 
thought he'd be interested in our public 
projects. Instead of that, he's refused 
from the very first to give a single thing 
to charity, and he lives just as mean 
as mean can be. Do you blame me for 
being disgusted with him ?" 

Before Mrs. Brown had time to reply 
to this speech of her husband, Mrs. Da
vidson, who was standing by the win
dow, called out: 

"There he goes now." Then, as the 
others came to the window, she con
tinued : "Seems to me he walks pretty 
feeble, and his shoulders stoop dread
fully. T declare, if it wasn't for his 
stinginess I'd feel sorry for that man. 
Why, you can almost see the shabbiness 
of that long overcoat from here. He's 
going home now to that shabby old home 

and into that dilapidated old kitchen. 
Most likely he and Mary'll have mush 
and milk and fried potatoes, and that's 
not enough to nourish a man who's been 
working hard." 

"No, indeed, it isn't," agreed warm
hearted Mrs. Brown. "Of course, they 
haven't another engagement for Christ
mas Eve, and I just wish they'd come 
to the donation party, anyway. There'll 
be more than enough for everybody. I 
believe that I'll insist on their coming 
whether, they bring anything or not." 

"Do as you please, Susie," returned 
her husband, "but I don't think it's 
much of a charity to help Dave Burrows 
and his sister. Now, if I didn't hap
pen to know just what his income is I'd 
be glad to help them myself. You can't 
accuse me of being close, can you, 
Susie 

"No, indeed, John," came the 
answer. "Hot close, only a little too 
determined upon what you think is 
right." 

The Christmas Eve for which Mrs. 
Brown had been planning came at last, 
and all was merriment and good cheer 
at the parsonage of the Methodist 
Church. The house, gaily decorated 
with holly, and illuminated in every 
room, was filled with jolly, good-
humored guests. Mrs. Kay had been 
pleased with his check; the face of Mrs. 
Kay had beamed with joy, and the 
children were eagerly looking at the 
toys which had been brought them. 
Well satisfied with himself and the 
world, Deacon Brown had been inde
fatigable in his efforts to give every
one a good time. Even the children 
had come in for a good share of his 
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attention, and had urged him to play 
Santa Claus with them. 

Now, at half-past ten o'clock, the 
Deacon was waiting to accompany his 
wife home. As Mr. and Mrs. Kay 
came to the door with Mrs. Brown the 
Deacon noticed that Mr. Kay was wear
ing his overcoat and hat and that he 
was carrying a basket. 

"You're not going out to-night, are 
you, Mr. Kay ?" the Deacon asked. "It's 
bitter cold and the walks are slippery." 

"Yes, Mr. Brown," replied Mr. Kay. 
"It seems to be quite necessary. In 
fact, we're very much worried about the 
Murphys' Christmas. I didn't realize 
that things were in such ,a state with 
them until to-night. Then I heard acci
dentally that Mr. Murphy is much 
worse and that the family is without 
even the barest necessities. In what 
time we've had Mrs. Kay and I have 
gathered together a few things for their 
Christmas dinner. I'm afraid they'll 
have a sad Christmas, however." 

"Why, Susie!" exclaimed the Dea
con. "I refused that family help be
cause 1 thought the man was lazy. Why 
didn't you tell me he was really sick ?" 

But Mrs. Brown, too, was surprised. 
In the midst of her preparations for the 
donation party she had entirely forgot
ten alfmt the Murphys. "Oh, Mr. 
Kay!" she burst forth, "can't we do 
something yet ? I tell you, you come 
up to the house with me and I'll get a 
basket ready for John to carry down. 
You and he can go together then." 

"Yes," agreed both Mr. and Mrs. 
Kay, "that will be a good plan, for we 
were'nt able to get very much together 
on such short, notice." 

Accordingly, Mrs. Brown, Mr. Kay 
and the Deacon set forth. When they 
reached the Browns Mrs. Brown quick
ly filled a basket from her generous 
Christmas supply and hung it upon her 
husband's arm. Then bidding the men 
wish Mrs. Murphy a Merry Christmas 
for her she allowed them to proceed on 
their way. 

By this time the Deacon was begin
ning to enjoy his errand. Already he 
began to anticipate how the children 
would look at that basket. lie won
dered what else he could do for the 
family to-night. Now that he was sure 
they actually deserved help he would be 
only too glad to do what he could. It 
was fortunate he had that ten-dollar bill 
with him, he thought. He could just 
slip it into Mrs. Murphy's hand while 
Mr. Kay was not looking. 

"I quite forgot," said Mr. Kay "It's 
nearly eleven now, and they may be in 
bed." 

"No," returned the Deacon. "I see 
a light. Then, as they came nearer, 
he continued: "My, but it's a wretched 
place! I don't have occasion to come 
down here often, and I'd almost for
gotten things were so bad. It's a dis
grace for Sam Davidson to rent such a 
miserable little tumble-down place." 

"Somebody seems to be having a good 
time," remarked Mr. Kay. "Poor 
woman! I suppose she's trying to keep 
up the spirits of herself and children 
as best she can. Wiry, Deacon, I be
lieve that's a Christmas tree standing-
there by the window." 

"Yes, it is one," the Deacon declared, 
as he made his way across the yard and 
prepared to look in at the window. 
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"Come on, it's no disgrace to peek under 
these circumstances. I don't want to 
interrupt if there's—." At this point 
he stopped with a gasp of astonishment. 
Then he excitedly exclaimed: "Well, 
of all things! Upon my soul! It's 
Have Burrows." 

By this time Mr. Kay, too, had 
reached the window. There, in the 
center of the poverty-stricken room, he 
saw Have Burrows with two children on 
his lap, one on either knee. The child
ren were eagerly devouring the candy 
which he was handing them. In the 
only rocking chair which the room 
boasted a white-faced man was lying 
back. Hear him, holding the baby and 
smiling contentedly, a stout young wo
man in a calico wrapper first watched 
the children and then turned to gaze 
upon the tree with delighted eyes. 

In an instant M r. Kay had compre
hended the situation; so, also, had the 
Beacon. To the surprise of the minis
ter he burst out: "If he did—. I'm 
going to beg his pardon, and I'm going 
now." 

M ith these words the Beacon uncere
moniously threw | open the djoor and 
strode into the room where the Mur-
phys were sitting. Mrs. Murphy 
came forward with the baby, but Have 
Burrows tried to make his escape. 

"Just a minute, Have Burrows," said 
the Beacon. "Are you the one who 
did this? Hid you bring them these 
things ?" 

Quite taken back, the old man halted, 
stammered, and then managed to say : 
"Only a little bit. Just what I could 
do. I felt that it was needed here." 

"Forgive me!" cried the Beacon. 

