


Srtool (ffafatiiar 

February 9 — 2 : 3 0  P. M. Normal Sen. I Class Meeting. 

11 2:30 P. M. Model Girls' A. A. Meeting. 
11 2 '3° P* M. Normal A II. Class Meeting-. 
11 1-10 P- M. Lecture—Recital by A. Fox-t:on Ferguson, 

B. A. England. 

1 7  2 : 3 0  P. M. Boys' A. A. Meeting. 
2 6 — 2 : 3 0  P.M. Signal Board Meeting. 

2  2 . 3 0  P. M. Faculty Meeting, subject "Public Speaking-" 
Miss Lamb and Dr. Charles Austin. 

2 . 3 0  P. M. Model Sophmore Class Meeting. 
3- 2:30 P. M. Model Junior Class Meeting. 
3 2 . 3 0  I . M. Normal Sen. II. Class Meeting*. 
4  2  . 30  P. M. Model Senior Class Meeting. 

8 . 0 0  P. M. 1 in al Literary Contest. Normal D r a m a t i c  

Society vs. Normal Pedagogical Club. 
9—2:3o P. M. Normal Sen. I. Class Meeting. 

2-3° P. M. Normal A II. Class Meeting. 
11— 2  :3o P. M. Model Girls' A. A. Meeting. 

2 . 3 0  P. M. Faculty Meeting, subject, "How Our Grad
uates Are Making Good," Miss Sarah Y. Ely and 
Dr. L. Seeley. 

17—2:30 P. M. Boys' A. A. Meeting. 

]U 2 '^° Signal Board Meeting. 
Y 8—Arguromuthus' Play. 

9—Arguromuthus' Banquet. 

\ 



JUST TAKE A LOOK AT OUR 

Snappy Clothes 
for Young Men 

$10. to I 

VfyedA.W.''3Xrnm£&i\f Cr 
TAYLOR OPERA HOUSE STORES.TRENTON. N.J. 

" IT SERVES YOU RIGHT" 

* 

For those little novelties to brighten 

the student's room. 

The China Shop 
139 E. STATE STREET. Harry B. Salter 

Profits Not Considered SAMUEL B. WEAR 
In disposing of balance of our winter stock 
of YOUTHS' SUITS & OVERCOATS. 
We need all the space for our immense line 
of Spring Suits which are arriving daily. 

Boys' Suits, $3 to $7.50 Youths' Suits, $8 to $12 
formerly $5.50 to $12 formerly $12 to $22 

VANNEST, COLEMAN & CO., 
39-41-43 East State Street 

"Clothiers to those who know." 

DEALER IN 

FINE CONFECTIONERY, ETC., SCHOOL 

SUPPLIES AND STATIONERY 

All the leading newspapers and periodicals 

624 PERRY STREET 
«3TThe Little Store near the Swamp Angel. 

Supplement your course at the State Schools 

by work at the 

School of Industrial Arts 
EVENING CLASSES in all branches of freehand and 

mechanical drawing, modeling, designing, bookbinding, 
art-metal working, china painting, architectural draw

ing, chemistry, etc., etc. 

I n v e s t i g a t e  t he  Da y  1  e c h n i c al  S c h o o l  

Fee from one to twenty-five dollars per year 

Send or call for the Schedule of Courses and Classes. 

When you want the best, patronize our advertisers 



EVERYONE LIKES CANDY 
Somr.ndbDelt,Wh°°M >n<l h°"' !°°d Pu,t' WWc-

The Sperling Co. Confectioners 17 N. Broad St. 

E. S. Applegate & Co. 
Sporting and. Athletic 

Goods. Kodak 
Supplies 

Developing for Amateurs at IOC. per roll. 
All work finished in 24 hours. 

17 SOUTH BROAD STREET 
Opp. Taylor Opera House 

DR. LE ROY VV FARLEY 
dentist ' ALBERT T. STRETCH 

5 I S  E  S t a t *  C, . m VIOLINIST 5 ' otate Street, Trenton, N. J. 
Hours, 9 to li. Saturdays, 9 to5. Model'06. Studio; South Hall, State Schools 

TO LATI N 
All the people dead who wrote it; 
All the people dead who spoke i t; 
Blessed death—they surely earned it. 

-Ex. 

Little marks in English, 
Little marks in Greek, 

Make the football coaches, 
Other players seek. 

—Ex. 

Tattersall's 

Silver Ash ' coal 

—just 'phone 70 

The Trenton Banking 
Company 

16 SOUTH WAEEEN STBEET 

In Business 109 Years. 

Capital and Surplus, $1,100,000. 

Small and Large Accounts Equally Welcomed 

3 per cent, allowed on deposits 
in our special department. 

We cordially Invite Your Account. 

TO BE WELL DEESSED YOU MUST BE 

WELL LAUNDEEED! 

SEND TO 

When 

T he Blakely Laundry 
11 - 13 S. WAEEEN STEEET 

You want the best, patronW our advertisers 

i 



HOWARD HEATH, 
Model '91 

S. ROY HEATH, 
Model '03 

SAMUEL HEATH COMPANY 

Lumber and Building Materials 

TRENTON, NEW J ERSEY. 

BOOKS 
Traver's Book Store 

108 South Broad Street 

Drs. Ginnelley & Boice 
DENTISTS 

202 Broad St. Bank Bldg., Trenton, N. J. 

Phone 562. 

DINING DOWN TOWN? 

H A N C O C K ' S  P O P U L A R  
D I N I N G  R O O M S  
Ice Cream, Cakes, Pies, Etc. 

COR. BROAD AND HANOVER STREETS 

VISIT HANCOCK'S 
29 EAST STATE STREET 

Largest Assortment of Confectionery in 
the State in pleasing packages. 

Sodas and Hot Drinks. 

F R A N C I S  1 3 .  L E E  

COUNSELLOR AT-LAW 

707 BROAD STREET BANK BUILDING 

TRENTON, N. J. 

Model '88 

PAUL AMBROSE 
PIANO DEPARTMENT 

Studio: South Hall, State Schools 

W. O. POLEMAN 
VOCAL DEPARTMENT 

Studio: South Hall. State Schools 

The saddest words of tongue or pen are 
these three words> "I've flunked again." 

Only good looking people are to read 
this: 

Next time don't be so conceited. 
—Ex. 

Blackmon Floral Co. 
FOR 

PLANTS AND FLORAL 
DESIGNS 

& 
135 N. Broad St., Trenton, N. J. 

I 
When you want the best, patronize our advertisers 



Please those you favor with a mark of your personal esteem—YOUR PORTRAIT 
Make the appointment to-day BELL 'PHONE 1416. 

•pTeroiixe H.'Fritz, 
i^KototfrapKic v/lrt Studio. 

14-8 E. State St.. Trenton, N.J 

If you cant, come, telephone 

Telephone 
Shopping 

A large proportion of our customers do 
their Drug Store buying by telephone, 

t matters not what the article may be 
that you should want, you can do just 
as well buying this wav. Our service 
•s prompt and the price is the same. 

fil1 Prescriptions in this way, too. 

Lewis W. Long 
I description Dri ggist 

Both Phones, II62 

E State Street. Cor. Chambers 

Bell Phone 3412 

FRED'K M. HILLS 
('LEANING and DYEING 
Goods called for and delivered 

21 S°Uth Warren Street, Trenton, N. J. 

Young's Drug Store 
"THE APOLLO" 

"The Distinctive CHOCOLATES for 
Those Who Discriminate" 

Loose and in Boxes 
-V E. Cor. Perry and 

I renton, N. J. 
Prescriptions careful! v n 

hours. Fountain ope^a™ y°dar.at 

When you want the bes--

; T o the Students of the Model and Norma. 
Schools, 

The Rowe Jewelry Shop 
invites you to their beautiful store to ma ke 
your after Christmas selections. Fine stock, 
and courteous treatment our specialty. 

175 South Broad Street, Trenton, N. /• 

PHILIP FRIEMAN 
CLEANING and DYEING 

Goods called for and delivered. 

PERRY STREET - TRENTON, N. J. 

Of course, 

Hibbert 
Printing 
Company 

patronize our advertisers 



Patronize the 

Advertisers 

who patronize 

The 

Signal 

Framed and Sheet Pictures 
at Manning's 

Here you can choose from the largest possible 
range of subjects in the celebrated Copley 
Prints, Wallace Nutting liancl-colored photo
graphs, and other famous colored prints, as 
well as in water-colors and oil paintings. 
They would make ideal gifts for any occasion. 

Let us frame your pictures, diplomas, or 
other subjects the "Manning way." The 
work is guaranteed, and the prices are low. 

Come in, and look around. 

MANNING'S 
The Worth-While Shop 

20-22 South Broad St., Trenton, 
next to Opera House 

THE BIRTH PLACE OF BAR
GAIN GIVING 

Some things worth knowing about "The 
Bargain Store" 

We give and redeem Gold Trading Stamps 
Alterations on suits and all garments abso
lutely Free. Sole agents for "May Manton" 
patterns and catalogues. Free Deliveries, Free 
Phone Service and "Lowest in Town Prices." 

Phila. Bargain Store 
'' WIRTSCHAFTER' S " 

! 23 to 31 South Broad Street, Trenton, N. J. 

DUNCAN MACKENZIE'S 
SON'S CO., Props. 

UNION IRON WORKS UNION ELECTRIC CO. 

UNION ELECTRICAL PORCELAIN CO. 

Mrs. A. F. Williams 
DIAMONDS, WATCHES. JEWELRY 

CUT GLASS, SILVERWARE 

CLOCKS, ETC. 

A fine line of the better grade of Prize Cups 

23 EAST STATE STREET 

When you want the best, patronize our advertisers 

The Higher Grade Suits 
THAT LOOK GOOD AND ARE AS 

GOOD AS THEY LOOK 
MORE YOUNG MEN ARE FINDING 
THESE SORTS OF GARMENTS 
HERE EYERY DAY AT 

$12.50 to $25.00 
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THE BROOKLET. 

I. 
O, the pleasure that to me 
Comes when, unexpectedly, 
I have chanced upon a brook 
Flowing through some quiet glen, 
Far from angry word and look, 
From the cruel strife of men; 
Rippling on its merry way, 
Blithe by night and bright by day. 

III. 
Flitting here and there in glee 
On the surface, merrily. 
There I learned full many a sound 
Of sweet Nature's senseless things, 
Darting, dancing, round and round, 
To the brook's gay murmurings. 
There, beneath my favorite tree> 
I lived in sweet reverie. 

II. 
For, in Fancy's eye, I see 
A clear streamlet that to me 
In the days of long ago, 
Was my shrine> my all-in-all. 
There I played in winter's snow. 
Summer's sun, in spring and fall; 
Or, from some great oak tree's shade, 
Watched the sunbeams as they plated. 

IV. 
Oft I saw the timid hare 
Slake his feverish cravings there; 
Too, the wee folk of the trees 
Gathered round and drank their fill. 
Like the desert oases 
Was my brooklet 'neath the hill. 
There I learned full many a truth 
In the bright days of my youth. 
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V. 
I have not the slightest doubt 
That my brooklet in and out 
'Mongst green fields and fallows played 
As she hastened on her way, 
Sprinkling tiny leaf and blade, 
'Neath the southern sun's bright ray; 
Or, that weary steeds at night 
Drank there to their heart's delight. 

