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THE ANGEL'S MESSAGE APPLIED 

Listen my children and you shall hear 
Of the advent of Christ, that story so dear. 
In the second month—April, now 'twould be k nown— 
A poor Jewish baby fell heir to a throne. 
And his realm was the whole world, so great was its scope. 
And the birth of that babe filled the world's fondest hope. 
Bid mark you, a manger of rough, hand-hewn pine, 
Was destined to cradle a Monarch divine. 

But you know the rest. In the books you have read 
On this time-honored subject, so much has been said 
About things celestial; let's get d own to earth 
And apply the great morals of this lowly birth. 
There's a power w ithin YOU, God planted it there; 
A pow'r to achieve and to do and to dare. 
And to strike at the evils that lurk to destroy 
And be sturdy of will like that carpenter boy. 
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And when life's temptations and pleasures allure, 
Just remember the Christ-child who lived and died—pure; 
Who, 'tho calm in demeanor and gentle of poise 
Was, in every essential, just like other boys, 
Beset by all problems that puzzle the will 
Yet firm in convictions and resolute still. 
Think deeply then, friend, there's a message for you 
In this story so o ld yet so strikingly new. 

THE BUTTONS OF BARTHOLOMEW 

A sombre gray cloud had settled slowly over the red hair, blue eyes and 
copious freckles of one named Bartholomew. It obliterated the sunny smile, 
and the impish dimple down in the corner of his left cheek. It caused to be hid 
the yawning gaps under the smile, that signified two teeth missing. In fact, 
it quite obscured the personality of the one named Bartholomew. 

He sat on the topmost of a most exaggerated flight of porch steps as though 
in the very center of a basket of eggs. Somewhere behind the cloud one could 
read pain, doubt, and infinite caution. Each scrupulously clean hand was placed 
upon a well darned, irreproachable, black knee, and the only bends discernible 
in the whole of the rigid little frame were those absolutely unavoidable in the 
business of sitting down. 

Along with the "I-have-lived-long-enough" expression, the youngster wore 
a brand new suit of clothes. "Brand" is mild! It shrieked newness, that suit, 
from the careful creases, and flat pockets to the numerous, shining, well-fastened 
buttons. 

It was only a moment before, that Bartholomew had descended, laboriously, 
from regions above, borne, as it were, upon the everything but silvery tones of 
his mother's voice. 

"You young limb of Satan, you!" had been hurled after him. "Be bustin' 
them buttons off if ye dare! Set yerself down there and stir not a finger tdl I 
come down! Hear? ' And to someone further up was wafted the gentle explana
tion, "He is a mess. Every blessed button I sew on his clothes he busts off. I 
< ress im up, and have im shinin', and bless yer heart he steps out, takes a long 
breath, and off goes 'is buttons. Sure, it's a brand new suit he's got on, and if 
we can git Kitty married before he says good-bye to his buttons it's a special 
mass 11 be sayin' the morrey!" 

The woe-begone figure on the topmost of the exaggerated flight of porch 
steps, never stirred. Getting Kitty married was an undertaking likely to h11 

even a boyish heart with awe, and he would probably have sat there hour after 
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hour Patience on a monument, too subdued even to look up and smile at grief, 
until released and commended by Mither, if things hadn't happened. 

Of course things would happen. Bartholomew himself, no matter how he 
struggled against his fate always found himself in the most lively corner of things 
that were happening. All things duly considered, however, the chances of some
thing happening were easily doubled by the presence of those buttons. 

For five heavenly moments all was peace and quiet—and the betting good 
on the buttons. Then suddenly, out of the nowhere into the here popped a beau
tifully shaggy towhead, followed by a yard or more of dirty shirt, ragged trousers, 
and bare legs. The whole stopped with a jerk in front of the martyr Bartholo
mew. 

"Lo, Bart!" issued from under the mane. "Whatcha all ironed out for?" 
Under the buttons of Bartholomew something was going on that sounded 

like this, "Oh, blessed Vargin, don't be lettin' me breathe too big; don't be 
lettin' me bust me buttons." To his visitor he growled, "Ain't ironed out." 

Emboldened by the obvious helplessness of new clothes and buttons the 
tormentor whooped derisively, just as another gloriously dirty urchin appeared 
at the gate. 

"Hey, Skinny!" he shrieked, "look what says it ain't ironed out!" Laughter 
almost choked him. "Will ye look at the scenery on it—them shoes 'n stockins', 
'n them buttons—an' it says it ain't ironed out! Hully-gee—Christopher—! 
I'm laughin' at ye!" 

But inside the "scenery" the petition went on—"Don't be lettin' me bust 
me buttons, don't be lettin' me breathe too big!" and outside, doggedly, "Ain't 
ironed out. Shut yer trap." 

"What's the row?" demanded the new-comer, approaching rather dubiously, 
an involuntary tribute to Bartholomew's reputation. 

"He's a " began Bartholomew. 
"He's another," interrupted Shaggy-Head. "He says 'e ain't ironed out. 

I'll leave it t' you, Skinny, ain't he a hand-paintin'?" 
Skinny took in the situation easily, and at the same time took courage. "I'll 

say 'e is!" he beamed. "What's the big idee?" 
"Don't be lettin' me breathe too big; don't be lettin' me bust me buttons— 

AVhat's it to ya—ya pie-faced " 
"Lookit 'im, gettin' mad. You better look out, Bart, 'r you'll bust off them 

buttons swelling' out yer chest, 'n then you'll catch it." 
Bartholomew's chest went down. The argument was full of logic, bitter 

but undebatable. Shaggy-Head, wild at his triumph, went whooping out the 
gate. "Hey, fellers!" he yelled, "come 'n see Bart all ironed out fer 'is sister's 
weddin'. 'E daren't budge fer fear of 'is buttons!" 

They came in droves. Here was excitement. Bart in shoes and stockings, 
a new suit and all his buttons was worth paying admission to see. Still the per. 
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secuted one sat tight, murmuring to himself, the while, "Don't be lettin' me bust 
me buttons—Blessed Vargin " 

The crowd gathered at the gate passing its opinions through freely. "Gee, 
Bart, some togs! Y' ain't the groom are ya?" 

"Gosh, lookit them shoes!" 
Hey, Bart, how's the air under them decorations?" 

"Bet yer about axfixerated." 
"Cutie! who tied that tie? " 
"I say, Percy, where's yer wrist watch?" 
"All ya need's a cane, Reginald." 
I hen there came a sudden lull in the proceedings, for Bartholomew the 

1 atient had arisen slowly, and goaded almost beyond his endurance was still 
clinging to his Hope. 'Blessed Vargin, I'm askin' ye, don't be lettin' me git 
mad; don't be lettin' me bust me buttons——" 

He was interrupted; the mob had regained its confidence. "Oh, sa-a-a-y, 
old top, you'd better set down before you bust " 

All petitions were failures and with one mighty rush Bartholomew was after 
his tormentors, lhe crowd scattered, tearing down the street; closely pursued 
by the long-suffering one, his eyes alight, red hair rumpled, buttons, clothes, 
wedding forgotten, only the joy of battle surging through his madly beating 
little heart. 

