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CHRISTMAS TEARS. 

The day returns by which we date our years: 
Day of the joy of giving—that means love; 
Day of the joy of living—that means hope; 
Day of the Royal Child—and day that brings 
To older hearts the gift of Christmas tears! 

Look, how the candles twinkle through the tree, 
The children shout when baby claps his hands, 
The room is full of laughter and of song! 
Your lips are smiling, dearest—tell me why 
Your eyes are brimming full of Christmas tears? 

Was it a silent voice that joined the song? 
A vanished face that glimmered once again 
Among the happy circle 'round the tree? 
Was it an unseen hand that touched your cheek 
And brought the secret gift of Christmas tears? 
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Not dark and angry like the winter storm 
Of selfish grief—hid full of starry gleams, 
And soft and still that others may not weep— 
Dews of remembered happiness descend 
lo bless us with the gift of Christmas tears. 

Ah, lose them not, dear heart—life has no pearls 
More pure than memories of joy lore-shared. 
See, while we count them one by one with prayer, 
I he Heavenly hope that lights the Christmas tree 
Has made a rainbow in our Christmas tears! 

HENRY VAN DYKE. 

THE JOY OF SERVICE. 

TT WAS Christmas Eve. The great library in the home of Miss Dennis, guardian 
° .. '' a oma ^ aniP * ire> was lighted only by the big open log fire at one end. 

le ights and shadows from it gleamed fitfully upon the earnest faces of ten 
young girls in Indian dress seated on the floor in a half circle about the fireplace, 
n leir center stood Bernice Winthrop, with her graceful slenderness intensified 

by her simple costume of brown khaki emblazoned with the symbols of her ac
complishments and name, "Chelau," Clearwater. Her long, ruddy hair hung 
mf i W°i ralJS mci Kr shoulde^ and was bound about her forehead with a band 
of beads. Her whole face lighted with a kind of inward happiness as she repeated 
with solemn sincerity the Fire Maker's Desire. What more fitting ceremonial 

called °ne S° n6ar thC Birthday of Him who came to light the fire that is 

"The love of man for man, 
The love of man for God." 

M.W^' • ?ldian PlaCCd "POn her arm the ^ver bracelet of a Fire Maker; then the girls began to chant: 

" We love, love, for love is life 
And light, and joy and sweetness, 
And love is comradeship and Motherhood 
And Fatherhood and all dear kinship." 

Then, more softly: 

"Love is the joy of service so deep 
That self is forgotten." 
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The words echoed tenderly, for the new Fire Maker, nineteen that evening, 
was very dear to her friends and their pride was great in the honors she had won. 
Bernice was one of the kind of girl who always understands and can be fully 
trusted, yet is so full of fun and happiness that one is always sure of a good time 
when she is around—one of the busy kind that is never too busy to help and is 
ever enthusiastic and full of "get up and get." 

* * * * * *  

A year later, about a week before Christmas, down in the poorer part of the 
city, Mary O'Neal was pleading with her mother to let her go up to" Class, as 
she called it. 

"Mother, you've let me go before; please let me go this evening. Why 
can't If" 

"I don't like the idea of your mixing up with those wealthy, good-for-nothing 
girls. They're always putting notions into your head! was the irritated reply. 

"Oh mother! you know Miss Winthrop—" 
"Yes, I know," the tone softened. "If she hadn t taken charge of your 

'class,' you'd have stopped going long ago; but she was so nice about coming 
down and asking me, and so thoughtful about that Thanksgiving basket 

" And you know, mother, she's teaching us how to make the loveliest, cheapest 
Christmas presents—" 

"There you go again! Spent ten perfectly good cents for a Christmas present 
for your schoolt eacher. A body who didn't know,"—(she pointed about the shabby 
room, shabby to a terrible degree, though Mary's efforts made it fairly clean), 
"one who didn't know might think you a millionaire!" 

"I'm sorry, mother. I really didn't think you d care. 
"Didn't think I'd care! The idea!" 
"You see, mother, Miss Winthrop is only teaching our class so that she can 

be a Torch Bearer of the Camp Fire girls. She has to do it once a week for four 
months, and then after that, maybe we'll lose her. Last week she said she loved 
the work and that perhaps after her next birthday she would take charge of it 
for good. We begged so hard that she would help us to become Camp Fire 
girls." 

"All right, go along; but mind you tell Miss Winthrop that I don't relish 
her job. You're as crazy about Camp Fires as Jimmy is about Boy Scouts. 

Something indefinable in her tone warned the girl to cry, "You aren't going 
to keep Jim away from his Scout meeting to-night, are you? 

"Look here! You didn't really think I'd let both you children go, did you. 
And do all the work myself? What do you think I am? ^ 

"Let him go then," came the eager answer, "and I'll stay and help you 
"Huh. thought you was crazy about going a minute ago; what's caused your 

change of mind?" 
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I don t believe you'd understand, mother. It's one of the things Miss 
Umthrop has been telling us, part of the Camp Fire Law, the real meaning of 
Christmas. Mary's thoughts flew back to the time when Bernice had solved 

e pro em of Marys thirteen year old brother, Jimmy, by appealing to his 
ather to allow him to join the Boy Scouts, and unconsciously she repeated softly 

the dear words: 1 

" Love is the joy of service so deep 
That self is forgotten." 

. Stuff and nonsense! broke in Mrs. O'Neal. "You had your chance to go 

and rrTstick to it^ ^ ^ '°F 'bmmy' * to'(' him this morning he couldn't go, 

out a lit 11 Sil,entl-T °Ver t0 tbe corner by the three-legged cot and, pulling 
wreaths so * f6 SCt to Work' twisting int« ^ape those artificial holly 
hiTdav tbnU m "a 8 tHe h°'iday sea9°n" The more wreaths finished 
in a day, the more pennies in the family coffer. 

