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The Wonderman 
Winning Story in the Final Contest. 

IT was just half-past eight on a bright 
May morning. The sun shone down 
merrily 011 the green earth, the sky was 
so blue that the little clouds floating 
upon it looked like snow, the grass, from 
which the dew had not yet disappeared 
sparkled like jewels in the morning 
glow. 

Little Betty walked slowly up the 
broad gravelled path that led to the 
Rectory. She had walked up that path 
ever so many times, but this time all 
was different. She walked very 
straight, turning neither to right nor to 
left. She did not stop to say "Good 
morning" to the tall hollyhocks that-
guarded the path with stately dignity, 
she did not stoop to kiss the dear baby 
candytufts that nodded their tiny white 

faces toward her as she passed. When 
she stood before the great dark door, she 
paused. The shining knocker gleamed 
invitation from his staring eyes, his 
wide month was parted in a smile, but 
Betty did not heed that. She slowly 
thrust her hand into her pocket and 
drew out a round, pink stone and 
pressed it against her round pink cheek. 
For a moment she stood in rapt silence, 
then she dropped the stone into her 
pocket an d standing on tiptoe raised the 
knocker. As it fell, its deep, clear 
tone rang out and almost immediately 
the door opened. A very tall, very thin 
young man peered through his blue 
spectacles at the little girl. 

"Why it's Betty," he said in a deep 
pleasant voice, 

"Oh, dear Wonderman," cried Betty. 
"Please may T see your big box ?" 
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The young man said nothing, but he 
took Betty's little hand in his and led 
her through the wide, quiet hall into 
a big old-fashioned study. In one cor
ner of the room was a small iron safe. 

"What do you keep in the big box?" 
asked Betty, as she had many times 
before. 

"All my treasures," replied the Won-
derman, gravely. 

"Can't you ever get them out," 
queried Betty, with a little pucker ben 
tween her brows. 

"Yes, indeed," returned the Wonder-
man, who having anticipated this ques
tion, had taken a ring full of keys from 
his pocket. "I open it with this key." 

Betty looked at the keys with great 
interest. She was very fond of those 
keys, once when she had had a very 
bad cold the Wonderman had let her 
play with them and she had made be
lieve they were little children, playing 
"ring-a-round a rosy." In her secret 
heart she always pondered how the 
Wonderman could tell which one be
longed to the safe because there were 
so many and they all looked alike. 

The Wonderman moved toward the 
safe, key in hand. 

"I have a treasure," Betty confided 
suddenly. 

The Wonderman beamed down upon 
her. "A treasure," he echoed. "Well! 
Well!" 

"I found it down by the brook," con
tinued Betty, her tone soft and caress
ing. 

"That's just the place to find a treas
ure" cried the Wonderman with enthu
siasm. 

Betty thrust her hand into her pocket 

and drew out the stone. "Isn't it beau
tiful ?" she said. 

"Indeed it is," answered the Wonder
man, taking the stone in his hand and 
turning it over to examine it carefully. 

"I haven't any big box to keep it in," 
murmured Betty wistfully. 

"You may keep it in mine," declared 
the Wonderman with decision, "We 
will put it there now." He thrust the 
key into the lock and the heavy door 
swung open. 

Betty peered inside with eager eyes. 
"But your treasures are only paper," 
she said with deep disappointment. 

The Wonderman smiled gently. "So 
they are, dear—only paper. Yours is 
the best for God made it. How let's 
see—where shall vre put it?" 

"In that little drawer." Betty indi
cated the desired place with her rosy 
forefinger. 

The Wonderman opened the drawer 
and handed the treasure to Betty. She 
lifted it tenderly to her cheek. "It feels 
so nice and cool," she whispered. Then 
she thrust it into the farthest corner 
of the little drawer and watched earger-
ly while the Wonderman locked the door 
and dropped the keys into his pocket. 

When he rose and faced her, Betty 
turned hurriedly. "Oh! I must hurry, 
'cause it's most- time for school!" and 
without a backward glance, she ran out 
through the hall and down the gravelled 
path l>etween the hollyhocks. 

Dear Teacher smiled when Betty 
took her seat. Dear Teacher always 
smiled at Betty, and every time a little 
song bubbled up into Betty's heart, a 
little song without any words at all. 
Betty loved Dear Teacher better than 
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•anyone in the world except Mother and 
Father and the Wonder man. Jimmy 
Horn, who sat next to Betty, leaned 
over and whispered in here ear. 

"See what I got fer teacher!" was 
what he said. 

Betty looked and smiled appreciative^ 
ly. It was a beautiful slingshot made 
from a smooth peeled twig. 

"It's her birthday," he continued, 
"and the milkman told ma that the par
son sent her a Who le big bunch of roses." 

Betty's heart sang. Dear Teacher's 
birthday and to think that she had noth
ing to give her! Why had not the Won-
dennan told her when he sent a whole 
big bunch of roses? Throughout the 
morning, her spirits were very low, but 
when at noon she saw Jimmy ostenta
tiously presenting his gift, an inspira
tion seized her. 

Resolutely she walked to the desk 
and faced Dear Teacher. "Dear Teach
er," she said, "I didn't know that it was 
your birthday or I would have brought 
you my treasure. But now it's locked 
up tight in the Wonderman's box. 
Al lien school is over, I'll run fast and 
get it for you." 

Dear Teacher looked down at Betty 
with a tender smile. "You dear baby!" 
she whispered, and stooped and kissed 
Betty's red mouth. "You dear, dear 
baby! You must keep your pretty 
treasure in the Wonderman's box, for 
it is very safe there and I have no box 
to put it in." 

The little song in Betty's heart al
most turned into words—but she 
couldn't, just tell what the words were. 

The sweet May days went flying by, 
each one bringing some new revelation 

of sweetness. Often in the early morn
ings Betty went into the little Rectory 
•garden and ate her breakfast with the 
AAYnderman. Then they talked together 
about many things, but most of all 
about the treasure and about Dear 
Teacher. And when breakfast was 
over, hand in hand, they always went 
in and looked ait th e treasure hidden so 
safely in the little drawer. Then Betty 
always held the stone against her cheek 
and said, "It's a nice treasure, isn't 
it, Won derma 11 ?" and the Wonderman 
always answered, "It's the best kind of 
a treasure, Betty, for God made it." 
Often, too, in the afternoon when school 
was out, Betty walked down the shady 
street holding on tightly to Dear Teach
er's hand and the Wonderman came out 
of his garden and walked along too, 
and they talked together about the treas
ure hidden so safely in the big iron box. 