"I've said all the mean things I could 
think of about you for the last three 
years. I'm only a hot-headed old fel
low, and now I ask your pardon?" 

"And, to be sure, you may well do 
that," put in Mrs. Murphy. "He's 
the finest man that ever lived. Don't 
I know how he's been for helping Tim 
even before we came out here to live? 
Don't I know how he's been slavin' to 
support his nephew's wife and family 
in the city? For the last three weeks 
he's been giving me help regular. 
Called him stingy, did you?" 

Mr. Kay broke in upon the woman's 
speech. "You may be sure that we 
shall appreciate Mr. Burrows all the 
more for this kind act of his. In spite 
of his generosity I do not imagine that 
the baskets sent bv Mrs. Brown and 
Mrs. Kay will prove unwelcome. I'm 
sure I wisli you all a Merry Christ
mas." 

"Have Burrows," said the Deacon, 
as he grasped the man by the hand, 
"I 111 proud to shake hands with you. 
Fou and your sister must come and 
take dinner with us to-morrow. Susie 
will be delighted, for she's always liked 
you. Merry Christmas, everybody! 

1 hat night, as the Beacon trudged 
homeward, he felt a strange happiness. 
A ith the words, "Inasmuch as fe have 
done it unto one of the least of these" 
running in his mind he entered the 
house to tell his wife about*Dave Har
rows. 

By the Light of the Moon 
IT. was one of those quiet, sunshiny 

days in the latter part of September 
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when the green of the trees is just be
ginning to turn to crimson and gold, 
and when a purplish haze of light seems 
to tinge all objects; when there seems 
to he a stillness in the air, a peaceful 
silence. The old, dilapidated brown 
house at the end of the lane, the lane 
where the asters and goldenrod grew in 
rich profusion, seemed to share in the 
general peacefulness. One would have 
thought, as he viewed the hanging shut
ter and broken gate, which hung on one 
hinge, that no one lived in this house, 
and he might have been tempted to pick 
some of the red apples which gleamed 
through the foliage of the gnarled old 
apple tree in the unmown yard. 

Perhaps it was because the fruit 
seemed so luscious, perhaps it was be
cause it ripened so late, that the village 
school c hildren had been tempted, more 
than once, to crawl through the hole in 
the broken-down fence and pick some 
of Ihe fruit. But always, when it had 
been a ttempted, the tall, spare figure of 
a woman had appeared as if by magic 
at the door of the brown house, and al
ways, at the sight of the thin, gaunt 
face, the children had fled. One day 
fat little Bobby Allen had tried to crawl 
through the hole and had stuck fast, 
so that when the woman appeared he 
could not escape. She had shaken her 
bony fists at him threateningly, and 
Joan White, the boldest of the children, 
had pulled him out and screamed defi
antly at the woman as she fled: "You're 
a witch! You're a witch!" 

It was a noted fact among the villag
ers that the apples disappeared from the 
tree every year on a fixed date. Ho 
one knew what became of them after 

they were picked. The village folk 
wagged their heads and said that Ilenry 
Dunn and his sister were too mean to 
eat them, and that they shipped them 
where they could get the most money 
for them. To-day the apples looked as 
tempting as ever when the children 
trudged through the lane on their way 
home from school. The stillness and 
solitude was broken by their childish 
voices. Some sparrows flew chirping 
from the bushes, and a startled chip
munk ran across the road. A trail of 
dust was left in his wake, 

"I tell you," Joan was saying as she 
flung her straight black hair back from 
her thin, dark little face, "a witch an' 
a wizard live in that house, an' they've 
got heaps of gold in their cellar, 'cause 
I've heard my father say so. He says 
old Henry Dunn don't spend enough for 
a good-sized rat to live on, an' he's just 
as mean as he can be." 

"But, Joan, how do you know they're 
a witch an' a wizard?" said Betty Tra-
vers, her fat, round face and wide, blue 
eves expressing unfeigned admiration 
as she gazed at Joan't flushed, excited 
face. 

" 'Cause, ain't she got an old black 
cat ? And don't witches always have 
black cats ? An' ain't die a wizard 
'cause he's cross-eyed in one eye an' 
lame in one foot That's 'cause some
body shot him once when he was turned 
into a wolf, an' when he turned back 
into a man, why, he was lame." 

Joan's argument seemed convincing,, 
as all her arguments did. She was the-
acknowledged leader of the little band,, 
and they followed whither she led, only 
too glad to act on her suggestions. She 
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was very imaginative, and they listened 
in rapt wonder to her tales of witches 
and goblins, drinking in every word 
with avidity. 

"Hey! There's the old wizard 
now!" cried Bobby, crowding up 
closer to his sister Mary as they neared 
the house. 

"Yes, an' he's pickin' up chips to 
build a fire with, 'cause he's too stingy 
to buy coal," exclaimed Letty Jones, as 
they watched the bent figure of the 
man, who was laboriously filling a 
basket with twigs and stalks from the 
littered yard. 

"Old stingy man! Old stingy man !" 
tauntingly cried the children in chorus. 
The man paid no heed to their taunts, 
but the door of the house opened and 
the woman appeared with a black cat 
at her heels. Timid little Alice Hisr-o 
gins screamed in terror, and all the 
children ran except Joan, who delibe
rately turned and screamed: "Keep 
your old apples. We don't want 'em. 
They're only witches' apples." Then 
calmly, with her head thrown back and 
a defiant light in her eyes, she walked 
to where the children were standing, a 
little distance beyond the gate. They 
watched her with something of awe in 
their faces. 

Oh, Joan, ain t you 'fraid ?" gasped 
Betty. 

" 'Fraid ! and there was infinite 
scorn in Joan's voice, "Witches can't 
hurt you 'less you go in their yard. 
They can't see good in the daytime, 
an' they can only see at night when it's 
real dark." 

"But how'd she see us to-day?" 

"She didn't see us; she only heard 
us," said Joan, frowning darkly. 

"Oh, my, wouldn't I like to have 
some o' those apples?" Letty Jones 
said, as she turned for a last longing 
glance at the fruit. 

Joan said nothing, but walked on in 
silence, and the children followed her 
example, for they had learned that it 
was best to respect Joan's moods. 

Joan continued to walk in silence 
until she reached an old stump by the 
roadside. "I want you all to listen,' 
she said peremptorily, as she seated her
self on the stump. "You can set down 
on the grass. Are you all here ? One, 
two, three, four, five. Where's Jimmy 
Tompkns 

"Here T am," promptly responded 
that freckle faced individual, as he 
came back from chasing a chipmunk. 

"Well, then," continued Joan, as 
the children gazed at her in expectant 

silence, "there's six o' you, an' I'm one 
more, so that's seven. How many o' 
you want some o' them apples ?" 