VI. 
Did my brooklet e'er complain 
When, bound by harsh Winter's chain. 
She for months in silence lav ? 
This and even more she bore 
Through the long, bleak, darksome da v 
And, e'en faster than before; 
Hastened on her merry way 
When the gentle voice of Spring 
Bade her once more play and sing. 

VII. 
Sweeter would life be to me 
Could I like the brooklet be, 
Could I gaily laugh and sing, 
At creation's foolish strife, 
Could I meekly bear the sting 
Of the cruel blows of life. 
Brooklet, bearing happiness, 
Heav'n thy days will ever bless. 

MARY J. WASHINGTON. 

The Prize Winning Story in The Signal Contest. 

WHEN PEGGY PLAYED FORWARD. 

From the closed door of the corner room came a burst of laughter, mingled 

the soft tinkle of a mandolin, and the pleasant clink of plates and spoons. 
"I wonder what's going on in there?" asked one Freshman of another, as pa»' 

by, they wistfully eyed the door, which bore a bristling "Engaged sign. 
Some of the Seniors are giving a spread for Peggy Page,' answered her 

panion, importantly. "She's made the Senior basketball team. I know, becau 
heard some girls talking about it at table, to-night." And, giving another longuv 
glance at the door, they hurried down the corridor. j. 

Meanwhile Peggy Page, the heroine of the evening was telling for the hum ^ 
time how it all happened. She sat cross-legged among the cushions of the dhar 
uhite-clad> slender little figure, with shining eyes and glowing cheeks. u ^ 

Why, girls, she exclaimed, punctuating her recital with frequent gestures, 
could ha\e knocked me over with a feather when I heard it. I w'as practicing 

the gym. with the other subs when Miss Andrews called me out." "Miss Pag*' 
said, weve decided to let you play forward on the Senior team. Miss We s, 
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regular forward, has found that it will be impossible for her to play the rest of the 
season, and, as you're the most promising of the substitutes, the place is yours, if you 
want it." 

"If I want it!" She laughed shakily. "Why, girls, I've wanted to play on the 
team more than anything else on earth. Oh, it means so much to me. I can't ex
plain. Her voice faltered, and broke. 

The girls moved nearer to her, their faces expressing the warmest sympathy and 
understanding. Every one of them knew how much she had wanted this chance. 
They who had been her closest chums since their Freshman year, knew how hard 
she had worked for it, and what it meant to her. 

Each year of her college life Peggy had tried for the basket-ball team, working 
early and late> but never quite attaining her ambition. Although regarded as a very 
good player, she fell short of that standard of excellence required of a member of the 
team. Nothing daunted, she worked on pluckilv and steadily, enduring disappoint
ment, discouragement, and the gibes of her friends with her customary sweetness of 
temper. "Never mind," she had always said, "I'll make the team my Senior year— 
just wait!" 

And now it was true! Peggy had made the team! Isabel Ross sprang to her 
feet, cocoa-cup in hand. "A toast!" she cried, "here's to Peggy Page* forward." 

The girls rose to drink the toast bowing gayly to Peggy, who leaned back on the 
divan, laughing a little, and blinking very fast. 

One afternoon, a few weeks later, as Peggy stood in the library, waiting for a 
much-demanded reference book, she heard her own name spoken. I wo girls were 
standing in the history alcove> their backs turned toward her. One was talking 
volubly, the other answering her in brief monosyllables. As the latter turned het 
head, Peggy recognized Anne Wells, the girl whose place on the team had been given 
to her. The other girl was her friend, Edna Browning. 

Edna suddenly raised her voice, "But Anne," she said, "it's so ridiculous! The 
Senior team is simply lost without you. You know that the Juniors are stronger than 
we are, and without a good right forward our chances are pretty slim." 

"Miss Page is a good forward," interrupted Anno quietly. 
"Good enough," rejoined the other impatiently, "but she's not in it with you, and 

you know it. Everyone knows it. Of course, Peggy's a dear, and all that, but, 
besides the fact that you're much the better player, you used to put life and enthusiasm 
into the team. And everyone's wondering why you've deserted your class." 

A slow red crept into Anne's face. "I haven't deserted the class!" she said hotly. 
And then added stiffly, "Circumstances prevent me from playing, that's all." 

"That's all!" mocked Edna. "But why, Anne, why? You always evade me 
when I ask you. If you'd only give some reason—" 

"Well, if you must know," said Anne slowly, "mind now—this is to go no farther 
—I had to give up playing because I'm conditioned in French. Of course, if 1 
could tutor in it, I could work it off easily enough, but I simply can't afford to. 1 
need every cent I have to pay my expenses here> and, try as I will, I can't find any 



ij6 ' H E  S I G N A L  

extra money to pay a tutor, no I'll have to work at it myself—grind and grind till 
1 work it off." Now don't argue any more," she finished wearily, I ve thrashed 
this all out before. Goodness KIIOWS it was hard enough for me to give it up, and 
for the moment her face was set in lines of bitter disappointment. Come along, 
now," she said abruptly, "we ve stood here gossiping long enough," and they slowh 
walked away. 

Peggy had stood. an unseen listener, by the window. She had seemed rooted to the 
spot, since the first mention or her name. Her face was very white. She seemed 
suddenly to have grown verv old and very tired. 

So that was why Anne Wells had left the team! She had always wondered. 
Now she knew. And for lack of Anne Wells the Seniors might lose the game. 
Peggy remembered now, her wonderful playing of the year before—her dextroib 
movements—her nerve, her enthusiasm. But Anne couldn't play now, anyway, she i 
been conditioned in French. A wild thought flashed over Peggy's mind. French. 
Why it was as easy as English to her! A childhood spent abroad and years of daih 
conversation at home had made her the bright, particular star of all the French classc 
in college. Why shouldn't she, since Anne could not afford a tutor, coach her m 
French, herself? Anne was proud, but she would make her understand. She wou 
appeal to Anne's college spirit, her duty, her loyalty. But then, oh, well, she simp ) 
couldn t give up the place! She had wanted it so long! She had worked so hard, 
to be on the team—why, it had been her one great desire of her life. And now that 
she had attained it perhaps her playing spelled defeat for the Seniors. Oh, it 
cruel—it was unbearable! Was it for this that she—"Here's the book, Miss Page, 
said the brisk librarian, coming up with a bulky volume. "Never mind it now, re
plied Peggy, getting up hurriedly, "I was just going." 

In the open air she breathed more freely. Now she could think it over cam !• 
But calm thoughts refused to come. Her heart seemed to pound it. Shall it he 
for myself or for the class? Myself, or the class?" It was growing dark. Lights 
began to glimmer here and there in the college houses. From one of the rooms came 
the deep strumming of a guitar, and fresh girls' voices broke the stillness. 

"Aimer mater, gentle mother, 
Guide and teacher, hail, all hail." 

For a minute Peggy stood irresolute, listening intently to the song, until finalb ^ 

died away. Then she drew a deep breath, turned, and walked quickly in the opf 
ite direction, toward the house where Anne Wells lived. 

* * * * # 

Oh, please don t crowd so,' protested a yellow-haired little usher, wildly H,H1 

ing her wand, 'there's plenty of room." A giggle swept over the rows of g'r^s 

were packed, tighter than sardines, into the gallery. There was not an inch of ro 
to spare. Everyone was hot, crowded, and jostled almost to death, but tremendous) 

happy and excited. For was not this the day of the great Junior-Senior game-
One side of the gymnasium was hung with the yellow flags of the Senior? 

other with crimson, the Junior's color. As each member of the faculty entered 
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was greeted riotously by the side whose colors he wore, and ceremoniously escorted to 
the seat reserved for him. At either end of the gallery, a frantic cheer-leader led 
her mates in nossy choruses, each class trying to outdo the other. 

There was a sudden hush. The door opened, and the teams trotted out on the 
floor. Cheer after cheer broke from the spectators. 

Peggy Page, sitting on the floor with the rest of the substitutes surveyed the 
scene with a singular calmness. She looked a little paler, a little thinner. In her 
mind, she reviewed the events of the past few weeks. There was first) the inter
view with Anne. That had been hardest. Peggy had had to use all her skill, all 
her tact, all her persuasiveness, to make Anne consent to her arrangements. But 
they had grown to be warm friends in that brief time—here Peggy caught Anne's 
eye and they smiled for an instant. Of course, the girls had made it hard for her 
with their curiosity, and everlasting questions. And—-. But here the coach's whistle 
blew, and the team, amid breathless silence, took their places. 

The game was on! Peggy watched every move with wildly beating heart. Her 
class must win! Back and forth flew the ball) amid spirited playing. Now in the 
Junior's territory, now in the Senior's. The half was almost over when the Seniors 
lost the ball, and it passed into the hands of Mary Norris, the Junior forward, who 
made a basket just as the whistle sounded, thus making the score 6-5, in favor of the 
Juniors. 

All was confusion. Girls rushed importantly around, flourishing towels and 
lemons. The gallery burst forth into riotous cheering as the teams left the floor. One 
of the girls was limping badly between two supporting companions. It was Anne 
Wells. 

A minute later the coach beckoned to Peggy, who sprang to her feet and went 
to her. "Margaret," Miss Andrews said gravely, "Anne Wells has sprained her ankle 
and won't be able to play this half. I'm going to put you in." 

Peggy grew white. Her chance had come. She was going to play forward! As 
she took her place among the players, the Seniors, recognizing the slender figure, 
cheered her again and again. But Peggy didn't heed them—she stood in her place, 
eagerly awaiting the signal—every muscle tense. The whistle blew. The ball was 
tossed up from the center—the Junior forward jumped nimbly, caught the ball, and 
threw it into the basket without its having touched the floor. The Juniors shrieked 
for joy. The score was now 8-5, and the game seemed theirs. 

Peggy gritted her teeth. She'd show them! Again the ball was taken to the 
center—again the Junior threw it to her forward, but this time the Senior guard suc
ceeded in pasing it to her center, and getting it to her forward. Peggy ran up to the 
basket and caught the ball that Nan Morrison, the other forward, threw from the 
line. "Cover your man!" shouted the opposing center to her guard. Don't let her 
shoot!" But the cry came too late. The score was now 8-7. The yellow banners 
waved over the railing. Cheer after cheer went up. 

Once more the ball was taken to the center. This time it went to the Senior for
wards. Nan and the Junior guarding her ran for the ball. The Junior fouled 
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and Nan shot the foul, thus tying the score. The Seniors went wild. There were bu t 
five minutes left. The excitement was intense. The ball was passed from side to 
side, from hand to hand, without touching the floor, until a Junior guard knocked, 
the ball out. "Senior outside!" shouted the referee. In a flash Nan was outside tat 
line, and, before the whistle stopped blowing, had thrown the ball to Pegg\- "ho. 
aiming for one silent second, spun the ball cleanly into the basket just as Time, 
was called. 