One day as Betty and Dear Teacher 
walked down the shadowy road, the 
Wonderman did not come out to walk 
with them. He did not see them pass
ing by and when Betty started to call 
him, Dear Teacher said, "Don't," quite 
sharply, as she did sometimes to Jimmy 
when he talked in school. Betty's heart 
gave a little jump and her red lips 
quivered, but then Dear Teacher was 
very gentle and she told Betty a story, 
only it was a sad story and made Betty 
cry. It made Dear Teacher cry a little 
too, Betty thought, for she was quite 
sure that it was tears that made Dear 
Teacher's eyes so bright. 

The succeeding days were the most 
beautiful days in the world. Betty's 
heart sang all the time now, even tho ugh 
she didn't often see the treasure. The 
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Wonderman was very busy and sat and 
wrote and wrote and wrote. He was 
very kind to Betty when she came and 
stood beside him, but he always said 
that she mustn't talk to him now be
cause he had much work to do. So 
Betty played quietly about the garden 
awhile and then ran off to school, as 
happy as a happy little girl could be. 

One afternoon when the girls and 
boys had all gone home from school, and 
when only Betty and Dear Teacher re
mained, Dear Teacher laid her head 
down on her desk and though Betty 
couldn't see, she know that Dear Teach
er wa.s crying. She crept up softly to 
Dear Teacher's side, and rested her 
cheek against her brown, soft hair. 

"What's the matter, Dear Teacher?" 
she asked gently. "Have you got a 
headache ?" This seemed to Betty the 
right question to ask for when Mother 
felt bad she always had a headache. 

"N"o, d ear, " Dear Teacher whispered 
softly. "I am just sorry, very, very 
sorry, because I was foolish. Once a 
great, treasure was offered to me and 
T would not take it—and now—and 
now—I wish for it more than for anv-
thing else in the world." 

Betty's heart gave a g reat bound. Her 
treasure—and to think Dear Teacher 
w anted it so,! She drew away from 
Dear Teacher's side and ran out 
through the open door. She fairlv flew 
into the Rectory garden. It, was quite 
empty and the flowers had a, drooping, 
untended look, but Beth- did not notice 
that. She walked, uninvited, through 
the quiet hall into the study, and stood 
still beside the Wonderman who sat and 
wrote and wrote and wrote. 

"Wonderman," said Betty, "I want 
my treasure," 

The Wonderman gave a start, of sur
prise, then looked down questioningly 
into the eager little face. "Don't you 
want to keep it in my big' box any 
longer ?" he asked. 

Betty's lips quivered a little. "Yes, 
I do, but I can't, 'cause I am going to 
give it to Dear Teacher." 

The Wonderman's face grew grave 
and he rose quietly from his seat, taking 
his keys from his pocket. Betty watched 
him unlock the safe with wistful eyes. 
When it was open, she drew out the lit
tle drawer and took t he little pink stone 
in her hand. She pressed it against her 
cheek. How smooth it felt, and to 
think that she could never feel it again 
—never press its cool pinkness against 
her cheek—never hold its full round
ness in her hand. Her lips quivered 
ominously. 

The Wonderman peered at her 
through his blue glasses, then quite 
suddenly he lifted her in his arms and 
sat down in his big arm chair. 

"NOAV tell me all about it," he said 

with wonderful gentleness. 
"Well," began Betty, gulping down 

a big sob that would come up and choke 
her. I )ear Teacher was crying. She 
wouldn't take my treasure 011 her birth
day and now she wants it, And Papa 
says that if you offer a thing, its of
fered for always." 

"That's so," murmured the Wonder
man, reflectively. "But are you sure 
she wants it ?" 

es, 'cause she said so. She said 

she once could have had it, the treasure 
you know, and she wouldn't take it; 



T H E  S I G N A L  131 

and now she wants it—she wants it." 
Betty's face was now buried in the 
Wonderman's coat and her voice sound
ed muffled and distant. But slowly on 
the Wonderman's face, there dawned a 
radiant smile. 

"Oome, dear," he said, and in his 
voice was a gladness that gave cheer to 
Betty's overburdened heart. "We'll go 
together and give Dear Teacher the 
treasure." 

He wiped Betty's eyes on his big 
handkerchief and side by side they 
walked up the shady path that led to 
the school house, the treasure clasped 
tightly in Betty's little hand. The lit
tle school was locked and they had to 
turn back and walk to the little cot
tage where Dear Teacher lived. Long 
before they got there, Betty spied Dear 
Teacher's blue dress on the low porch. 
Gravely they ascended the steps and 
stood before Dear Teacher. 

Betty looked appealinglv up into the 
Wonderman's face, for her heart was 
too full for words. Perhaps he was 
too, for though he sent her an answering 
smile, for a moment he did not speak. 
When he did speak his voice was quite 
strange. 

"Dear Teacher," he said, "we have 
brought you the treasure, for we have 
agreed that what is offered is offered for 
always, you know." 

Over Dear Teacher's face came the 
loveliest smi le that Betty had ever seen, 
as she took the treasure from Betty's 
hand, and her lips parted. But Bsttv 
did not wait to hear her speak. She 
ran down the steps and along the shady 
road. Her hand felt empty, oh, so 
empty but in her heart was the little 

song and this time it bubbled up into 
words, "Oh, I am so glad! I am so 
glad!" 

.Jane K. I.ynd (Shakespeare). 

The George Junior Republic 
I.\ 1890 Wm. B. George, having be

come interested in some boys from the 
slums of Hew York, took them for a 
two weeks' trip at his country home at 
Freeville, X. Y., a few were placed in 
the homes of relatives and friends, but 
the larger part were gathered under his 
care in one house. The result was so 
successful that the next, yea r some two 
hundred boys lived in tents enjoying 
the country for several weeks. But 
farmers in that neighborhood soon he-
gun to demand protection from these 
lawless city visitors. It was seem, that 
something in the way of occupation be
sides their drill must be provided for 
the boys and that there must be some 
sort of police system. Mr. George de
cided to establish a miniature law court 
and system among the boys to be work
ed out by themselves, Haw laws were 
made and the principle, "Hothing with
out Lalior," vras established. This was 
the beginning of Avhat is now "The 
George Junior Republic." 