Only a little surprised gasp met Joan 
as the children stared at her. 

"I said," repeated Joan, impatiently, 
her gray eyes snapping, "how many o' 
you want some o' them apples?" 

"I do," said several quavering voices. 
"Well, then," said Joan, with a mys

terious shake of her head, "you must 
all meet in my back yard to-night at 
half-past seven. Jimmy Tompkins, 
you bring your father's lantern, an 1 
want you all to bring masks. You can 
make 'em out o' old stockin' legs." 

With that Joan turned and ran to-
toward her home, laughing hack over 
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her shoulder at them as she saw their 
amazed looks. She knew that they 
would come, for they always did as she 
told them, even freckle-faced Jimmy 
Tompkins and timid little Alice Hig-
gins. 

Promptly at half-past seven that 
night the six children met in Joan's 
back yard. They were often allowed 
to play outdoors in a yard as late as 
nine o'clock when the weather was 
warm and the moon shone, so their do-
ings to-night were not questioned. 
They talked in whispers while they 
waited for Joan. Suddenly Alice Hig-
gins gave a frightened little squeal. 
The others, turning, saw a queer little 
black figure approaching. On its head 
was a peaked cap such as witches wear; 
its flowing locks gave the face an elfish 
appearance; its black robe trailed over 
the wet grass. In one hand it carried 
a broom, in the other it carried an 
empty basket. Ho wonder Alice was 
frightened. Silently the .figure ap
proached, and by the light of Jimmy 
Tompkins' lantern they saw that it was 
loan. Without a word she mounted an 
old rickety horse-block, which stood in 
the yard, and holding her arms aloft, 
said in hollow, sepulchral tones, "Put 
on your masks." The mystified, some
what frightened children obeyed. 

Dropping her arms to her sides Joan 
condescended to explain what they were 
about to do. "This is a very important 
'casion. We're spirits o' the night an' 
we're goin' to punish Rachel an' Henry 
Dunn. We're goin' to steal their ap
ples. Jimmy Tompkins, you can knock 
'em off with this broom an' the rest o' 
you can pick 'em up. 'Fore we go 

we've got to pray, so they can't catch 
us an' change us into cats an' wolves." 

An impressive silence followed, and 
Joan's solemn tones broke the silence. 
"Almighty an' everlastin' God, maybe 
you don't know it, but Rachel Dunn an' 
Henry Dunn is witches. They're mean 
an' stingy 'cause they won't give us any 
apples when they got so many an' 
we're goin' to punish 'em 'cause we 
thought maybe, you ain't got time to. 
World without end. Amen." 

Joan descended from her perilous 
position. "Come on," she commanded, 
"we'll go through the enchanted forest, 
but you mustn't say anything, 'cause 
the dragons live there." 

Silently, solemnly, they trailed the 
dew-wet grass, out through the back 
yard and down the lane toward the old 
brown house. Truly, it was a queer 
spectacle. The moon rose and shed an 
eerie light over the figures of the cau
tiously creeping children, giving them 
the appearance of gnomes or dwarfs as 
they skulked along among the shadows 
which the bushes made in the lane. 

Suddenly an exclamation escaped 
Joan. "Blow out your lantern, Jimmy 
Tompkins," she commanded. "We're 
too late. Do you see that?" and she 
pointed toward the brown house. There 
in the yard they saw two figures pick
ing apples by the light of the moon-
Rachel and Henry Dunn. 

The frightened children were about 
to run when Joan turned. "You stay 
Avhere you are, an' don't none o' you 
make no noise. We's goin' to see what 
they do with them apples." The child
ren sat huddled together behind some 
bushes, too scared to move. Poor little 
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Alice Higgins was crying. Tliey shiv
ered as they felt the cool dampness of 
the night wind and heard the gentle 
rustle of the leaves. A cricket chirped 
in the grass and a hat flew from the 
bushes. Otherwise silence reigned. 
Gradually, their' curiosity getting the 
better of their fright, the children crept 
but, one by one, from their hiding places 
behind the bushes and joined Joan, who 
was watching the man and woman. 

Quickly and noiselessly the apples 
were picked, and soon there was a great, 
basketful of them. The woman went 
into the house, but returned with a large 
bundle in her arms, which the man put 
with the apples into a wheelbarrow. 
The man pushed the barrow before him, 
out of the yard and into the lane. 

"There's gold in that bundle; he's 
goin' to bury it, an' he's goin' to bury 
the apples," Joan whispered excitedly. 

As the man came nearer the children 
scampered out of sight to their hiding 
places. They held their breath as he 
passed, and their hearts thumped so 
loudly that it seemed as though he must 
hear them. Betty Travers sneezed and 
the man stopped. After a long time 
(it seemed ages to the children) he 
passed on again and they breathed free
ly once more. The sound of the wheel
barrow died away and they crept out 
into the lane again. 

"Wh—what you goin' do, Joan?" 
shivered Lettv. 

1 here was an indomitable purpose in 
Joan's eyes as she looked at Betty. 
"You can do as you please," she said, 
"I'm goin' to dig up the apples an' the 
gold." She followed the man. The 
children followed her. 

Through a back pasture lot, across a 
corn-field, down a narrow lane they 
stumbled, guided by the sound of the 
barrow. The man stopped, and the 
childrens' eyes grew round with won
der, for it was the minister's house. 
Again they crouched in the shadows. 
They saw the man lift the heavy basket 
and carry it up the path to the front 
porch, where he left it. Without look
ing to right or left he again pushed the 
barrow before him. 

"He's goin' to bury the gold now," 
said Joan, but there was less assurance 
than usual in her voice. 

Shivering, she and her followers 
crept after Henry Dunn until he came 
to the house of old Mrs. Perkins, who 
had been sick for a week. Again he 
stopped, and taking the bundle he car
ried it up to the steps and left it on the 
doorsill without knocking. As soon as 
he had gone there was a scramble to see 
who should first open the package, for if 
Joan said it was"full of gold it must be 
true. Betty reached it first, but she 
gave it to Joan, who, on opening it, 
found it full of groceries. For once she 
had nothing to> s ay. Without a word 
to the open-mouthed children she walk
ed down the road in the direction 
which Henry Dunn had taken. Myste
ries were suddenly cleared up for her. 
She knew now who had given a ton of 
coal to the Jones family last Winter 
when the father was ill, and she knew 
why it was that the minister's family 
always had a basket of beautiful red 
apples every Winter which looked sur
prisingly like those on Henry Dunn's 
tree. She felt in some way that she 
ought to make reparation for her 
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thoughts of him. She did not, however, 
express her thoughts to the other child
ren until she reached her own back yai;d 
again. Instinctively she understood 
that it would not be doing Henry Dunn 
a favor to publish his good deeds. He 
did it in this way to avoid comment. 
It was a grave and serious face that she 
turned toward the children as she said: 
"Henry Dunn ain't a wizard an' Rachel 

Dunn ain't a witch. They're both good 
fairies an' you mustn't ever ask for any 
more apples or call 'em names. An' " 
Joan's voice was very impressive, "you 
mustn't ever tell what you've seen to
night, 'cause the fairies wouldn't like it. 
How say that you won't" and the 
children all said "We won't." For 
was not Joan's word law? 