"I'll show ye!" he shouted joyfully. "I'll show ye! Stop the runnin'of ye! 
Stand! Yer yeller! Chinee yeller! Ya-ya-ya!" 

The retreat hesitated, wavered, but at the sight of the warrior bearing down 
upon them, gave up and tore even more madly on, followed by the "scenery" 
and the triumphant, joyous, "Ya-ya-ya!" 

At the end of the street the race was over, and the fight was on, Bart in the 
midst of it, clenched fists flying right and left and north and south. "Bang!" 
. kinny slid gracefully to the ground. "Biff!" Shaggy-Head closed his eyes and 
turned over. Slam! Bang!" No one was left out. 

La ya \a. came the challenge. 'Ya-ya-ya!" sounded the reply. They 
were all in it now for the joy of the skirmish, through the midst shone parts of 

ar holomew, now a knee bared to the world, torn stocking hanging by faith; 
now the brilliant head tossing in wild pleasure. Twice he emerged with Skinny, 
now revived clinging to his coat. "Rip!" off rolled one precious button. "Zip!" 
ninit • afto an°'her l°°k ilS deP»t™ A™'1" 

" °ne ,ree arm 'lrivl™ Mows right and left, while the 
glorious" 8 ' "8 shreds' a|together unnecessary in the fray. It was 

WhJsl^r^TV^ J0U »—* •»«*. quit that for the love of—1 
into the eh 7e C y°U red-headed hyena!" and a blue arm shot 
one end of T ^ ̂  ̂  ^ WaS left of Bartholomew dangling from 
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"Well, if it ain't Bart!" grinned the officer. "Might a' known it by the 
general signs around the edges. Ha! ha!" 

The crowd stood by, silent, wondering, battle worn. Bart still dangled. 
"Well, young feller," demanded his rescuer, "account for yourself. What's it 
all about?" 

"S-s-s-set me down, will ye?" panted the suspended one, "'n I'll be tellin' 
ye." Safely on his feet he started his tale, but glancing down at himself he stopped 
aghast. The blue coat came threateningly closer. "Well?" he roared. 

" B-b-b-buttons!" gasped Bartholomew. "Ivery bloomin' wan of thim! 
Oh the Blessed Yargin! She'll be beatin' me dead!" 

"Oh no she won't, young feller, but your mother may—I ain't sayin' 
"Sure! me mither! Kitty, she's gittin' married and the mither said she 

wouldn't be sewin' on another button if —" 
"Ha-ha!" roared the officer. "Buttons is it? What you need's a wife! 

She's the one to keep the buttons on for you. You're way behind, boy. Go get 
yourself a wife, and don't ye fight no more, see? Ha-ha! Ho-ho!" and highly 
amused the arm of the law moved on. 

Dazedly Bartholomew turned to his erstwhile enemies. "A wife," he repeated. 
"A Wife! Say, fellers, what da-ya suppose he was manin'?" They crowded 
around the warrior, thoroughly aroused. 

"I know," broke out Skinny. "Ma sews on Pa's buttons an' she don't seem 
to mind. All you gotta do's get a wife n' take 'er home. Then yer Ma can't 
give y' Ned every time y' bust a button, see?" 

A cheer arose. The gang was more than pleased. "Who'll 'e marry?" 
" Gee, never thought o' that." 
"I know! My sister!" 
Bartholomew stood dazed. Things were happening altogether too fast. 

A wife? How did one get one? He had a vague feeling that something was not 
quite right. 

"C'mon, 'fraid cat. Don't be yeller. 'S all right. What'd the cop say?" 
demanded Skinny. So, still cheering, they led him away. 

Ten minutes later a very excited group of boys came to a stop at the same gate 
through which Bartholomew had rushed to battle only a while before. In their 
midst was a very dishevelled young groom. At his side marched a dazed but 
sweetly smiling bride. In one tiny hand was clenched a stick of lemon candy, 
the other held fast to one ragged edge of Bartholomew's new coat. 

They separated themselves from the body-guard and moved slowly up the 
walk. The young groom stopped at the bottom of the exaggerated flight of porch 
steps and considered. Then, gathering courage, he led his bride up, and through 
t h e  d o o r  . . . .  

The mob at the gate waited. One minute. . . two minutes . . . 
three ... no sign inside. Then there was wafted upon the air a sound 
unmistakable. It wTas B artholomew's voice raised in mighty protest. It soared 
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high and wore away, only to soar again with greater force. It was the cry of a n 
agonized soul, and it went straight to the hearts of the listeners. Their faces 
saddened, and they regarded each other in woeful solemnity. 

"Gee," mourned Skinny. "We better not wait. Gettin' married must be 
awful." A shudder passed over the assemblage. Then as the wedding music 
grew more and more earnest and pathetic the body-guard moved slowly away. 
"He was a good feller, too," added the Shaggy-Head, admiration in his tones. 
"He like to beat us all up—even with them buttons on!" 

GRACE L. POMEROY, Philomathean. 

KID'S CHRISTMAS 

December has always had one day sacred in the family calendar; a day of 
memories and renewal of fellowship and family goodwill. But this year, how 
different was the celebration of the Christmas Day. It was hard to wish the 
usual Merry Christmas when the vacant chairs meant the absence of dear ones, 
somewhere in the trenches. All thoughts seemed to be centered on these absent 
ones. Perhaps now, they were fighting, some lying on the frosty ground, and 
others beneath it. 

I his was, in truth, the fate of many but one small troop, which two days 
before had been one of the largest, was now encamped behind the trenches, half 
filled with snow, and slight protection from the stinging wind that seemed to be 
singing in dreary monotone, a Christmas Carol of its own. 

It was the eve before Christmas. The soldiers lay huddled around the camp 
fire which threw its curling smoke high up through the clear, cold air. A multitude 
of stars sprinkled the sky like millions of protecting eyes, looking down upon the 
peaceful camp. I here all were thinking of one thing, Christmas at home. How 
happy and gay each member of the family circle always had been at this time! 

The speaking silence grew too much for Kid, the youngest member of the troop-
He rose to his feet. Well, I think I'll walk 'round a bit. The other side cant 

offer any worse company than you fellows are tonight!" he yawned, as he dis
appeared. 

Too bad, too bad, whispered Big Bill, the confidant of the soldiers. "Such 
a kid ought to be home on a night like this." 

5 ^ es' kut as he ain t we must find some way to cheer the poor boy. H e 
can t bear it if he ain t going to be happy. We need his smile to keep us cheery, 
spoke another voice from around the camp fire, and once more silence reigned. 

But now each was trying to think of a way to make Christmas at least a little 
different from other days. 

Soon the soldiers saw Kid returning, but not alone. As the figures approached, 
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they saw a small boy with him. The soldiers hastily rose to their feet in surprise, 
eagerly waiting to see what Kid was up to now. 