The experiment started with nearly 
two hundred citizens AVIIO sp ent two 
months in the country. Three classes 
of labor were established, the unskilled, 
the middle and the skilled. E'ach boy 
Avas thus given an opportunity to rise. 

An aluminum currency Avas estab
lished. Unskilled labor was paid fifty 
cents a day, the middle seventy and the 
skilled ninety. Each boy must pay thir-
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tv cents a day for meals, ten cents for 
lodging and a tax of three cents. The 
working day was from eight to twelve. 

With prosperity .came the opportu
nity to buy outside commodities and 
established retail centres. Boys who had 
five dollars could buy a pass which en
titled tliern to go and come as they 
pleased. To prevent those who had this 
privilege from underselling those in the 
republic a duty of twenty-five cents was 
levied on every dollar's worth of goods 
brought into the republic from outside. 
This lead to the tariff discussion. A 
committee was appointed and a consti
tution was di awn up modelled on that 
of the United States. Five Congress
men were chosen for the term of one 
week. Senators held a two week's of
fice. A grand jury dealt with all of
fenders. 

In the fall when the boys were ready 
to return home their savings were re
deemed in products of the farm. In 
some eases boys received enough pota
toes to last their families all winter. 

Now, the visitor to Freeville will see, 
just outside the city limits, a group of 
plain buildings, standing on a farm of 
tiro hundred and fifty acres, the pres
ent home of the republic. Here there 
are nearly two hundred boys and girls. 
The boys enter between the ages of four
teen and seventeen, the atirls vounanr 

' ~ • O 
There is work for all to do. Some of 
the boys w ork as farmers, some as me
chanics. There is an up-to-date bakery 
which supplies the hotels and cottages, 
and where the G. J. R brand of gin
ger wafer is made. A restaurant is 
run by the girls. 

Every child under sixteen must at

tend school. Some of the boys have 
gone to Cornell, one to Harvard Law 
School. 

The republic attempts to prepare for 
true citizenship. The record of many 
former pupils shows the attempt to have 
been successful. The success is largely 
due to the wonderful personality of the 
fonn der—''Daddy'' George. 

* * * A II-2. 

Donald 
IT was twilight. A pale moon 

glimmered faintly in the frosty sky, and 
one bright star glowed softly. The pun
gent odor of burning' leaves lingered in 
the crisp, cool air, and a light wind 
stirred the dead leaves beneath the trees, 
with a swishing, whispering sound. 

Farmer Brown walked briskly across 
the fields, where piles of dead corn
stalks loomed, ghost-like against the twi
light sky. The brisk winds of Octo
ber stung his cheeks into ruddy color, 
and nipped his rough hands with a 
sharp, keen pain. He quickened his 
pace until lie came to the low farm 
house where he lived. 

Inside a cheery fire danced on th e 
hearth. A low arm chair was drawn up 
to the cozy blaze, and the farmer's slip
pers were placed upon the hearth-stone. 
Lizbeth was bending above the stove, 
stirring some savory stew in prepara
tion for the evening meal. Madame 
Kntrina was purring drowsily before 
the fire, while the two kittens, Mavour-
noen and Molly Bawn, played riotous
ly about ber. 

The farmer sank wearily into his 
armchair, drew off his long boots, and 
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thrust his cold toes into the slippers be
fore him. 

"Cold to-night," he ventured, curtly, 
stretching his numb fingers toward the 
comforting blaze, "Looks like we'd have 
a frost soon." 

Lizheth nodded, half-heartedly, not 
even r aising her head to meet her hus
band's eve?. 

The last steaming dish was borne 
to the table. Farmer Brown drew up 
his chair and did full justice to the de
licious meal. Lizbetb ate little. She 
toyed with the food on her plate making 
a pretense at eating, that her husband 
might not perceive her langor. 

I he t all clock in the hall struck seven 
slow strokes, iarrner Brown rose from 
the table, filled his pipe, and reseated 
himself before the fire. Lizheth me
chanically cleared the dishes from the 
table. When the last shin inglass was 
put in its accustomed place, the last 
plate lifted to the high rack, Lizheth 
turned the lamp down and sank into 
a low rocker. The sharp crackling of 
the fire, the singing of the cheery ket
tle, the low wail of the wind outside 
the house—only these sounds broke the 
stillness of the half darkened room. 

Fanner Brown, rousing, took the 
pipe from his lips, and studied covertly 
the woman opposite him. The soft 
glow of the fire touched her dusky hair 
i evoaling here and there a thread of 
silver. There were lines on her face 
~ -fine line s of weariness and anxiety. 
^ here wore the pretty roses that had 
glowed in her cheeks only twenty years 
ago? Where was the light that had 
shone in the eyes of the girl he loved ? 

I G N A L  1 3 3  

"Lizheth," he asked softly, "what's 
the matter, honey ?" 

Lizheth was very tired. The gentle 
sympathy in his rough voice caused 
great, tears to well up in her eyes. 

"Why — nothing's the matter, 
•Tames, she faltered. "I'm just a lit
tle tired, that's all." 

"You're working too hard," he as
serted. "You mustn't do it, Lizheth." 

"But, James," she sighed, "what can 
T do ?" 

I here was a pause. I he clock ticked 
colemnlv; the kittens purred softly, a 
boy, passing the house, whistled, high 
and sweet, the tune of some new song. 
Then—silence. 

"I reckon I know what to do, Liz
heth," the farmer said at last, "we'll 
have to get a hoy." 

"A boy ? Hire a boy ?" queried Liz
heth. 

"Well, not exactly," drawled the 
farmer. "My idea was to send to the 
Home at Barrett,sville and get us a 
good strong boy who can help us along 
in. the work." 

"Ah, James," Lizheth cried, joyous
ly , that would be lovely. Do write 
soon." 

So in due time the letter was written 
and dispatched to the Children's Ref
uge at Barrettsville, but the simple-
minded farmer, being unaccustomed to 
such matters, neglected to state why he 
wanted the boy, or what age he desired 
In due time came the answer—the boy 
would arrive on the 7:30 train the fol
lowing evening. 