Rebecca L. Adams, Senior 1-4. 
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IN the Hew Year number of THE 
SIGNAL the Board published a list of 
questions which we were very desirous 
that you should answer. We have been 
looking forward with mixed feelings to 
your criticisms of this dear old school 
paper of ours. We wanted your 
opinion, whether it condemned or 
praised our work. If you did not con
sider THE SIGNAL what it should be we 
did not want you to go about grumbling 
and criticising among your associates. 
We wanted you to make some effort to 
remedy the trouble. The only way to 
do this would be to tell TIIE SIGNAL 
Board just what you think the trouble 
is. If they are able to adopt your sug
gestion they will glady do so, and your 
school paper will then become what you 
think it should be and worthy only of 
praise. 

On the other hand, if you are satis
fied in every way with THE SIGNAL, 
and see no room for improvement in 
any line, then it would be doing T'IIE 
SIGNAL Board a good turn to tell them 
so. There is no work so discouraging 
as that for which we receive neither 
condemnation nor praise. This total 
lack of interest on the part of others 
tends to deaden the interest of any per
son who has a difficult task to perform. 

We have waited in vain for these lit
tle confidential notes, however, for none 
of them ever came. We regret very 
much that this is the case, for it either 
shows a don t care" attitude on your 
part or else laziness. Surely your 

neglect cannot be attributed to anything 
else, yet we do not like to accuse you 
of having either of these attitudes to
ward your school paper. Perhaps you 
did not realize that we really wanted 
those questions answered. At any rate, 
we are going to give you another 
chance, and this time we trust that you 
will not fail us again, but that some 
will show that they care enough about 
THE SIGNAL to help it come nearer to 
its goal of being the best of its kind 
than it has ever come before. Send us 
a note, then—nameless, if you wish— 
and let us hear the worst—or the best! 

On Feb. 14 we had a very inter
esting and instructive lecture on "Gla
ciers of Alaska" by Prof. Lawrence 
Martin, of Wisconsin University. As 
Prof. Martin had taken most of the 
stereopticon views we were doubly in
terested. 

Dr. A. E. Winship's talk on "Criti
cism," which he gave us on Feb. 1<? 
was enjoyed by everyone. The audi
ence was often in laughter, and yet the 
weight of the lecture was fully felt. 

We were much interested by the talk 
which Mr. Young Hannah, of Cam
bridge, England, gave us on Feb. 
on "The Horman Conquest of Eng-
land." 

This ended the series of lectures 
which we are to have this year. Our 
only regret is that the last ones could 
not have been spread out, more instead 
of being given to us three in one week. 
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<£ Htbletics 
Normal Girls' Athletic Association 
IT is said that in 1492 the Seniors 

held the basketball championship. 
Again and again has this honor been 
theirs, and last year was it theirs ? But 
too much honor is as bad as not enough, 
so, rather than be the victims of this 
condition of affairs, the honor was con
ferred on the new "A" team. This 
team may justly claim the motto : "Lit
tle, but, oh, my !" They played praise
worthy games and deserve all they have 
won. 

This basketball season has been most 
successful in many ways. A healthy 
spirit of rivalry was created among the 
classes in the manner of team support, 
also in the decoration of the Gym., for 
at the last game the A's had a splendid 
silk banner, lavender and white, that 
certainly did try to outstrip the Seniors 
more dignified garnet and gray ban
ners. 

These games have always been the 
place for the quickening of School 
spirit and drawing together of the girls 
in closer bonds of friendship. This 
friendly feeling was given a fine test 
at the basketball luncheon held in the 
Gym. on Friday, January 21. Every 
one was in the best of spirits and a 
most enjoyable feast was served. The 
President of the Athletic Association 
presented Miss Helen Weller, the Cap
tain of the winning team, with a silver 
loving cup. Miss Irene Frohwein, the 
manager of the team, was given a Nor

mal banner. The members of the teams 
were given their letters or arm bands. 

One of the brightest spots in the year 
is the coming of the Circus to the State 
Schools. Each year we have thought 
that year's performance the most won
derful. But the Circus, which was 
given Friday, February 18, was cer
tainly "the greatest show on earth." 
This great success was .due, in a meas
ure, to the hearty interest taken by the 
girls who took part. But to Miss Way-
man do we give the credit for the huge 
success of the whole affair, for her un
tiring effort, and for her hard work. 

The animals were especially natural 
and agile in their stunts. The ele
phants were slow and lazy, as all good 
elephants should be. The trick horse, 
Jim Keys, balked as all petted and ad
mired animals should do. 

Mere words are but faint praise for 
the wonderful "Meller" band that added 
to the enjoyment. Herr Simpson was 
the director. 

After the performance in the "big 
tent" there seemed to be everything in 
the way of amusement. The side show 
contained all the wonders and monstro
sities of the human race from the 
screeching wild woman to the placid lit
tle Billiken. The peanut and pop-corn 
angels were in constant demand 
('cause the refreshments were free), 
and the line of people waiting their 
turn on the "Shoot-the-Chutes" was al
ways long. 
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Xo thing that could add to the even
ing's pleasure was left undone by those 
in charge, and everyone had an evening 
of good, healthy fun. 

The annual contest in gymnasium 
work will be held the latter part of 
March. Exhibitions will be given in 
vaulting the horse, high jumping, work 
on the rings and relay races. Contest

ants making first place in some of the 
events will be rewarded. 

These exhibitions have always been 
very interesting and the preparation for 
them very beneficial to the girls. 

There are many good athletes among 
the girls of both the Senior and the 
"A" classes, so we are looking forward 
to a very exciting exhibition of excel
lent work. 
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Now that the Minstrel Show and the 
reunion are things of the past our at
tention is fixed on the future. Of 
course, Ave hope to win in the contest 
Avhich is to take place March 4. But 
the keen edge will be taken off our dis
appointment if we lose to such worthy 
opponents as the Normal Dramatic 
Club. 

In the meantime very enjoyable pro
grams are arranged each week by the 
committee of which Blanche Abrams is 
chairman. 

January 28 the following officers 
were elected: 

President, Marion Segoine; Vice-
President, Marguerite Delaney; Secre
tary,, Estelle Harris; Corresponding 
Secretary, Ruth Weldon; Treasurer, 
Reba Ross. 