Peggy had won the game! But even as the gym rang with cheers for her, and 
she was being carried from the floor by shrieking, joyous exulting comrades, the littl e 
forward knew that this victory, great as it was, would never be as great to her .is 
the moral victory she had won before. 

HENRIETTA GORDON VOGEL. 

Elusive Muse! At times fled far away, 
At times so near I feel thy magic sway. 
Where is thy harp so slyly hidden now? 
Hast thou to silence pledged a solemn vow, 
T hat never more my pen shall own thy might ? 
If this my destiny shall be, oh sprite! 
T hen shall I mourn till end of life is due, 
Lest inspiration is for chosen few. 
If this be true, tempt not my zealous hand, 
By errant strains of minstrel music grand, 
But let me swiftly pass from thee, my choice, 
With no soft whispers of thy wooing voice 
To stir my longing soul, and bid me stay, 
When, else, I will unmurmuring away. 

ESTHER E. HALL. 

SWIMMING. 

Mother, may I go out to swim?" 
Yes, my darlin' daughter. 

Hang your clothes on the hickory limb, 
And don't go near the water." 

T his tefrain and others similar to it have rung in the ears of hundreds of girh. 
they have become so estranged from water, that they shy at it in larger quantity 
than the bathtub holds. Boys always have enjoyed swimming, whether in city sw.m 
nung pools, in mud ponds, or in any sort of stream or lake. He who has not spe > 
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a summer near a lake and almost in the lake has missed a great deal of pleasure. 
There is not only the pleasure of physical exercise and of coolness in the summer heat, 
but also a certain good fellowship not found anywhere else. The swimmers dive to
gether, swim together and play water-games* chiefly water-polo, together. Perhaps 
the water is the medium for this feeling of sociability, for it comes directly in contact 
with the sense organs of its devotees. 

Water, especially during the summer, bears an indescribable charm for me. When 
I approach a lake during a warm day, I cannot pass it quickly by. The little waves, 
dancing in the sunlight, call to me, laugh at me, and challenge me to chase them 
and finally gather themselves toward me* until they lap. 

You have omitted your own action, refreshingly around my neck. What fun 
there is in taking turns with the boys, or rarely a girl, in diving from a spring board 
perhaps twenty or more feet above the smooth surface! You run lightly and quickly 
to its end, swing yourself on it gently, and then, with an upward bound, your body 
cleaves the air and, curving downwards, head first, you make a clean sweep into the 
water. Then down, down, far down you go, until you begin to wonder how long 
it will take to rise again, when suddenly you feel your body tilt over, borne by the 
buoyance of the water and your head again breaks through its calm surface. And 
you swim back to the shore, your hair loosened from its tight pigtails and hanging 
like twisted snakes? Perhaps you use the overhand stroke in which your arms move 
like Holland windmills, seen in Ruysdael's pictures. Meanwhile a tall, slim boy has 
started the back-dive. You follow him, lean far over backwards, until you can see 
the trees on the opposite side, and then quickly kicking out both feet at once from 
underneath, you cut through the water like a knife blade through thick jelly. Again 
and again you dive off in all sorts of forms and positions devised by the restless boys. 

But it isn't always that you get into the water by diving or jumping in. Some
times you just walk in and slide off, sweeping the water away from you with the wide 
outspreading breast stroke, until your arms tire, when you turn over on your back 
like a dead fish and float gently down with the stream. Sometimes the bathing skirt 
rises up around you, until you look like a floating lamp shade and feel glad that no one 
sees you. Somehow while floating around, you lose the sense of narrowness and 
confinement. You gaze up into the vast, blue dome, watch the clouds chase each 
other by, and perhaps see a few large, honking birds high above you. An indefinable 
peace fills you. You hear no loud sounds, for you are at a distance from the crowd, 
and the water in your ears deadens a lonesome silence about you, but just the peace
ful life. Or, perhaps, you swim out about a mile in the channel, find a stump upon 
which you climb to rest and look about. There's not another person in sight. Birds 
sing in the woods on either side of you, here a woodpecker taps a tree, there a little 
squirrel, a streak of gray lightning darts up an oak and then an echo of some popular 
song coming through the woods reaches you to break the charm of the primeval, man-
less scene. A frog croaks, something long and black glides past you and, with a 
frightened plunge, you swim off, kicking your feet and flapping your hands violently, 
for you have recognized a snake. We are too far removed from Mother Eve to 
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gossip calmly with one of these. Soon you are back at the shore, where you lie idh. 
half in water, and half on the sandy beach, watching other people enter the water and 
swim or try to swim. 

Here comes a big fat man. As he walks into the water and squats down upon it, 
you feel a perceptible rise in it. He wallows about in it, soon swimming off, spou t
ing out long streams of water like a whale. After him trip two girls, dressed in red 
suits, caps, shoes and stockings, as if for a mask ball. They gingerly lower their feet, 
one at a time, into the water, look at each other and interchange a series of you go 
first" remarks. Then holding each other by the hand, they step suspiciously into the 
water up to the waist, bend down, until they are wet up to their necks and run ou. 
on the sand again, where they sit under parasols for an hour or two to recuperate. 
Next a mother and her two children hurry in. The mother would not hurry, onh 
she must follow her son, a boy about nine years old. 

"Leave me alone, ma. I can swim," he says, half peevishly, half eagerly. But his 
mother follows him scolding anxiously when he tries to get in above his depth. She 
reminds me of a hen on our farm, that through a mistake hatched two ducklings 
among her brood. Whenever the ducklings tried to swim> she would stand on shore 
and cackle and cluck angrily at them. 

Soon the people begin to come in whole troops; some swim off quickly," some teach 
girls to swim, (it seems to me that many girls are always being taught and necei 
learn) ; and other women and girls in couples take hold of hands, step into the water 
a little above their waists, and swinging their arms to and fro, churn the water around 
them into white foam. I think they do it from the cooking instinct. The foam does 
look so much like whipped cream. Many people flounder about, foolishly swallowing 
buckets of water, while others swim with so much exertion that their mouths sag open 
and deep furows form on their foreheads, though they afterwards say, "It rests me 
so to go in for a swim." 

Suddenly a small voice saying, "Lady, look how good I can swim," calls your at 
tention to a little, all-ribs boy who moves about in the shallow places by walking 
on his hands while kicking with his feet. 

Ah, but you must swim with your hands, also. Take them away from the sand, 
you encourage. 

But then I fall right kirplunk down," answers his voice. 
At last, soaked through and through, the hair in tangled strands, and with a water) 

smell about you, you reluctantly leave the lake. You have enjoyed the relaxation of 
limbs, the cool effect of the water close to the skin, the primitively free movements of 
arms and legs, and perhaps, the practice of a power inherited from some fish ancestor. 
You feel much lighter than before, which feeling imparts a buoyant springy move
ment to your walk. Perhaps you look back at the crowd of lazy pretenders and 
wonder how anybody can fear the water when you love it so. 

E. FELDBAUM. 
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A LOVER'S LAMENT. 

Ye Gods indifferent that rule o'er love! 
Relent, look down from your bright realms above 
And pity me: my sweetheart was unkind. 
Let me forget, or else another find. 
It was a cool and balmy summer night, 
The celestrial orb displayed its mellow light, 
The gentle breeze that blew o'er land and sea 
Was like the perfumed breath of Araby. 
Ah woe is me! that breeze caressed her hair, 
So soft, so fragrant and so golden fair. 
The light of stars gleamed brighter in her eyes> 
And then it changed into a strange surprise. 
I took her in my arms and held her there; 
Gone were my doubts and all my world of care. 
And then—oh Tantalus in myth renowned, 
Thou who in rose's heart a worm hast found, 
Thou who hast found in fruit a bitter core, 
Thou who hast loved, and now can love no more, 
With you I sigh and mingle salty tears: 
I learned more in one hour than you in years. 
I held her in my arms, and in her ear 
I breathed the words, "oh, how I love you, dear!" 
Her lips allured) she was divinely fair. 
She ducked her head, I kissed the empty air. 
Alas, ye Gods! My face with fury flushed; 
I looked at her and she demurely blushed, 
Then laughed at me! my brow grew cold with sweat, 
I left her there—she may be laughing yet. 

Avis BLACK. 

irtmtth (Srato (Enmjwstttona 

AT CHURCH IN THE COLONIES. 

"You children may think your Sundays dull, but you ought to have been children 
when I was a child," said Grandma, one Sunday evening, as all we children gathered 
'round her for our usual bedtime story. "You complain about having to go to Sun
day School, once a day, and that day only once a week; but when I was a child, every



142 T H E  S I G N A L  

body was supposed to love Sunday. But how is a child to love the Sabbath when it 
is spent in church, and only a short time between services to eat lunch and get warm. 
I never dared tell mother that I disliked church, for I should have been punished 
severely." 

"Well, did you go to church with the grown-ups?" asked May, who is seven year, 
old. 

"Why certainly, my dear child. Shall I tell you about one Sunday that I spent. 
"Yes! Yes! Do please!" we cried with enthusiasm. 
"Very welL" said Grandma, putting on her spectacles and taking up her knitting. 
"You know we did not have good schools then, as you have now, so the minister, 

(who was the best educated man in the small village in which I lived), taught us 
reading, writing, and ciphering, as arithmetic was then called, and as I was doing m; 
homework one Saturday evening* mother called me and told me to take my bath. 
Now don't be mistaken and think that we had nice porcelain bathtubs, running water, 
for we didn't. We had large cedar tubs which were brought into the living room, 
in front of the fire-place. Then blankets were put around the room, so as to dhide 
the place where one tub stood from the one next it. I went into one of these compart 
ments, mixed the boiled water with cold, and had a nice bath. Then immediately 
jumped into a nice warm bed, which had been heated by a warming-pan. Then ! 
fell asleep to be awakened by the sound of mother's voice, as she sang a sweet hymn 
while she boiled the milk for breakfast next morning." 

"Come, come, Elizabeth, thou must get up, for 'tis most time for the Sabbath-

meeting," said mother. 
Yes mother," I said, and in a few minutes I was dressed and eating my simph 

breakfast. 
1 hen we put on our nice, heavy cloaks to go to church, for it was very cold, and «e 

had to go through a thick forest. Father and my brother always took their musket 
with them to protect mother and me from the Indians, for they were not any too 
friendly with us just then. When we arrived at church, I was so cold my teeth 
chattered, and little was the relief of going into church, for it was so cold even there, 
as we had no heating. 

Father put the two muskets at the door with all of the rest; and when we wen 
seated in our walled-in pew, mother brought four heated bricks which she had brough-
to keep us warm. I hen I looked at the pulpit, which was ever so high in the church, 
and there stood Pastor Sanford, just ready to begin. The sermon was long and tire 
some and before I knew it I was asleep. All at once I felt my head being tapped, 
and, starting up, I realized I had fallen asleep in church and that the pole-tapper had 
tapped my head to wake me up. 

At about one o'clock there was a pause in the sermon, and then we had lunch. ^Ve 

did not go home, but had it right in church. 
Church let out late in the afternoon, and after having supper at home, but no. 

washed the dishes, my little friend, Sarah Bradford came over to play with me, but 
as our family was sitting peacefully in the living-room, there came a tap on the door, 
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and low and behold! there were two Indians who begged shelter as the snow was 
falling heavily. 

