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With this last number of the year's "Oracle" we bid 
farewell to the students of D.A,S. You, who have spent 
this year in school, know what friendships you have made. 
You also know what ideals and inspirations you have worked 
for. We hope it has been a year that will be a bright spot 
in your memory. 

Wherever you make your trail in the years hereafter, 
keep always by your side the ideals you have formed. Prove 
that they are right, and pass thorn on to some weary traveler 
who has given up in dospair. Help him as you have boon 
helped herei 

Farewell to all you who left, us for your life work. 
May it be successful* May this number recall dear old 
D. A. S. and the pleasant hours you have spent here. 

2o-day 
Sure, this world is full of trouble-
I ain't said it ain't. 
Lordl I've had enough an' double 
Reason for complaint. 
Rain and storm have como to frot me, 
Skies were often gray; 
Thorns an' brambles have beset me 
On the road - but say, 
Ain't it fine todayl 
What's the use of always weepin', 
Makin' trouble last? 
What's the use of always keepin' 
Thinkin' of the past? 
Eash must have his tribulation, 
Water with his wino, 
Lifo it a m T t no celobration, 
Trouble? I've had mine-
But to-day is fine. 
It's to-day that I am livin', 
Fot a month ago, 
Havin', losin', takin', givin', 
As time wills it so. 
Yesterday a cloud of sorrow, 
Fell across the way; 
It may rain again tomorrow, 
It may rain-but say, 
Ain't it fine to-day? Douglas Malloch, 



People Seen in a Three Days' Trip through Pennsylvania, 
West Virginia and Central Ohio. 

People of different countries differ. Inhabitants of dif-
ferent cities crecer their eggs and toast of different color and 
flavor so it is not strange that farmers of New York, of Pennsyl-
vania, oí West Virginia and Ohio should say and do things some-
what differently. 

Just after Ag. School closed, a day's trip by auto from 
Delhi took Mrs. DuBois and myself through Slmira into northerns 
Pennsylvania. Incidentally, we passed near Mansfield, the 
old house from which my father moved when I was seven. I had 
not been back to the place since leaving and things had changed. 
A rock of soft stone upon which we children played had, by 
years of weathering, been worn nearly to the ground. The 
school house whore I first went to school was still standing 
but the wooden benches had been replaced by modern seats. 
The township system of Pennsylvania school management had 
buildfc a ready-cut school house by -the side of the old build-
ing and such districts of the township as wished to consolidate 
were attending a two teacher school with more facilities and 
equipment than the old district could ever have had. 

Going straight south through Pennsylvania on the Sus-
quehanna trail, one of the state1s fine roads, we came at 
night to the foot of a mountain which the next morning we 
found carried us to an elevation of over twenty-five hundred 
feet. At the hotel they said wo could stay if we were "one 
of them", pointing to the dining room where were eating a 
convention'of Presbyterians, who had reserved all of the 
rooms in the house. As we wore not "one of them", we left 
with a lasting grudge, at loast against those Presbyterians. 
A poorer hotel kept us at a lower prioe. Tho next morning the 
ice and snow on the mountain made us glad wo had not climbed 
it the evening before. 

Before reaching Harrisburg, we turned west on the national 
highway. Around the villages we becamo accustomed to seeing 
nearly every laborer wearing a lamp on his hat. I can not 
understand how the miners tell their houses from those of their 
neighbors as all the houses are built exactly alike and had 
they been painted differently, the coal smchke would soon have 
made them all the same color. 

Although it was the first week in April, leaves were start-
ing, sheep were in the pasture and farmers were plowing. Here 
were fine fields and large horses. It looked strange to see 
teams of three and four horses plowing with but one rein, this 
being attached to the left side of the bit of the near house. 
I went into a field and the driver told me why. "It was quite 
some better, yes, yes, than to be bothered with two lines." 
The horses wore trained so that a pull to them meant one 
direction and a jerk another. 



Over hills higher than those of Delaware County yet 
always with fine roads, we crossed the narrow neck of West 
Virginia through Wheeling where we paid five cents each to 
cross two bridges of the Ohio river and came into the Buckeye 
state. 