Burnettie C. Struble. 

Feb. 4th the society gave themselves 
a spread and all the members enjoyed 
it royally. A brief program preceded 
this spread. 

Feb. 18th we joyously welcomed our 
new members into our number. How
ever, we Avill leave it to them to say 
whether or not they enjoyed the enter
ing process. At any rate, we are very 
glad to have them with us. 

The remaining weeks stories were 
read to us, one by Miss Condit, which 
was very funny and much enjoyed; re
citations by several girls and extempo
raneous debates afforded much amuse
ment. 

THE meetings of the Philomathean 
Society Lave been held each Friday af
ternoon in Miss Barclay's room, where 
all the members have enjoyed enter
taining programs and several social 
hours. 

Theta Phi 
THE folloAving officers have been 

elected for the ensuing year: 
President, Helen F. Clark; Vice-

President, Bessie A. Johnson; Record
ing Secretary, Hazel Lyon; Corre
sponding Secretary, Elsie Ford; Treas
urer, Lida Fort; SIGHAL Reporter, 
Florence Carty. 

On Friday, February 4th, an enjoy
able social meeting was held in Miss 
Jones' room. It was then that one of 
the members, Dr. Leavitt, confided his 
new discovery. What? The "Coffee 
Pot" bird. We shall not give a detailed 
description since the discoverer says 
that it is not yet time for the bird. We 
learned, also, at this meeting, that sev
eral of the members possessed some 
mysterious power (?) of identification. 
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WE have had some delightful pro
grams in society lately, and all are due 
to the good program committee. On 
January 28 Miss Shepherd gave a paper 
on "Barrie." Miss Ketehum and Miss 
Wills gave a dialogue from one of his 
stories. Miss Chapion read a selection 
from one of his boohs, and Miss Lowery 
read us a selection from a book of his 
life. 

On February 14 Miss Ketehum gave 
an interesting recital from "The Sign 
of the Cross." 

We were entertained on February 
31 by a valentine party. Large red 
hearts were passed around, and each 
girl had to write a valentine verse for 
the girl whose name was on the heart. 
The girl who wrote the best verse got a 
prize.. The verse on Miss Godley's 
heart was considered the best, and Miss 
Frohwein, who wrote it, was awarded 
the prize, which was to tell a story. 
During the difficult task of making up 
the verses candy hearts were passed 
around to inspire us. 

The play has been selected, and we 
are already working vigorously on it. 

Mathilda R. Hilson. 

started in the next few weeks. The 
highest score so far is 167, held by Mil 
ton and Virgil, while Shakespeare holds 
the "cocked hat" record with a tally of 
31. The scores of the matches to date: 

Physic's Stars. 
Shakespeare 
Cicero 
Milton 

Total 
Austin's Pets. 

Virgil 
Homer 
Schiller 

Total 
Physic's Stars. 

Shakespeare 
Cicero 
Milton 

Total 
Austin's Pets. 

Virgil 
Homer 
Schiller 

Total 

137 
118 
134 
380 

97 
128 
124 

349 

142 
107 
111 

300 

109 
141 

81 

331 

Total. 
157 294 
140 258 
141 I 2 75 

438 

128 
100 
135 

363 

113 
137 
111 

361 

112 
97 

297 

827 

225 
228 
259 

712 

225 
244 
222 

721 

221 
238 
160 

628 

Bowling Club 
A BOWLING club has lately been 

formed by members of the Junior and 
Senior classes, and this club has met 
regularly in a series of three-man 
matches. An individual tournament is 
being arranged, and will probably be 

N. P. C. 
OFEICEES: President, Miss Crane; 

Vice-President, Miss Read; Secretary, 
Miss Doughty; Treasurer, Miss Roth-
berg; SIGNAL Reporter, Miss Dixon. 

The new term sees our new officers 
duly installed and a busy and enjoyable 
season opening up before us. Our pro
grams have had a variety of interesting 
features. In addition to our usual pe
dagogical news Dr. Seeley has given 
us educative talks; we have enjoyed an 
excellent oration entitled "A Plea For 
Better Trollev Service in Trenton,' and 
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an essay on Lincoln. At one of our 
meetings we were entertained by a 
social program, in which the following 
"monoduet" was rendered : 

Tune "Three Blind Mice" 
Normal Ped ! Normal Ped 1 
Oh, what a club ! Oh, what a club! 
The voice of each girl makes a uoise like a fife. 
'They rumble and roar through the Halls with 

such strife 
That you never did see such a club in your life, 

as Normal Ped. 

Normal Ped ! Normal Ped ! 
Oh, what a lark! Oh what a lark! 
They think they're going to give a play, 
But I tell you in secret they'll rue the day 
When the treasurer brings in the bills to pay 
To the poor old Ped. 

Orpheus Glee Club Notes 
THE Orpheus Club started up well 

once more with its new semi-annually 
elected staff, who were placed in office 
on Wednesday, February 2, in the regu
lar meeting held in Miss Howard's 
room. 

The officers elected for the ensuina' 
term are: President, Mrs. John II. 
Mcaffie; Vice-President, Miss Emma 
Voorhees; Secretary, Miss Catherine 
Hulsizer; Treasurer, Mr. T. Ried; 
SIONAL Representative., Miss Margaret 
Middleton. 

Margaret Middleton. 

Philomela 

THE Glee Club has had two very 
instructive lessons in Phonics. We now 
say blue in place of bloo, and dew in 
place of doo. 

A number of the members of Philo
mela distinguished themselves by their 
singing at the faculty reception given 
hv T)r. Green. 

Our two favorite songs are "The 
Stars Are Shining in Heaven," "For 
You." 

We will now have the roll called: 
Miss Green, Miss Brown, etc. Side re
mark: "Two pretty colors." 

Emily Ohning. 
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Model Senior Girls 
-V REWARD of five cents' worth of 

rough-note will be given to the person 
presenting to the discipline committee 
a device by means of which Miss 
T - wn - - nd's flow of French may be 
permanently stopped. 

Why does Cupid sit and gaze at the 
picture of the 1908 class? For further 
information, apply to Minerva. 

M iss D - c - - is requested to save the 
energy that she wastes carrying on con
versation during study periods until 
Virgil class. 

The following conversation was over
heard after the last reception: 

"Give me a kiss, my darling, do," 
He said as he gazed in her eyes so blue. 
"I won't," said she, "you lazy elf, 
Screw up your lips, and help yourself." 

Rather exciting, isn't it ? Ask M. R. 
Miss P-r-i-n-e was unable to pre

pare her Current Events because she 
could no t  f ind the book with the Nor th  
Pole in it. 