Great, excitement now reigned in the 
little farm-house. All day long Liz-
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both worked in the kitchen compound
ing such dainties as would win the heart 
of any laddie. All day long Mary 
Alice Connor, red-haired and raw-
boned, an importation from a neighbor
ing farm-house, vigorously wielded 
broom and duster until, shining with 
cleanliness each stiff chair was placed 
primly against the wall, and each de
corous centrepiece was placed in the ex
act mathematical centre of each polish
ed table in the boy's room. 

The day passed as if weighted with 
lead. The clock ticked the hours^with a 
maddening slowness. At four, the farm
er drove his sorrel mare around the 
house, and Lizbeth, dressed in her very 
best black silk gown, climbed into the 
old surrey beside him, and they started 
off to meet the welcome newcomer. 

The sun set in a blaze of glory. The 
rosy glow of evening faded, and deep
ened into the violet twilight. Afar off 
Lizbeth could see the dim purple out
lines of the distant hills, girdled by a 
necklace of shining lights from the cot
tage windows. A tiny crescent moon 
gleamed wanlv against the violet dusk. 
Silence-—and then the low, sweet tolling c? 
of the vesper bell, and Lizbeth bowed 
her head in reverence of the holy hour. 

It was dark when they reached the 
railroad station. The platform was de
serted, save for a cluster of chattering 
girls, and a group of young men loung
ing nearby. Going inside, Lizbeth 
looked about her in bewilderment. 
Surely the train had come. It was due 
fully ten minutes ago, hut—where was 
the boy ? 

There was one occupant of the wait
ing room. Lizbeth glanced at him, 

then looked again. There was something 
compelling in the frank stare of those 
wide blue-gray eyes, and Lizbeth, act
ing on a sudden impulse went over to 
the child. 

"Good evening," he said gravely, as 
she approached, extending a tiny hand 
to her, "Is you Mrs. Brown ?" 

"Yes," she said, slowly, "who are 
you ?" 

"I'se Donald Meredith," he assured 
her, "an' I'm from flic Children's 
Refuge. I'm awful hungry, so let 's go 
home!" 

Ho tucked his hand in hers with a 
winning smile, and pulled her gently to
ward the door. 

"Donald—wait!" she gasped. "You 
don't understand, child. We sent for a 
big boy—one who could work, and help 
011 the farm. You—why, you're not 
more than six!" 

Slowly the bright smile faded from 
the round, baby-face before her. 

"Then—then I must go back ?" he 
sobbed, questioninglv. "Ah, and I can't 
have a real home after all!" 

Lizbeth looked down upon the strick
en child. A great wave of motherly 
pity swept over her, and impulsively 
she gathered the sobbing boy into her 
arms. 

"There—hush !" she whispered, kiss
ing the tears from his eves, "you shall 
have a home, deary, and a mother, too. 
I guess we can get along without help, 
but a hoy's got to have a mother!" 

That night the little farm-house fair
ly radiated with joyous light. The tall 
candles in the old silver candelabra 
were lighted in honor of the festive oc
casion. There were great plumed cliry -
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santhemums in a crystal vase an the ta
ble. Dainty damask, old silver, and 
fragile china did honor to the little 
stranger, and oh, the supper! It was 
enough to delight the appetite of a god, 
not to mention a hungry little boy. 
There were light, beaten biscuits, thin 
pink slices of h am, snowy potatoes, deli
cate preserves and slices of cake, dainti
ly frosted. What wonder that the little 
boy, accustomed to the simple fare of 
an orphan's home shyly pinched himself 
when he saw the table, to see if he 
were re ally awake. 

That night, as Lizbeth took her ac
customed seat by the fire, a little hand 
stole softly into hers, and two bright 
eyes gazed starlike through the dusk. 

"Please, Muwer Lizbeth," Donald 
faltered, "won't you rock me just a 
little ?" 

Attention 
IN this issue of THE SIGNAL we have 

several pages of advertising matter, 
representing the very best and most up-
to-date merchants in our city. These 
men have placed faith in us and in our 
sense of fairness. They have shown in 
the most substantial way possible their 
willingness to support our interests, 
only asking in return that proposition 
which appeals so stro ngly to Americans, 
that we play fairly and support them,. 

Lizbeth gathered the weary little boy 
to her bosom. She felt two soft arms 
clinging about her neck, a warm cheek 
pressing against her own, and a little 
clinging body close to her beating heart. 
To and fro, to and fro, she swayed, 
crooning a little, half-forgotten lnllaby, 
till Donald's eyelids quivered, then fell, 
like rose-petals against his flushed 
cheeks. 

In the silence that followed Lizbeth 
seemed to hear a low, sweet voice, filled 
with a passion born not only of love, 
but pain. 'Twas the voice of the cruci
fied Christ, saying softly, "In-as-much 
as ye have done it unto this, the least 
of my little ones, ye have done it unto 
me." 

Dorothy Dennis Lynd, A II-5. 

This we have failed to do in the past, 
a few of us through carelessness, the 
greater majority through indifference. 

Fellow students, let this no longer be 
the case: he fair. When about to pur
chase an article, note well what mer
chant selling that article is represented 
in our paper. You will find him to be 
a leader in that line; transact your bus
iness with him. Do this not only for 
the sake of our paper in the future, but 
do it because it's the only honorable and 
fair thing to do. 



136 T H E  S I G N A L  

BASEBALL now occupies the mincls of 
all. A large squad of candidates report 
for practice daily and the present pros
pects look to a successful season on the 
diamond. Few of last year's team are 
in school, but a large amount of prom
ising material has been shown. Al
though the schedule has not bean an-

Philomela Glee Club 

BRISK March winds were heard in 
Glee Club instead of the gentle breezes 
jof May, which our teacher was longing 
for. 

M. Waterman. 

WE have planned to have a reception 
and entertainment in the gymnasium 
on Friday evening. March 24tli, and 
to bold the banquet at the Hotel Ster
ling on Saturday evening, March 25th. ~ L- O" 

AY e are all looking forward to an enjoy
able time. 

Entertainments in the society meeting C1 

were given up during the time required 

nouneed as yet, the manager arranged 
games with a number of strong teams. 
The team will "show the goods," and it 
is up to everyone to cheer and be present 
at the games. The team and associa
tion need your-co-operation. 

