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Oh Dear-My-Heart, don't call it rain! 
' Tis Springtime's thrilling drum 

On roof, tree and on window pane. 
We hear its rousing thrum. 

And hark! The shrill wind's bugle call, 
In chimney tops and trees 

Is saying, "Waken! Waken! all 
Brave blossoms, if you please! 

Spring's hosts must take their stand again 
'Neath maple, oak and larch, 

And end harsh winter's cruel reign. 
Attention! Upward, March!" 

Oh, Dear-My-Heart, 'neath winter's snow 
The flowers' sleep is sound. 

That's why grim March must bluster so 
T0 fetch them from the ground, 

With wild, wild winds that pipe and blow 
And loudly beating drum. 
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'Tis March that says to them, " What ho! 
Glad blossoms, time has come! 

Shrink not from skies still dark and drear, 
From winds that sting and parch, 

Bid rise and face them without fear. 
Attention! Upward, March!" 

HIS FAMILY 
(Winning Story in the Final Contest.) 

HF COURSE, when the Particular Person first suggested our going there, 
I — I was rather startled. I had never thought of his Family and that 
they would want to see me. I do not think he noticed my hesitation, 

tho, for he was soon engrossed in an animated description of the Place. 
"I just know you will love it." 
"H'm," thought I to myself. I was taking note mentally of all the things 

I had heard other people say about the Place. His sister had told me that they 
all adored him — that they thought him a perfect wonder. I knew too well 
that the sequel to this was that no one would be good enough for him. Not 
only this, but I had heard him speak of their property. He is rather English 
in the way he loves to cling to the Place, and keep up the old traditions about it. 
They were the same way, I knew. The thing is—would I fit the traditions and 
be the kind of person the Place was used to? If I did not—horrible thought-
well, I would just have to give the whole thing up, for I would not have him 
disinherited on my account. 

They were, I could tell from li s mother and sister, very Good People— 
the kind who always have a perfectly lovely home, beautiful manners and are 
so hospitable. I could picture to myself the pretty quaint house, surrounded 
by flowers—and conventions. And they would be just as relentless in de
cisions as they would be charmingly hospitable to any friend of the family. 

Then I thought of my dreadful self. I had never seemed so appalling be
fore—but when I thought of my awful slang, my unhappy faculty for saying 
the wrong thing, and for stepping on people's trains—! What — what would 
they think of me? 

I must have nodded assent to the Particular Person, for I now heard him 
saying: 

"All right, I'll write to them immediately to arrange a convenient date." 
I devoutedlv hoped it would not be too near. Why—oh why, had I never 

concerned myself with grammar and manners? 
A fe^s days after that, the I articular Person told me that everything was 

arranged for the following Sunday, if that would suit me. It did. I imme
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diately wondered what I should wear. It must of course, be simple and rather 
quiet—and yet I must wear something becoming. Otherwise I knew I should 
be at my worst. I decided on my silk dress with the quaint, new fashioned, 
old fashioned bodice and the paniers on the hips. That was not a bright color, 
and not as short as some others. 

His sister told me that they loved cats—that they had seven or eight. 
That would be a connecting link; I loved them, too. We always seemed to 
understand each other. Little mongrel creatures on the street became friends 
at a word. Some had even let me wash them. Oh yes, I could talk of cats for 
a long time. 

When Sunday came, I was late. Being late always makes the Particular 
Person a little bit cross, and my being rather flurried (altho preserving a calm 
exterior) did not help any. Also it was an extremely cold day—the kind that 
musses my hair, reddens my nose, and ruffles my temper. I hen there was the 
long car ride. I do not always get sick on the cars, except when I am particularly 
anxious not to. I was particularly anxious—and so I did, not awfully sick, but 
just rather wobbly. All the way over I kept thinking, "Ought I to kiss them?" 

I detest kissing old ladies. (They are all over fifty, and I am nineteen.) 
They might be offended if I didn't. Still a kiss really should be a sort of signal 
that I loved them—and how could I tell whether I loved them, or not, when I 
hadn't even seen them. "I will, if they do," I finally decided. 

When the brakeman at last came in and bawled "P't—no-O-e sliington!" 
the Particular Person said, "Here we are," and off he hurried me. 

"There's the house, over there—the one with the row of ce dar trees in front 
of i t." Cedar trees are not a bit homey. They are very beautiful, but so stand-
offish. 

Then I noticed a sprightly, oldish lady hurrying toward us. "That must be 
the younger aunt," I thought. Sure enough, she kissed the Particular Person 
and said a lot of lovely things to me, especially that she was sorry she was late, 
for she had meant to meet us. Even the Particular Person has people in his 
family who are not always on time. 

The younger aunt talked beautifully. I didn't have anything to do but 
listen and agree to everything. 

The Place was beautiful, even tho it was fall, with all the leaves whirling, 
and the roses—memories. It must be wonderful in the spring. 1 he Little 
Grandmother and the Older Aunt were waiting for us. The Particular Person 
had said his Little Grandmother would make me at home, and certainly she 
did. She was very tiny, her little, white cap did not quite come to my shoulder, 
but she was all sweet graciousness. 

I was so glad that they did not talk too much to me, but mostly to the 
Particular Person, who had so much to tell them. They looked at him with 
adoring eyes, while he told them about his new position, his chances for the draft, 
and his mother's state of health. 
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After a while the Younger Aunt said, "You must see our garden, even tho 
it is nearly gone. I am so sorry you could not see it when the roses were out." 

The garden was lovely, with its precise walks, many shaped flower beds, 
vine-covered arch, and white-columned pergola. Even tho the wind blew 
the leaves, the sun seemed warmer there than anywhere else. The brown stalks 
of flowers that had been made me see a garden where gay, proud dalihas looked 
down on sweet william and spicy, fringed pinks; where snowy nicotiana scented 
the warm air, and the green-covered archway showed the cool green shadows 
and white columns of the pergola beyond it. 

The cats that I had depended on were a sad failure. Little mongrel pussies 
take to me by nature, but even kittens of t his select society of cats were very much 
outraged when I attempted to pick one up. Seeing my manouvre, they all 
retired to a dignified distance and sat down, all big, yellow, owl-like eyes turned 
upon me, waiting every move with serious disapproval. 

The Younger Aunt showed me her grape arbor, still full of tiny, sugar-
sweet grapes. She asked me to help her arrange a basket of them, while the 
Particular Person did his best to spoil his appetite for dinner. I was more 
careful—there is nothing people so thoroughly enjoy as seeing a guest truly 
appreciate a meal. 