Miss 0 - d (to Mr. S -1 - n - e. who 
remains seated while reciting) : Please 
rise, F - n - k. 

F - n - k gets up and sits down again. 
Have you heard that Dido, one of 

Virgil's favorite goddesses, had a beau 
(bow). Ask Mr. C -1 - f - y. 

AT iss H-o-w-1 says that inflection 
is the declension of a verb. 

Some of Milton's pictorial language 
seems to be un com prehemdible to Miss 
T - w -.e - d. 

Miss W - o - d - r - f (translating Vir
gil) : "He was put out as to his eye." 

We have a very bashful pupil in our 
History class, who sits on the front 
seat. He is so bashful that he cannot 
take notes. His bashfulness is quite 
unfortunate, for he says it keeps him 
from reciting. We trust that some of 
his bashfulness shall have left him be
fore he leaves Miss 0 - d's class. 

Miss H-m-l-n is greatly worried 
over the fast that one of the members of 
our History class has taken his depar
ture. 

Miss W-o-d-r-f (getting slightly 
mixed in grammar) : Shakespeare was 
written by Hamlet. 

Miss Ashmore now sits at the desk in 
the Senior room. We are all trying to 
be good and she sets an excellent ex
ample. 

A class meeting was held in Miss 
Budd's room on Thursday, February 
the third. The following officers w ere 

elected: President, Norman Rogers; 

Vice-President, Margaret Taylor; Sec
retary, Louise Howell; Treasurer, 

Walter Claffy. 
Florence Clement. 
Mable Councell. 

Senior Boys 
EVERY year we make new discoveries 

about the learning of the ancient Ro
mans and Greeks which throw new light 
on matters which were previously dark 
mysteries. Thus, Herodotus' story of 
the African dwarfs was supposed to he 
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a mere fabrication until recently, when 
explorations in Africa brought to light 
just such a tribe of pygmies as the 
ancient Greek author had described. 

The latest discovery is somewhat 
similar, and goes to show that the Ro
mans were not so far behind modern 
times as one might think. Some wide
awake pupil in the Virgil class found a 
passage in which the poet spoke of an 
"embroidered boarder," and another 
which mentioned a "Tying roomer." 
Being unable to explain these allusions 
ourselves, and having been put off by 
evasive answers when we questioned the 
instructor in Virgil, we were forced to 
call on outside aid, and, therefore, we 
wrote to several well-known authorities, 
asking their opinions. We print the 
answer of one in full: 

"Gentlemen: On receiving your let
ter T looked ov er the passages you cited, 
and reached the following conclusions: 
The 'flying roomer' is easily explained 
when you remember that the roomer 
found himself without the sestertii to 
pay his bill it was natural for him to 
'take unto himself wings.' The other 
allusion, however, cannot be disposed of 
so easily. It is possible that the 'tattoed 
man" belonging to the Circus Maxi-
mus (The Greatest Show on Earth), 
was not allowed to remain on the 
grounds at night, but had to board in 
the town, whence the appelation 'em
broidered boarder.' This is only a 
suggestion, however. Tours sincerely, 
E. F. A." 

A few sentences from Senior English 
papers: 

"Milton was born in Broad street, 

C'lieapside, London, when he was verv 
young." * * * 

After a long absence his wife re
turned to him, and soon afterwards he 
wrote 'Paradise Lost.*' 

In Virgil: Miss Shropshire (trans
lating)—"The Alassilian knights with 
t h e i r  c l o s i n g  l i n e s .  • * * *  . »  

Miss C - - p - r, waking up: "Did 
you say clothes lines ?" 

Minton, in Virgil: "He skum over 
the waves." 

Rogers, a little later: "Take pity on 
our slippery homes." 

In the Homer class: C - - e: "They 
brang—." 

Miss G - -t: "ATou mean they brung, 
don't you ?" 

ISTeafie (Telling news to Leigh, who, 
as usual, has been away from School 
some weeks)—"Heard about the awful 
accident in "trig." class ?" 

Leigh (excited)—"What was it ?" 
Heafie—"Prof. Seeor dropped a 

perpendicular." 

LAUGHABLE IMERICKS 
OF A 

ITERARY 
UNATIC. 

No matter liow far you may travel 
And see presidents weilding the gavel, 

To learn how to do it, 
•Tust watch O. B. Hewitt; 

He hammers the block into gravel. 

C. Minton, the orator heady, 
As a fusser's a trifle unsteady. 

He has nice golden hair, 
But, maidens, beware, 

He's married to six girls already. 
Arthur E. Case. 
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H. S. B. Girls 
At oxir r egular class meeting, the fol

lowing officers were elected: 
Pres.—Irvin lingers. 
Vice Pres.—Charlotte Worthrup. 
Treas.—Robert Leavitt. 
Sec'y—Caroline Carroll. 
The SIGNAL notes have been suffer

ing from nervous prostration. The class 
either refuses to say bright things, or 
can't. Will the class please gpt .to 
work and-say something worth,while 
for the sake of the SIGNAL? The fol
lowing is the result of hard scraping! 

Miss Wvckoff helped us out by giving 
the following definition in geometry. 
" Parallel lines will go to infinity 
without meeting." 

ben Miss X - ws - me and the Pres
ident meet, they will have to get a step-
ladder. 

We should all enjoy reading F-nny 
B - ru - rd's paper on coffee-pots. It 
would doubtless he very original and 
instructive. 

(Take notice) Sophomores, it is to 
be noted that we can boast a Lion and 
a Mouse! The Lion made its appear
ance in September. The Mouse was 
discovered a few days ago in the Lit
erature class. 

In the Sophomore room, 
Where -the roses bloom, 

What's the excitement there? 
Why, they're changed it into an Opera House, 
And we're going to see "The Lion and the 

Mouse." 

Miss Baldwin—Mr. B - rn - rd, cor
rect this sentence: "The man can 
neither see in his right eye or his left 
eye." 

H - r - Id B - rn - rd—He cannot se e 
at all. 

What's a pony, girls? Was that one 
we saw in French class the other day ? 

If Addison isn't careful, some of ou r 
Fourth Period Literature class are go 
ing to rival him in the "Sir Roger de 
Coverly Papers." 

(A left-over note) after the lecture 
011 " The Ancient Mariner:" 

L - na SI - ck—"Say, did Coleridge 
die of romantic fever ?" 

H. S. B. Boys 
ONE of our bright members has in

dulged in poetic ( ?) flights, and, al
though, on account of his youth, he does 
not come up to Shakespeare, yet we 
have great expectations. The follow
ing is the result of one of his attacks: 

As I was walking in the park 
A curious person I did meet. 

He had a good appearance, 
But his shoes were full of feet. 

He cast his eyes upon me, 
But still retained his sight. 