My father pitied them and told them to come in, 
They understood a few English words and managed to tell us that there was a tribe 

of hostile Indians marching toward our village from the west, and that they would 
be here at daybreak. Father thanked them and immediately set out for the Governor's 
house. Then the Governor came to our house, talked to the Indians, and bade my 
mother give them food. She did so, and they ate and ate. 

After I had been in bed that night about two hours, I was awakened by the door 
being forced open, and then father and brother got up> while I pushed myself down 
under the covers, I was so frightened. 

Later in the night, we found that about ten Indians had tried to break in. But, 
hearing the noise of father beating on the tin dish pan, with brother firing cartridges 
after them, they fled, thinking an army was after them. 

So now you have my account of one Sunday in Plymouth, spent by your Grandma." 
"Good night Grandma- and thank you very much," we cried, marching up to our 

own comfortable rooms. 
"I wouldn't have liked to have been Grandma," said sleepy May. 

IRMA SCHOENING. 

AT CHURCH IN THE COLONIES. 

Religion was a very important thing in the Colonies. In some places people had to be 
church members to vote. They had to pay church taxes also. In New England the 
services lasted from early in the morning to supper time. The children grew very tired, 
and if they happened to fall asleep a long rod would be the cause of their awaken
ing. The buildings in which the meetings were held were oftentimes cold and the 
women brought heated stones, while the men wore their heaviest coats. Even lunch 
was brought so that they wouldn't miss any of the sermon. 

In some colonies taxes had to be paid to the church the people did not want to 
attend. We, to-day, think this was wrong. 

The minister was supposed to be the most educated man in the colony, and he often 
taught the children when there were no schools. They were very much interested in 
the church in those days. These customs -did not last very long. As soon as the people 
became more educated, they saw that they were being taxed unjustly. 

EDITH FELL. 

AT CHURCH IN THE COLONIES. 

The colonial people kept the Sabbath much more strictly than we do to-day. 
On Saturday, after the Sunday meal was partly ready, the children went to bed 

very early and the father would read a few verses from the Bible and pray. Then 
the mother would go to bed with the father after he had finished praying. Early in 
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the morning everyone would get up and eat a light breakfast and then put a little 
lunch in a basket. Then the mother would heat some stones and the father would 
wear his heavy coat to keep warm in the church. 

If the men went to sleep in the church there would be an officer to tap them on 
the head with a rod, and if the women went to sleep the officer would tickle her in the 
face with some feathers, or the other end of the rod. 

-The sermons in those days were very long, so the people had to take lunch with them 
or miss a part of the sermon, which they did not like to do. 

After the sermon was over the people went home and the children would read 
stories from the Bible or verses from the Bible. 

On Sunday there was never any laughing or playing. If a child did laugh or want 
to play he was punished on Monday, but never on Sunday. 

In the churches there was no way of heating, and there were no comfortable seats 
as we have now. 1 hey were only hard benches, therefore the people must havi 
gotten very tired. 

FRANCES CLARKE. 

CHURCH GOING IN COLONIAL TIMES. 

In Colonial times owing to the few churches and scattered population the people were 
compelled to start early, and give up the entire Sabbath to their church going. 1'ie-
arose early in the morning and ate a scanty breakfast, which consisted of bread and 
milk when they had it, but if they did not have it they ate beans and corn porridge 
which was prepared the night before. In fact all the work as much as possible was 
done on Saturday night. Even the dish washing was left until the following Mondat 
morning. 

As most of the people were quite a distance from the meeting house, they started 
about nine o clock, that is if they walked to meeting, and if they rode on horseback 
they started soon after, taking in their pockets some cake or doughnuts and some cheese 
for lunch. 

The\ arrived home about four o'clock, and the women set the table while the men 
cared for the cattle. The children and younger part of the family were called to-gether 
to read out of the Bible or the primer, then were put to bed and very soon after the 
older part of the family went to bed, but the hired help, even the older ones, went 
to bed with the children, as they had been taking care of them all day. It seemed 

strange for th older people to go to bed almost at the same time as the children, but. 
imagine the\ were tired as the churches or meeting houses were not very comfort

able, as there were small pews all inclosed, and the minister stood in a very small bal
cony or as we would call it to-day, a reading desk stand, quite high so that every one 
could see him. 

he custom for seating the congregation was for a committe of influential men of the 
to assign pews to the people according to their rank and importance. Whittier 

wrote of this custom as follows: 
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"In the goodly house of worship, where in order due and fit, 
As by public vote directed, classed and ranked the people sit; 
Mistress first and good wife after, clerkly squire before the clown, 
From the brave coat, lace embroidered, to the gray frock shaded down." 

Everybody of sufficient age was supposed to go to meeting unless sickness pre
vented. If they were absent a few Sundays they were visited by an officer of the 
church, but as they were brought up to this custom it was hardly ever necessary for 
the officer to go after them. 

MILDRED ELOISE LEVINE. 

REPRODUCTION OF STORY TOLD IN CLASS. 

THE RABBITS. 

Years ago, when I was a little girl, my brother had some rabbits. Some were old, 
some were middle sized, and others were only babies. 

My brother prized these rabbits very much. He even built a nice house for them 
to live in. One day he had to go away so he told us to be very careful of these rabbits, 
and feed them well. 

Ope day the maid called up to me and said, "Come down at once, the rabbits are 
all dead." 

I hurried down and when I got into the yard, I saw the father rabbit stretched out 
dead. So I hurried to the rabbit house, and there on the flooor was every one of the 
rabbits lying around dead. How they died was a puzzle to me. 

When I went out into the garden next day, I found one of the rabbits which had 
escaped somehow, under the lettuce leaves, How he escaped we never knew. 

When my brother came home none of us wanted to tell him. Later on, however, 
when we did, he was nearly heartbroken, for he loved the rabbits very much. 

MERRICK JACKSON. 

AN INCIDENT. 

(Original) 

This incident was a very exciting one. It was a fire around on the street in front 
of us, and happened about ten o'clock at night. 

We were in the dining room, my brother, father, and myself, when we heard a 
man that lives across the street cry, "Go in Voorhees', they have a phone!" And about 
that time a man, frightened out of his wits, ran up to our door and cried, "My Christ
mas tree is on fire! Oh, oh, my home! Get the engines, quick, oh, oh!" and he ran 
back home screaming as hard as he could. 

By the time he had reached home and was trying to put the fire out with water, 
the engines had come and were all ready in a minute. Men, women and children, 
were all out of bed and down to see the firemen at work. It was all over in a minute, 
but the tree was so badly burned that they had to throw it out the next day. The 
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woodwork and shutters were burned, also the man's arm as he was triing to put th 

fire out. , , 
After all was quiet, the engines had gone home* and the people all gone to ^e 

there was one home that was not quiet, and that was where the fire had been, 
people in the house were all up and trying to put the things in order, and dry ing so nt 
of those that were wet. RAYMOND VOORHEES. 

AN ORIGINAL INCIDENT. 

This incident happened Oct. 16, 1914, at the station when I was waiting for 
morning train to take to school. 

The characters were a couple of fat ladies who had on polka dotted dresse* an ^' 
which were too small for their heads and sat on top, just as you would place a 
on your head. ^ 

They also had on large hob-nailed shoes, which were very clumsy, and everyw 
they went they made a great noise. 

As the train which they thought was the right one came in, they got aboard and, 0 1 
' 111 1 1 rc one 

inquiring after getting on board, found it to be the wrong one. They hopped 0 , 
of them landing in a pile of dust, the other landing on top, and when they got UP 
they started to talk to the station agent, who took their names so that they could not 
sue the railroad. When their train came in they got aboard, a mortified lot, puffing 
and blowing about everybody. FRED BILLS. 

THE PANTRY SHELF THE DAY BEFORE CHRISTMAS. 

"Oh," said the Spanish pudding, as it was put on the shelf, "No one is here excef 
this old bunch of celery. Oh, well, it does seem awful to not have anyone of g°< 
standing to talk to, but I guess I may as well start a conversation. Ahem! M'-
Greentop, fine day. How is it you are not in the garden this fine day? 

Oh! silly Mr. Pudding, how do you suppose I could possibly stand the frost ani 
the snow ? I am sure if you used a little common sense> which does not seem to 
common with you, you surely would know that I could not stand the cold. Oh, herc 

comes Airs. Raisin! I do not know why, but I have always been jealous of her beau 
tiful big eyes." 

Oh! Miss Green-top, surely you know you have the most beautiful eyes in the 
world." 

"Oh, sad flatterer," said Miss Green-top, Here comes Mrs. Raisin's husband, the 
turkey. How proud Mrs. Raisin is of her social standing. And how proud her hus 
band is of her." 

"Dear Mrs. Raisin is very proud of her husband, and her husband is very proud of 
her. How I wish dear Miss Green-top and Mr. Spanish pudding ould be proud of 
each other," said Mr. Pudding. T , 

8 IDAMAE DAVIS. -
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Do you read the contributions to the Signal from the Grammar grades? Do you 
regard them as of ariv particular interest to Signal readers ? We of the Board have 
a very definite feeling about them. 

A school paper should be a number of things. It should be thoroughly represen
tative of the life in the school. It should be a vehicle of expression in particular and 
in spirit. It should be generally interesting, that is, you should get pleasure from read
ing it. Lastly, it should be of immediate interest. You should get help from it 
in some form or other. 

Does not the grammar school work fit into all four of these corners? It is a definite 
part of the whole of the school work and is therefore to be represented. Grammar school 
children welcome a means of expression as well as older pupils. And surely no one 
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will say that these papers are not interesting to us as general readers or professionally. 
It is this last point that is to be emphasized. Here is a splendid oportunity to get 
acquainted with the children. You can be helped in setting standards for work to 
be expected from each grade. Can you now judge fairly of the merits of a written 
topic in, let us say, geography or history, from a sixth, seventh or eighth grade5 

An interesting and profitable exercise would be a comparison of the work of two grades, 
or of boys and girls of the same grade, as published in the Signal. 

Be assured, the grammar grade work is not used to fill space. We need our space. 

It is in this spirit that the prospect of State practice finds us. Here is o ur chance to 
rub elbows with Mamie and Willie* in their native habitat, the common or garden 
\ariety of schoolroom. Not the idealized "schoolroom," and "the child," that we haw 
been so glibly theorizing about and putting thru imaginary tactics for a year and a halt. 

The Signal would be very much interested in receiving reports on particular in
stances of the fitting of theory to the practice which is soon to be had. Take the trouble 
for the readers of the Signal. Record cases, in your own work or work observed, 
where you recognize the working of educational principles under practice. We ma\ 
perhaps be able to work up a contest for papers of this sort, founded upon the State 
practice of the next two months. 

Of course this is not the picture which first arises in our minds when we hear the 
words State practice." This course is a compound of several kinds of activity, all 
good. As much can be learned at a party as in a class if you go about it in the right 
fashion. Don't miss any of it. 

OUR SHORT STORY CONTEST. 

It is over. The winners: First prize, "When Peggy Played Forward," by Miss 
Henrietta Gordon Vogel. Sen. II. Second prize, "The Woman Hater," by Miss 
Faith Yingling* A-II. 