Finally we were called to dinner. The cook, in spotless white apron, and 
prim, blue dress, was as like the Family as could be. She had just grown into 
their ways, I suppose. His Sister had told me that the Particular Person was 
the cook's favorite—she always let him have the ice cream dasher in preference 
to her. (This, of course, was in younger days.) I expected from this that the 
cook would have to pass her approval upon me, also, so watched her covertly 
as she served us. She must have been very pretty once—she still had signs of 
it. I ventured a tiny smile at her once, and she returned something which could 
have been a smile if it had dared. 

The dinner itself was perfect, except that one occasionally came across a 
most surprising string of parsely in the soup, and that the lettuce crisply refused 
to be curled. But in this quaint, little family, out of the rush of things, one had 
time to conquer such little things. I hope my acts of deference did not seem 
capitalized to them as they did to me. 

After dinner we went out for a drive in the car. The Younger Aunt sat 
with her sister in the front, while the Little Grandmother sat with us in the 
tonneau. We saw some beautiful old, Elizabethan houses with red woodbine 
in sharp relief against their white-plastered walls; some tiny, homey bungalows-
great, massive green-roofed hotels, with sweeping, curving lawns, and country 
clubs with smooth, green golf course, and sunny lawn tennis courts. We two 
have always been rather observant of t hese things, so I quite forgot to remember 
that it was I who was talking, but just rambled on. The Particular Person 
rather recalled me to myself when he told them about some little landscape 
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sketches I made. I hope they never get a chance to see them, for his Mother 
once told me that one of them painted. 

I do think a car is always rather comforting, especially when one is in the 
back and cannot be looked at too constantly. Things were rather smooth for 
a while. When we returned the Family left the two of us alone as tactfully as 
possible, asking us to build a fire in the big, open fireplace. 

But this calm was all too good to last. I knew it would happen, and so, 
it finally did. We were all sitting at the supper table, when the conversation 
drifted to the evils of Tobacco. Let it be noted that the Particular Person did 
not take this view of the matter. I have hoped to cure him, and so launched 
warmly and heedlessly. 

"I knew a man once," I said, "who was a well-to-do lawyer. Everything 
went well with him, and his family seemed as happy as could be. He was an 
inveterate smoker, but said, like all the rest, with a glance at the Particular 
Person, 'that it did not hurt him at all. Well, it didn't, until one day when 
he was taken sick. He had a high fever in a few days, but that wasn't the worst. 
After some weeks, the doctor said he would never be able to practice again. 
His tobacco heart had put him in the soup," 

There was a dead pause—oh, those dreadful last words! I am sure I must 
have started when they all laughed. I did, too, soon—but mine was a laugh of 
relief. I guess they realized that even traditions must change and become more 
modern. Slang is modern, and must be reckoned with, even by them. 

When it was time to go home at last, I felt like a little school child as I said 
to the Younger Aunt: 

"I hope you will like me as much as I like you. You have been so good to 
me and made me feel so at home. ' 

Of course, she said they all would and did like me. 
The Little Grandmother kissed me Goodbye. So did the Younger Aunt, 

who walked to the station with us, and it was not until I was on the train that 
I exclaimed to the Particular Person, "Mercy me, I have forgotten to kiss your 
other aunt! Do you suppose she noticed? I liked her so much, I do hope she 
was not offended!" 

Well, it is over. I have been finally and formally admitted to the Family, 
and its the Place. (The traditions of which I shall change when they get used 
to me.) I suppose I shall live to admit people to a Family, myself, some day. 
I wonder if I will remember this, and laugh, and be kind as they were. 

ALICE C. FOWLER, 
Normal Dramatic Club. 
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HOW THE WORLD WAS FORMED 

And at twilight, when the shadows 
Softly stole u p thru the forest, 
Hiawatha shyly whispered, 
"Tell me, what is that, Nokomis?" 
And the good Nokomis answered, 
"Tis the Mother of Earth you see there, 
Searching for her wandering offspring. 
When the Earth was very little, 
Once it strayed away to wander: 
Like a little child it wandered 
Far from hearth and Mother. 
When the Night spread wide its shadows, 
Little Earth felt chilled and dizzy; 
'Round and 'round it whirled, and whirling, 
Cooled the Earth almost to freezing. 
Then a crust formed o'er his body. 
'Round and hard the crust formed o'er him; 
Then, the Clouds held council o'er him; 
Why his mother coidd not find him, 
What the child would do for water. 
And the clouds poured raindrops on him, 
Many tears to quench his thirsting. 
But the tears fell hard and heavy, 
Breaking through the crust in places, 
Letting water cool the one spark 
That had not been cooled i n roaming. 
When the spark was cooled, the cooling 
Caused the Earth to quake and tremble, 
As a little child would tremble, 
At the roaring of a l ion. 
As the parts drew up in places, 
Seeking to escape the water, 
They were held in place by others 
Crowding close to hide from danger. 
Many layers of crust you see there; 
(Pointing to a distant mountain) 
They will never more be rolled out. 
Long th ey've stood th ere, cold and silent. 
In the places where the crust was, 
There you see the Big Sea Water, 
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Water of the Gitchee Gumee. 
Soon the Earth and kindly waters 
Ceased to fear and doubt each other; 
Soon the Earth forgot to tremble, 
Ceased to search more for his Mother. 
But the Sun, his lonely Mother, 
Wanders 'round and 'round in circles 
Searching for her wandering offspring. 
Thus we see her roaming daily, 
Searching for the Earth, her lost son. 
She can see hi m from afar off; 
She can warm him with her bright rays; 
But she cannot overtake him, 
Cannot, on account of. changes, 
Recognize him from the distance." N. M. HOOVER. 

OUR PART 

(Winning Oration in the Final Contest.) 

W~""~ E ARE at war! 
The cold, stern fact stares us in the face! 
The long-dreaded thing is here! 

Daily we are becoming more and more keenly aware of the part which the 
United States is to play. We know now that the outcome of the whole situa
tion depends upon us. In short—it is up to us! 

Just what does that mean? Who is this "us" and what is up to it? 
Is it a rhetorical us—a figure of speech; a general, vague, far away "us," 

which shifts itself according to the point of view of the thinker, to the govern
ment, the army or nowhere in particular? Is it a shifting evasive word which 
seeks continually to attach itself somewhere—anywhere—that it may avoid 
the responsibility of an individuality of its own? 