"Look what we have here! A Christmas present for sure. And just think, 
he's exactly like the little brother for whom I made the sled last year. His name's 
Dick, too. We've simply got to keep him. He'll cheer us up a bit, you know." 
He laughed gaily. 

"Yes, but Kid," replied Big Bill. "His mother must be looking for him this 
very minute. Where did you find him?" 

After hearing the explanation that the child had strayed away from home, 
and that it had grown dark before he was able to return. Kid was given permission 
to take the boy home, but if the mother were willing, he might bring him back 
for the evening. 

As Dick's home was a long mile away, the men hurriedly thought of a sur
prise to have for the two boys when they returned. Jack cut down a small cedar 
tree covered with frozen snow which sparkled in the light of the fire. But how 
were they to decorate it? There were a few pine cones that could be placed be
tween the branches. Big Bill contributed a few pieces of blue and red string 
which he happened to have in his pocket. Jack had some silver paper from his 
tobacco. What was there that Jim could contribute? He had been wounded 
in the battle the day before when the troop had been decreased to such a small 
number. Jim had a kind heart, even though his face wore a harsh and sorrowful 
look. Suddenly, his face lit up; he tore the brass buttons from his coat and asked 
Jack to put them on the tree. 

Just as the last bit of trimming was placed on the tree, Kid came back leading 
the boy. 

"Heigh, comrades! we can have Dick all night, just think, all through the long 
winter night, until early tomorrow morning. Oh look, what s this; He grinned 
as his eyes fell upon the tree, which, though crudely decorated, was more precious 
in the hearts of these men than any beautiful tree could have been in their own 
country. 

This was too much for Kid. A hat could he give as his share? Oh, the 
cookies his mother had sent the first of the week and which he had stored in his 
kit bag while he was out in that never-to-be-forgotten battle. 

While the soldiers were deated round the camp fire, Dick was at first rather 
bashful but soon his curiosity got the better of him and he asked what made Jim's 
head so shiny on top; and who lit the stars up so high, and so on until, though 
much amused, the boys were soon at a loss to find enough answers for such queer 
questions, so Kid passed his precious cookies. Dick carefully and solemnly broke 
them into small pieces so that each could have a taste. 

In the contented silence after the cookies were gone, Kid happily started 
an old school song, "Jingle Bells, Jingle Bells." Softly he sang it again. Tears 
stood in the soldiers' eyes. They, too, knew Christmas songs. It brought back 
the picture of dear ones singing sacred carols on Christmas Eve. The presence 
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of Dick made the memories of the joy of their smaller chums as they hung up 
their stockings and sat by the fireside, waiting for a Christmas story almost too 
vivid. Jim bravely started the song "Silent Night," but broke down before it 
was finished. An inspiration seemed to come to all at the same time, and gathering 
strength the Christmas song "Peace on Earth, Good-will Toward Men rang 
out through the clear atmosphere. 

Peace—peace—how strange the word sounded. For a moment the stars 
seemed brighter, the skies bluer, the war a terrible dream! All eyes were turned 
toward Kid with the child in his arms. Was this really war? Why was such a 
lad drawn from his home into these horrors? 

During the singing, Dick went fast asleep and was tenderly tucked away in 
the soldiers' blankets. Kid began cutting queer shapfes from long pieces of wood, 
and the next morning when Dick was awakened, he found a brand new sled by 
his side. And his new friend drew him all the way home upon it. 

The sun rose. The snow sparkled beneath its slatning rays, and the iee-
sheatlied trees shone like glass. As Kid came whistling back to camp the songs 
of the night before were still in the minds of the soldiers, when lo—a bugle call! 
All thoughts of the night before vanished. This was war—they must fight now. 
I hey must fight for their country and loved ones at home. They will fight f°r 

America the beautiful—America! The home of the brave and the free. America! 
Above which the Stars and Stripes will never cease to float, cost what it may. 
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MERRIE CHRISTMAS! 

We feel so very kindly disposed toward those of you who are subscribing 
for and reading and supporting, the SIGNAL this year that nothing seems too good 
for you. Our very kindest thoughts will be with you wherever you may be and 
whatever you may be doing during the holidays, and you have our very best 
wishes for the merriest Christmas you have ever laughed away and the happiest 
New Year you have ever shouted in. 
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Among those who read the SIGNAL there may be some to whom our Merrie 
Christmas seems almost mockery; whose joy this year is greatly overshadowed 
by sorrow; whose dearest Christmas gifts go far away "somewhere in France." 
But to you. People-like-that, the birthday of Christ, the Great Giver of all we have 
that is best, must bring a new and deeper joy than ever before, for you, too, are 
knowing what it is to give—of your very hearts and souls and lives. Just as 
even the humblest person who gives of himself, and of his own for a great good is 
like Him, so are you. So look down upon us, People-like-that, from the Great 
White Throne of your knowledge, and out of the boundlessness of love born of 
sacrifice, breathe for us a Christmas blessing. We shall see in your patient, suffer
ing eyes a great light—sweetness and sympathy and wonderful understanding— 
and we shall know it for the deathless spirit of Him who lived and loved and 
gave of Himself for the good of mankind so many long years ago. 

AUDITORIUM NOTES. 

On Tuesday, November 20th, Dr. La roe, a graduate of Jefferson Medical 
C ollege, gave us a rather harrowing account of his experiences as doctor in a 
French auxiliary hospital. The hospital was located in a feed and grain store, 
and it was almost an impossibility to perform sterile operations. The lack of 
even such necessities as coal made the work still harder. Dr. Faroe's story aroused 
the sympathy of all for the wounded soldiers and their doctors and nurses. 

On Monday, November 26th, Mrs. O'Leary, who is at the head of Domestic 
Arts in the Newark School, addressed the school briefly on the subject of what 
girls can do to help their country. She urged knitting, canning and conserving 
as the means whereby we can each "do our bit." The talk was particularly 
interesting because it concerned every one of us. 
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CONTRIBUTIONS 

CONTRIBUTION FROM THE 3RD GRADE, DIV. A. 

(The folloiving is a letter written hy one of the Third Grade children to one 
of his " Big Sister's" brothers. The letter is full of content and very well 
written. No help was given on the letter as to form and content but words 
were spelled for the child.) 

THIRD GRADE, December 3, 1917. 
Dear Kenneth: 

I am nine years old and I am in the Third Grade of the State Normal School. 
In our third grade we are playing City of Trenton. We like to play it very 

much. We are building the City out of d irt on the floor. I am the concrete mixer 
of the roads. 

I took Miss S to my father's Fire Engine House No. 3, to see a house 
which my father built. She liked it very much. 

We saw the horses come out of their stalls and get ready for a drill. 
Don't you want to write me a letter and tell me what you are doing? 
My address is 415 Monmouth St. I will have to say good-bye now. Write 

to me. 
Your friend, 

CHARLES CRYAN. 
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LIST OF LIVING ALUMNI—Continued. 