Mary rushed\nftrr°n' WinthroP knocked at Mrs. O'Neal's door, 
dining-room sitt^ C°me ler tbe bttle room which served as work-room, 
evening before I'".' a" Par'or- Her sorrowful explanations about the 
evening before werecut short by the rather boisterous greeting of her mother. 

lastev!nlLn; " Wmt"°P''' she cried' ^tling about, "hope one less 
silly notions ' f T 1 n°ne' To° bad MalT wouldn't go. Had some 
Bemice answered M ^ T 1 881(1 1 cou,d«'t -P« both her and Jimmy." 
standing. ^glance with one of sympathetic under-

"She said," went on Mrs. O'Neal n i • , 
to her seems to me you'd better be t'e V i T teachmg 9ome such notlons 

any good fellar's around. That'd he i!I n T t0 sh°W herSelf °ff when 

in life." more useful to her, considering her station 

"what you call keepin8 a straight face with difficulty, 

Mary opened it with an exclamation VZrtT** ̂  °° 

the room. Then He turned^'; ^ A 9trong~looking> clear-eyed young man entered 
Mr. Lanning, * * 
Class, Mr. Lanning. I'm so ' our leatler up at the Settlement 

"So am I " said Bel § , y°U t0 meet each °ther." 
opportunly. I was puzzlinglver how ]hfnds' "and you ,lave come most 

of teaching Mary the Camn F." i explain to Mrs. O'Neal the usefulness 
I'll need help." P ^ law of love~the beauty of self-sacrifice-and 

notions when she don'tHnuwV SC"H<' °f teachinS my girl foolish educational 
Jimmy." ^ h°W to Sew an^ cook good yet. Same way with 
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That fired Bernice's enthusiasm, and she began defending the Camp Fire 
girls and their spirit of Christmas all the year 'round. 

"You want your daughter to be a representative American girl, don't you? 
That's what the Camp Fire trains girls to be. Mary hasn't become a member 
yet, she and the rest of the class say that they wish to wait until I have met the 
requirements of a Torch Bearer and can become their Guardian. You see, you 
really don't know of all the things they learn—how to cook and sew and take 
care of people—and how. to keep strong and healthy, and to be beautiful inside 
and outside. But you can't do these things until you learn the fundamentals, 
those things you call 'educational notions'." 

"It does seem lovely, the way you put it, Miss Winthrop, broke in Mrs. 
O'Neal, "but it ain't just what the rent collector would call 'practical.' 'Tain't 
as easy as it might seem to do work and play at the same time. 

"Oh, yes it is! If you know how. And it is to understand how, that we 
study our feelings—trying to make the way we look at life as Jesus would have 
us. It is easy with Christmas in the air, to love one's neighbors, but we want to 
have the spirit of love in our hearts all the year 'round. Oh, if you could just 
see us making baskets, planning dresses, learning economy in cooking— 

"That's another trouble,—why can't we mothers see you working? Why 
must your ceremonial meetings be so mysterious?" 

Bernice turned to George Lanning with a smile of comprehension as she 
recognized a problem he had had to face also; then she said: You must come 
to our next Grand Council, Mrs. O'Neal. By that time, I hope, Mary will be a 
member, and you must hear how the mothers are helping us. Why, we couldn t 
get along without the mothers!" 

"And wouldn't Mr. O'Neal like to go with the Scouts on our next hike?" 
broke in George. "I'm just sure he would have a great time and it would do 
him good to get out in the open with the boys again. I came up to ask if Jim 
were going; when he didn't come last night, I was anxious. He and his father 
will both go, won't they?" 

"Well—I'll talk it over with his father, and seems to me 'twill be all right. 
It's Christmas time and I suppose one has to make allowances," came the aston
ishingly assentive answer, that effectively closed the afternoon s call. 

"Which way are you going, Miss Winthrop? asked Lanning as they turned 
out of the rough side street. Then in the next breath, "May I come along?" 

"I'll be glad to have you," answered Bernice. "I'm going home now, to 
the corner of Eighth and Queen streets.' 

"Not the big brown house with porches all around it? 
"Why, yes." 
"Then your father is the chief of the designing department of Hamilton, 

Hall & Co., isn't he?" 
"Why, how did you know?" 
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"You see my father has charge of the Paris branch of that company," he 

laughed. „ 
"You can't be Dr. John Lanning's son! Why I thought he 
"Would be blond and blase, speak only French, wear a moustac e an < >' 

a cane? Well, you see, I have been in Paris only once. My Aunt s lome 
this city and I have lived with her since my mother died." Then, as they rea 
her home, "Good-bye, I am awfully glad to have met you." 

" But you are coming in. Dad would never forgive me if I didn t make 
John's son come in. Such a chance meeting surely deserves more than a orm 

introduction." . , . . , f.,pu.r 
Bernice swept him into the house, with a breezy introduction to her a 

as they met him in the library, then to her mother as she came down the a a -
way into the hall. Delighted with this surprise, Mrs. Winthrop lmpresse P ; 

Geroge Lanning the need of his obedience to the "Laws of Western Hospitality, 
as she put it, and his duty as his father's son, that he stayed to dinner. 

Later, he and Bernice sat by the great fireplace and talked of Miss 
and the O'Neals and the problems they represented and raised. Their wor •, ay 
parallel and they found that "cooperation would greatly help in spreading 
Christmas spirit all the year around. (> <( 

"This afternoon, you spoke of the Camp Fire law of love," he said, w 

is it?" 
"Don't you know that part of Wohelo?" she asked softly. 

"'Love is the joy of service so deep 
That self is forgotten'." 

"It's beautiful, isn't it?" she asked in the pause that followed. And clear 
eves met clear eves in understanding as he answered "Yes." 
J K T F . At. 

THE NIGHT AFTER CHRISTMAS. 

0 Muse, inspire with fitting words to tell 
What in the night a tim'rous maid befell; 
One who on Christmas goodies well had fed, 
And did not feel quite safe when tucked in bed. 