We did not receive enough material from the Model School to justify the award of 
the separate prize, although the one story from there was considered among the others. 

We were a little disappointed at not receiving a greater number of stories. We la' 
this fact at the door of the general busyness of this part of the year. However, what 
we ^ot wert generally good. We are publishing the first prize winner this month. 
Others will follow. 

£ units of % ittmtth 

On the twenty-ninth of last month the president of our State Board of Education 
and the county school superintendents visited the Schools. They were particularly 

e e. ted in the Normal classes, as it is from these that they look forward to securing 
cient workers to carry out the most modern psvchological and pedagogical methods 

of teaching. 
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LECTURES. 

On Thursday January 15, the State Schools were favored by an unusually clear 
and valuable lecture by Prof. Ratcliffe, of London University, on the subject of "Cur
rent Tendencies and Personal Forces in England." It is impossible to give a resume 
that does justice to a lecture so carefully planned and forcibly given. 

Among other things, Prof. Ratcliffe summed up the current tendencies of England— 
the growing democracy and humanity, the personal forces of England—conspicuously 
that of Mr. Lloyd-George—so that we took away a clear and vivid picture of a prev
iously hazy idea. 

Professor Green, a member of the Faculty of Brown University, gave a highly 
entertaining talk on his Alma Mater on the twenty-eighth of January. After giving 
us an excellent idea of the history and purposes of the founding of the University, 
Prof. Green showed us some beautiful pictures of the building and grounds, which 
gave ample evidences of the advantages and opportunities afforded. Brown Univer
sity is represented on the State School Faculty by Dr. Austin. 

Thursday evening January twenty-ninth, Robert G. Weyh, Jr., of New York 
City, under the auspices of the State Board of Agriculture, gave a most valuable 
and entertaining lecture entitled, "From the Great Lakes to Puget Sound," with beau
tiful lantern slides and vivid description. Mr. Weyh took his delighted audience 
through many places of note, enabling us to gain, among other things, some idea of 
land-tilling in Montana, and of the wonderful beauty of the geysers and flowers in 
Yellowstone Park. 

MORNING EXERCISES. 

Miss Williams, Senior II, read an interesting paper entitled, "The Jesuit Schools." 
Members of the High School B French Class sang two French songs, one was the 

national hymn, "La Marseillaise." 

COMMENCEMENT. 

On the morning of the thirty-first the members of the February Class of 1914 filed 
into the Auditorium with their schoolmates for the last time. The graduating exer
cises were brief but impressive* and well suited to the occasion. 

Two part songs were rendered by members of the Philomela Glee Club, "When 
the Roses Bloom," and "At Parting," and Alma Mater was sung by the school. 

Edith S. Cooper, president of the class, presented the class gift, a window for the 
auditorium. Olga A. Bolin gave the valedictory. 

As the diplomas were presented by Melvin A. Rice, chairman of the Normal School 
committee of the State Board of Education, the new members of the Alumni took their 
places on the platform, and joined their former schoolmates and the faculty in singing 
"Auld Lang Syne." 
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SONG OF THE WOULD-BE Sb 

Work—work—work 

TiH the brain begins to swim; 
Work—work—work 

Till the eyes are heavy and dim. 
1 h and Physics and chem, 

Chem and physics and math, 
teXtb°°b 1 fal1 asleep 

With a heart full of deadly wrath. 

°> but to hear the call 

With the basket behind my back, 
e guard as she throws the ball ; 

For onl'' H'th °PP0nents out of my track 
r only one short hour: 

To feel as I used to feel 
Before I became a Senior I, 

And StiU had f'me for'a meal. 

(U,th respectful apologies to Tk gles to 1 homas Hood.) 

EMMA FELDBAUM. 
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NORMAL. 

Sen. 1-1. Miss W—"What are the 
kinds of feathers?" 

Student—"Contour feathers 
which cover the main parts of the body, 
and wing feathers which cover the wings." 

Senior—Where do the tail feathers 
come in?" 

The Seniors have decided to send a pe
tition to Dr. Green to have the gas jets in 
the study room made higher. The cause 
of all this trouble is Mr. Snyder, who has 
experienced great difficulty in walking 
down the study-room. 

Our Physics instructor requests that he 
be allowed admission the next time Miss 
Palsgrove makes molasses candy. She has 
to show him that her candy gets shorter and 
thicker as it is pulled. 

HELEN M. RYAN. 

SAD, BUT TRUE. 
The enthusiasm of some 

Sen. 1-4. people over nature study just 
before a test is prodigious. 

When naming the animals studied a skep
tic slyly adds to the list, "bed-tick." T hat 
unfamiliar name is the last straw. 

"Oh dear," cries the enthusiast in blank 
despair ",I have no such animal in my 
notes. What does it look like?" 

Only too well does Miss Wilson know 
our weakness. Would that it were not so. 
When giving the word "aster" in a spell
ing test she explains, "I want a flower, not 
John Jacob. He's the one I usually get." 

Many a word at random spoken— 
Miss Lafetra—"Most of the hot air in 

here comes from out in the hall. Enter 

Mable Demme and Emily DeVoe arguing 
over the possibility of a music test. 

A MEAL. 
First Student—'"What are you going 

down town for?" 
Second Student—"Emile." 
First Student—-"Don't you like Han

cock's?" 
Second Student—"Just at present I pre

fer the library." 

H. M. C. in practice—-"He's the boy 
that stutters so dreadfully, and worse yet, 
he writes just as he talks." 

E. M. BORTON. 

It was an usual matter, in com-
A-II mencing her daily routine, that Miss 

Shepherd arived just in time to fall 
in at the end of line for chapel. But one 
morning she seemed to be smiling more 
than ever, and no wonder. On the fourth 
finger of her left hand flashed a diamond 
ring. When Miss Shepherd calmly told 
us she intended to leave us in February, 
we clearly saw the reason for her tardiness. 
She merely "lingered at the gate too long." 

The A-II's have been somewhat in dis
favor with almost all of the teachers, but 
at last we have an advocate, who thinks 
our lesson plans, our originality, our indi
vidual devices, and our inventive ability 
"perfectly splendid." JEAN REGAN. 

A maiden stood with corrugated 
A 1-2 brow gazing pensively at her man

ual training products. "What's the 
matter?" was a solicitous inquiry. 

"Oh, I've got these pieces all ready for 
putting together to make the envelope hold
er, but don't know whether to glue them 
or nail them first"—! 
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A "hall" girl was telling a non-hall girl 
about a would-be thief. She began, "Say, 
there was a man in the halls last night." 

"Celebrate!" was the unexpected reply. 

We all wish to express our sin-
A 1-3 cere gratitude to Professor Scobey 

for the "spice of life" which he oc
casionally adds to our otherwise passionless 
existence. Here are some of his stellar 
attractions: 

Prof. Scobey (calling the roll)—"Those 
present will please answer 'present.' The 
absentees need not do so.' 

Miss S—(endeavoring to teach an ob
jective lesson in linear measure)—"Hold
ing up my foot before the children, I would 
say, 'Who has seen this before?'" 

I. INA CAREY. 

Since we showed such interest 
A 1-4 in his anti-sparrow crusade, Dr. 

Leavitt is now trying to engage 
our services for the swat-the-flv campaign. 
"Charge, Chester, Charge!" 

Popular lectures of the month: 
Subject Lecturer 
I)ress ......Miss Fields 
Honesty.. Miss Alden 

Attention Prof Scobey 

Slowness of the Normal Mind 

Miss Dynes 

RENEE G. THACKER. 

MODEL GIRLS. 

The quantity U*—5x=7 was 
Senior being discussed in Algebra. Prof. 

Secor, Miss Borden, which un
known would you choose to eliminate?" 

Miss Borden—"Oh—Oh, you!" 

Is Albert Herron contemplating matri
mony ? Else why that immense diamond-
in Virgil class. 

Mr. Horn, the star of the Chem. cla ss, 
ought to start a mint. He is very fond o t 
coining words. 

Prof. Secor (in Algebra class)—"What 
do you think about it Carlson?" 

Carlson starts, yawns, "Er—what- "hat 
did you say, Prof.?" 

Prof. Secor, sympathetically— Sleep on 
brother." FAY GOODFELLOW. 

MARY LOUISE CORNING. 

We're tired of speaking about 
H. S. A. the poor teachers and once 

while, when anything funn\ (•1 

happens, of mentioning it. So, since tin 
reporter's brains (?) have been overworked 

by "impossible" tests, please excuse us t 
you don't like these riddles: 

What is the most awkward train t( 
catch? Ans.—The 12.50, because it is II 

to 1 if it goes. 

That is all for the riddles, but here ^ 
a question that may interest some, 
you find something about which you kn 
absolutely nothing (something in Dome-. ^ 
Science, for instance) and you ask 
teacher you think can tell vou, and t e 
receive this answer:—"You'd better 00^ 
that up and let me know tomorrow, don ^ 
you think that a very enlightening answer 

MARIE HEROY. 
RUTH FISHER-

Those who are on the Hono 
Gram. B. List for the past month- du 

ing our study period, are 

Ellen Cawley, Frances Clarke. Margate 
Glenn, Marion Kite, Elizabeth h ard. 
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Elizabeth Yard is the only girl in our 
class who has been neither absent nor tardy 
during the first half of this year. 

IRMA SCHOENING. 
E. CAWLEY. 

Our class is very sorry to 
Gram. A. announce that one of our fav

o r i t e  c l a s s m a t e s ,  R o x a l e n e  
Dickinson, has left school. We miss her 
cheerful morning greeting. 

DOROTHY A. MILLER. 
LYDIA FOSTER. 

MODEL BOYS. 

This was found on the black-
Juniors board: "If you're not a success 

at school teaching start a danc
ing school." 

Altho the Seniors boast of a "K. O." 
Burke, we beg to announce a new white 
hope named "Kid" Macaulav. Bouts take 
place almost daily between the Juniors and 
the "Kid," and fight promoter Austin in
tends to stage a battle between the two. 
The bout will last for forty minutes, but 
it is expected that the Juniors will be ex
hausted long before the final bell rings. 
Macaulay wil meet all comers that after
noon and the fight will undoubtedly be a 
"battle royal." The Seniors' literary star, 
Fischen will be judge. 

"German doesn't bother you, does it, 
Kirk? Well, read the passage." 

"I don't know how." 
"I knew you didn't." 
"Well, what did you ask me for ?" 

Johnson broke a chair the other day by 
placing his "dead weight" on the back of it. 

H. ALLEN LANING. 

When the State Schools played 
H. S. B. Pennington 

A few weeks ago, 
Eldrige with his machine, 

Took some fellows you know. 

Their ride going down 
Was enjoyable I was told 

And their faces were red 
From the terrible cold. 

Tbe State Schools were victors, 
We were glad to know, 

And here came Squat's party 
All ready to go. 

As Squat looked about 
His racing machine, 

He spied a flat tire 
And gave a loud scream. 

The fellows were singing, 
Which sounded like thunder, 

And to Squat they did sing: 
"Get out and get under." 

CHAS. C. REPPE, JR. 