1905. Mrs. B. L. Wheeler (Jennie Hancy), Elm Street, Chevy Chase, Md. 
Matilda Hoch, Hilton, N. J. 
Alice Delaney, McKinley School, Newark, N. J. 

Mrs. H. C. Brokaw (Ursula Krewson), 68 W. 162d St., New York City. 
Grace Oliver, 90 West 5th Street, Bayonne, N. J. 
Hilda Hosking, Dover, N. J. 

Mary Hay, 1274 Robert Street, Elizabeth, N. J. 
1906. Clara Burrow, Rockaway, N. J. 

Mrs. Orel Keeney (Nell Green), 6 West End, Elizabeth, N. J. 
Alice McDavit, 124 Orange Ave., Irvington, N. J. 
Mrs. Robert Morrow (Hazel Emmons), 1105 4th Ave., Asbury Park, N. J. 

1907. Mrs. Sanford Hunt (May Chambers), 757 Parker St., Newark, N. J. 
Anna Gerber, 430 Morris Ave., Elizabeth, N. J. 
Mrs. James Proctor (Florence Garrison), Ridley Park, Pa. 
Ilelene Robinson, 18th and California Sts., The Ashley, Washington, D. C. 
Mrs. Edward Fee (Ruth Mitchell), 37 Emerson St., East Orange, N. J. 
Mary Rosell, 54 Court St., Freehold, N. J. 
Mrs. Joseph Bailey (Nan Taylor), 49 Waverly Terrace, Bloomfield, N. J. 
Mrs. John Brokaw (Louise Woodruff), 247 William St., E. Orange, N. J-

1908. Mrs. George Hiles (Dora Shropshire), Holeyville, N. J. 
Mrs. Halsey Frederick (Celina Bonquet), North Hackensack, N. J. 
Pauline Badgley, Murray Hill, N. J. 
Mrs. Willard Hunt (Allena Mott), Rockaway, N. J. 
Vera Hance, 5 North Brighton Avenue, East Orange, N. J. 
Mattie Waterman, East Orange, N. J. 
Leslie Baldwin, 104 Broad Street, Newark, N. J. 
Mrs. Edson Outurn (Tillie Schrienert), 57 Williamson Avenue, Lyons 

Farms, N. J. 



T H E  S I G N A L  1 5  

Mrs. Raymond Stewart (Margaret Winslow), 39 Ardmore PL, Buffalo, N. Y. 
Beulah Compton, Mauricetown, N. J. 
Mrs. Arthur Swift (Mildred Enright), Red Bank, N. J. 
Mrs. Walter Daly (Belle Lyman), 97 Garretson Ave., Bayonne, N. J. 
Mary Shreve, Prince and Burlington Sts.. Bordentown, N. J. 

1909. Sue DeCamp, 192 Elmwood Avenue, Irvington, N. J. 
Mrs. George Blakeslee (Christine Benbrook), South Orange, N. J. 
Edith Hueme, Mt. Holly, N. J. 
Mabel Wilbur, Red Bank, N. J. 
Mrs. Bruce Gordon (Clem Lewis), 1231 Clinton Ave., Irvington, N. J. 
Hazel Adams, Belleville, N. J. 
Mrs. Paul Piper (Madeline Smith), 5 Grant Ave., Amsterdam, N. Y. 
Mrs. A. P. Hubschmidt (Vera Hendricks), 527 Summer Ave., Newark, N. J. 
Gertrude Demarest, Bergenfield, N. J. 
Harriet Brown, Bergenfield, N. J. 
May Hancy, 370 Park Avenue, Paterson, N. J. 
Aldelaide Holbert, 89 Henry Street, Passaic, N. J. 
Rosa Wycoff, Bergenfield, N. J. 

1913. Mrs. Fred Lange (Laura March), 220 Summit Ave., Jersey City, N. J. 
Frances Fletcher, Manasquan, N. J. 
Elsie Harris, 19 Lord Avenue, Bayonne, N. J. 
Minnie Stout, 119 West 8th Street, Bayonne, N- J-

Robert K. Leavitt, Model 1912, Harvard, 1917, volunteered before war was 
declared; studied military science at Harvard, afterwards attended the Officers' 
Camp at Plattsburg, and last August was commissioned as 2d Lieutenant of 
Infantry. He is at Camp Devens, at Ayer, Mass., with the S02d Regiment. He 
writes that the men under him are mostly French Canadians and Portuguese, 
from Fall River, Mass., excellent raw material and eager to learn, child-like in 
many respects and regarded by the officers with the feelings of a parent toward 

children. 

Russell Leavitt, Model 1913, Harvard, 1917, entered the navy, in which he 
served until September, when he was released to join the Ambulance Service in 
France In going to France he encountered an air-raid in London; "A bomb 
being dropped near our hotel, which smashed things up fearfully and killed 10 or 
15 people. We had just gone in, tired of waiting for something to happen. After 
a week in Paris, during which he was accepted for service in the United States 
army he was sent with other American volunteers, to drive an ambulance in an 
"interesting sector" (nameless, but probably Verdun), where he has been since 
October 29th, when last heard from. 
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GAMMA SIGMA NU 

Our first meeting this fall was held the last Saturday in September at the 
home of Alice McDavit in Irvington, with Leslie Baldwin as assistant hostess. 
The president, Miss Sheppard, presided and the meeting was given over to a 
resume of the members' summer vacations and the making of plans for the coming 
year. Knitting doesn't interfere with conversation, nor vice versa, so we ve 
decided to do both at all our gatherings. Each of us individually is doing her 
bit for the Red Cross, and the society has already sent in a check to that organ
ization. Members of Gamma Sigma Nu have also contributed to the James M. 
Green Lecture Fund. 

Vera Hance was hostess to the girls in October and Mrs. John Brokaw (Louise 
Woodruff) in November—both meetings in East Orange. 

One of our members, Burnettie Struble of Chatham, Normal '11, was married 
in July to Mr. William Roever of Brooklyn, N. Y., where they are now living. 
£ Instead of our regular monthly meeting in December, we held on the 8th 
our annual theatre party in New York at the Manhattan Opera House where 
we witnessed a performance of the Chinese extravaganza "Chu Chin Chow." 
The members present included Misses Grace Thompson, Leslie Baldwin, Vera 
Hance, Dorothy Wills, Grace Oliver, Clara Burrow, Harriet Brown, Gertrude 
Demarest, Mary Hay, Anna Gerber, Edith Hoagland, May Hancy, Mary Shep
pard, Adelaide Ilolbert and Mrs. John Brokaw, Mrs. William Roever and Mrs. 
Orel Keeney. 