It happened when the house was wrapped in sleep. 
She had long prayed, "Myself in safety keep," 
And dozed, when suddenly she heard a sound— 
Someone, something was surely prowling 'round. 
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What could it be? How had he access gained? 
Had he in hiding been since daylight waned? 
"Help! Help!" she cried. The family soon rushed in 
To see what could have caused such fearsome din. 

They into corners peered, under the bed, 
With bulging eyes and hearts o'erfilled with dread. 
The frightened maid would not be pacified. 
"Look, look beneath the bureau, too," she cried. 

And now would you believe the tale I tell— 
They found him struggling, breathing not too well; 
The booty, Christmas cheese, his mouth still held; 
A wire around the neck his death had spelled 

NREA M. HARMON, Sen. II. 

BETTY'S LUCK FLOWERS. 

IT HAD been snowing all day. By evening, the piercing winds had whirled 
the flakes into mountainous drifts, and clothed the trees in fleecy silver gowns. 

But Betty Hurst, standing by the window of her room, was not attracted by this 
wild, beautiful scene. She was in despair. Three deep lines extended clear across 
her usually smooth forehead, giving a really care-worn look to the girlish face. 
From time to time she would pick up a pencil to write, only to drop it again with 
an incoherent mutter, "I can't. Oh! I can't. What shall I do? 

Her reverie was brought to an abrupt end by a quick, peremptory knock. 
After waiting a reasonably long time, and there being no response, slowly, slowly 
-—oh, agonizingly slowly to the startled girl writing—someone turned the handle 
of her door, and pushed it open with a bang. At sight of Betty s woe-begone 
face, the newcomer hastily cried out, "Why Betty girl! Whatever s the matter? 
Did you get the psychie reproduction, or, or have a test? I m so-o-o sorry! 

Betty involuntarily laughed at her friend's droll attempt to sympathize, 
and replied in a somewhat cheerful voice, "No, honey, nothing quite like that. 
It's only, only—. Well, Helen, the long and short of it is, I must write an essay 
for the contest tomorrow, and," continuing in a more hopeful tone, I can t write. 
I've tried, and I've tried, but no big, high-sounding words will come. Why did 
they select me? I wish—" Further talk was cut off by a trampling of feet and 
the rush of a group of girls into the room. 

"Betty Hurst, we've been looking simply everywhere for you," shouted Judy, 
eyes aglow, and cheeks radiant from a brisk half hour s frolic on the campus. 

"Just everywhere," echoed Dot. "Who would have thought of finding you 
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cooped up in your own room in such a glorious storm as this, and looking as if 
you had been to the dentist. Cheer up, old girl! See what we've brought you," 
emphasizing her words by throwing a long, brown package upon the bed. "Mercy, 
girls,^there goes the study-bell! Au revoir, Betty!" 

Thanks, girls;" Betty's voice had an almost distant sound in it. The 
girls including Helen, had already scampered out of the room. Betty listened 

ie sound of theii voices and footsteps, as they flew down the corridor, dying 
rapidly in the distance, and finally ceasing entirely. 

As she turned with a sigh to her books and the morrow's lessons, her eyes 
caught sight of the package on the bed. 

ti n,1 r" tf> kave my clean blouses before gymnasium day. Oh, horrid 
thought I Wish I never had to go to school again. All the girls are having such 
Ttf lme' ,aS sound °f suppressed laughter was wafted down the hall, 

us musing she had snapped the cord asunder; the lid of the box fell to the 
°r , ' mass ° yellow chrysanthemums glowed at her through transparent 

waxed paper and on top of the paper lay a card-" From Mother " 

the iov ff are • 'lTJted- e'se wa? forgotten, all trouble and worry, in 
iust hefnr P?SSe®slng ' ®sf> ker favorite flowers. Mother must have picked them 
cheeks i7 •' iV'n'h lth tlie golden blossoms pressed close against her flushed 
and low eo f h l° dreamin« of the old 'a™ house with its gabled windows 
the l unns m fl t Stu°I>S' ^ h°me; k fa"Cy' she could see her mother' 
wind^'h^ol ShadCS ^ arran8inK the little potted plants in the 
with tea thincs " 7? ,Re logS cracklinS in the fire-place; the table spread 
jam and Ms httl^hl 7 °n ^ the edge to see if t he 
happbi 4 fLt "e T "I Were there' Soinethinff in her heart ached so with 
to be thankful for? "^HeTtl egT t0 qluver- Had any girl in the world so much 
eye, "'d<lenl-y' *"d ,rt" 

When she had^""^' 7'"/ ' "'' krusklng ker handkerchief across her eyes, 
it on her desk and STOTK * chrysantl'™ns in a vase of water, she lifted 
glittering against the din'oy wall ' Tl"1"""' thCm' They made a g°r8eous shoW' 

With a happy, radiant sn'.ile „„ her''Vj''' '"'fT"", , I d 
out for a pad of paner drew it t , ,' y sa down at her deak' reachecl 

lines, a few crossed 't I n ^ AND TO°K UP HER PENCIK A scribbled 
inspiration. Speedily the stub}'1" °CCaflonal look at the flowers, and then came 
Incident after incident crept in lVt llo' I ake<1 its WfW over Page after page, 
by memory. ' '*df-forgotten things enhanced in charm 

" Tm going'toTed/'Ihe ann^' ^ *** W°rk a"d ^wned. 
"and get up in the morning to copvTt ^ *^7* countenan<* in the nli,ror' 
she turned off the lights. Th t i n dare read '1 over now." Then 
so wonderfully, lost their color in 777 i""'1' °f yellow flowers, that had shown 

m the darkness. Perhaps they too, went to sleep. 
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The next day subdued excitement prevailed. For the contestants, the morn
ing dragged. Would afternoon never come? Yet time was flying on and on 
interminably, and three o'clock found Betty seated in a far distant corner of 
the old mathematics room, watching her trembling opponents go up and read 
their papers. She thought of when she would stand in the selfsame spot and 
read hers. Would her voice quiver and her cheeks pale like Norma Worth s, 
or— 

"Miss Betty Hurst," announced the president of the society. Betty arose, 
and walked to the front of the room, her feet seeming scarcely to touch the floor. 
The blood went first to her heart, and then flamed back into her face. Her cheeks 
tingled. Yet self was forgotten; she had no audience of schoolmates and judges, 
but she was in her own home, when, in conclusion, she spoke the old familiar 
lines: 

"Be it ever so humble, there's no place like home." 