He glanced toward his left side , 
And yet—he looked all right. 

He threw himself upon a bench, 
By what hands I do not know. 

Then from a flask into a cup 
He poured his tale of woe. 

"I left my watch upstairs," he said, 
"I fear it will run down. 

I may not be a king, although, 
Upon my hat's a crown." 

Alas, this solemn stranger, 
I left him and went home, 

And now I have transcribed 
His story in this "pome." 
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B - rn - rd, as a result of his method 
of sliding downstairs from chapel, 
seems to have been slightly deranged. 
This has resulted in numerous batty 
remarks, an example of which occurred 
in rhetoric one day. It was in the 
form of a dialogue: 

Prof. S.—Now, suppose you were 
going to write on the subject "Locomo
tive," what would come under "Loco
motive ?" 

B - rn - rd — Why—er—a—fesser— 
Oh! I know. The wheels. 

USE AUNT EMILY'S PAPER 
DOLLS. 

They will amuse small children for 
hours at a time. Made with great 
care. 
Price. . . .per set, reproductions of en
tire IL S. B. Class. Very life
like. . . .cheap. 

. . . .  P e r  s e t  o f  S .  M .  S .  t e a c h e r s ,  a l l  
accurately drawn cheaper. 
For sale by E. L. M - rt - n, H. S. B. 

Already a plot has been discovered 
to assassinate the "Hon. Pres." Alas! 
More particulars later. 

Robert K. Leavitt. 

Grammar A 
Miss Brewster: "What event in his

tory happened in 1792?" 
II - - e - m : "Why—a—didn't Colum

bus discover America?" (The Septem
ber massacres in the French revolution 
were in 1792). 

Miss Helen Case of the Grammar A 
class has gone on an extended trip to 
Florida. Miss Case will be absent from 
school a bout two weeks. 

Grammar B 
Miss Pa-m-nt-r: "What is the 

typical southern colony ? 
I - a T -om - s - n: Massachusetts. 
Aliss Pa-m-nit-r: Have you lost 

your wits, I - a ? 
Ella Freas. 

A II-6 
Miss S - e - h - - d (in Zoology class) : 

"What do these bettles live on ?" 
Flustered Student: "Why, on aphro

dites (aphides)." 
Miss R - - d: "The sea anemone 

isn't what you would call elaborate." 
Ironic Teacher: "No, he isn't very 

fancy. He doesn't even wear a beard." 
Miss K - u - e (in answering for 

arithmetic problems): "I have them 
all, Professor Scobey, but I didn't get 
the right answers." 

Miss F - e -1 - - d: "This lyric on 
'Acorn' (a corn) sounds rather jerky. 
There must be something wrong with its 
feet." 

Wo were requested last month to 
write an original lyric. The following 
is a typical example of the poetical abil
ity of our class. 

"A WINTER'S DAT." 
Snowing, snowing, blowing, blowing, 

All the day; 
Clouds are flying o'er the tree tops 

Dow and gray. 

Shoveling, shoveling, hustling, hustling 
All the time; 

Boys are cleaning off the sidewalks 
For a dime. 

We feel very happy to have passed 
our first term here so well. We now 
intend to get down to good hard work 
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again and bear with dignity the re
sponsibility of A-II's. 

Miss L - o - a - d (in Botany) : "The 
specimen which 1 have is covered with 
porous holes." 

Dr. L-a-e-t: "Notice who your
selves are so that we can get straight." 

Brilliant student (in Botany) : "I 
should think plants and animals are 
different, in that plants are green and 
animals are not. Some humans are, 
though." 

Ethel R. Bell. 

B 1 
SINCE the last issue of THE SIGNAI, 

we have completed our first term at 
Normal. The membership of the class 
may be glad to learn that 1909's B-l 
class compared favorably with the B-l 
classes of other years. 

Professor Sc - b - y: What is evolu
tion ? 

Mss D-l-n-y: A drawing out. 
Professor Sc-b-y (dubiously): Of 

a tooth. 
Miss C-n--l-y: Of course, I 

knew when it was raininar. O 
Miss R - -1 - y: You must have been 

a very bright pupil. 
And the whole class agreed with the 

teacher. 
Miss B - ys - n: Xn o ne the air goes 

up, in the other it comes down. 
Miss R - -1 - y: One stripe up, and 

one stripe down. 

Hlumnl Botes 

graduated. Among those who have re 
ceived schools are: Miss Frances Gor
don, Trenton; Miss Alice Mumper, Me-
tuchen ; Miss Mary Warne, Hart's Cor
ner ; Miss Edith Van Home, Fleming-
ton; Miss Jessie Lawrence, Lyndhurst; 
Miss Dora Adams, North Bergen; Miss 
Louise. Furman, Princeton. 

Miss Lydia B. Macpherson, Model, 
'07, has gone from Swarthmore to 
Teachers' College, Columbia Univer
sity, to take a course in Domestic Sci
ence, where Miss Elizabeth Macpherson 
is doing work in Physical Training. 

Miss Elsie Oornew, who was gradu
ated from Model, '04, Normal, Febru
ary, '06, was graduated from the library 
course of Drexel Institute last June, 
and has been appointed to library work 
under the New York City system. 

Following chapel (on the night of 
February 15 the names of the students 
in the class of 1910 of Vassal* College 
receiving the highest marks during the 
four-year college course were announced 
by the President of the Senior class. 
Among these was Helen W. Landon, of 
Bordentown, who was first honor girl 
of the Model class of 1906. 

Bicbanoes 5£ 

IN the Normal February class, '10, 
nine graduates of the Model School 

THE exchanges received this month 
were unusually good and interesting-
The Acropolis, Newark, N. J., is a 

paper which steadily improves in its 
general arrangement and the quality of 
its literary work. The story of "The 
Two Billies" is particularly well writ
ten. What is the secret of your success, 
Acropolis? 
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The Advocate, Nc\v Brunswick, X". 
J., is also a well edited paper. Your 
exchange department is good. 

The Student, Cranford, X. J., might 
be somewhat improved by more stories. 
X our "A Story of Faces" is clever. 

Other exchanges received and ac
knowledged with thanks are The Oracle, 
Plainfield, X. J.; The Maple Leaf, 
Xorristown, X. J.; The Clarion, 
Washington, X. J.; The. Silent Worker, 
Trenton; The Karux, Phillipsburg, X. 
J.; The Penningtonian, Pennington 
Seminary; The Breeze, Blair Academy. 

"My dear boy," said a country 
school-master to a promising scholar, 
whose quarter was up, "does your 
father design that you should tread the 
intricate and thorny path of a profes
sion, the straight and narrow way of the 
ministry, or revel amidst the flowery 
fields of literature ?" 