B. Goldberg, 1911. 

for the preparation of the arrangements 
for the reception and banquet, but they 
were begun again on March 17th with 
a St. Patrick's Party. The program 
consisted of a farce, entitled, "Advertis
ing for a Companion;" a game called 
"A Musical Romance," and refresh
ments. 

Mary C. Somers. 

Ionian Society 
OUR meetings during March have 

been very busy and enjoyable ones. A\ e 
have been making preparations to en
tertain the 'Hall girls with "An Even
ing on a Plantation." We hope that 
our entertainment may be a great suc
cess. 

Mary Hubbard. 
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• 
Saints 

SINCE the week-end t rip to Scudder's 
Falls we have been too overcome to write 
any notes for your edification. We beg 
your pardon gentle readers. This will 
not happen again, Xo more toots for 
ours! 

N. P. C. 

THE society entertained the Hall 
girls Friday, March 17th, by a play en
titled "The Suffragette." Everyone 
seemed to enjoy it, and we are glad that 
it was such a success. 

Edna E. Kanouse. 

THE first annual banquet and re
nin mi of Shakespeare Society was held 
at Hildebrecht's on March 11th, 1911, 
when ou r members, old and new, gath
ered to "eat, drink and be merry," and 
to forget if possible our defeat of the 
previous evening. 

After partaking of those delicacies, 
which I dare not enumerate lest some 
might be envious, the following pro
gram was rendei*ed: 

Opening A ddress—Toastmistress: 
Guests, Old Members and New Girls! 

Hear me for my cause; and be silent, 
that yon may hear: censure me in your 

wisdom and awake your senses, that 
you may the better judge. You all do 
know the occasion, the tenth anniver
sary of Shakespeare, to which we wel
come you, our guests and our old mem
bers. There is honor for us in your 
presence, pleasure ini your company, 
gratitude for your loyalty. 

But I come not, friends, to steal away your 
hearts: 

I am no orator, as are our speakers; 
But, as you know me all, a loyal member, and 

that, I trust, they know full well. 
That gave me public leave to speak to you. 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action nor utterance, nor the power of speach, 
To make you merry: I only speak right on; 
I tell you that which possibly you know; 
But were I Miss Lynd, and Miss Lynd I, 
There were a member who could do our guests 
The honor they deserve. 
Miss Lynd will speak to you. 

(With apologies to Shakespeare). 
Martha Douns. 

This was followed by a very able 
toast "To Our Guests," namely Miss 
Susan A. Eeillv and Miss Sarah J. Mc-
Xary. Miss Lynd did justice to her 
theme. 

There was no response to the above 
toast, the following reason being given 
at length by our toastmistress: 
"We were to hear from one 
Who doth bestride the narrow world 
Like a colossus: and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about," 
To find ourselves but pigmies. 
But Br. Green, tonight, is not master of his 

fate, 
For business willed that he should not be 

with us. 

"Hays of Old" was the theme of the 
next toast most cleverly and charmingly 
given by Miss Louanna Conover, She 
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told of the events of her formal days 
"that were most precious" to her. 

After a witty little address to "Our 
Old Girls," by Fan II. Durand, the fol
lowing response was made by Genevieve 
Fizler of .Tune, 1908: 

Here's to Shakespeare! 
To the black and gold, 
From the girls known as "old," 
Gray from trying to mold, 
Young ideas as they unfold, 
Here's to Shakespeare! 

To the Society of the Present! 
To the contests they have won, 
To the work as well as the fun, 
To the officers who have done 
The planning of this reunion. 

Here's to the Society of the Present! 
To the Society of the Future! 
May the black and gold, 
To all it will enfold, 
Bring pleasures untold, 
As to us who are "old." 
Here's to the Society of the Future! 

To Miss McNary, our friend, 
5 lay each succeeding year send 
All the happiness we wish her. 
Here's to Shakespeare! 
Future, present and past, 
P-a-s-s-e-d and p-a-s-t. 
Here's to Shakespeare ! 

Mabel Mcllvaine, of 1909, then 
toasted those: 
"In years but young, but in experience old; 
He wears the rose of youth upon his cheek." 

Our new girls, she said, arc "re
markable for wit, for beauty and for 
industry." She welcomed them, too, 
to the ranks of the Old Sbakespeareans. 

The succeeding address by one toast-
mistress paved the way for the toast, 

"What's in a Name," by Mabel A. 
Tuttle. 

Again, my hearers. lend me your ears! 
We come to honor Shakespeare, not to scorn it. 
'Tis said the evil that we do lives after us, 
The good is oft interred with our bones. 
Thus be it not with Shakespeare. 
You will be told of our dear society's origin— 
Of that we shall be proud to have you know. 
You will learn how we in these ten years 

have stood together. 
We would not have it otherwise. 
It will be said that we have been ambitious I 
If it were so, was it a grevious fault? 
And as our speaker bodies forth the forms of 

things we feel; 
And as her poet's pen moves them to shapes, 
You well know what's in our name. 
And be it generally known—we did. 

School sougs completed the evening's 
enjoyments and with the strains of 
"Auld Lang Syne," we hade one another 
adieu for another year. 

Jnst a word about that contest. 

Were we in it? 
Well I guess. 

Were we defeated ? 
Yes, Yes, Yes! 

Will we be in it? 
Rah ! Rah ! Rah ! 

Next year ! Next year ! 
•Ta ! Ja! Ja ! 

Reporter. 

Normal Debating Society 

IT will be of interest to the Alumni 
of the school to know that the Normal 
Debating Society lias been reorganized 
and now, for the second time makes its 
first appearance in the SIGNAL. 

I his is the oldest society in the Nor
mal School. Until the last ten years 
the Thencanic Society was its only ri-
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va.1 in either the Normal or Model De
partments of the State Schools. 

It has started out very well in its sec
ond existence and promises to have a 
healthy and vigorous life. The attend
ance so far has been almost perfect, as 
every member has been present in all 
but one regular meeting so far. The 
debates have also been very profitable 
both to members and participants. 

Final Contest 

The final contest of the literary so
cieties was held in the Auditorium on 
the evening of Friday, March 10, at 
8 o'clock. The contending societies 
were the Philomathean Club and the 
Shakespeare Society, the respective 
leaders in League A and League B. 

PROGRAM. 
Piano Solo—Etude Chopin. 

Cora Anderson. 
Debate — Resolved, "That, the United States 

should build and maintain a larger navy." 
Affirmative (Philomathean). 