A deep hush had fallen upon the room. The audience was held in a wonder 
of enchantment; raptly, intently they gazed within magic portals upon a world 
apart, beautiful, quiet, sweet and full of love. Ear, far it was from the tinselled 
allurements of artificiality; distant were the uproars of a disturbing, battling, 
civilization. Home, how the word hurt and soothed! It twisted itself into the 
hidden corners of their hearts, disguising itself in old forms and faces, awakening 
shadowy dreams until it almost seemed the dead lived again. It made them 
afraid to look into the faces of their neighbors. They longed only to kneel and 
sob out to God their thanks, their longings, their hopes. 

With half-shut eyes, a judge leaned back in his chair. The years had rolled 
away. Somewhere, a light-haired boy was curled upon his mother s knee, her 
loving hands supporting and comforting him. From this safe vantage point 
he looked out upon a world where he was king. 

Come again, O mother, and lift the child to your knee! Blot out the unkind 
years that have carried him from thee, leaving behind only the gold of dreams. 
Only memory and imagination can call up the old, open hearth, and the litt e 
woman and child sitting in the fire-glow. Why was that chapter in life so short r 
And youth, the unspeakable glory of youth, whither has it flown. ' 

A stifled sob brought the judge hack from the borderland of fantasy. Emotion 
played upon his face. . , , 

No one was surprised when the announcement was made that the Prl^e 'a 

been awarded "Miss Betty Hurst, author of the essay entitled 'Home . Yet 
they would have been surprised had they seen Betty, a half-hour later, in er ltt e 
room, bend over and lightly kiss a bunch of chrysanthemums; and had they seen 
in the gathering dusk, her big, grey eyes grow soft and gentle, as she murmured, 
"Mother, mother, it was your flowers, my luck flowers, that won the contest. 

ANNA SIMMERMAN, H. S. T. C. 3. 
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WILLIE'S LONG WAIT FOR CHRISTMAS. 

(As written by Willie's little sister.) 

It was a long waite for little Willie for Christmas to come. 
He had heard so much about it that he began to wounder weather there 

was realy a Santa Claus and if he came down chimnys and brought children 
presents? It was only Monday, he had four more days to waite. 

Everything went on the same as before at home but there was a little mor 
excitement. 

Willie was not quite old enought to relize just what Christmas ment realy. 
He went to Sunday School every Sunday and they seam to talk about Christinas 
there. They seam to talk about a star, and wise men, and a little baby. Willie 
thought they were talking about his little baby brother. 

Willie went and asked his mother all about it, and she sat down and told 
him all about the wise men, and the star, and how the babe was born in a manger, 
and how the wise men saw the star and followed it, and it stood over the place 
where the young child lay, and how they gave him gifts of gold and spices. That 
was on Tuesday. 

The next day was Wednesday. There was still two more days to waite. 
Santa Claus brought his Christmas tree and there were bundles that came by 
mail for M illie. His mother said they must not be opened until after brackfast 
Christmas morning. This made W illie real excited when he saw presents coming 
for him. And he could heardly waite for Christmas. 

Now it was Thursday, and the day went very slow. The cook was in the 
kitchen making pumpkin pies, cookys, cakes of all kinds, and many other kinds 
of thins. At last it was Christmas Eve. 

Willie retired early that night so when Santa Claus came he would be asleep 
and could work fast. Willie was so excited he could heardly sleep. He dremt 
about Christmas and the things he would get. His two aunts and uncles, three 
cousins, grandma, and grandpa, were to come on Christmas Day. 

At last it was Christmas. 
W illie awook bright and early Christmas morning. He dressed and ran to 

the playroom. He was so excited his eyes just dansed out of his head, he was 
so full of joy. First he ran to one thing, then to another and he put on his Indian 
suit and played war. 

His cousins played with him, one beat the drum, one blue the horn, the other 
p ayed a tin flute and they had a parade. In a little while they were called to 
dinner. 

After dinner they played some more with the Christmas things and about 
b^ Pas^ eisht the cousins went home and after Willie's exicting day he went to 

KATHBYN BILES, Grammar A. 
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MODEL OFFERING. 

The collection taken as a Thanksgiving offering in the Model School amounted 
to the fine sum of twenty-eight dollars and eighty-six cents ($28.86). A part was 
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sent to aid the Salvation Army in their Thanksgiving dinner to two hundred 
hundred poor children. A part, together with the provisions donated, was given 
to the Montgomery Street Mission, for the poor in that neighborhood. 

Both agencies sent sincere thanks for the generous gifts. 

AUDITORIUM NOTES. 

During fourth period Wednesday morning, November 29th, the school 
enjoyed the annual Thanksgiving entertainment. The cast was composed of 
both Normal and Model students. "Thanksgiving of the Past and Present" 
traced the 1 hanksgiving of the Greeks and Romans through Hebrew and Old 
English to the Indian and Puritan days. The program, under the supervision 
of Miss Hummer and Miss Reed, was very successfully carried out. 

Marian George, of the Normal Senior class, read an interesting essay, entitled 
Bulb Culture, in the auditorium, morning, November 00th, during 

chapel exercises. The paper which was written by Miss Hilda Lamb of the same 
class, proved to be very interesting and was made even more so by the colored 
illustrations. 