"Xo, sir," replied the prodigy, "Dad 
says he's going to set me to work in the 
later patch.".—Ex. 

Maid: "Dinner is quite ready, sir. 
Poet: Hush! A beautiful thought 

is hovering near me. I must sacrifice 
my soup. 

Little Daughter (reading) : In Win
ter every animal puts on a fur coat. 

Father: Don't speak to loudly, my 
pet. Mamma's in the next room.— 
Life. 

Egotism is self-reliance on parade.— 
Life. 

"Thrice armed is he who hath his 
quarrel just," he murmured, apropos of 
nothing. 

"Yes," said a friend standing by, 
"but four times he who gets his blow in 
first."-—Lippincoit's. 

"Yearly everybody has a well devel
oped sense of curiosity." 

"Think so?" 
•ypnj—a'tiAvop 

-opisdn rodud eqq urn} piAv qdurSurad 
siqi oos oq AV oplood oq} jo }soui 'so^„ 

The new housemaid had just opened 
the door in response to Wigglesby's ring. 

"Is Miss Darborough in ?" asked 
W igglesby. 

"Yis, sor; she's in, sorr, but she's en
gaged," said the maid. 

"Yes, I know," smiled Wigglesby, 
"I'm what she's engaged to."—Harp
er's Weekly. 

There was a young fellow named 
Wright, 

Who studied the birds in their flight. 
"If these sparrows can fly, 
Why in thunder can't I ?" 

Quoth he, and he proved he was right. 

A Man of Law 
"What are they moving the church 

for ?" 
"Well, stranger, I'm mayor of these 

diggins', and I'm fer law enforcement. 
We've got an ordinance what says no 
saloon shall be nearer than 300 feet 
from a church. I give 'em three days 
to move the church.—Chicago Legal 
News. 
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Modern Lullaby 
Bichlorides keep thee, 

And save thee from harm; 
Tangents and theories 

Will guard 'gainst alarm. 
—Lippincotts. 

A High Course 
He: Do you believe in the higher edu

cation for girls \ 
She: Oh, yes. I'm taking lessons 

in aviation already.—Boston Herald. 

"All is not literature that letters." 
"Know thyself, but tell no one what 

thou knowest." 
"A fool is one who gives advice to a 

wise man and thinks him a fool for not 
taking it." 

"The only boundary to sympathy is 
its starting point." 

"If man saw the present as clearly 
as he thinks he sees the past and the 

future he would be more careful of it." 
"A love letter is a lie addressed to one 

who doesn't want to know the truth." 
"How often we curse the man w ho 

succeeds by the standards Ave ou rselves 
set!" 

And thev are all true. —Li f e .  

The Skilful Feminine 
The Girl (rather weary at 11:30 

P. M.) : I don't know a tiling about 
baseball. 

The Beau: Let me explain it to 
you. 

The Girl: Very well. Give me a n 
i l lustrat ion of  a  home run.— Life.  

Rensselaer \ 
Polytechnic^^, 

Institute, 
Troy, N.Y. 

Local examinations provided for. Send for a catalogue. 



Beddiges  & Eisenberg  ALWAYS TH E LA TEST IN 

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

220 E. Stale St. Trenton, N. J. 

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

C A R T  K 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 
"SAMPECK" and 

OUR OWN MAKE 

Vannes t ,  Coleman & Co.  
Tailors and Clothiers 

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

THOMAS TRAPP'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. 
Men's Furnishings 

3 S. Broad Street 

" Model Confectionery " 
A Full Line of 

FINE CONFECTIONERY 

A l w a y s  o n  H a n d  

S. B. ASTBTTRY 
582 PERRY STREET 

MORRIS GUTMAKER 
Gents' and Ladies' 

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

Repairing, Cleaning and Pressing Neatly Done 

The Nearest Jewelry Store to 
State Schools 

Port & Goodwin 
314 EAST STATE STREET 

REPAIRING UNEXCELLED 



THE HOTTEL CO . No StamPs NO Trick* 
No Schemes 

33 E. State St. 

UNUSUAL 
VALUES IN 

50 Cent Neckwear 
HATTERS and HABERDASHERS 

MRS. HOPPE 

Model Millinery 
Corner Southard and Perry Streets. 

For Tasty Lunches 
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. TJPDIKK, President , T-1 
HOBT. W. KENNEDY, Sec'y-Vi-easnrer Either Phone 

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. 

Courteous Service Prompt Delivery 

Highest Values 

BULLOCK BROS. 
THE GROCERS 

2 20 N. Clinton Avenue 

Ralph Brandt 
PRINTING 

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

Bell Phone 621-A Inter-State 359 

J. B . GARRISON 
Dealer in 

MEATS and GROCERIES 

Pure Goods at Healthy Prices 

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

Mrs. A, E. Fo; 
Ladies '  and Gents '  

Furnishings  

• • . F A N C Y  G O O D S .  
206 N. Clinton Avenue 



BOOKS--New and Old 
TRAVER'S BOOK STORE 

108 South Broad Street 

THE NEW DR UG S TORE 
By the Post Office 

ARTHUR SCHWARTZ, Ph. 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 
in 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  S ta 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 subject-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, &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 conveniences. 
The sleeping rooms are nicely furnished. 

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



"THE SNEEZO" 
Our new EYE GLASS MOUNTING is both secure and comfortable—" can't even sn eeze t hem 

off." You are sure of CORRECT GLASSES by 

Consulting the Specialists of t he 

APPLEGATE'S OPTICAL ROOMS 
Established 1880 

F. C. LEAMING, P resident 

Sun Optical Mfg. Company 
Incorporated 1899 

Cor. Sta te and Warren Sts. 
TRENTON, N. J. 

M A N N I N G S  Choice Cut F1 owers 

THE GIFT SHOP 

Thousands of Newest Sheet and 
Framed Pictures 

Let us do your Picture Framing 

20-22 S. BROAD STREET 

Dress Well 
iT000 styles t0 select from. All wool suits and overcoats at suits 

$13-75 to $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 

WILLIAM HOFFMAN, M'g'r 

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

Croft & Allen's 3 0c. Assorted Choco
lates, 21c. lb. 

HOT OR COLD "J 
SODA DRINKS L 
OR SUNDAES J 

MILLER'S DRUG STORE 
barren and Hanover Sts., Trenton, N. J. 

5C-

Always to be had at 

MARTIN C. RIBSAM'S STORE 

Also Ferns and Palms for the Rooms an d 

Hall Decorations. Assortment Large 

Cor. Broad and Front Sts. 

A Model, Modem 
Laundry.... 

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

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

Blakely Laundry 
But h Phones 517 11-13 S. Warren St. 

"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 l> olir 

Fountain open all year. 