1915. (February Class). 
Elsie F. Schmidt, Watchung, N. J. 
Edithe Laue, 125 First Avenue, Roselle, N. J. 
Ruth Fitch, Hackensack, N. J. 
Irene Christy, Millville, N. J. 
Jean Regan, Millville, N. J. 
Helen Walker, Millville, N. J. 
Carolyn Wycoff, Marlboro, N. J. 
Josephine Cross, 2908 Atlantic Avenue, Atlantic City, N. J. 
Retha Campbell, Newport, N. J. 
Gertrude Franklin, Helmetta, N. J. 
Hetty Moore, 90 Welton Street, New Brunswick, N. J. 
Lulu Potter, 52 College Avenue, New Brunswick, N. J. 
Sara Kessler, 349 Punce Street, Bordentown, N. J. 
Helen Ford, 419 Farnsworth Avenue, Bordentown, N. J. 
Cola Coe, 16 Second Street, Bordentown, N. J. 
Mabel Jobes, Bordentown, N. J. 
Ethel Snyder, Trenton Junction, N. J. 
Helen Hogan, 616 West State Street, Trenton, N. J. 
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Ruth Hartpence, 212 Mercer Street, Trenton, N. J. 
Ada McLaughlin, 15 Westfield Avenue, Trenton, N. J. 
Helen Mayers, Hudson Street, Trenton, N. J. 
Anna Charles, 29 Colonial Avenue, Trenton, N. J. 
Gladys Cole, 265 Tyler Street, Trenton, N. J. 
Eva Chiles, 225 Chruch Street, Trenton, N. J. 
Ethel Hoagland, Oxford, N. J. 
Hannah Harris, Salem, N.J. 
Marguerite Jardine, 179 West Grand Street, Railway, N. J. 
Helen Kershner, 101 West High Street, Bound Brook, N. J. 
Edna Stout, 1965 Maine Street, Flemington, N. J. 
Elizabeth Smith, South River, N. J. 
Catherine Smith, South River, N. J. 
Ada Meekers, Basking Ridge, N. J. 
Antoinette Kerr, South Amboy, N. J. 
Edith Balmer, Martinsville, N.J. 
Susie Quimbly, Morristown, N. J. 
Augusta Jaede, Succasunna, N. J. 
Eleanor Laughlin, 43 West 18tli Street, Bayonne, N. J. 
Nellie Page, Woodbury, N. J. 
Linnet Beams, Chester, N. J. 
Edna Bellis, Frenchtown, N. J. 
Ida Brown, Schenectady, N. Y. 
Helen Dilts, Wliitehouse, N. J. 
Willard Danser, Trenton, N. J. 
Cora Morgan, Tinnesville, N. J. 
Julia Strollo, 352 Willow Avenue, Long Branch, N. J. 
Mariana VanDager, Trenton, N. J. 
Bessie Apgar, Bloombury, N. J. 
Gladys Skehan, Ridgewood, N. J. 

1915. (June). 
Stella M. Sheets, Clinton, N. J. 
Marguerite Dilts, Stewartsville, N. J. 

1916. (February). 
Neva M. Harmon, Phillipsburg. 
Florence Gretton, Trenton, N. J. 

1916. (June). 
Olive B. Griggs, Plainfield, N. J. 
Mildred Decker, Haskill, N. J. 
Olive Hartman, Flemington, N.J. 
Marjorie Johnson, Flemington, N. J. 
Lester Dix, Plainfield, N. J. 
Rosa Dix, Plainfield, N. J. 
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KO*ZII.IU* 

SEN. 1-1. Heard in the Gym: Class stand 
still and halt! 

SEN. 1-2. 

Miss D. gives this clever explanation of 
a problem in education: 

If people weren't going to college— 
well, they'd be going some place. 

We quote: 
" In order to make a graceful exit from 

the platform you step back with the right 
foot—but then what foot do you use?" 

Mr. S.: Miss—, where is your excuse? 
Miss—: I wasn't there. 
Mr. S.: Well, Miss—, are you here 

now? 
We've heard many a queer name, but 

when the sergeant sneezed and two men 
answered "Here," it sounded like Friday. 

S. E. L. 

HEARD IN PHYSICS 
CLASS 

Miss M.: The atmosphere is a gas 
which envelopes or surrounds the earth 
but is not a part of it. 

Dr. Mumper: Would you say that the 
skin of an animal surrounds the animal 
or is a part of the animal? 

Miss M.; The skin of an animal is a 
part of the animal. 

Dr. M.: Is the atmosphere a part oi 
the earth? 

Miss M.: Yes, I guess it must be. 

Dr. Mumper faced the problem of 1 
life the other day. He tried to convin 
Miss F. that he has no "poles" and : 

axis. 

Miss W.: I don't understand that 
force is equal to ma. (Mother.) 
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Dr. Mumper: Oh, in your home force 
is equal to pa (father). Is that it? 

QUESTION 
Will somebody ask Miss Weatherby 

where she gets her supply of questions? 
The supply seems inexhaustible, and I 
need some questions very badly.—N. H. 

S. G. 

SEN. 1-5. Miss Herchner wanted to 
know who, other than Miss 

Arrowsmith, was "on milk." In these 
days of economics was she speaking of 
diets or just seeking information as to 
the industry visited? 

CONTRIBUTED BY A MEM BER OF THE 
PHYSICS CLASS. 

1st Senior: Does your hair fall out? 
2d Senior (who is worried about her 

hair): Oh, yes! terribly! In perfecr 
bunches! 

1st Senior (very encouragingly): Well, 
darling, never mind. You know nothing 
ever grew well on wood. 

To those who are preparing for a 
chemistry quiz: 

Miss Eby stated today that fire would 
put water out. Remember this and try 
it sometime. 

A very good cause, but a pesky nuis
ance when sleep is desired: The sound of 
many pairs of knitting needles and gossip 
in the "wee sma' hours." 

1st Senior: The doctor says that my 
cousin must stop smoking. One lung is 
affected already. 

2d Senior: Isn't that too bad? Now, 
his wife can't get enough coupons for that 
rug. Tell him to hold out until then. 

Miss G.: Do you read the signs in 
the trolley cars? 

Miss II.: Yes. Why? 
Miss C.: That's what they are there 

for. 
H. A. 

A 1-1. Prof. Scoby (in arithmetic class): 
Did I ever tell you about the 

two ladies who were school teachers and 
had not given up all hopes of ever getting 
married. So they decided to go to a 
summer resort at a fashionable hotel to 
spend their vacation. But they also 
decided that they wouldn't let on that 
they were school teachers. So, as soon 
as they arrived, one said to the clerk in a 
very commanding tone, "Will you take 
my trunk and put it in the baggage room 
until I call for it?" 

The clerk then said, "The A Class will 
then rise." 

In zoology class, we were looking at a 
picture in the book of some birds of 
earlier times from/JShich our present birds 
are descended. Dr. Leavitt said, "They 
look like the old Harry." 

Owing to lectures and Thanksgiving 
vacation, we had not reported for arith
metic for one whole week. So, on Tues
day, when we reported, Prof. Scoby said: 
"I had begun to think that we would 
never meet again, but had hopes that 
we would all meet at last in heaven." 
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Correct remark in arithmetic class but 
which caused much laughter: "Two-
halves of the business equals the whole 
business." 