Bertha Little of the At class, read a paper on Japanese Art, written hy Miss 
Nobles of the High School Teachers' course. This paper followed the exhibition 
ot Japanese art in the Normal drawing room. 

f JUt ''f'1 tLe ll0n°r °f having with us Miss Cora Remington, soprano soloist 
of Fifth Avenue Baptist Church of New York, and Mr. George Rasely, tenor 
soloist of Boston, Thursday morning, November 23rd, during third and fourth 
pr:?d\, !'r !eiTgt0n was a former pupil of Mr. Pohlman and a graduate 
o the Model school "The Plague of Love" was a special favorite—and you 
won dn think it of school teachers, would you? Mr. Rasely rendered this popular 
selection. In fact, Mr. Rasely appealed to the majority (the majority being 
gir s). l erhaps Miss Remington appealed to the other sex, but as yet we have 
not heard. Neverthe ess, the entire program was a delightful one and such a 
treat is one worth while looking forward to again. 

students of t h D '^th, the faculty tendered a reception to 
entitled "S oarflln8 halls. The entertainment consisted of a unique Irish play 
nlav and each g ^ Was * deal of humor throughout the 
waTcomnoset r °f h" Particular especially well. The entire cast was composed of members of the faculty. 
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Once more we return to 
SENIOR I I. resume our duties as Senior 

II's. After four weeks of 
laborious, as well as joyous work in the 
different parts of the State we have come 
back, ready to meet any new task assign
ed to us. 

Instead of being favored with flowers, 
perfume, chocolates and such articles 
from our pupils, we have had tests, 
reviews and even classes after school 
showered upon us. Not only these things 
disturb our nightly rest, hut the thought 
of th at piece of w ork which must be care
fully, thoughtfully and well planned and 
presented to the school as "our master
piece in English literature." Should you 
see a ny Senior turn her steps and hurry 
toward the library, be kind and consid
erate enough to give her the right of way, 
for it is for more knowledge that she 
seeks for her "book." 

Even though these heavy things dis-
. turb our minds, ask any Senior how many 

days there still remain before a holiday 
and you will receive a prompt reply. 

OBSERVED IN MATH. CLASS. 
After enjoying the fun of making 

graphs for a week, one Senior, at least, 
has not yet discovered the way. I won-

Wty? A. K. K. 

SENIOR 1-1. 

Miss E. (trying the So-
cratic method to get an 
answer): What do we find 

on the walls of a mill? 
L. D.: Cob-webs. 

Really it's a wonder that there are any 
Senior I-l's left to tell the tale,—such 
terrible calamities as have taken place in 
that room of the brave on the first floor. 
One need not go abroad to see flying 
missiles. We are glad to report that Miss 
M. H. is still alive. 
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At least I've done my best. I've gone 
to everybody I know and asked them to 
say something funny, and all I heard was 
"You are funny, searching for jokes." 
If you ever should care to be pessimistic 
ask someone to say something humorous. 

SENIOR 1-3. 
Heard in school man

agement class in a discus
sion of the difference be

tween the intelligence of man and of 
beast: 

Mr. J.: Why my dog will go out on a 
dark night and stand and bark and look 
up a tree just as if it were a man. 

Dr. Seeley: I should call that dog a 
blamed fool. 

A girl in history of education class was 
reproducing the previous day's lesson: 

" Golly golly—golly!??" 
At last Professor Hewitt came to her 

rescue, "Galileo invented the telescope," 
said he. 

One of the Senior 1-3 aims is to have a 
larger percentage subscribing to THE 
SIGNAL than any other section. 

D. M. R. 

_ _ Prof. II.: What is the 
- NIOR 1-5. matter with saying that 

the rose bush is a decidu-
ous tree? 

Miss L.: Because they are different 
Kinds of animals. 

Miss L : A janitor of a large hotel was 
mg or a leak in a gas pipe with a 

lighted match and there was really a lot 
of damage done. The hotel hurned up, 
thousands of dollars worth of property 
was destroyed—and several people lost 
their lives. 

M iss D.: Will you tell us what the 
sentence on the board says? 

Mr. V.: If that is Latin I can't trans
late it since I never had Latin. 

The sentence was "Godda macha 
bowcha?" 

What would you say it meant? 
R. W. 

Time rolls on and so 
SENIOR 1-7. does work. Why is it they 

always work domestic sci
ence girls harder than others? Maybe, 
they think we know more and can stand 
it better. Why, we "don't have time to 
think." Now is that "accidental" or 
"incidental"? 

Several interesting things have hap
pened this month right in our town. One 
of them was the food exhibit given by the 
I renton Times during the week of Nov
ember 20th. Mr. and Mrs. Snyd er from 
W estfield, Massachusetts, gave the lec
tures and demonstrations. We were glad 
to see so many housekeepers there, but 
why in the name of common sense, will 
they bring the "baby"? 

K. C. 

AI-3. 

number. 

We regret that Miss Miria 
McKee has left Normal Schc 
and is no longer one of o 
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DAY AFTER ELECTION. 
Miss McIL: Have you change for a 

quarter? 
Miss J.: My heart! if I had I would 

stay up all night and watch it. 
Prof. Hewitt: Well, why didn't you 

bet on the election and get some? 
Miss J.: I did bet a nickel and lost 

it. 

A girl with her shirtwaist on wrong 
side out. Why? 

OH! WHAT A SPLASH! 
Miss J. fell down in the mud. 

HEARD IN MANUAL TRAINING ROOM. 
Miss K.: Please give me a spike for 

this brace. 
Practice Teacher (handing her a large 

hook): This is the nearest I have to it. 
J. McD. 

The first class meeting was 
AI-4. called to order by Miss Marion 

George, president of the Senior 
I Class, on November 14th, for the pur
pose of electing the class officers. 

lhe following officers were elected: 
President Harry Paterson 
Vice President Mabel Engle 
Secretary ...Lucile Streckfuss 
Treasurer William Caldwell 

The history class was discussing the 
newspapers read by different students. 