"Us" may have meant that in the past, in matters rather vital; but in this 
grim business of war, there is nothing rather vital—it is vital! In the present 
need "us" has a specific meaning! In this great world crisis "us" means you and me! 

This is a time frought with grave dangers to democracy. Autocracy 
knows no limits to this evil machination against his noble adversary. So we 
are fighting democracy's battles. 

But after all, whose democracy is it? Who will receive the benefits which 
a safeguarded democracy has to offer? We you and I. 

We, you and I hate autocracy; we, you and I, dread Imperialism. Then 
ours, yours and mine is the responsibility, the will, the force to crush autocracy. 
That is the part of our nation and so it is our part. 
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At no other time has our nation had so much need of her individual citi
zens—of you and me. Upon the support which we give our government, de
pends success in our splendid war aims. 

For we are a part of our national resources; the source, indeed, of all the 
resources. From us must come the toilers in the fields, the workers in the 
munition plants, the contributors to war relief, the builders of ships, the con-
servers of food. We must be the support of the army, the stay of the navy, the 
comfort of the wounded, the solace of the afflicted. And we must be the sub
scribers to the Liberty Loans, and the purchasers of thrift stamps, because our 
government needs every cent it can get, and we must supply the money. 

1 hen how can we go on spending as always, excusing ourselves with the 
Business-as-usual policy, when every dollar means a shot for victory—not 

only a direct shot at our enemies, but something deeper? 
Our men have taken the field—they will be shot down by their foes. "Mur

der. you will cry, wholesale murder! Yet, think of the murder which would 
result from sending men into the field foodless and weaponless! To realize the 
enormity of such a crime, we have only to recall the thousands of British men 
who were mowed down at the beginning of the war because of the inadequacy 
of the food supply and artillery support. If such murder should befall our men, 
who would be the perpetrators? 

Would one of us, through a single act of prodigality or the gratification of 
a single selfish desire, cause the loss of o ne human life? Then how can we tolerate 
any form of action which might result in the destruction of many human lives? 

The horrors of war are not so far away as once they were—no, not quite 
not when our transports are being sunk and American blood is being spilled in 
the trenches. We are face to face with a tragedy. 

On a street one day, a crowd was gathered about a dead horse, a broken 
down wagon and an old man. The old man was weeping bitterly, a great mis
fortune had befallen him. His sole means of livlihood was gone. The crowd 
was moved to tears of c ompassion and someone exclaimed: "Oh, the poor man! 
how I pity him! A man pushed his way forward through the crowd and stood 
facing it. "I pity him ten dollars; how much do you pity him?" 

You are aghast at the horrors of war! What are you doing to relieve them? 
"i ou are terrified at the mere prospect of defeat? What are you doing to insure 
success? Are you weeping, or are you working? 

Our hour has struck! 
Democracy is fighting for its existence; men are sacrificing everything which 

is in human power to sacrifice, nations are giving their last full measure—for us 
• for you and me; that we may live unmolested. 

Shall it then be true of us that when our nation went to the wars, when the 
world looked to us for salvation, that we, in our selfishness, turned away? 

Shall it he that in the hour of trial we failed to do our part? 
SADIE E. LITT, Normal Pedagogical Club. 
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THE COMING OF PONOKOMAHMITA. 

Then Iagoo, the Great Boaster, 
Sang to little Hiawatha, 
Sang the tale of Mina Polcau, 
Mina Polcau, who to all men 
Brought the horse, the beast of prairies, 
Ponokahmita, the elk-dog, 
Quick of foot, e'en fleet as dust is, 
As the dust, that whirls like cloudlets, 
Whirls like clouds across the prairies. 
Spake the agile M ina Pokau 
To his chiefs in council gathered: 
"In my dreams, the mighty Spirit 
Beckons us to Winnebago. 
Winnebago, flashing waters, 
Winnebago, lake of ivonders, 
Winnebago, home of monsters. 
There the mighty Father tells us, 
Dwell strong beasts of burden for us 
Beasts who shall our labors lighten. 
Bid we must their wildness conquer. 
We must tame them with our deerskin, 
Cords of long and supple deerskin, 
Now the Spirit grants to mankind 
The attempt to make but four times. 
Failing, lost all our chances 
For the conquering of the elk-dogs, 
Of the strong and speedy monsters. 
On the morrow I will travel 
At the bidding of the Spirit 
Forth to flashing Winnebago, 
Winnebago, lake of wonders, 
Winnebago, home of monsters." 

Forth at sunrise, Mino Pokau 
Journeyed o'er the western praiHes, 
Came to silent Winnebago, 
Saw the monstrous beasts and fish there. 
And among them saw the elk-dog, 
Heard its neigh and snort of wonder, 
As it, plunging from the stranger, 
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Splashed the water to the heaven. 
Deftly then did Mina Pokau 
Coil and throw the supple deerskin; 
Caught fast in the strong, tough sinews 
Ponokahmita, the elk-dog, 
Plunging, snorting, rearing, jerking, 
In the splashing, foaming river. 
Fast before the struggling creature 
Fled the mares and frisky young ones. 
But he, by a mighty effort, 
Burst the thongs of supple deerskin, 
Followed then the fleeing horses, 
And they vanished 'neath the water. 

Thrice in vain did Mina Pokau 
Try to catch the mighty elk-dog; 
One chance more was left to mankind. 
Loud and long prayed Mina Pokau, 
To the Father, mighty giver, 
To the Giver of all goodness, 
Then as dawn of day came slowly 
Stealing o'er the eastern heaven, 
Sought the lake of W innebago, 
Eager, watching for the elk-dogs. 
In his heart new schemes were stirring 
While he stood th ere, watching, waiting, 
Waiting eager for the elk-dogs. 

As they came again, he deftly 
Coiled and threw the strong, tough deerskin, 
O'er an elk-dog, young and frightened, 
Dragged i t unresisting shoreward; 
Captured thus the young and helpless, 
All the frightened, helpless young ones; 
Drove them homeward as Keewaydin 
Drives the winter snow before him, 
Drove them to the Indian village, 
To the grateful Indian warriors. 

On that very night, at moonrise, 
Came the longing, elk-dog mothers, 
Came to seek the colts, the young ones, 
Came to seek, then stayed there with them. 
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And the Indians tamed and rode them, 
Made them bearers of all burdens, 
Called them prairie deer, or elk-dogs, 
Ponokahmita, the elk-dogs, 
From, the lake of W innebago, 
Winnebago, flashing waters, 
Winnebago, home of monsters, 
Winnebago, lake of wonders. 