Dr. Leavitt was discussing bugs, and 
he said, "Butterflies, moths, and skippers 
all belong to one group, but that class of 
skippers doesn't mean the skippers in 
cheese." 

V. S. M. 

A 1-2. Miss McNary: Did this small 
town have a police force, Miss 

Smith? 
Miss Smith: No, they didn't need one 

while I was there. 

Miss Alden (trying to convince a stu
dent that will power is mind set and can 
be changed): Well, mind set is not lock
jaw. 

If we weren't asked to conserve food, 
we believe Miss Mitchum would give us 
hot cakes and honey some day in zoology 
class, since a number of the girls have 
never tasted honey. 

Prof. Seymour: Yes, the decimal is 
placed in front of the six. 

Class: No, behind the six. 
Prof. S.: That depends on which you 

call the front, but perhaps that is better. 

Mary, you must come down to earth 
and stop frisking about even if you are a 
Lamb. 

Oh! did you ever hear of such a piece 
of horsehood? He can deliver milk in 

the proper fashion. Can be taken out 
for a ride and when on such a trip he 
turns up roads, where he is used to 
going!! This is Miss Curley's pet horse 
example. Ask her about it. 

J. E. S. 

A 1-3. Miss P.: I know a girl who 
runs a mile every time she sees 

a squirrel. 
Miss B.: She must be a nut. 

Miss Dynes: What kind of chairs did 
they have in Boone's time? 

Miss D-ns: Paper ones. 

Miss T.: Why does every one yawn 
when some one else does? 

Miss A.: That is due to their sympa
thetic system. 

Dr. L.: See if the fishes mouths open. 
Miss I.: Mine does. 

According to psychological principles 
you should not have the same person call 
every Sunday night—variety is the spice 
of life. 

S. D. 

A1-5. Student (in Manual Training 
Class): A coping saw is used to 

cut out round curves. 
(What other kinds of curves are there?) 

In English Class we learn never to say 
It is me." There is an exception to this 

rule, as there is to all others, for in Singing 
Class we must say, "It is mi (me)." 
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One day, a certain young lady by the 
name of Johnson, forgot how to spell 
her name. She wrote it on the board, 
"Johson." We advise that young lady 
to use her spelling book. 

Miss Mitchum (teaching a lesson on 
fish): Are eyelids necessary? 

Miss R.: Why, yes, we have to have 
them in order to sleep. 

"Arithmetic recitations are served on 
the European plan." For further in
formation, ask Mr. Scobey. 

H. M. P. 

A 1-6. One day it was very warm in the 
geography class, but all the win

dows were open wide. Miss Mclntyre 
not noticing that the windows were open, 
exclaimed, "May we have a window open 
please?" 

Miss Reilly replied, "Well, there is 
nothing left to do, but to take the roof 
off." 

M iss Mitchem: To what are the front 
fins of a fish analogous to in a dog? 

Student: The ears. 

During Arithmetic period one morning, 
a girl hurried along the hall with a little 
more noise than usual. 

Mr. Scobey, stopping the lesson, ex
claimed, "We'll wait until Miss Light-
foot gets to her classroom." 

The day before the Thanksgiving va
cation, Prof. Scobey asked the class when 
we would meet again. Hearing no re
sponse immediately, he said, "Well, I 
hope we will all meet in heaven, anyway." 

A Russian Jew wanted to become an 
American citizen and this is how he filled 
out three of the questions on his natural
ization blank: 

NAME: Joseph Levinsky. 
BORN: Yes. 
BUSINESS: Rotten. 

—Life. 

"In reply to a question, it takes some 
of you girls so long to answer 'yes,' that 
I am afraid some of you will never be 
married," replied Prof. Scobey in Arith
metic class. 

During a discussion of "perception" in 
Psychology: 

Miss Connor: A person hearing a horse 
coming down the road, might get a men
tal picture in his mind. 

Miss Gambrill: Where else could you 
get a mental picture, Miss Connor? 

M. G. 

FOR FINE PHOTOGRAPHS go to 

/^^\/oTer°rwe 
l( | I /f3K°to^rapKic v/Irt Studio. 

W "*• 14-8 E.State St..Trenton,N.J 
Phone 11(16 
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-M,gp 

PHILOMATHEAN 

1 hilo feels rather lonesome here with 
only one other society represented, so she 
•will ju st wish you all a very Merry Christ
inas and Happy New Year and make 
her bow. 

L. M. D. 

ROUND TABLE 

Round Table Society feels very proud 
of its new members, for the zeal with 
which they have entered into society 
work. They have given both their sup

port and hearty cooperation to all society 
matters. Indeed, great results may be 
expected from the society. 

Contests are as follows: 
November 16 th— 

Round Table vs. Shakespeare. 
December 7th— 
Round Table vs. Normal Pedagogical. 

December 14th— 
Round Table vs. Gamma Sigma. 
Stop! Look! Listen! Round Table's 

play! Coming, January 8th. Be sure 
and witness this wonderful production. 

The members of Round Table Society 
extend to all a Merry Christmas and a 
Happy New Year. 

R. M. H. 

T H E  C O N N E R  M I L L W O R K  C O M P A N Y  
Frames, Doors, Sash, Blinds, Shutters, 

Brackets, Mouldings, Glass, Etc. 
FRONT and STOCKTON STS. TRENTON, N. J. 
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MELODRAMA 

IN ONE ACT 
Cast: 

Exchange Editor. 
Her Best Chum. 
Art Editor. 

Scene: THE SIGNAL Office. 
Time: The day the notes are due. 

(Curtain rises, showing Exchange Edi
tor violently thinking but expressing no 
thought in action, and Her Best Chum 
comfortably folded in large arm chair. 
Suddenly the silence is broken by peals 
of laughter from Her Best Chum.) 

Exchange Editor: Oh, that's not fair, 
Peg, I asked you to read the "Literary" 
for me and to keep away from the jokes. 
That sounds like it. Doesn't it? 

Her Best Chum (pealing more laughs): 
Honest it's "Literary," but, oh! it's 
funny. (More peals float on the air.) 

Exchange Editor (exasperatedly): Well, 
can't send your giggles to the printers— 
they won't fill my page! 

H. B. C.: Well, write that "Putting 
One Over on Edison" is funny. (This 
puncuated with more peals.) 

E.E.: Good! Who put it over? 
II. B. C.: The "Shield" from Haddon-

field. 
E. E.: Anything else good in the 

"Shield." 
II. B. C.: The Question Box is mighty 

funny, too. 
(The E. E. looks anxiously at H. B. C. 

to see if more peals are coming.) 
E. E. (who is a very serious-minded 

person): Some one in Haddonfield must 
have a sense of humor. Try another. 