Miss T.: When I read "Call to Rea
SON I know all the news ahead of time. 

Miss Parmenter: Of what use is the 
rubbish taken from the garbage cans? 

Miss Mueller: I have heard that they 
make silk out of tin cans. 

Miss Traimen: I heard that in Paris 
they make butter from the fats they find! 

E. V. K. 

A girl assembling in the 
H. S. T. C. study hall, not an H. S. T. 

C. girl, has lost the answer 
to this question: "Why does a girl close 
her eyes when a boy kisses her? She is 
troubled because she can not find the 
answer. Will some one kindly tell her? 
Any and all answers should be turned in 
to H. Conover. 

We invite you to attend our class play, 
to be given January 19th. 

Furthermore, we wish you all a Merry 
Christmas and a Happy New Year. We 
hope that you all come back minus colds 
and ills, and plus all the good times that 
can possibly be crowded into such a short 

jHobei 
After many hours of earnest 

SENIOR toil and discussion, the Senior 
GIRLS Class has, with the able assis

tance of Miss Parmenter, 
drawn up a constitution and plans for 
self government which includes such 
matters as governing Senior study classes, 
and care of the attendance. It is expected 
that if all goes well this form of govern
ment will go into effect Monday, Decem
ber 11th. 
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The officers elected so far are as 
follows: Council, E. Bullock, A. Brokaw, 
M. Banks. Attendance proctor, E. Har
ris; assistant, H. Bullock; room proc
tor, A. Taylor. Study period proctors," 
Latin, H. Hendrickson, E. Tilden; Eng
lish, L. Howell, M. Case. 

Though we are "grave and reverend 
Seniors" yet we do have fun, too. 

Ask any Senior if she has the "Senior-
itis." It is a new disease. 

One English test paper shows that the 
student has studied Johnson so diligently 
that she has absorbed some of his idio
syncrasies, for we find, "He quoted from 
the Lord's Prayer and other such pecul
iarities." 

It is noted with astonishment that 
A-i-e T-yl-r has transferred her affections 
from S3 ' to a Bostonian who recently 
visited our school. Of course we all 
know that she likes music but we didn't 
suppose it would control the placing of 
her affections. 

Ask R- -h M-j-r how to pronounce 
"shrubbery." 

If perchance you visit our English class 
you mustn't conclude you are in the 

Domestic Science department even if yo u 
do hear about "flavors." 

Teacher: Describe the ora-
II. S. A. cle of Delphi. 
GIRLS Pupil: Oh, they built a tem

ple over the rock and had a 
girl sit on it. 

We were surprised to learn the othre 
day in Latin, that the old Romans fre
quently considered themselves aero
planes. Why? Oh, someone told us that 
Catiline was seen flying around in armor. 

Since this shall be the last time we 
meet before the holidays, we, as a class, 
wish the students and faculty the greet
ings of the season in their fullest measure. 

A. L. K. 
J. G. M. 

II. S. C. Don't think we're too 
GIRLS "fresh" if we beg to spring 

this one. It's all we have: 
Mr. A.: What is a Bachelor of Arts? 
M iss I}.: Why silly, it is an unmarried 

man that paints. 
M. K. 
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A merry Christmas to you, dear Soci
eties! Just make it the very merriest 
day in all the year, but do not forget 
the main purpose of the day, "the cele
bration of the birth of the Christ-child." 
Let me repeat to you something which 
the editor of the Ladies' Home Journal 
said i n the December issue of that maga
zine. " Do not drop Christ out of Christ
mas. ' A protest has been made about 
the substitution of the "X" for Christ 
in the word Christmas. In the beginning 
the —|- was placed before "mas," but 
modern times have gradually changed 
the cross to "X," so it follows that our 
Christmas cards have adopted the Xmas. 
It will not do to leave Christ out of 
Christmas. As this editor says, "'X' 
may well be left for its indication of the 
unknown quantity in mathematics; it 
does not belong in the word 'Christmas'." 

Girls, let us insist on purchasing cards 

with "Christmas" spelt out, and with 
only those decorations that convey the 
real, true spirit of the day. 

Last year, one of our societies made 
scrap books, and other things for the 
poor children. Why do not more of our 
societies do work of this kind? Would 
you not feel happier if you knew that 
you had helped several little unfortunate 
children to have a good time on Christ
mas, but if you had not done your little 
part, those children would have had no 
Christmas? Last year, one of my girl 
friends received a lovely letter from a 
little Indian girl to whom she had sent 
a small, inexpensive doll for Christmas. 
She keeps this interesting letter in her 

treasure box. 
In Holland, the people have their 

frolicking and fun-making on St. Nicho
las' Day, but Christmas is spent as the 
birthday of Christ should be spent. 



On November 3, the Gam-
GAMMA ma Sigma combined its busi-
SIGMA ness meeting with a social to 

welcome the new members in
to the society. Many humorous games 
were played, after which refreshments 
were served. We not only welcomed the 
new new girls into the society but wished 
them the same happiness, enjoyment and 
pleasure in the future as we have had in 
our past experience with Gamma Sigma. 

G N A L  

I'm sure all the Philo-
PHILOMELA mela girls "beamed" on 
GLEE CLUB November 2, when the 

school was told that Miss 
Cora Remington was to sing for us that 
evening. We had known it for two 
weeks before then. Why should we have 
been let into the secret? Because once 
upon a time, she belonged to us, was our 
"leading lady." We "beamed" more 
when she sang, but didn't everyone do 
that? 

New members: Myrtle An-
IONTIAN derson, Ethel Elliott, Hattie 
SOCIETY Gilhuly, Dora Green, Anna 

Hendershot, Caroline Holmes, 
Rose Kaufman, Adelaide Keyes, Helen 
Mitchell, Leila Ort, Frances Penn, Mild
red Skillinger, Julia Wohlpath. 