ANNA CUNNINGHAM, 
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AN APPRECIATION 

. 'EtLYLI ' 'le SIGNAL, and, we feel sure, of the whole school, we 
i o 'express our sincerest admiration for the work of those students 

WFL tt Piannf IV ALD auted ,the Lincoln Episode of the Pageant. Not only 
! eSt'vrtalS° tHe Presentation tl- finished product proved 

tiehvarvt ?? earnestness> an^ sincerity of purpose of the par-
ticpants- There were many of the audience who were able to look upon it 

acting, but as the whole-hearted expression of deep lying principles and 
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purpose. Surely, friends of ours, with such as you to beckon on and up, your 
race will take a place even higher than that so gloriously pictured by your pro
phets. May we extend to you our truest sympathy with your ideals and our 
heartiest praise for your courage? 

A PROTEST 

EVERAL days ago, a group of students about to enter the Training 
School, were discussing certain disciplinary problems which they ex
pected to meet. During the course of the discussion, one girl expressed her 

position in regard to certain misbehaviour as follows. 1 he little brat! Id 
like to see him do that in my class. I'd like to see anything like that happen 
with me. I wouldn't stand for it. I wouldn't take it from him. Why, I wouldn't 
have him in my room." That was by no means, all of her "I wouldn'ts," but it, 
was quite sufficient to force into print this protest. 

It seems to us who are striving because of our love for children for a truer 
interpretation of their behavior, that such an attitude defeats our purpose at 
the very offset. At this point, perhaps, it would be well, for at least one young 
lady's benefit, to endeavor to state, as clearly as possible, our purpose. It is 
to make each and every child in our class a separate and distinct subject for 
study: to match his behaviour and to pick out of possible interpretations of that 
behavior the one explanation that seems the truest and fairest. Then, having 
ascertained the cause, we wish to deal with each child in the way best suited 
to the modification of his particular, undesirable reactions. We want the school 
to exist for our pupils, not our pupils for the school. Therefore, our idea is, 
not to mold the children to fit a standardized unflexible set of classroom regu
lations but rather to adjust our classroom regulations so as to best aid the free 
and natural social and mental developnent of our particular set of children. 
We wish to avoid the feeling that each bit of nonconformity on the part of 
our pupils is directed purposely and with malice aforethot in defiance of us as 
teachers, and to harbor, rather, the idea that all nonconformity is but a natural 
outcome of s ome unfortunate existing condition which condition it is our business 
as teachers to find out and remove. 

When Johnny Jones doesn't stand quietly in line as we have commanded 
him to do we feel that his misbehavior is not intended, necessarily, as a delib
erate defiance of our authority, but is, most probably the natural outlet of a 
surplus energy which is, within Johnny, irrepressible. The fault in such a case, 
too often rests with the teacher for giving a command obviously unreasonable 

Surely these ideals are not too high for any Normal student, and we hold 
to our right to protest against an attitude in those who are to work side by side 
with us, that will so hopelessly defeat those ideals. 
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^ututorium JSotes 

WHO FOLLOW THE FLAG 

T O ( OMMEMORATE tlie birthdays of our two greatest presidents, 
Washington and Lincoln, the Normal and Training Schools presented 

. Dr Henry Van Dyke's poem, "Who Follow the Flag." The poem was 
illustrated with episodes originated by various departments of the school. 

Miss Elizabeth Eckhardt, as "Liberty," introduced each episode by quot
ing from the poem. 

For the first episode, eight young women of the Normal School danced with 
garlands. While they were dancing, the Voices of 1918, Democracy, America, 
Britannia, and Pour la France, entered. The girls representing these voices 
told how they were helping at the present time. America then suggested that 
Washington be crowned. The suggestion was followed, and Washington's 
portrait was followed, and Washington's protrait was crowned by one of the 
girls who had danced. 

The people from various countries who had become "Americans by Choice," 
were next shown by the Training School. First came the children of the fourth 
grade dressed as the Scots. They sang a little Scottish song, and very spirit-
'l n % .i fi T Schottische. The people from Italy, represented by the 
children of the third grade, came next. Dressed in the Italian peasant costume, 
they very gracefully presented a "Peasant Dance." The Hollanders were 
represented by the second grade children. These little people sang and danced 
almost as ,f they had just come from Holland. The people from Ireland came 

iTthev Sang .TV1'6 "Irish Lilt" Slowly and thoughtfully, as 
they too, were sorrowful, the girls and boys of the fifth and sixth grades 

presented I ranee. 1 hey sang the Marseilles, and then gave a "French Vintage 

For the Lincoln episode, Ethiopia, the mother of the colored race declared 
hat her people were found all over the United States, doing their bes toe ve 

Uncle Sam in every way possible. She also paid a glowing tribute to Abraham 
Lincoln when she said that it was he who made it possible for the colored people 
to advance as they have done. Thrift ^ C, coioieu peopie 
a Standard Bearer and TT 11 i ducation, a Hed Cross Nurse, a Soldier, a standard Bearer, and Hope, all showed how ttie u i , • , • 
share to help win the war. °lored pe°ple are dolnS the!r 

The kindergarten and first grade showed n« "Tl,„ c • r c,, •, „ 
their song, dance and flag drill. ^ pin t of Childhood in 

The entire audience then gave the salute to the flag 
The pageant was well planned and acted Tt v 

who saw it. Cted" 11 was huSely enjoyed by all 
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The Historical Episodes were arranged by members of the Elective Class 
in History. 

The dances were arranged by the Physical Education Department. 
The costumes for grade children were made as part of their regular school 

work. 

On March 14, Dr. Eeavitt gave a lecture on "Prehistoric Man," with lantern 
slides to illustrate. 

Contributions; 

CONTRIBUTIONS FROM THE TRAINING SCHOOL 
OUR BREAKFAST 

and on Saturdays. Dorothy Brown is eleven years old. She has learned to 
help her mother in many ways. One thing she has learned was how to plan, 
cook, and serve a breakfast. 

When we had our breakfast we had it in the Domestic Science room. We 
decided to invite Dr. Savitz and Miss Herckner to the breakfast. Then we de
cided whom we would have for the host, hostess, and maid. We thought we 
would have Marion Ripley for hostess, Beatrice Christian, host; and Beatrice 
Campbell for maid. 

We decided to serve scrambled eggs, preserves, muffins, prunes, butter-balls 
and cocoa. On the top of the butter-balls we put little pieces of parsely. 