Grammar A. received 
Grammar A. its first defeat from H. S. 

C. by a score of 14 to 36. 
Our fellows played a hard game but not 
hard enough. 

We have started debating and have had 
two so far. The first was> "R esolved, that 
water is more destructive than fire." The 
negative won. The second was, "Resolved, 
that every school boy should learn a trade." 
The negative won. 

F. H. OLIPHANT. 

Teacher — "We have 
Grammar B. been talking about the 

jungles of India; has any
one ever heard of jungles in any other con
nection ?" 
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Pupil—"Yes, when Miles Standish dis
covered the Amazon." 

We are sorry to hear that Victor Kuser 
is ill, and wish him a speedy recovery. Dos-
ter Focht also is having a siege with whoop
ing cough. 

BOLD BURGLARY AT BOYS' HALL 

Daring Entrance made during Dinner 
by Clever Thieves. 

BOYS' HALL PANIC-STRICKEN 

(Front a Staff Correspondent.) 
January 24.—While Boys' Hall was 

quite contentedly enjoying its dinner, 
thieves, on the other side of the door, were 
grinning with satisfaction over the "feast" 
they had spread before them. These thiev
es not only had good judgment, but quick 
judgment. It could only have taken them 
a very few minutes to decide and select 
which overcoats were to accompany them 
on their departure, and which hats were 
the most serviceable. 

They must have been pretty well filled 
when they finished their "meal," for they 
took as dessert a suitcase and a traveling 
bag. 

It was fully a half hour later before 
Boys' Hall realized what a neatly executed 
piece of robbery had taken place. But when 
it did realize it—O, what wailing and 
gnashing of teeth! 

Dix was the first noticed to show signs 
of nervousness. As he solemnly descended 
the stairs, after a search on the upper floors, 
he proclaimed that the fellow who had hid
den his bag was already on the path to a 
gloomy death. Quille perceived that his 
overcoat was absent, and after a diligent 
search, gently remarked, "I wish those fel

lows wouldn't play such jokes." Not so 
with Ryan, however. He was observed 
rushing madly up and down the stairs with 
a terrible expression of anxiety upon his 
face, searching in vain for his suit case. 
It is seldom that Reds looked so worried 
and the trained psychological observers 
among us declared it to be his worst yet. 
The affair was finally reported to a police
man. Instead of waving his club and 
shouting or firing his pistol, or otherwise 
exhibiting lack of self-control, he serenely 
ejaculated, "Well, what do you know abou t 
that!" 

The ancient oilcloths spread on our halls 
are receiving a sad shock these days. E^er 
since modern dancing was introduced into 
our midst, the floor coverings have had to 
bear the brunt. Day and night, in a mad 
craze, the inmates of the Hall try out new 
dances, gliding from hall to hall, always 
to the tune of "Too Much Mustard, 
furnished by the pipe organ in the reading 
room. What a happy scene it is. 

Our secretary of foreign affairs, Man-
zannar, has resigned his office, highly ot 
fended. The use of the term "babbling of 
tongues." in last month's notes caused him 
to feel that his country had been insulted. 
Although he is a war-fiend of some repute, 
he does not yet fully grasp the English 
style of babbling. 

The road to knowledge is a hard one. 
Jerome has been eating toast while his wis
dom teeth take their place in the ranks. 

Lucius goes to Girls' Hall! 
One by one the victims are led to the 

back parlor. 
Sure, we had one of those things. They 

are pretty nice to have now and then. Our 
initial experiment with them was one in 
honor of the Robbins-Hyde United Birth
day. We had everything fixed up in style, 



T H E  S I G N A L  155 

too. A flag spread over the table; cigars 
at each plate; layer cake placed where 
everyone could see it; and punch in each 
glass. It was interesting to note how this 
punch in the pitcher would undergo a ser
ies of changes in color. It finally looked 
almost like water. Congratulations, Rob-
bins-Hyde! 

Our old friend from Cuba attempted to 
demonstrate the discus thrower at the din
ner table one night recently, giving partic
ular attention to Quille. The demonstra
tion terminated however, in a very effective 
(we hope) picture of "The International 
Pugilists." 

Carnegie, give Boys' Hall a peace palace, 
quick. 

S. B. ASHMEAD. 

Stop! Look! Listen! 
Arguromuthus Stop at State Schools 

Auditorium. 
Look at the talent of your fellow class

mates. 
Listen to simething better than you have 

ever heard before in your lives. 
When? What? Bv whom? 
When—May the eighth. 
What—"As You Like It." 
By whom—Arguromuthus Society. 

The greatest thing in the life of a class, 
All will agree is graduation; 
But the merriest thing in society life, 
Without a doubt is initiation. 

On Friday* January twenty- third, our 
fair Argoites presented a pleasing sight 
decked in green and white. They tried to 
live up to the glorious motto, "Silence is 
golden." Some succeeded, others failed. 

Not wishing to show any partiality, we re
warded both. Some things had better re
main unwritten, but for the benefit of those 
who gazed with speechless wonder at the 
procession of blind-folded damsels, permit 
us to say that amusement was offered, much 
talent among our new members was dis
covered, refreshments were served, and we 
enjoyed the "merriest thing in Argo's life." 

HELEN E. BURD. 

Philomathean T h e  P h i l o m a t h e a n  
Club Club held its annual ban

quet at the Trenton 
Country Club Saturday night, January 31. 
This is the first time that any society has 
entertained there. 

The tables were arranged in a large 
horse-shoe and covers were laid for 88. 
Our guests who attended were, Dr. and 
Miss Green, Miss Wade, Miss Saint, and 
Prof, and Mrs. Austin. 

In spite of the fact that this was not the 
year for our big play, it was Philo's largest 
banquet. 

Many old members were welcomed back, 
among them Miss Elsie Conover, of As-
bury Park, who was our president last year. 

One of the amusing incidents of the even
ing was the unfortunate loss of a heel from 
a slipper as one of our members fell off into 
the darkness from the boardwalk that led 
from the club-house to the trolley. 

After dinner toasts were given as fol
lows* Miss Margaret Cochran ably acting 
as toastmistress. 

Opening speech, Dr. Green; To Our 
Guests, Miriam Rogers; Response, Miss 
Ruby Lamb; To the New Philo Girls, 
Catherine Belville; Response, Louise 
Heath; To the Old Philo Girls, Leona 
Slack; Response, Miss Beth Curtis; Philo
mathean Spirit, Prof .Austin; Philo. of the 
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Past, Present and Future, Rebecca Bain-
bridge. 

The toasts were followed by the old and 
new society sisters rising to sing the Philo. 
song. After this, dancing was enjoyed. 

Friday, January twenty-
Shakspeare third, Shakespeare presented 

the "Twig of Thorn" in the 
auditorium. Under the efficient coaching 
of Miss S. A. Wilson, the caste brought 
out well the beauty of this clever play. 
Because of its unique character; many pretty 
scenes could be produced. Especially pretty 
was the fairy dance by Miss Marion Case, 
of the Model School. The committee in 
charge consisted of Miss Sara McNary, 
M iss Ruth King and Miss Bessie Pennell. 

On Saturday our annual banquet and re
union was held at Hildebrecht's. Although 
the weather was unfavorable a large num
ber of girls of the past and the present were 
reunited. Miss Helen Hutchinson made a 
charming toast-mistress. Toasts were giv
en by Dr. Green, and Misses Helen Hoff
man, Jane Lynd, Marjorie Lamscha, Jewel 
Dawes, and Lillian Russell. 

It was decided to organize an association 
of Shakespeare alumni. Although the de
tails of the system are not perfected, great 
success is expected from the plan, which 
was received with much enthusiasm. 

The following officers were elected: 
President, Miss Jane Lynd; vice president, 
Mary Chick; secretary, Mary Flynn; treas
urer, Mabel Tuttle. 

The association is divided into two di
visions—one for North and one for South 
Jersey, having their respective meeting 
places at New York and Philadelphia. 
The following committees were appointed 
for each division: North Jersey, Lillian 
Leonard, Doris Barrick, Dorothy Lynd; 

South Jersey, Mary Swing, Mary McCres-
ney, Alice Reeves. 

There will be semi-annual meetings for 
each division and one joint meeting at the 
time of the annual banquet at Trenton. 
Thus, the Shakespeare girls will not be-
come scattered and forgotten after gradu 
ation, but will have their own active soc i 

ETY- BESSE M. PENNELL. 

MINSTRELS. 

Gamma On the evening of Januan 
Sigma nineth the Peach Blossom troupe 

of the Gamma Sigma Society 
gave the State Schools a real live cabaret 
show. Whoever says that it wasn t a rea 
live show certainly wasn't there. Maybe 
the word cabaret shocks you, but to ml 
way of thinking the only persons who rea y 
may have been shocked were the faculty-

If anyone had been looking at 1rot 

Hewitt they surely must have seen him 
look pleased at the pronunciation of t 
name Jean Jacques Rosseau and at t « 

mention of his boating party; and if Dr. 
Boice had heard the reproduction of 1 

roll-call he would surely have said it was 
truly a good one. How the hall boy 
would have swelled up with pride if tbey 
had been there, especially one whose nam 
begins with C and is deeply interested m 
something beginning with C (chemistry 

of course). Just suppose George had hear 
about that mackerel. 

The bunch of coons in that cabaret di 
something beside give the faculty, in gen 

eral, preceptress, in especial, hints on then 
conduct; they sang—and oh! how they 
sang. 

These were the songs they sang: 
i. The Peach Blossom—Opening 

Chorus Entire Company 
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2. Dialect Song Mr. Lavalette 
Henderson Demme. 

3. Female Ensemble—"At the Old 
Maid's Ball" Misses Lillie De
rision Osborn, Mattie Mathics 
Hall, Belle Geometry Stobaugh, 
Mary Grammar Tolman, Ruth 
Algebra Stoats, Edith Syntax Spieg-
ler. 

Just at this point Mr. Hava Shoe Eng
lish interposed some colored philosophy, 
and then the songs continued. 
5. End Song—Alabam Mr. Rastus 

Hash VanHouten. 
6. Serenade—Adele Mr. Mark Time 

Harris. 
7. A Faculty Ditty, Mr. Velvety Wyckoff 
8. Southern Lullaby Miss I Should 

Wherry. 

INTERMISSION. 

9. Harmonized Ensemble Miss Flighty 
Blakely, Miss So and So Drake, 
Miss Round Tone Jardine, Miss 
Vocal Chord Wilson; Mr. Bob 
Wire Drake, Mr. Major Cement 
Fleming, Mr. Ephraim Petty, Mr. 
Johnny Cake Applegate, Miss Up-
pertone Francis. 

10. Ethiopian Humorisity—"The Rag-
pickin' Man" Mr. on the Mark 
Fletcroft. 

11. Ballad—"Rockin' Time" Miss 
Flighty Blakely. 

12. End Song—"Fifteen Cents" Mr. 
Aminidab Johnson Brown 

13. Society Cake Walk— 
1. Miss Marv Grammar Tolman, 

Mark Time Harris. 
2. Miss Sarah Topsy Wainwright.. 

Mr. Bob Wire Drake. 
14. End Men's Song'—"Sailing Down 

Chesapeake Bay." 
Gamma Sigma Song. 