Since the beginning of school in Octo
ber, Ionian Society has been holding 
regular weekly meetings in Professor 
Hewitt's room and occasional, irregular 
meetings (when the press of business 
demanded them) in various other places. 
The enthusiasm and earnestness for 
things Ionian which the president, Miss 
Marion Mills, has manifested from the 
very outset seems to have animated each 
Ionian. Certainly the meetings have 
been well attended, and extremely inter
esting—sometines in a funny way, often
times in a serious, intellectual way. 

On November 3rd, Ionian entertained 
its new members in the upper gym. After 
the welcoming address by the president, 
the business of becoming acquainted be
gan and it was made delightfully easy. 
A dance and fun-provoking tests of skill 
followed. It is hard to tell who enjoyed 
those three hours most, the entertainers 
or the entertained. E. LEV. 

Now that all the new 
NORMAL members have "ridden 
PEDAGOGICAL the goat," we hope that 
CLUB they are preparing to en

joy the pleasures of the 
year (debates, orations, parties, etc.). 

Here's to you, N. P. C. members o 
the Class of '18. May you hold the 
"Lavendar and Gold as dear to your 
hearts as your predecessors have, an 
may they always remain a pleasant 
memory to you. 

Shakespeare is full of 
SHAKESPEARE enthusiasm this year-

We expect to enter into 
the fight for honors, and we expect to 
make a good showing. We have confi 
dence in our members, and that we have 
a right to be confident was proven by the 
results of our first contest. Keep up tin 
fight, Shakespeare, and work, WORK, 
WORK! Let our motto be "Victory and 
Triumph," if possible, "Defeat an 
Determination to do Better," if neces
sary. 

H. B 
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€xcfjanges 

We a re so g lad to welcome the return 
of some of our old friends. Exchanges 
have been received from The Spectator,. 
Trenton High School; The Shield, Had-
donfield High School; The Columbian, 
South Orange High School; The Red 
and Blue, Jenkintown High School; 
bchool L ife, Metuchen High School; The 
Owl, Park Ridge High School; The Yellow 
•Jacket, Georgia School of Technology; 
The Tabula, Torrington High School; 
The Goshen College Record, Goshen Col
lege; The Echo, Egg Harbor City High 
School; The St., John's Echo, St. John's 
University, Shanghai, China; The Head
light, Richmond, Indiana; The Orange 
and Blue, Millville High School. 

W hat has happened to the rest of our 
exchanges? Have you been lost, strayed 
or stolen, or are you, too, delayed and 
crippled by the infantile paralysis 

scare ? Whatever it be—please re
cover from your malady and come see us 
soon. 

Some of our friends have' changed so 
that we hardly recognize them when 

they came back this year. The Red and 
Blue from Jenkintown High School has 
a "brand new" overcoat which is so 
much more stylish than last season's. 

The Columbian, South Orange High 
School, although much changed, is the 
same interesting little paper. It's new 
cuts are good. 

Goshen College Record has discarded 
its gray overcoat for a more becoming 
one of brown. 

The Orange and Blue of Millville High 
has grown somewhat since we last saw 
him and improved his quality to corres
pond with his quantity. 

The Owl does have the most clever 
cartoons. We laughed until the pen 
wrote all "wriggly." 

The Yellow Jacket is very interesting 
until we reach the "Scrap Book." Then 
it becomes "super" interesting. 

Well—we would just love to tell you 
all what we think of you, but you see if 
we did it would be this way—we wouldn't 
have anything to write the next time. 
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The marriage of Marie Louise Delaney 
to Edward J. MacDonald took place in 
Minneapolis, Minnesota, on Wednesday, 
November 29th. Mrs. MacDonald was 
a member of the .June graduating class 
of 1911 and a member of the Gamma Sig
ma Society. She was one of the most 
prominent students Normal ever had 
and was very talented. 

Mrs. MacDonald will be "At Home" 
after February 1st, at 1912 Third Avenue 
South, Minneapolis, Minn. 

ARGO C. 
On October 21st Argo C. journeyed to 

the - home of Miss Mattie Waterman in 
Orange, for there we were to be the 
guests of the Misses Waterman, Marie 
Freeman and Myra Conkling, Of course 
the day was fair. The weatherman al
ways smiles on Argo C.. Did you know 
that, in the Severn years we have existed, 
we have had only three stormy days for 
our meetings and that on two of these 
the storm was a thing of the past ere 
it was time for us to be homeward bound? 
So you see, even the elements approve 
of Argo C. 

Hut to return to Argo C. There were 
twenty-two present. Why such a large 
number? We were going to cast our 
ballots for the officers for the year just 
before us. The following were elected: 
President, Kathleen Nixon, '13; vice 
president, Emily Marsh, '06; secretary, 
Jennie C. Brown, '06; treasurer, Mar
garet Crowell, '15; SIGNAL reporter, 
Mrs. R. Emerson Taylor, Jr., '06. 

We were glad to welcome as new active 
members Mrs. G. Becker (Louise God-
frey, 04), Miss Marion Brown, '16, Mrs. 
W. II. Doe (Minnie Jones), Miss Lucy 
bitterest, '16, Miss Claire Pfeiffer, '16. 
and as associate members Miss Helen 
Murray, 16, Miss Annie Massey, 16. 
Mrs. W. Robison (Jane Cowdit, 05), 
and. Miss- Nellie Apgar, '06. 

On November 18th, twenty-one Argo 
C. s met in Railway at the home of Miss 
Marion Baker who, assisted by the 
Misses Emily Marsh and Elsie Farrel, 
delightfully entertained us. The plans 
for our. January luncheon and theatre 
party were made, but the chief topic of 
conversation was—babies. Quite nat
urally, too, for Mrs. Burke (Roberta Du 
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Rie that was) brought her little Frances 
and Robert for us to enjoy and admire. 
Mrs. Winans, we used to call her Lillian 
Terwilliger, came to tell us all about our 
youngest—Frederick Irving Winans— 
who came to Bloomfield to live on the 
29th of July. Sometime we are going 
to bring all of our Argo C kiddies to one 
of the meetings. Won't that be inter
esting? J. H. T. 