Then we learned how to set the table. We had a little fern on the center 
of the table. We also learned how to be polite at the table. The breakfast 
was a nice one. It was at twelve o'clock in the dining room. I think this break
fast certainly was a success. We hope to have another that will be just as nice 
as this one. I am sure Dr. Savitz and Miss Herckner enjoyed it very much. 

BEATRICE CAMPBELL. 

T N SEPTEMBER we decided the sixth grade girls should have a project 
i, in their Domestic Science work. We are showing Dorothy Brown (an 
j§| imaginary girl) how she may help her mother before and after school 
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SEN A-7. At last we are sure that 
the Junior Red Cross is 

here. It hrs been threatening to come 
in for some time and now that Our l ittle 
friends in the Training School are en
thusiastic, it has been organized. They 
are to start making infants' layettes, 
next week. Go over and take a look 
at them. You can then imagine what 
joy in the form of pink and blue gar
ments these little children are sending 
to their less fortunate baby brothers 
and sisters in France. A little sixth 
grader has already decided that the 
pink shall go to the girls and the blue 
to the boys. 

What about?—Uncle Sam, of course. 
Why, haven't you seen them? The 

Domestic Science girls are making them 
for your benefit. Just stop and look 
at them and see what are your chances 
for helping to win the war. Did you 
know that every extra teaspoonful of 
sugar either eaten or wasted means at 
the Halls (325 girls) 15 lbs. a day, or 
105 lbs. a week. Do you know how 
much sugar each individual is given in 
England or in France? All these things 
are being revealed in these exhibitions. 
Stop and look at them. It's worth the 
time- R. W. P. 

JUN. A-L. 
It's for you! 
What ?—Those exhibitions! 
Where?—Upstairs, downstairs, every

where. 

A remark in Dr. Leavitt's 
lecture on bacteria: 

"You can't get tuberculosis from 
pneumonia any more than you can get 
milk from chickens." 
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Dr. Leavitt, in one of his lectures, 
said: "The Eskimos were the health
iest people in the world until the mis
sionary went there and gave them the 
typhoid fever and sent them to Heaven 
immediately." "I believe in missionaries, 
but I think that they should be ster
ilized before their journey, ' he fur
ther remarked. 

Florence—Like "dinnah" instead of 
"dinner." It's regular coon (Kuhn) 
talk. 

Florence failed to see the joke. 

Overheard in the cloak room.—I believe 
I'll get the grippe before Easter. 

A Friend—Why, did you have a 
suit case before? 

Here are some illustrations which 
were given in Psychology class, showing 
how little children make association 
in thinking: 

A little boy saw an aeroplane, and 
he said, "Now I know how God gets 
around." 

A little boy saw an evening star 
come out and he brightly remarked: 
"Oh, Daddy, God must have a son in 
the army because he has his service 
flag hanging out." 

Practice Teacher in Manual Train
ing.—You place the wood on the trus-
sels — 

Betty—Where are the trussels? 
Teacher—You are sitting on one. 

VERA S. MARKS. 

F)r. L.—Great care should be taken 
of all wounds. If you are wandering 
around in the cellar and you knock 
a hole in your head, get your wife, in 
your case, your husband, to clean it 
out well, then go to the doctor. 

I wonder who we would get now, 
since we are in school? We don't like 
to look so far into our future. 

My! but Robinson Crusoe was lucky 
he couldn't have had "Tb" had he 
wanted it. Neither could he get any 
germs from others until Friday came. 

JUN. A-2. We all like Manual Train
ing since we work with 

such human tools. They have faces, 
noses, mouthes, throats, etc., etc. 

What has a face 011 its nose? 
A hammer. (Laugh.) 

I have so much trouble in trying 
to express myself. 

A Friend—-Then, if I were you, I 
would go by freight. 

J. S. P. 

Florence, in Reading and Speaking 
Class.—So many leave their r off 
when pronouncing words. 

Miss Kuhn—Can you give an ex
ample? 

JUN. A-10. TWO girls came boldly in 
to Music Class the other 

day with sweaters on. (Against the 
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rules, you know.) Simultaneously, Miss 
II., who has just cast a glance at the 
thermometer, exclaimed: "For the 
lands of the living! And it's hot enough 
to bake eggs in here. When I see girls 
come into a roon as warm as this, all 
bundled up like you are, I think they 
either have buttons off or have holes 
in their waists." The girls removed 
their sweaters without further urging. 

When the Junior A-10's first started 
to take Psychology, they came suddenly 
and to their horror, to the realization 
that there was something lacking in 
the coordination between their minds 
and bodices, but that did not make 
such an impression on them as this 
term in Gym. On hearing very, very 
frequently that the Junior A-10's have 

something lacking in their top story, 
but worse yet, they are so lackadaisical. 

HEARD IN PSYCHOLOGY 

We had been talking about what good 
reform schools did and did not do. 
Discussion drifted to the school for the 
feeble-minded at Vineland, when all 
of a sudden, Miss G. spoke up in her 
shrill, melodious voice: "I've been to 
Vineland." 

Miss Parmenter—Well, what would 
you have been, a Jeffersonian or a 
Hamiltonian, if you had been living 
then, Miss S.?" 

Miss S.—(Who was just going to 
spring a joke on Miss M.) Why-er-er, 
I would have been a Prohibitionist. 

W A R R E P H O N E  l f l & 4 4 7 8 9 - X  

WEDDINGS,BALIS; 4*^ ;' 
PARTIES & PICNICS,ETC%' 

SUPPUED ON SHORT 
4/Ti NOTICE - / 

MAIN STORE 

2)3 E.STATE 

" TRENTON, N.J 
ORDERS BY PHONE OR MAIL PROMPTLY AND CAREFULLY ATTENDED TO 
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SWARTHMORE DEBATE 

An in teresting debate was held in the 
auditorium on Friday evening, March 
lath, between teams representing 
Swarthmore College Freshmen and the 
State Normal School. The question 
was, "Resolved, That Military Training 
should be substituted for intercollegiate 
athletics during the present crisis. 

Miss Margaret H. Husted, of Gamma 
Sigma society, Miss Kathryn M. Gosa 
and Miss Janet G. Banks, both of 
Arguromuthos society, upheld the af
firmative side of the question for 
State Schools. 

Mr. Alan C. Valentine, Mr. William 
P. Kemp and Leon H. Collins, debated 
for Swarthmore College Freshmen. 

The decision of the judges was two 
to one in favor of Swarthmore College 
Freshmen. 