II. B. C.: Well here's the "Echo." 
What about that? 

E. E.: Hum—It has a new cover de
sign. Don't you like it better than the 
old one? 

H. B. C.: Yes—it's so "different" 
looking. 

E. E.: But just look at this! They 
have ten pages of advertisements and 
just ten pages of subject matter. 

II. B. C.: How funny! That speaks 
well for the Advertising Manager, but 



2 4  T  H E  S I G N A L  

IVPMJUO ii BILL! MEAD 
PARK & TILFORD CHOCOLATES 

Warren Confectionery Store 
WARREN AND HANOVER STREETS 

how about the other people on the 
board? 

E. E.: Why here is the "Skirmisher." 
This is the first one we've had this year. 
They have some new- cuts that are 
good. Want to laugh? Well, just look 
at their athletic cut. Isn't it funny? 

H. B. C.: Oh, their joke cut is good, 
too! 

E. E.: No fair! I told you to keep 
away from the jokes. If you start on 
those jokes you'll never stop because the 
"Skirmisher" always has good jokes. 

II. B. C.: Oh, look at this neat little 
green one! 

E. E.: Yes, that's the "Shuttle," isn't 
it atractive! Just look at the decorations 
through it. Aren't they clever? 

II. B. C.: Oh, here comes the Art 
Editor. I wonder if these are artistic. 
I never can tell. 

E. E.: Oh, Bert, come see these decor
ations in the "Shuttle." Aren't they 
quite artistic? 

Art Editor (perusing with skeptic eye, 
the decorations in the "Shuttle"): They 
certainly are! 

E. E.: Oh, while you are here, young 
artist, tell me what you think of this 
"School Life" cover. 

Art Editor (skeptic eye in action once 
more): Well it's seasonable but it cer
tainly is not artistic. 

II. B. C.: That settles it. It must be 
exterminated. 

Art Editor: Their cuts are good, tho. 
(Gong sounds.) 
jE.E.: Heavens! That's the lunch bell 

and you have talked so much I haven't 
my notes written up. (Hasty exit.) 

(CURTAIN) 

ESTABLISHED 1837 

F. S. KATZENBACH & COMPANY 
HARDWARE, TOOLS 

Electrical, Plumbing and Mill 
Supplies, Heaters and Ranges 

35 EAST STATE STREET TRENTON, N. J. 
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HOLIDAY CANDIES 
PIRIKA APOLLO 

WHITMAN'S 
35c. to $5.50 

OVER 75 DIFFERENT STYLE PACKAGES 

YOUNG'S DRUG STORE 
Cor.Perry and Southard Streets 

"ACROSS FROM SCHOOL" 

sitting just behind the visitors, heard one 
of them remark to his friend: 

"That there feller Sowsa ain't got no 
control over his gang at all." 

"How do you figger that out?" asked 
the second man. 

"Why," said the first, "the very min
ute he quits threatenin' 'em with that 
there little black club he's got, and turns 
his back on 'em, the lazy scoundrels quit 
workin'. Jest watch 'em." 

—Saturday Evening Post. 

OUT OF DANGER 
Eddie Garvie, who is an actor, swears 

he heard the following conversation take 
place between two colored women in 
Denver. Said the first one proudly: 

"My husban' ain't been arrested fur 
goin' on twenty-five yeahs." 

"Yessum," said the second. "Well, 
mine's in fur life too!" 

—Saturday Evening Post. 

JOHN P HILLIP'S BAD BOYS 
Two persons, evidently from the high 

grass, were at the New York Hippo
drome one Sunday night during a concert 
by Sousa's Band. In a period of lull Roy 
Barnhall, the advertising man, who was 

THE ORTHODOX OMELET 
A New York cartoonist, who imbibes 

sometimes, met a couple of friends one 
evening on Fifth Avenue when he was 
experiencing some difficulty in navigating 

Want a good warm Sweater, 
Muffler, Scarf, Gloves, or heav
ier underwear? If so, you'll 
find these needs reasonably 
priced at 

&u/man'} 
South Brood 

^ond Lo fay etfe Streets^ 
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properly, and insisted that they should go 
to dinner with him. Almost by force he 
dragged them into a restaurant. When 
the trio had been assigned seats the waiter 
placed a menu before each of them. 

"Since you're giving the party, old 
man, you'd better do the ordering," said 
one of the guests. 

The host made a vain effort to focus 
his wabbly vision upon the words on the 
bill of fare. Then he laid the card down, 
and with the air of one to whom expense 
is absolutely no object, he said to the 
hovering functionary: 

" Bring us an omelet—gre' big omelet— 
shee?" 

"What kind of an omelet, sir?" in
quired the waiter. 

The artist thought for a moment. 
Then he made his choice. 

"Bring us an egg omelet!" he said. 
—Saturday Evening Post. 

PAT FOUND A WAY 
A Scotchman and an Irishman once 

set out together on a holiday, and Sandy 
intrusted all of his money to his friend 
with the strict injunction not to give him 
more than a stated sum for expenses each 
day. 

After a few days Sandy pleaded for an 
increase, but in vain. Afterwards he 
confessed to Pat that, on the latter's 
refusal to comply with his wish, he got 
out of bed every night when the Irishman 
was asleep and searched for the cash, but 
could never succeed in finding it. "Where 
did you keep it?" he asked. 

"Well," said Pat, "I let you go to bed 
first every night and every night when 

warren PHONE 4789'X 

WEDDINGS,BALLS, 7/ 
PARTI ES 5 PICNICS,ETC.V* R^; 

SUPPLIED ON SHORT ' JT/' 
NOTICE^ 7 JLL^^ 

-J MAIN STORE \/T^ 
AIL 2,3 £ STATE 

TRENTON, N.J 

PHONE 

ORDERS BY PHONE OR MAIL 
PROMPTLY AND < ^RE.FULL< 

ATTENDED TO 



T H E  S I G N A L  2 7  

HOWARD HEATH S. ROY HEATH 
Model '91 Model '03 

SAMUEL HEATH COMPANY 
L u m b e r  a n d  B u i l d i n g  M a t e r i a l s  

TRENTON, NEW JERSEY 

you weren't looking I put my purse into 
one of your pockets. I was always first 
up in the morning, and took it out again." 

—Youth's Companion. 

BOILING EGGS BY TEL EPHONE 
Telephone operators need a sense of 

humor to make the petty annoyances of 
their occupation bearable. If they have 
that, they can find endless matter for 
amusement in the freakishness of the 
human nature that exhibits itself at the 
other end of the wire. 

A telephone subscriber in Newark asked 
his operator to ring his bell in three min
utes, and immediately hung up his 

receiver. At the appointed time the 
supervisor rang on the line and the sub
scriber responded merely with, "Thank 
you." Later he called again to thank the 
operator, and explained that he had been 
boiling eggs and wanted to time them. 
They had been cooked to the queen's 
taste, he said. 

Another operator tells of an out-of-
town call from a coin box. The operator 
told the lady who called to deposit ten 
cents for five minutes' talk. She replied 
in great excitement: 

"O Central, I put the money in the 
wrong slot! I had my gloves on and I 
couldn't see." 

—Youths' Companion. 

SEEDS GARDEN TOOLS FENCE 
Phone 822. 