GAMMA SIGMA Ntr. 

The May meeting of the society was 
held at Bergenfield, N. J., at the home 
of Miss Gertrude Demarest, who was 
assisted by the Misses Harriet Brown, 
Grace Thompson, Rosa Wycoff and 
Marian Coleman. Miss Frances Flet
cher of the Normal class of June 1913, 
was admitted to the ranks as an asso
ciate member. 

Owing to the inclemency of the weather 
the society's annual picnic, planned to 
take place on Sugar Loaf Mountain, near 
Rockaway, N. J., the second Saturday in 
June, was postponed. The meeting took 
the form of an "indoor picnic" which 
was held at the home of Miss Clara Bur
row at Rockaway. 

At a pretty fall wedding held in the 
First Baptist Church of Elizabeth, N. J., 
on the evening of September 18th, Miss 
Nell Green of Elizabeth became the 
bride of Orel P. Keeney, also of Eliza
beth. Miss Green is a former graduate 
of Normal and is a member of the Gam
ma Sigma Nu Society. The church was 
beautifully decorated with autumn foli
age, palms and hydranges. Miss Green 
was attended by Misses Mary Hay and 
Grace Oliver. Mr. and Mrs. Keeney are 

now at home to their many friends at 
West End AvenUe, in Elizabeth. 

Announcement has also been made 
of the marriage of Miss Juanita Erickson, 
of Freehold, another member of Gamma 
Sigma Nu, to Dr. William L. Paterson of 
Asbury Park. Dr. and Mrs. Paterson 
have made their home in Asbury Park. 

Henry Waters, a member of the Class 
of 1859, of the Normal School, passed 
away in his seventy-sixth year at his 
home in Scarsdale, N. Y., early in May. 
Mr. Waters was born at Millville, N. J., 
on August 18, 1840. After graduating 
from Normal he became at 19 years of 
age, vice principal of a grammar school 
in New Brunswick. During the course of 
his life he became connected with, either 
as principal or organizer, the public 
schools of New Brunswick; Commercial 
and Collegiate School for boys, in New 
Brunswick; Paterson Seminary and the 
Mohegan Lake school, being principal 
of the latter institution for twenty-five 
years. 

The following appreciation was paid 
to him by one of Major Water s asso
ciates: "In him was a weighty, rounded 
personality, one who informed his boys, 
but who also formed them; one full of 
sagacity, of devoutness, of stimulus. 
He who builds the timber of knowledge 
into the building of character is the real 
teacher. He declares beliefs, he estab
lishes in pupils' minds principles. It is 
he who leads the boy into truth and love 
and duty. If he is a true teacher he 
answers affirmatively the overmastering 
question of Jesus, 'Lovest thou me, more 
than these?' The measure of his ability 
to feed the flock is the measure of his 
love for the Shepherd." 
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He stood on the bridge at midnight 
Disturbing my sweet rejpose. 
He was a big mosquito, 
The bridge was the bridge of my nose. 

Hist! whispered the villain, creeping 
stealthily away. 

I expected you would be," replied 
the stage manager. Rx 

Maris, you can't pound that nail 
with a flat-iron! Why don't you use 
your head?" stormed Mr. R. to his wife. 
Then he wondered why she wouldn't 
speak to him for the rest of the day. 

Little James had just been the much 
profited receiver of a lengthy discourse 
upon the utter "awfulness" of slang, 

disrespectful nicknames of any sort, 
etc. 

Soon after, he, with much surprise and 
disgust, heard his revered older sister use 
the word "dictator." 

"Helen Jones," he remonstrated loud
ly. "I am surprised—dictator— You 
should say 'Richard Potato'." 

"Did you ever drill before?" asked the 
Captain of the Irish man. 

"I worked three years in the quarry, 
sir," the Irishman answered. Ex. 

Willy in the best of sashes, 
Fell in the fire and was burned to ashes. 
By-and-by the room grew chilly 
But the family hated to poke up Witty. 

L. M. I). 



We're ready with thousands of practical 
gift things for giving to your school chums, 
friends or folks at home, and our prices 
are as always—moderate. 

fwfman' 
South Broad ^ 

Vc'/?Q,/g/i?yette Streefs^p 

Always Safe! 
Lots of clothes you pay for without 

getting value or style. Not only do you 
get dependable clothes here, but you see 
the latest there is in style, that's why 
this is distinctively a young men's store. 

Hart, Schaffner & Marx Clothes. 

Vannest, Coleman & Co. 
39-41-43 EAST STATE STREET 

BELL PHONE 3745-W. SHICK 
H O E  
H O P  

Mrs. Mary Shick, 26 S. Warren St. 

Proprietor Trenton, N. J. 

(Below Trenton Bank) 

Are You Going Home Christmas? 
Why not take or send a fine pair of 

comfortable House Slippers for father, 
mother, sister and brother. They will 
surely appreciate a gift of this kind from 

Keeler's H igh Grade Shoe Store 
145 E. State St.. Trenton 

(Next to Broad St. National Bank) 

When you want the best, patronize our advertisers 
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ikfiool Calendar 

December 22. School closes at noon for Christmas Vacation. 
27. School opens at 10:30, after Vacation. 

January 1. School closed for New Year. 
5. Normal Senior-Junior Reception. 

12. Gamma Sigma Play. 
" 13. Basketball with B. M. I. at home. 

17. Basketball with Newark Normal at home. 
19. High School Teachers' Play. 
20. Basketball with Hightstown High School_at_home. 
24. Basketball with Rider-Moore, away. 
26. Basketball with Newark Normal, away. 
26. Theta Phi Play. 