Credit is due Miss Margaret H. 
Husted for performing her part in the 

debate in spite of a recent illness and 
also to Miss Rae M. Palmer, of the 
Theta Phi society, who ten days ago, 
when Miss Husted's presence at the 
debate was in doubt, undertook, wil
lingly, without a word of objection, the 
difficult task of preparing to take part 
if necessary. 

Swarthmore won the debate in 1914, 
and Normal won in 1915, 1916 and 1917. 

THE PHILOMATHEAN PLAA 

On the evening of Washington s birth-
div the Philomathean Society gave an 
original play entitled, J'Our Allies, 
through American eyes. The play 
was very different from any other which 
had been given this year. It was a 
patriotic medley, short and informal, 
since it was not Philo's year for a big 

play. 
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At eight o'clock Miss Mansfield an
nounced that, since it was Washing
ton's birthday, we would all sing 
"America." 

After this song. Miss Twitchell, the 
jester, introduced the first scene of the 
entertainment. The little scenery which 
was necessary then moved into place 
as if by magic. On one side of the 
stage a little Japanese girl stood in 
front of a large fan, and coquetted with 
the "son of' Chuli," standing across 
the way by his three boxes of tea. Miss 
Russi, also in Japanese costume, sang 
"A Japanese Love Song." 

An English scene followed. Miss 
Pomeroy recited Kipling's "Tommy 
Atkins," while she and four other girls 
acted it out. 

Four girls in costume rendered an 
Italian folk dance with the accompani
ment of tambourines. 

Next, five French girls, led by 
Miss Kerns, told of Joan of Arc, 
and all she had done for France. 
When the tune of the "Marseillaise" 
was played, the audience arose and 
sang the first stanza. 

In the Russian scene the former 
Czarina, accompanied by her two ser
vants, walked in and seated herself 
majestically among the cushions, on a 
large couch. Indifferently she expressed 
a wish for a dance, which Miss Srager, 
the court dancer, performed. 

When the czarina and her train had 
left the stage the jester reminded the 
audience that it was Washington's 
birthday and that some fitting honor 
was due him. Then the room was 
darkened, and, while Miss Hirst re

cited "Hiawatha," an Indian couple 
appeared in the spotlight. When Miss 
Hirst had finished, John Alden and 
Priscilla brought to mind "The Court
ship of Miles Standish." Next, a col
loidal couple posed while "The Valen
tine was recited. 'Zekle and Hulda fol
lowed and the audience listened to 
"The Courtin'." Next, in full light, 
four colonial couples danced the min
uet. 

The purpose of this medley was to 
show that no matter how disastrous 
the war has been, out of it has come 
"A new friendship for nations before 
misunderstood." 

After this unique entertainment, the 
president of the society, Miss Corning, 
invited the audience to the community 
room where they were received by a few 
of the members, Dancing followed in 
the gymnasium, until eleven o'clock. 

JANE E. STICKLE. 

Y. W. C. A. NOTES. 

Because of the very interesting facts 
which Miss Twitchell brought us from 
the missionary convention at Bethle
hem, Pa., Mission Study classes are 
rapidly being formed by Y. W. C. A. 
members. We thank the girls for the 
interest and hearty cooperation which 
they are giving for this work. 

M e hope the girls will appreciate 
the ednesday night ice cream sales 
and give their dimes to the Y. W. C. A. 
instead of to the confectioners, down 
town. 

F. C. D. 
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1^ ̂  *r T 70,000 in stock —new and old 
LI( II ||/ W TRAYER'S BOOK STORE 
Mix / V 9 l\kJ 108 S. BROAD ST. 

PHILOMELA GLEE CLUB 

Early in the term, Philomela Glee 
Club elected the following officers to 
hold office from February to June, 1918: 

President DOROTHY SMITH 
I ice-President MARGUERITE MARSH 
Secretary GLADYS COOK 
Treasurer HELEN EVANS 
Signal Reporter DOROTHY JONES 

§our <§ift of jflotoer£ 
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 

We thought it best to retain the 
same directress and accompanist. 

On February 25, 1918, we made our 
appearance in public, lamenting the 
absence of those who were doing their 
practice teaching, but resolved to do 
our best. Our two selections were 
"The Message," by Bruce Huhn, and 
the "Twilight Song," by Mabel C. 

Osborne. 
DOROTHY JONES. 

HILDEBRECHT' S 
"OLD FASHUN » 5 

ICE CREAM 
A rich, smooth, delicious 

cream, made in a big, new, san
itary factory — nutritious 
healthful. 

at Agencies 
Everywhere 

HILDEBRECHT'S 
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We are always very glad to welcome 
back some of our Alumni, and have them 
see the many improvements here which 
we are so proud of. Our latest visitors 
have been: 

1897, Mary E. Call, Feb., 1897, Lam
bert ville. 

1899, Julia CI Considine, Lambert-
ville. 

1911, Anita Moore, Asbury Park. 
1916, Mary Duggan, Feb., 1916. 
1917, Wladyslaw Motyl, Franklin 

Vocational School. 

(From the State Gazette, Monday, March 
18th, 1918.) 

"One of the most interesting of the 
early spring weddings will take place to
day when Miss Katherine B. Nolan, 
daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Thomas F. 
Nolan, of 171 Pennington avenue, be
comes the bride of Dr. Leo. Haggerty, 
first lieutenant in the medical reserve 
corps at Camp Gordon, Ga., and who is 
the son of Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Hag
gerty, of Scranton, Pa. The ceremony 
will be performed at 8 o'clock in St. 

Mary's cathedral, by Monsignor John 
II. Fox. 

The bride will be attired in a very 
attractive gown of steel gray georgette 
crepe and taffeta, and will wear a picture 
hat of gray braid, with shell pink 
facing and trimmed with French flow
ers. She will carry a shower bouquet 
of white sweet peas and sweetheart 
roses. 

Miss Mabel Haggerty, of Scranton, 
a sister of the bridegroom, will act as 
bridesmaid. Her dress will be French 
blue georgette crepe and she will wear 
a tan hat faced with blue and flower 
trimmings. Her flowers will be a shower 
bouquet of tea roses. 

Dr. Charles Griffith, of the George
town faculty, who is also an officer in 
the United States navy, will be Dr. 
Haggerty's best man. 