The judges, Dr. Leavitt and Dr. Mump
er, had a hard time deciding who should 
receive the cake for the cake-walk. Their 
final decision awarded it to Miss Mary 
Grammar Tolman and Mr. Mark Time 
Harris. 

After the effective singing of the Gam
ma Sigma song everyone assembled in the 
gymnasium, where dancing was enjoyed. 

On Saturday night Gamma Sigma held 
its annual banquet and reunion at Hilde-
brecht's. We were all delighted at having 
with us thirty-eight girls who came back to 
pledge anew their loyalty to Gamma Sig
ma. H. G. A. 

Normal With what sighs of relief 
Dramatic the new girls now enter Miss 

Lair's room on Friday after
noons. They think initiation is a thing of 
the past, but disillusionment awaits them 
in the form of work, spelled with a capital 
W. The initiation, a shy formal occasion, 
started with a receiving line of old mem
bers. The solemnity of the whole proceed
ing was marred by shrieks, gasps and groans 
of the guests. Though we reserved the best 
till last, still everyone survived. If anyone 
feels that their dignity was offended she 
may find consolation in the fact that her 
turn comes next year. 

Alumni 
ThtSignal is glad of the opportunity to 

publish in its Alumni columns the follow
ing tribute to Miss Ely: 

TO MISS SARA Y. ELY. 

To thee, whose loving watchful care 
Has guided on life's way 

A host of youthful minds and hearts, 
For years, day after day,— 
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I, one of that most fortunate host; 
My humble thanks now give, 

For all that thou hast been to me 
And shalt be while I live. 

1 hou second mother, friend most true, 
A teacher great indeed, 

Whose influence ever shall be felt, 
My life aright to lead. 

Accept my wishes for great joy, 
The praise of thy success. 

And may thy happiness increase, 
I by sorrow e'er grow less. 

RESOLUTIONS ON THE DEATH OF MISS 
ISABEL BU CHANAN. 

WHEREAS, It has pleased God to remove 
by death from this community Isabel Bu
chanan, an esteemed former member of the 
Philomathean Club of the State Schools-
be it 

Resolved, That we hereby express our 
deep regret at the loss of one whose ster
ling worth made her when one of our num
ber, a most valued co-worker and comrade ; 
and be it 

Resolved, That we, the members of the 
Philomathean Club extend our sincere sym
pathy to her bereaved family; and be it 
further 

Resolved, That a copy of these resolu
tions be sent to her afflicted family, and 
that they be published in the Signal. 

(Signed) Miriam Rogers, 
Ruth Kirkbride, 
Helen Lambert Scobey. 

Since last September an interesting 
course in modern industries has been in 
operation in Radnor High School, under 
the supervision of Principal Amos Cham
berlain. This class consists of seventeen 
boys, all of whom either are, or have be en 
members of the manual training depart
ment. The work of this special class is 
conducted by means of discussions, lantern-
slide talks and shop visits to industrial es
tablishments in or near Philadelphia. The 
following topics are discussed: The his
tory of manufacturing, comparison of old 
and modern methods; highly specialized 
divisions of labor; systematized methods ot 
reducing cost of production. A study is 
made of manufacturing equipment, and at
tention is also given to trades and voca
tions in manufacturing. Shop visiting 
forms the most important part of the 
course. Some of the industrial plants the 
class has visited are: The Victor Talking 
Machine Works, Camden, N. J.,' Bald
win Locomotive Works, Curtis Publishing 
Company, New York Shipbuilding Com
pany, Camden, N. J. This course is a step 
in bringing the school in closer harmom 
with life outside. The students show the 
greatest interest in it. Both class work and 
shop visits are conducted by Mr- Amn> 

Chamberlain. 

Wayne Bosworth, Model '07, entered 
Oxford last October. The president of hi, 
college writes, "At the end of his first term 
he passed examinations in studies scheduled 
for a year. He is an alert fellow, and will 
make his way easily." 

Frank P. Anstev's novel, "The Tinted 
^ enus," has been dramatized by Helen 
Lombaert Scobey, of the Normal School 
Recently the play was successfully produc
ed before the Kalmia Club in Lambertville-
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The drama opens with a scene in Rosher-
wich Gardens, London, where stands an 
antique statue of Venus. Leander Twed-
dle, a hair-dresser, is visiting the gardens 
with a party of merrymakers, and through 
a wager is induced to place a ring on the 
finger of the statue. Through the charm 
of the ring the statue becomes animated 
and the goddess pursues the bewildered and 
unwilling Leander with the most persistent 

lovemaking. Many absurd situations are 
created until the goddess is induced to re
move the ring, thereby dispelling the charm. 

Twenty-two Ai'go C members 
Argo C. were the guests of Misses Marsh, 

Farrel and Baker at the home 
of Miss Baker on January 17. Guessing 
games were played. Refreshments in Argo 
C colors were served. 

MODEL BASKETBALL. 

Note.—Through misunderstanding this 
account did sot appear in last month's issue, 
as was intended. 

LINE-UPS. 
SOPHOMORES JUNIORS 

Forwards 
Florence Disborough (Capt.)Mary Vernon 
Lillian McCullough Eleanor Godley 
Helen Rochford 

Guards 
Lois Dusenbury Ella Freas 
Wilhelmina Schesck Florence Van Horn 

Louis Heath 
Center 

Marguerite Korzilius (Capt.) 
Jessie VanHorn 

The first game of the Juniors and Soph
omores was scheduled for the afternoon 
of December eighth; but as a Faculty meet-

4 
ing was held on that date, the game was 
postposed until the following day. It will 
suffice to say that the Sophomores were 
badly beaten, the score being 32-5 in favor 
of the Juniors. 

In the latter part of the last half the 
Sophomore centre's place was taken by 
Katherine Donnelly. Outside of this so 
one was hurt except for a few bumps and 
bruises. 

On the following Thursday the second 
game of the series was played between the 
Sophomores and Juniors. The team work 
on the H. S. B. was very good, but even 
so no more than six baskets were made by 
them, resulting in a score of 25-11 in the 
Juniors' favor. 

The Junior team certainly deserves the 
highest praise, for their individual and 
team work was excellent. 

MARGUERITE KORZILIUS. 
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Normal Hail to the team of the 
Girls' A. A. Seniors of June, 1914! And 

praises too! This team 
has an unbroken record which covers the 
two years of its existence. The A's who 
went out last year for the class champion
ship game had determined to work with all 
their might to the end that they might 
have the opportunity of helping to make the 
name of their class of 1914 one to be reck
oned with. Still they were not over-confi
dent of victory. They won the first two 
games, thus claiming for them the class 
championship for 1912-13. 

This year, a team now composed of the 
same girls, but under the distinguishing 
classification of SENIORS. The name may 
have inspired the players—the Senior class 
colors surely did. The "get-up" of the girls 
on the first day of the games, along with 
their mascot; Master Ryan, was represen
tative of their class spirit. So was the 
cheering section with the competent leader, 
Emily Quigg. Another mark of Senior 
spirit was displayed by the touch of green 
and white ribbon on the majority of our 
Faculty. 

The Normal class games were described 
last month. Since then has taken place a 
game which has only added another notch 
to the record. 1 he Model Juniors—maybe 
a little secure in their victories—challenged 
us again this year. They beat us last year, 
so of course, we wanted to turn the tables 
this time, and turn the tables we did. 

The Normal line-up had to be changed, 
due to the fact that some of its members 
were out of town. The team lined up as 
follows: Forwards—Helen Ryan (regular 
forward), Marjorie N. Smith (regular 
center). 

Center Clara Stobaugh(regular guard) 
Guards — Florence Garris, Margaret 

Kraemer. 

The final score was 25-22, in favor ot 
the Normal Seniors. 

The annual basketball luncheon and 
dance, given for all the players, both regu 
lar and sub, and for all who officiated at 
the games, took place the last of January. 

THE BOYS' BASKET-BALL SE ASON. 

State Schools opened their basketball 
season by defeating Princeton High School 
34-15. The game was fast and exciting 
despite the difference in the score. 

State Schools played like a well-oiled 
machine, tossing in fourteen field goa • 
nearly all of which were direct result; ot 
team play. Quille made his first appea-
ance of several years in a basket-hall suit, 
and played a pretty game, ringing us f he 

two-pointers. 
In the second half State put up almo 

a whole new team of substitutes on t e 
floor and these men more than held their 
own with the fast-moving Princeton bunc . 

Kopp and Mulvey were the scoring star; 
for Princeton High, while Hickson pla> 
a nice floor game. 

The score: 

Fd.G. Fl.G. Pts. State P-H.S. Fd.G. FI.G. Ft-
5 0 10 Quille ...F Kopp 1 -j ± 

2 0 4 Hyde F... Lyons 1 " n 
10 2 Ryan C Hick. ° ® t 

6 6 18 Don G.Rodger 1 " 4 
0 0 0 Robbins G.Mulvey 2 _ __ 

14 6 34 Totals 5 5 13 

Ref. Meilich. 

State Schools 30, Penington 29. 
On Jan. 17, State Schools traveled to 

Pennington and beat Pennington Sem-
one point, in a fast and rough game, 3° 
29. Again State showed nice team P 'P 
and had they been more accustomed to t 
floor they probably would have rolled up 
a larger score. 
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Donnelly did most of State's scoring, 
while Roser and Turnquist excelled for the 
vanquished crew. The score 

Fd.G. Fl.G. Pts. State PenningtonFd.G. Fl.G. Pts. 
1 0 2 Quille ...F Rorer 3 7 13 
1 0 2 Hyde F Blau. 1 0 2 
1 0 2 Ryan C. Sim. 1 0 2 
3 1 7 Robbins G Peck 1 0 
6 5 17 Donn G. ..Turn. 4 0 8 

F.Stanton 1 0 f 2 

12 6 30 11 7 29 

lief. Cooper 
Time of halves, twenty minutes. 

State Schools 20, Drexel 19 

State Schools again worn this time de
feating Drexel Institute 20 to 19. The 

game was fast, exciting and very rough. 
Ryan, playing the last time for State, 

was the star of the game, dropping in three 
field goals besides playing a nice floor game. 
Hyde also played well, making a couple of 
unusual shots. 

For Drexel Vanneman played a good 
game, while DeMaris made a couple of 
pretty shots. The score: 

Fd.G. Fl.G. Pts. Drexel StateFd.G.Fl.G.Pts. 
4 0 8 Vanne. „F... .Quille 0 0 0 
2 15 DeMarisF Hyde 2 0 4 
10 2 IngemanC Ryan 3 0 6 
0 0 0 Porter.. ..G.Robbins 2 0 4 
2 0 4 Walls G. Donn'y 2 2 6 

9 1 19 Totals 20 

LXCHANGL 
We are glad to acknowledge the follow

ing exchanges, this month: 
Advocate, New Brunswick, N. J. 
Breeze, Blairstown, N. J. 
Blue and White, Hammonton, N. J. 
Carlisle Arrow, Carlisle, Pa. 
Critic, Hackensack. 
Crescent, Clinton H. S. 
Dickinsonian, Carlisle, Pa. 
Hilltop, Jersey City, N. J. 
Kalamazoo Normal Record, Kalamazoo, 

Mich. 
Iliad, Troy, N. Y. 