Satterthwaite's Seed Store 
16 NORTH WARREN STREET OPPOSITE TRENT THEATRE 
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The Recognized Style 
Center of Mercer Co. 

Reliable Jewelry & Silverware, 
Blankets, Comfortables, 

Linens, Etc., Etc. 
131-135 East State Street 

Trenton, N. J .  

THE UNVARNISHED TRUTH 

An unpopular officer in the British 
army one night slipped into some deep 
water, and a private who happened to 
see the accident pulled him out. The 
officer was very profuse in his thanks, 
says Harper's Magazine, and asked his 
rescuer how he could reward him. 

"The very best way you can reward 
me," replied the private, "is to say noth
ing about it." ' 

"Why, my good fellow," asked the 
astonished superior, "do you really mean 
that you wish me to say nothing about 
it?" 

"Ay! If the other fellows knew I 

H. Wirtschafter, 23 to 31 S. Broad St. 

Phila. Bargain Store 
Trenton's Live Wire Dep't. Store 

23-31 SOUTH BROAD STREET 

Unlimited Varieties 
in 

DRY AND FANCY GOODS 
At E. Z. To-Pay Prices 

20-22 E. STATE STREET IS 

STOLL'S 
The place to go for 

Stationery and School Supplies 
Kodaks, Printing, Developing 

pulled you out they'd soon chuck me 
in!" was the frank response. 

—Youth's Companion. 

AN OCCASION FOR G RIEF 
After shoveling the snow from the 

sidewalk for two hours little Patsy, says 
Reedy's Mirror, began to cry. 

"What's the trouble, my litle man?" 
asked a sympathetic neighbor. 

"A bad tramp came along and stole 
the snow shovel from the boy next door. ' 

"Well, my lad, it's a very nice thing 
to be sympathetic," said the neighbor, 
"but you mustn't worry so over other 
people's affairs." 

E. S. Applegate & Co. 
SPORTING AND ATHLETIC GOODS 

KODAK SUPPLIES 

Developing for Amateurs at 10c. per 
roll. All work finished in 24 hours. 

17 S. Broad St., Trenton, N. J. 
Opp. Taylor Opera House 
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Hoopers/" 
I I P*»irsl /hop. r_^-

SoWJ^Sl. -just* step off State 

The C apital Stationery 
The Capital Place for Engraving, Die 
Stamping and Accessories necessary for 
School Equipment. Quality and Price 
the Best. 

15 N. Warren St., Trenton 

"It ain't that," said the boy. "I'm 
crying because he didn't steal my shovel, 
too." 

—Youth's Companion. 

GIRLS! FOR SHAME! 

"Have you any reasons to offer why 
you should not be shot for attempting to 
desert in the face of the enemy?" 

"Yes, sir, my socks!" 
"Your socks? I do not understand." 
"I received a pair of socks knitted by 

a high school girl and the heels stuck out 
in the rear as far as the toes in front, so 
half of the time I was not sure which 
way I was going. When I was arrested 

for attempting to desert I really believed 
I was charging the enemy. 

—Ex. 

Mose, a pillar of the Mt. Zion Church 
for colored gentry, was unexpectedly 
asked to occupy his parson's pulpit during 
the latter's absence. Mose was worried 
but got up to do his duty nobly. 

"When Jonah swallowed the whale—" 
he was storming— 

"Hoi on dere, Mose," came a voice 
from his audience. "De whale swallowed 
Jonah, not " 

"Oh, well," said Mose indifferently. 
"It was a devil of a big swallow any
ways." 

CENTRAL TEACHERS' AGENCY 
JOHN S. ARNOLD, Manager 

BETTER POSITIONS FOR GOOD TEACHERS 

BEGIN NOW to get that DESIRABLE POSITION by writing for REGISTRA
TION BLANK. REGISTRATION FREE. PROMPT and DISCRIMINATING 
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"Halloa, old man; never saw you 
walking so fast. Where are you going?" 

"Fellow just stole my motor car, and 
went off d own this road." 

"But surely you don't expect to over
take him afoot?" 

"Don't I! I took the repair kit out 
of the car!" 

COMPLIMENTS OF THE DAY. 

Soldiers have to do their own mending, 
when it is done at all, and it appears— 
although few persons would have guessed 
it—that the thoughtful War Office sup
plies them with outfits for that purpose. 

Everything was ready for kit inspec
tion; the recruits stood lined up ready 
for the officer, and the officer had his 

bad temper all complete. He marched up 
and down the line, grimly eyeing each 
man's bundle of needles and soft soap, 
and then he singled out Private Mac-
Tootle as the man who was to receive 
his attentions. 

"Tooth brush?" he roared. 
"Yes, sir." 
"Razor?" 
"Yes, sir." 
"Hold-all?" 
"Yes, sir." 
"Hm! You're all right, apparently," 

growled the officer. Then he barked: 
"Housewife?" 
"Oh, very well, thank you," said the 

recruit amiably. "How's yours?" 
—Journal of the American Medical 

Association. 

J?our #tft of Jflotoerg 
Your personality and thoughtfulness rad

iate from a tasty box of fragrant flowers, a 
dainty corsage or nosegay, or a bright flow
ering plant. 

Always send flowers, they are always ac
ceptable. 

Send a FLOWERGRAM — your flowers, 
fresh and fragrant, delivered promptly to 
any city in the United States or Canada. 

MARTIN C. RIBSAM 

FLORIST 
% 

Broad and Front Sts. Trenton 
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cream, made in a big, new, san
itary factory — nutritious — 
healthful. 

at Agencies 
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high or low heels. 

KINNEY'S FOR SLIPPERS 
Let your gift be useful and practical. 

BOOTS, SHOES OR SLIPPERS 
W omen's Felt Slippers, with fur or ribbon trimming 

in all colors, 98c. to $1.25. 
BROWN LACE BOOTS. The new dark brown with 

$3.49 and $3.98. WHY PAY MORE. Special, 

G. R. KINNEY CO., Inc. 
207 East State Street Opposite Post Office 

The world's largest shoe retailers—60 stores 

GRATEFUL TO THE DOCTOR. 
A Chinaman was asked if there were 

good doctors in China. 
"Good doctors!" he exclaimed. "China 

have best doctors in world. Hang Chang 
one good doctor; he great; save life, to 
me." 

"You don't say so! How was that?" 
"Me velly bad," he said. "Me callee 

Doctor Han Kon. Give some medicine. 
Get velly, velly ill. Ale callee Doctor San 
Sing. Give more medicine. Ale glow 
worse—go die. Blimebly callee Doctor 

Hang Chang. He got no time; no come. 
Save life."—Ladies' Home Journal. 

HER IDEA OF MEN. 
A little girl wrote the following com

position on men: 
"Men are what women marry. They 

drink and smoke and swear, but don't go 
to church. Perhaps if they wore bonnets 
they would. They are more logical than 
women, also more zoological. Both men 
and women sprang from monkeys, but 
the women sprang farther than the men." 
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