Following the ceremony, there will 
be a reception and breakfast for the 
immediate families. The couple will 
leave later for an extended honeymoon 
trip. They will spend some time at 
Atlantic City and other places north, 
and will visit various places of interest 
in the south before arriving at Atlanta 
Ga., where they will reside. 
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It it's New and Exclusive in 
Ready-to-Wear Apparel 

You'll find it at Voorhees. 
131-135 East State Street 

Trenton, N. J. 

Miss Nolan is one of the most attrac
tive young girls in this city. She is a 
graduate of the New Jersey State Nor
mal school and for the past year has 
been actively engaged in educational 
work in Trenton and vicinity. She is 
popular socially as well, and her pleas
ing personality has won her a large 
circle of friends in Trenton, Lambert-
ville, New York, Scranton and other 
places, where she has visited fre
quently. 

Dr. Haggerty is one of Trenton s 
best known young physicians. He 
was graduated from Georgetown Med
ical college, in the class of 1915, having 

H. Wirtschafter, 23 to 31 S. B road 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 

Buy War Savings Stamps 

and Help 

Win the War ! 

prepared at St. Thomas Prep, school 
and Halstead Penn High school, at 
Scranton. He is a member of Phi Chi 
medical fraternity. He received his 
commission as first lieutenant last fall 
and since that time has been stationed 
at Camp Gordon, Ga. 

Mrs. Haggerty was Editor-in-Chief 
of the SIGNAL in 1916, in which office 
she proved herself most capable. Those 
who were associated with her while in 
Model and Normal will always remem
ber her with greatest affection and 
our love and good wishes for the hap
piest of lives go with her to her new 
home in Georgia. 

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 



2 6  T H E  S I G N A L  

Welcome, Exchanges! My, but we 
are glad to see you. Quite a number of 
our old friends and some new ones, too, 
have made an appearance this month. 
They are: 

High School Life, Effingham, 111. 
High School Gazette, Charleston, S. C. 
Our College Times, Elizabethtown, 

Pa. 
Pine Needle, Lakewood, H. S., Lake-

wood, N. J. 
The Acropolis, Barringer H. S., 

Newark, N. J. 
The Carlisle Arrow and Red Man, 

Carlisel, Pa. 
The Blue and White, Pottstown H. S., 

Pottstown, Pa. 
The Grade Echo, Egg Harbor, N. J. 
The Ides, George School, Newtown, 

Pa. 
The Knight, Collingswood H. S., Col-

lingswood, N. J. 
The Lotus, Dover II. S., Dover, 

Delaware. 
The Picket, Shepherd College, Shep-

herdstown, W. ^ a. 

The Shield, Haddonfield H. S., Had-
donfield, N. J. 

The Skirmisher, Bordentown Mili
tary Institute, Bordentown, N. J. 

The Spectator, Trenton H. S., Tren
ton, N. J. 

The St. John's Echo, St. John's LTni-
versity, Shanghai, China. 

The Tabula, Torrington H. S., Tor-
rington, Conn. 

The Tsing Hua Journal, Tsing Hua 
College, Peking, China. 

PINE NEEDLE.—We can hardly wait 
for your next number so that we can 
finish "Over There." Your exchange 
is the best we have seen this month. 
Why not add an index to your paper? 

THE ACROPOLIS.—"Snow Balls from 
the Storm" is cleverly written and illus
trated. Your "Pro Patria" is splendid 

THE LOTUS.—An interesting papers 
Why not collect your advertisement 
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SEEDS GARDEN TOOLS FENCE 
Phone 822. 

Satterthwaite's Seed Store 
16 NORTH WARREN STREET OPPOSITE TRENT THEATRE 

and not scatter them through your 
paper. It would be a great improve
ment. 

THE SHIELD.—"Two and Two is 
very interesting. 

THE CARLISLE ARROW AND RED MAN. 
—A very good magazine with some 
helpful advice on agriculture. 

THE SKIRMISHER.—The quotations at 
the bottom of each page are splendid. 

BLXJE AND W HITE.—A lively paper. 

THE TABULA—"Good goods come in 
small packages." 

SIGNAL.—Yours is a good magazine 
but a few more stories would improve 
it. H. S. Gazette, Charleston, S. C. 

SIGNAL.—The article on "The Wind of 
Sorrow" is exceptionally good.—The 
Skirmisher, Bordentown Military Insti
tute, Bordentown, N. J• 

CENTRAL TEACHERS' AGENCY 
JOHN S. ARNOLD, Manager 

BETTER POSITIONS FOR GOOD TEACHERS 

BEGIN NOW to get that DESIRABLE 
TION BLANK. REGISTRATION FREE. '''"C . , 1,1 
Service given to those needing teaehers. NO CHARGE to sehool offierals. 

202 WALNUT STREET, HARRISBURG, PA. 
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Wit 
Inquisitive old gentleman to passing 

youth'. "Why do you carry that um
brella? There is no rain and the sun 
is not shining." 

"I know," said the boy. "But 

DRUGS CANDY SODA 
APOLLO PIRIKA 

WHITMAN'S 
Fountain open year around 

Young's Drug Store 
COR. PERRY AND SOUTHARD STS. 

"Across from School." 

when it is raining, father wants the 
umbrella, and when the sun is shining, 
mother wants it, and so this is the only 
kind of weather I can use it at all." 

"Have you a few minutes to spare, 
sir?" 

"Young man," roared the capitalist, 
"my time is worth one hundred dollars 
an hour, but I'll give you ten minutes." 

"Thanks, but if it is all the same to 
you, sir, I believe I'd rather take it in 
cash." 

Teacher—Why did the whale give up 
Jonah? 

Young America—I suppose he had 
heard of the law against hoarding food. 

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

15 N. Warren St., Trenton 



T H E  S I G N A L  2 9  

ESTABLISHED 1837 

F. S. KATZENBACH & COMPANY 
HARDWARE, TOOLS 

Electrical, Plumbing and Mill 
Supplies, Heaters and Ranges 

35 EAST STATE STREET TRENTON, N. J. 

QUITE IMPOSSIBLE 

Wix—I see by this paper that more 
than one-half of the world's population 
is feminine. 

Nix—I don't believe it. If it were 
so, how do you account for the fact 
that one-half of the world doesn t 
know how the other half lives?—Idle 
Hour. 

tremely proud of it, and found it very 
good company. He would lie awake 
nights to hear it tick. One night the 
clock got out of order, and began to 
strike. 

The old man awoke and counted one 
hundred and two. He promptly sat 
us in bed, and calling to his wife, said, 
"Cynthy, get up, get up. It's later 
than I've ever knowed it to be." 