Florence M. Wagner, Mary J. Messier. 
Negative (Shakespeare). 

Lillian M. Russell, Isabel F. Lindsay. 
Vocal Solo—Ca) The Bird and the Rose, 

—Harrock. 
(b) The Blackbird Harris. 

Mary Dorety. 
Oration. 

The Hearth Fire Bessie G. Schramm. 
(Shakespeare). 

The Patriotism of American Women, 
—Edna M. Sehlein. 

(Philomathean). 
Recitations. 

Last Lines from the Passing of Arthur, 
—Tennyson. 

Olive F. Reeves (Shakespeare). 
From the Deer's Point of View. . O. D. Warner. 

II. Eloise Bryan (Philomathean). 

Short Stories. 
The Land O' the Seal Juliet Smith 

(Philomathean). 
The Wonderman Jane E. Lynd. 

(Shakespeare). 
SCORE. 

Debate. Orat'n. Iiec't'n. Sli. Sty. 
Philomathean, 8 6 3 0—17 
Shakespeare, 4 0 0 6—10 

Great credit, we feel, is due the con
testing' societies, both for the standard 
of work necessary to place them at the 
head of their leagues, and for the liter-
arv excellence shown in the various 
events of the contest. 

Mabel A. Tuttle. 

Wis are delighted to receive our new 
girls into Gamma membership. Other 
than that, like a gentleman whose name 
I shall not. men tion, we "have nothing 
to say" this time. 

Elizabeth M. Updike. 

WE were so proud to even he up in 
the final contest and to say that we are 
glad that we are to have our name 
carved on the new bronze tablet as the 
winners of 1911, is putting it rather 
mildly. It, is the first time we have 
been lucky enough to reach that height 
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since the Contest Association organized 
and we feel that we have indeed hon
ored the name of Philomathean Club. 

We are one of the oldest societies in 
the school and we have always had two 
aims, first, to have at royal good time, 
and second, to hold lip the lietrarv stan
dard as high as possible. The first we 

'have always been most successful in do
ing and the second—well, we worked 
hard this year and we are more than 
repaid for all the long hours spent in 
digging out uninteresting arguments, 

Senior Girls 

M - r - n V - ii X - s -1 would like to 
knew what the difference is between a 
puppy dog and a pup. Can any one of
fer information on this subject. If 
so, please see Ma - i - n. 

The latest topic of discussion in the 
Senior Class is, what is a crush? There 
are many different opinions. Perhaps 
a Junior could inform ns of the correct 
definition of this word. 

E - h -1 B - w - an, translating in Ad
vance Trench—"On the ceiling a bed 
of rare wood was." We are afraid 
Et - el had the night mare the night he-
fore. 

A Senior! spells doesn't dosen't 
What shall we do? Give her a dose of 
essay writing? 

memorizing verses of poetry, and rack 
ing our brains for plots with which 
to write short stories. 

We are now going to turn all our en
ergy into working up the play which is 
to he given April 28th, and preparing 
for the reunion and banquet on April 
29 th. We hope to be , as successful in 
these as we were in the contest, so that 
we may always feel that the year of 
1010-11 was a red letter year for the 
Philomathean Club. 

G. E. Muigin. 

We are very proud of our two honor 
girls, Miss Camp and Miss Seudder, 
and also of our two girls who won reci 
tations, Miss Traver and Miss Bow
man; Miss Godley is to be compli

mented upon winning in the essay con
test. 

Chapel was nearly flooded out on 
Thursday, March 23, when M - r • cn 
\ - n X - s - e, did her Advanced 
I rench, because the heroine's lover dies. 
Boor M - r - on felt so badly. 

Red ties and Thencanic pins are al
ways a sure sign, Margaret. 

In spite of the many and various 
sports that there are in our illustrous 
Senior Class, there is one person who 
doesn't even know what a sport is. 

Me all agree, Josephine, that C'hal-
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mers is a good car. I don't believe there 
is a single girl, who would object to ac
companying you the next time. 

The Junior member of our Chemis
try Class is well acquainted with fire
works, i t seems. Of course the Seniors 
are far too sedate to have anything tc 
do with such toys. 

Louise Hendrickson. 
Matilda Hilson. 

Senior Boys' Notes 
A Playlet. 

Scene—Prof. Shilling's room. 
Time—12:15 P. M. The latter part 

of M arch. 
Company—Senior Algebra Class. 
Frost, a discreet Sophomore, enters 

the room and approaches one of the 
bright students. Frost makes quite a 
disturbance and grumbles. R - i - sh ut
ters a cry of relief as Frost starts his 
exit. The following is the exclamation 
exclaimed by him: 

"Get out Frost, and let the spring 
come in." Another student gets the 
"hook" on Frost. 

Curtain. 

There is a scandal in Room 1. Who 
is the criminal that caused the "tick
ing" in Virgil class? The "ticking' 
aroused the calm temper of our quiet 
and peaceful professor to a degree of 
5x zero, Seniorgrade. 

"Niif ced," reporter, if you wish to 
pass. 

Privileges !!! Are they lost ? Have 
they strayed or have they been stolen? 
Advice to Seniors—Cheer up, they are 
on the way. 

Benj. Goldberg. 

H. S. B. 

WHY is it that H-l-nG-ll-g-eris 
fond enough of the gym. floor to sit 
of her gambols. We are on your trail 
H-l-n! You had better "Get the 
hook!" 

Miss B -1 - w - n (speaking to one 
girl out of a large class)-—Bead your 
paper as if you had an intelligent and 
interested audience (with great empha
sis on the intelligent). 

Girls don't you think we are under
rated ? 

Grammar A Boys 

WE have two new young men in our 
class. They are Brown and Reynolds. 
We expect a few more in on Easter. 

Our basketball games were very suc
cessful this year, and we are now ready 
for baseball. Our last basketball games 
were played with the High School ( s 
and Grain. B's. Our first one in our 
favor of 14-5. Second one in their fa 
vor of 4-2. The last and most exciting 
one was in our favor, 10-9. We must 
not forget to say that the Gram. B's 
have a very excellent team, and good 
players which excel in well guarding 
and shooting. Our last and most ex
citing game was with the TI. S. C's. 
The game was in their favor, 20-14. 
The playing was good on both sides, 
only we missed Brown, one of our best 
players. The stars on the II. S. 0. 
were Lawson, Apgar and Oa.rlson. The 
stars on our team were Reppe, Tatler 
and well guarding done by R. Huth-
inson. We appreciate very much the 
interest the visitors, "especially the 
Gram. A girls," took in watching the 
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game. We shall start at work on our 
baseball team and elect Captain and 
Manager. 