Moheganite, 
M. P. S., Bethlehem, Penna. 
Margol, Glassboro, N. J. 
Oracle, Englewood, N. J. 
Oraclet Plainfield, N. J. 
Purple and White, Phoenixville, N. J. 
Penningtonian, Pennington, N. J. 
Peekskill Reveille, Peekskill Military 

Academy 
Red and White, Elizabeth, N. J. 
Red and Blue, Colorado Springs, Col. 
Skirmisher, Bordentowm N. J. 
The Spectator, Trenton, N. J. 



The Leading Piano School 
of Trenton praises the 

Es tey  P iano  

Z3l)£ ~ <Fincl) "piano School 
Conservatory of ^ttusic 

ait& 

School of "Public "Performance 
435 TEast State Street 

Trenton, N. J., June 12, 1913-

Mr. Robert B. Robinson, Mgr. Estey Company, 
Trenton, N. J. 

Dear Mr. Robinson.—I want to congratulate you on the quality of the 
two Estey Pianos used at our concert Wednesday evening. As you 
can imagine, during the years that I have been studying and teaching 
music, I have used a good many instruments, but I don't recall any 
that have given me more satisfaction than the instruments used by 
my pupils last evening. 

The actions were noticeably brilliant, and throughout their entire 
range their tone was full rich, clear and sonorous. Even in their 
upper register, which in most pianos is apt to suggest the xylophone, 
the notes are round, true and beautiful. Your people are indeed 
producing pianos that have a distinction of their own and whose mus
ical value is unquestioned. I gladly give you my opinion, because 
where merit is so genuine, I am glad to recognize it. 

Yours sincerely, 

Estey C ompnay 
435 East State Street 

Near Clinton Avenue 
Established 1846 



T H E  S I G N A L  

AS OTHERS SEE US. 

The Signal We would advise you to 
place all your advertisements in the rear. 
Why not devote a whole page to contents? 
A few more good cuts would be very bene
ficial. Your idea of a literary contest is 

very good and we are anxious to see the 
outcome.—Skirmisher, B. M. I. 

The Signal—A little carefulness in the 
placements of your advertisements would 
benefit your paper.—Penningtonian. 

The Signal.—You have a pretty and ar
tistic cover design.—Focus. 

Illustrations and prices furnished upon request 

College and School Emblems 
and Novelties 

Fraternity Emblems, Seals 
Charms, Plaques, Medals, etc. 

of Superior Quality, designed and made by 

BAILEY, BANKS & BIDDLE CO. 
Diamond Merchatits, Jewelers 

Silversmiths, Heraldists, Stationers 

CHESTNUT STREET PHILADELPHIA 

B. F. Gunson "SLS1 RenssetaPolytecWc Institute 
CLOTHES FOR THE MAN AND YOUNG tfy- K O n u U L  O f  W  

MAN W HO CA RES. rAiOlllCEDIIlP 
We say clothes for the man who cares, be- ^ EIVUBIIIIELIIIII^X 

cause their desirability does not consist of MECHANICAL, ELECTRICAL and CHEMICAL 
superficial elegance only. Every detail ill our ENGINEERING, and GENERAL SCIENCE 
clothing is absolutely correct. They are the cataloaue. TROY. N.Y. 
kind of clothes which a man or young man 
who really cares about their personal appear- , 
ance would include in their wardrobe. I r^-cr\ TA ru FXTFUFN 

Clothes made by such famous makers as j UrLL/. L). rlc,! 
College Brand Adler Rochester Clothing and ; 
Atterbury System from $12.50 to 30.00. ! tSarDer 

We also carry a full and most up-to-date „ TVpntnn N T 
line of Furnishings. For men at the lowest ( 620 Perry Street, > 
possible prices. Most all clothing and fur- ] 
nishings % off former prices. 

When you want the best, patronize our advertisers 



INVESTMENT IN KNOWLEDGE PAYS THE BEST INTEREST 
Men without business training all look alike to the employer. A small ad. in any daily 

paper will bring an army of undesirable help—undesirable because they are untrained. 
The man who knows is in more demand today than ever before. He stands head and 

shoulders above the crowd. He is singled out for the better positions. He earns more 
money because he is worth more. The attractive positions of today are held by those who 
prepared themselves yesterday. Young men and women who are thinking of entering the 
business world tomorrow must learn today. It is their only salvation. 

The logical place to study business is the Business School. Our sole purpose is so to 
train young men and women that when they graduate from this institution they will be 
broadly and soundly prepared for business life. Our Private Secretarial Course is worth} 
of an investigation by any High School or College Graduate who wants to make business 
his calling. No life work offers better opportunities for lucrative and honorable service. 

49th Annual Term now in session. You may enter any time. Yearbook and Journa 
Free. They tell you how to win success. 

R I D E R - M O O R E  &  S T E W A R T  S C H O O L  
10 SOUTH BROAD STREET, TRENTON, N. J. 

F. B. MOORE, Pres. J. E. GILL, Vice Pres. L. J. KAYSER, Sec 

Telephone 1466 

Princeton Studios 
HIGH ART PHOTOGRAPHY 

IN EVERY LINE 

223 EAST STATE STREET 

TRENTON, N. J. 

FOR 
SIXTY YEARS, 

THE HOME OF 

NICE THINGS, 

Y A R D ' S  

Nos. 4-6 NORTH BROAD STREET 

The Geo. Fry Co. A "Square Deal' 
119 S. 13th St., Philadelphia, Pa. 

Engravers Printers Stationers 

Dance Programs Menus 

Calling Cards Class and Club Pins 

Athletic Trophies 

for everybody is Uje 
"Spalding Policy 

We guarantee each buy 
er of an article hearing 
the SpaldingTrade-MarS 
that such article wu 
give satisfaction ' 
reasonable amount 
service. 

A. G. SPALDING & BROS. 
- - - - - -  . .  .  '  f o r  126-128 Nass au Street, 25 W. 42d St.New York 
845 Broad Street, Newark, N. J. 

Send if 
our Catalogue 

W. H. YOUNG 
All V/ inter Apparel 

Greatly Reduced 
For Complete Clearance 

FAMOUS 
BLUE RIBBON 

COAL 

State St. Trenton Broad St. 

CALHOUN ST. AND 
PENNA. R. R. 

When you want the best, patronize our advertisers 



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-sup
port and for intelligent citizenship. 

Free to those whose parents are unable to 
bear any part of the expense of maintenance. 
Moderate payments only required in other 
cases. The co-operation of 

TEACHERS IN THE 
PUBLIC SCHOOLS 

of the State is especially requested in discov
ering children of this class, and in securing 
their admission to this School. 

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

JOHN P. WALKER. 

THE CAPITAL 
STATIONERY 

Stationers and Engravers 
School Supplies 

Fountain Pens, &c. 

15 North Warren Street 
Trenton, N. J. 

Breathes there a man with soul so dead 
Who never to himself hath said 
As he banged his shin against the bed, 
"! ! ? ! ! ? ? ?! " 

The New Jersey State Normal 
and Model Schools 

THE NORMAL SCHOOL is a professional School devoted to the prepara
tion of teachers for the Public Schools of New Jersey. Its course involves a thoro 
study 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 thoro Academic Training School, preparatory to 
college, business or the drawing-room. 

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

The cost per year for borders, including board, washing, tuition, books, etc., is 
from $170 to $190 in the Normal, and $224 in the Model. 

The cost for day pupils in the Model is from $28 to $64 per year, according 
to grade. 

The Boarding Halls are thoroly lighted by electricity, heated by steam, well venti
lated, provided with baths and the modern conveniences. The sleeping rooms are 
nicely furnished. For further particulars apply to the principal, 

J. M. GREEN 

When you want the best, patronize our advertisers 



I 

EYES 
Scientifically examined with the aid of the 

latest and best instruments, by expert 
SPECIALISTS. Correct lenses 

prescribed and made. 

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

Corner STATE AND WARREN STREETS 

Athletic Goods 
of the better sort 

238 East State Street 

faufman*< 
South Broad 

^and La hayette Streets^ 

DISTINCTIVE AND EXCLUSIVE 
STYLES IN READY-TO-WEAR AP
PAREL, MILLINERY, SILKS, DRESS 
GOODS, TRIMMINGS, ETC., ETC. 

WITH MODERATE PRICES 
ASSURED. 

WE CARE FOR YOUR 
HEALTH WITH DUE 
CONSIDERATION FOR 
YOUR POCKET BOOK 

THE BEST IN FOOD STUFFS 

B U L L O C K  B R O S .  
220 North Clinton Avenue. 

When you want the best. 

LET US DO YOUR 

Developing^ Printing 
All work finished in 24 hours 
at 10c. per roll. Either 6 or 
12 exposures. We have als o a 
full line of Stationery and Sc hool 
Supplies. 

Dwyer Brothers 
121 NOETH BROAD STREET 

F.S. Katzenbach&Co. 
Hardware, Cutlery, Mantals, 

and Fire-place Goods 

GAS AND ELECTRIC FIXTURE8 

Electrical, Plumbing and Mill Suf.,h• 
Plumbing, Steam and Hot H < l,'r 

Heating 

35 East State Street, Trenton, N. J 

Martin C. Ribsam 
THE FLORIST 

Corner BROAD AND FRONT ST>-

PHONES 210 

Kodaks, Cameras and 
Supplies 

PRINTING and  
DEVELOPING 

STOLLS 
20-22 East State Street. Trenton 

patronize our advertisers 



Slants i n ®oton 

I ebruary 16—8: 15  P. M. Talk by Miss Eschenbrenner, of the Child 
Labor Committee- under the auspices of the Y W 
C. A. 

*7 At Contemporary Club, Piano Recital by Professor W. H. 
Barber, of New York. 

26—University Extension Lecture Course: "Darwin and 
Huxley," by John Cowper Powys, at Y. M. C. A. 

March 5_University Extension Lecture Course: "Disrealy and 
Gladstone," by John Cowper Powys, at Y. M. C. A. 

12—University Extension Lecture Course: "Chesterton and 
Shaw," by John Cowper Powys, at Y. M. C. A. 

17 —At Contempory Club, "An Afternoon with Kipling," by 
Professor Pearson of Swarthmore College. 

18—University Extension Lecture Course: "Turkey and Tur
key's Dominions," by Albert B. Hart, at Y.M.C.A. 

20 S.i5 P. M. Entertainment by Bennett Springer, conjurer 
at Y. M. C. A. 

22—\ espers by Miss Slattery, at State Street Theatre, under 
the auspices of the Y. W. C. A. 

25—University Extension Lecture Course: "Balkan Peoples," 
by Albert B. Hart, at Y. M. C. A. 

April 1 University Extension Lecture Course: "War and Peace in 
the Balkans," by Albert B. Hart, at Y. M. C. A. 

21 —At Contemporary Club, subject: "Hereditary Feeble Mind-
edness, by Miss Lillie Williams. 

30— 8:15  P. M., M. C. A., Concert by Monday Night 
Musical Club. 