Uncle Lige bought a clock, so tall 
that it was almost impossible to get it 
into the house. The old man was ex

Two sons of Erin were digging a ditch 
for a gas main. One of them was a 
trifle handicapped by the shortness of 

Eetterer'g Isrrbtce 

PHONE 9126-W 

SHOE REPAIRING OF THE BETTER KIND 
OPPOSITE CITY HAIL 

FOR FINE PHOTOGRAPHS go to 

Phone llflG 
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THE STEWART & ST EEN CO. 
MAKERS AND PUBLISHERS 

914 Walnut Street, PHILADELPHIA, PA. 

Commencement, Class Day and Wedding Invitations 
Class Day and Dance Programs 

College, Class and Fraternity Stationery 
Banquet Menus 

Class Pins, Medals, Etc. 
Visiting Cards 

the handle of his pick. His back was 
a iling from bending over so far and he 
had paused for a moment, when his 
companion remarked: 

"Say, Mike, phwat wud ye do ef ye 
had a million dollars?" 

"I'd add four inches to the handle o' 
this pick," was the reply. 

One of the girls in a cooking class 
was asked: "Did you wash that fish 
before you baked it?" 

"No; what's the use?" was the reply. 
"It has lived in the water all its life." 

CHARLEY MADE A HIT 
"Charley is simply wonderful," ex

claimed young Mrs. Torkins. "I never 
dreamed that any one could run a motor 
car the way he can!" 

"What has happened?" 
"We took a ride yesterday and went 

along beautifully in spite of the fact 
that he had forgotten some of the ma
chinery." 

"Running without machinery?" 
"Yes. We had gone at least eleven 

miles before Charley discovered that 
his engine was missing."—Washington 
Star. 

The new Spring Styles in Kauf
man Ready-to-wear apparel for 
W omen and Misses are ready for 
inspection—showing the very lat
est Metropolitan City Ideas at 
Reasonable prices. 

South Brood 
^ondlohoyette Streets^ 

Rensselaer Established 1824 
Troy, N. Y. 

Polytechnic 
and Science Institute 

Courses in Civil Engineering (C. E.), Mechanical 
Engineering (M. E.), Electrical Engineering (E. E ) 
Chemical Engineering tCh. E.). and General Science 
(B. S.). Also Graduate and Special Courses 

Unsurpassed new Chemical. Physical, Electrical, Me
chanical and Materials Testing Laboratories 

For catalogue and illustrated pamphlets showing 
work of graduates and students and views of buildines 
and campus, apply to B 

JOHN W. NUGENT, Registrar. 
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HOWARD HEATH s- R0Y HEATH 
Model '91 MODEL '03 

SAMUEL HEATH COMPANY 
Lumber  and Bui ld ing  Materia l s  

TRENTON, NEW JERSEY 

IN THE ABSENCE OF 
CLERGY 

Some t ime ago a dinner was given in 
New York at which a well known actor, 
who is so mething of a freethinker along 
theological lines, sat at the guest table. 
When the hour for starting the feast 
arrived the toastmaster, a very religious 
man, discovered that no minister of 
the gospel -was present, tho several had 
been invited. - In this emergency he 
turned to the actor and asked him to 
say grace. 

The actor rose, bowed his head, and in 
the midst of a deep hush said fervently: 

"There being no clergymen present, 
let us thank God."—Saturday Evening 
Post. 

ONE'S FRIENDS 
On one of the recent around zero 

days, Rosario was walking home from 
work with a friend. They met a news
boy and Rosario's friend asked Rosario 
to lend him a cent to buy a paper with. 
So Rosario took off his gloves, unbut
toned his overcoat, sweater, and coat, 
and shiveringly extracted a cent from 
his waistcoat pocket. The paper was 
bought. Then a block or so farther on 
they entered a store to make a purchase. 

And in the store Rosario's friend 
returned the cent he had borrowed. 
He explained that it was too cold to 
take his glove off and get it when they 
were on the street.—Cleveland Palin 
Dealer. 

. 2 0-22 EAST STATE STREET IS 

STOLL'S 
The place to go for 

Stationery and School Supplies, Kodaks, 

Printing and Developing 

HIBBERT 
PRINTING 
COMPANY 

We Print " The Signal" 
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LIBRARY 
NEW JERSEY 

-5TATE TEACHER S COLLEGE 
THE SIGNAL TRENTON 

MUSIC IN THE CELLAR 
Husband—Mary, stop the pianola! 

Great Scott, woman, where is your ap
preciation? Don't you hear onr half-ton 
of c oal rattling down the chute.—Detroit 
Free Press. 

ADAM'S WRONG START 
"Mama," said Edith, "when the first 

man started to spell 'psalm' with a 'p,' 
why didn't he scratch it out and start 
over?"-—J udge. 

THE LESSONS OF WAR 
"So you're saving up to buy an air

ship? You're quite an ambitious little 
boy." 

"Yes, sir; I wants to fly over Jimmy 
Mack's yard and drop bricks on him." 
— The Airman. 

Why Mary had a little lamb 
We'll tell you in a trice, 

You see it wasn't meatless day 
And Mary had the price. 

So I've got to shout around a little so 
as to convey the impression to any 
stenographer scouts that she wouldn't 
suit the government." -— W ashington 
Star. 

THE OLD FASHIONED WAY 
The young hopeful of four years had 

been a source of continual vexation and 
trouble all through the meal, and at 
its finish a woman friend turned to 
the child's mother and said: 

"If your boy belonged to me, I 
shouldn't stand so much of his non
sense at meal times. I should give him 
a thrashing." 

"But," said the mother, "you can't 
spank the poor little fellow on a full 
stomach." 

"No," said her friend, "but you can 
turn him over."—Pittsburgh Chronicle 
Trlegraph. 

JUST A LITTLE STRATEGY 
"What is it that makes you find so 

much fault with your stenographer?" 
"Well, she's the best stenographer 

I ever had, and I don't want to lose her. 

TOP DOG 
Kermit Roosevelt, son of the Colonel, 

is said to have remarked of his father, 
"You know, dad likes to be top dog— 
the most prominent person wherever 
he is. If he is at a wedding, he wants 
to be the bride, and if he's at a funeral, 
he wants to be the corpse." 

APOLLO ii BELLI MI AD 
PARK & TILFORD CHOCOLATES 

Warren Confectionery Store 
WARREN AND HANOVER STREETS 

UUIS BOOK MAY BE BQRRQV* L-
TWO WEEKS, x 