POEM. 

Who ever has a fire sale 
When Easter comes around; 

Will do the most business, 
Of any store in town. 

Because there are some fellows, 
In the Gram. A. class, 

Who will have long pants on, 
Before Easter gets past. 

Some of the boys are small, 
But they'll think they're some; 

When with long pants on, 
To school they will come. 

One of these boys now, 
To school with girls, does walk; 

But when he gets those trousers on, 
The girls will be all his talk. 

The small hoy we are hitting, 
Lives on Berkley avenue they say; 

We wish he would not wear them, 
Until after the month of May. 

The girl he walks to school with, 
I hope won't wait awhile; 

To buy a Harem skirt, 
To keep up with his style. 

By a member of Gram. A. Class. 

Senior I 

Algebra Class: 
Miss G - en - o - k—There are 13 

here and 1 absent. Doesn't that make 
14? 

Dr. C - r 1 was just trying to ci
pher that out for myself. 

Dr. Carr thinks that we went through 
High School. We saw Algebra but it 
was going the other way. 

Manual Training people! 
Great recipe found and Dr. Carr 

gives it to you free of charge. If yen 
pound one thumb in the manual train
ing room, pound the other one harder. 
Sure cure ( ?). 

One of the pupils of our history class 
says that Calhoun was born of Scotch-
Irish descendants. 

Dr. C - r 1 dreamed I was awake 
and then woke and found I was n:!ee p. 
Too had, Dr. Carr. Must have been up 
too late at night. 

Does it not seein strange that so many 
pencils are dropped in sixth period his
tory class. Miss D-n-s will tell you 
why. This must he stopped, class. 

A Terrible Predicament: 
There are two people in Algebra 

Class who cannot concentrate their at
tention upon Algebra. Their thoughts 
seem to be of cozy corners, moonlight 
nights and diamond rings. Of course 
these people are not Senior I's for we 
would n ot he so discourteous to Dr. Oarr 
as to think of such things in his pe~ 
riod. One of them plays in the orches
tra and the other—well we will let you 
guess. 

Lillian Dickinson. 

A II-l 
BY the time that this SIGNAL is is

sued we hope that all our schoolmates 
will have enjoyed a delightful vacation. 
By that time we shall have left "third 
base" and shall have started for 
"home." Let us hope that none will be 
put "out" before reaching it 

Never get into a tangled web, g irls; 
for a tangled web is a web made of 
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tangles; and "a tangle is more than one 
lenot, is it not. ?" 

Teacher — "What two qualities 
should every outline possess ?" 

Pupil—"Moral and intellectual qual
ities." 

Moral—Wait until you hear a ques
tion before you attempt to answer it. 

It is a great consolation to know that 
our teachers practice what they preach. 
Their permanent interests are many. 
For information on this subject apply 
to our drawing teacher. 

Susan Connelly. 

A II-3 
SINCE the psychology lesson a few 

days ago, we have been interested to 
learn what influence a Princeton pen
nant has on Miss P -1 - a - n's sensa
tions. 

The Tlieucanic pin worn by Miss 
T -1 - s, forms the basis of the great 
mystery of Miss Dyne's room. 

Miss Field has cautioned ns against 
flirting with our peueils. 

We have been told that it is jwssible 
to be intemperate in many things, even 
history. Since the special topics have 
been given out it would seem as if the 
girls were fairly intoxicated with the 
subject, much to Miss Nelson's dis
may. 

Miss M - i - h -1, in the psychology 
class gave the color sensations received 
by looking at her cat. When she had 
finished her account, Mr. O'N -1 in
formed us that he believed she could 
have gotten more color out of the kit
ten. 

It has again been proven, in the his
tory class, that great minds run in the 

same channels—in regard to special 
topics. 

Five of our girls are more interested 
in the men—of the Jacksonian era, than 
in such questions as the spoils system. 

Margaret B. Boberson. 

A II-6 

IN psychology, Miss Williams has 
taught us that a feeling of repletion af
ter a meal is a normal bodily condition. 
Isn't it rather abnormal after a meal in 
Normal Hall ? 

Miss F - e - m - n was giving a special 
topic in History Methods and quite 
convulsed the class by the following 
statement: "John C. Calhoun was born 
of Scotch-Irish descendants in Abbe
ville, South Carolina." 

Miss B - wan - n, what's this we hear 
about somebody holding your hand in 
Penmanship Class? 

Miss Br - wn's latest crush—Profes
sor Farley's assistant. 

The history class seems to afford 
about the only material for the SIGNAL. 
Miss Weber, in her special topic, made 
the statement that Clay's father having 
died, his mother married again, and 
Calhoun's new father-in-law became 
very much interested in him. 

Marie Freeman. 

B II 
IN the manual training room, one of 

our girls gave us the interesting in
formation that the benches are made of 
maple sugar. 

A new definition for a bench-hook 
which may prove of value to those who 
are taking manual training, was given 
in class by Miss C -1 - e, the other day. 
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"A bench hook is a piece of wood, hor 
izontal to the desk, with two pleats in 
it." 

Miss R -1 - y says that people at the 
Equator do not know anything. We 
think that perhaps a few of the Nor
mal students have made excursions to 
this part of the country. 

Miss D - n - s—"Which President 
was impeached V' 

Miss 0 -1 - e-—-"Johnson, for exceed
ing the speed limit." 

Mary E. Chick. Carl N. Sinister. 

HlummlRotes 
The many friends -of Miss Ethel Os

good, of _Brattlebo.ro, Vermont, instruc
tor in Eremeh at Model School from 
1905 to 1910, will be interested to 
hear of her engagement to Mr. Cbnrad 
Crooker, a lawyer of Keene, New 
Hampshire. 

Margiaret W'ifilar, '11. 

TOGGERY OF DISTINCTION 
That means College Brand Clothes—the 
snappiest models lor this Spring and 
Summer. 

College Brand Suits, $15 to $30. 
Others from $10 up. 

Top Coats, $12.50 to $25. 
Rain Coats, $5 to $25. 

Everything in Furnishings 

P. I THE; HOME OF 
V-*  ̂ > 1 ~ GOOD CTOLHES 
117-119 E. STATE ST., TRENTON 

Rensselaer P olytechnic Institute 
SCHOOL of 
-ssr ENGINEERING 

Civil, Mechanical, Electrical 
Send for a Catalogue. TROY, N.Y. 

PURITAN LAUNDRY 
For Rapidity, Facility and 

Cleanliness 

113-15 S. Stockton St., Trenton, N. J. 

OUR EXAMINING ROOMS 
Are thoroughly equipped with the latest instruments and every 
facility to aid the skilled SPECIALIST in making a scientific ex
amination of the eyes. 

The result of the examination is based upon the SPECIALIST'S 
own direct observation of the eye itself, and that much depends 
upon the "know how" and experience of the SPECIALIST is 
obvious. NO TIRESOME READING OP LETTERS BY OUR 
MODERN METHODS. 

SUN OPTICAL CO., - F. C. LEAMING, President 

Cor. S tate and Warren Sts.,  Trenton, N. J-

e n g r o s s i n g  
Resolutions, Dipolmas, Certificates, Memorials and Pen Work of every 

description, executed in a thoroughly artistic manner at reasonable rates. 
Parties desiring work of this class are invited to write for estimates. 

Complete course in Business Writing, $7.50. Several pages of marvel
ous skill and artistic designs for $1.00. 

E. H. McGHEE, 214 E. STATE ST., Box 561, TRENTON, N. )• 
Patronize advertisers of THE SIGNAL. 



Ralph Brandt 
PRINTING 

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

Alice R. MacMillan 
PHOTOGRAPHER 

320 EAST STATE STREET 
Copying and Enlarging 

Exclusive Men's Shop 
144 E. State St. 

Molloy & Reading 

We Strive to Keep Abreast of 
the Times and to Please 

"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. 

F. S. Katzenbach & Co. 

Plumbing and 
Gas Fitting .... 

Steam and Hot Water Heating 
Electrical and Mill Supplies 

TRENTON, N. J. 

Patronize advert; 

The Hottel Co. 

33 E. State St. 

HATTERS and HABERDASHERS 

TO YOUNG MEN 

Exclusive Agents "The Mark Cross Eng
lish Glove," $1.50 for Men 

and Women. 

We are in the Goal Business to stay 
and we want to serve yon next year and 
the year after, as well as this. 

Prompt Delivery. 

W. H. YOUNG 
COAL AND WOOD 

Calhoun St. and Pennsylvania Railroad 

Both Phones 63. Trenton, N. J. 

THE SHOP FOR MEN 

The Fel lows 
who want to get suitable Shirts, Neck
wear, Hosiery, Underwear, etc., for 
Spring wear, can do no better than 
to see us. The best store in town. 

C.  F.  STOUT 
38 E. STATE STREET 

School of Industrial Arts 
TRENTON, N. J. 

20 Instructors. :: Courses leading to 
Dipolma. 

FEE FOR THE YEAR, $2-

No additional tuition charged students 
from the Normal and Model 

High. 
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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 

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 $170 to $190 in the Normal, and $224 in the Model. 

The cost for day pupils is $4 a year in the Normal, and from $28 to 
$64 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 

Patronize advertisers of THE SIGNAL. 



Swell Shoes 
Good Shoes 

POPULAR PRICED SHOES 

Tennis Shoes and Gym. Shoes for 

Women and Men. 

GALLAVAN 
33 E. HANOVER 19 N. BROAD 

GO TO 

M I L L E R ' S  
FOR YOUR CANDY AND SODA 

WATER 

Apollo Chocolates 49cts. 

Hopewell Dainties 60cts. 

Schuatt's Delfords 39ets. 

Mil ler  Drug Co.  
WARREN AND HANOVER STS. 

The Prescription Pharmacy 
BY THE POST OFFICE 

ARTHUR SCHWARTZ, PH.G. 

State and Montgomery Sts.,  TRENTON, N. J. 

HE better you become acquainted with this store, the more liberally you 

will patronize it. 

Doesn't stop, this store's management with just fair treatment when you 

purchase, but it just as cheerfully rights a wrong, no matter whether it be your 

fault or ours. 

S. P. DUNHAM & CO. 
TRENTON, N. J. 

KARL WEIDEL 
PRACTICAL 

WATCHMAKER and 
JEWELER 

II EAST STATE STREET 

TRENTON, N. J. 

'Patronize advertisers 

E. s. KULP 
Hair Dressing, Manicuring, Shampooing, 

Chiropody. 

113 E. Hanover St. 

Stephen Harrison 
Boots, Shoes and Rubbers :: Repairing 

Bell Phone 945"X-

215 NORTH CLINTON AVENUE 
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CHAS, H. UPDIKE, President 
ROBT. W. KENNEDY, Sec'y-Treas. 

Either Phone 

Robert W. Kennedy Co. 
DEA.LERS IN 

Lumber, Coal, Paints, Oils, 
Varnishes and Brushes 

Office and Yard: 1120 to 1134 East State St. 

TRENTON, N. J. 

THE 
SIGN OF 

SATISFACTION [][ 

Whenever or Wherever You Walk, 
WALK-OVER. 

Walk-Over Boot Shop 
18 E. STATE ST. 

YES—You Will Find Just What You 
Want in CANOE PADDLES and 

BOAT OAKS. 

As Well as Any Fittings for Your 
Water Craft at 

Scott's H ardware Co. 
113 NORTH BROAD STREET 

Both Phones 505 

Ribsam's Seeds G row 
CUT FLO AVERS AND PALMS 

ALAVAYS IN STOCK. 

CORNER BROAD AND FRONT STS. 

TRENTON, N. J. 

The White Market 
The cleanest and most sanitary Meat 
and Fish Market in the city. Nothing 
hut the highest grade of goods, at 
very reasonable prices. 

COUGHLIN & CO. 
' 147 N. BROAD ST. 

Kodaks, Cameras and Supplies 

Printing and Developing 

Stall's 
>0-22 E. STATE STREET 

Fellow Students 
Be sure and see the Merchants who advertise with us—when you need 

anything in their line—they're right. 

Patronize advertisers of THE SIGNAL. 