I forgot to mention our visit to Penn State Agricul-
tural College at Penn State, Pennsylvania. While fine 
colleges, neither Penn State or the Ohio Stato College at 
Columbus, which we later visited, were as extensive as our 
own Cornell. These colleges seemed to emphasize especially 
beef cattle and big horses. Each of these Agricultural 
Colleges has a large barn where only beef cattle are kept and 
it looked as if their hogs wore trying to out weigh the big 
cattle* 

In Ohio the farmers burn soft coal. You know it by the 
chimney smoke and by the fact that near almost every farm 
house there was what looked like a big wood chuck hole from 
which the farmer takes his coal, Sometimes dogs hitched to-
gether for the purpose of drawing out the coal on little cars 
w e r e seen. More commonly Shetland ponies dragged the cars 
out of the holes. The commercial soft coal companies often 
uncovered the coal by means of steam shovels, it was so near 
the surface. They burn natural gas too and the farmers boast 
that their wives never complain about the men not furnishing a 
good supply of wood. 

Ohio grows sheep, all fine wool and plenty of them. Ohio 
farmers are long on corn this year. Piles as big as houses 
were seen, The cows are nearly all grade Snort Horns and beef 
animals for feeders are brought in from the west. I told them 
we were afraid they would get a black and white or a yellow 
cow and compete with us in the New York milk market. One man 
assured me that I need not worry if he had to do the milking. 

I wish I could tell you the good time I had traveling 
with the Farm Bureau Agent of Muskegon County, Ohio. This 
Farm Bureau Agent, Mr. Burnhart, was formerly An. Hus. 
instructor at the State School of Agriculture at Alfred. I 
do not see how the.* farmers in that part of Ohio where I 
was can have a garden as I certainly could not find a stone 
with which to drive a han out of the truck patch. 

Hills all the way from Delhi to eastern Ohio, except through 
southern Pennsylvania, and nearly level land reaching west 
away through Illinois to the Kockies. Roads are good. It 
might have been covered in a week's time by the auto. Read 
your history and see the months it took the early pioneers to 
cover this journey. Surely we are living in wonderful times. 

C. 0. DuBois. 



PRESENT EDUCATION AN IMPROVEMENT OVER FORMER EDUCATION. 
Our age is a critical one. Most of the institutions of 

+n flov L a m to be giving an unsatisfactory account of thomsoly„= 
Criticism comfs especially through the mlddlo:agod people 

w h o o o m p a r e the present with that of their own vanished you.h. 
While opposing criticism is an excellent thing to> 

when attempting to improve society and ^ ^ « a l sounl-must not permit it to weaken our faxth m the essential souna 
ness of our own work;. 

Although there are many criticisms to the contrary, there 
much that is right about present day education. In the 

first place, the i f i a the evident faith of ^ f ^ X ^ h o o l 
people in education itself. More people are attending scnooi 
than ever befo-e. Although it is sometimes severely criticised, 
t h e r e i s no satisfactory substitute. The growing confidence 
in the educational system is also sho rbytheincreaseaamount 
of money which is spent and appropriated each year. 
before has there been such a generous expenditure for a cause 
not yielding immediate returns. 

The faith of the people is manifested by the Skater 
trust Qlaced in teachers and boards of education, le-cners 
recognize the place of the scientific method in education. 
Education has moved from a position of haphazard experimenta-
tion to one of dearly defined experimentation. 

The larger results of this scientific method may already 
be observed. Children now read with,greater ^eility and 
aonreciate a larger number of books in t h e J ^ s t three ye.rs oi 
school than the children of twenty years ago in the first live 
years. 

The curriculum, grading, methods of teaching and discipline 
have been changed within a generation largely as a result of 
the application of the scientific method of education. 

Ih former days, children stored up knowledge to be used 
in later liTo. To-day, the child correlates life and knowledge 
as he studies, thu& ¿aining a bettor appreciation of life. 

American education is grounded on the principles that 
education itself must ### continue to yield to better education. 
Therefore, the education of to-day must necessarily 'be an 
improvement over that of yesterday because the way to find and 
correct many of the faults has finally been discovered. 



EVERY DAY 

k l| 

.Every day is a frosh beginning, 
Evury night is a picture gone. 
We, who are tired of labor and sinning, 
Must willingly smile and look beyond. 
We, who study from massive volumes, 
Wo,, who know little of learned books, 
Start to climb a sturdy column, 
Without ever casting a backward look. 
Every day is a fresh beginning, 
Listen, my friend, to the beautiful strain 
What is it, I hear, so free from all sinning? 
The birds, yea the birds, have returned again. 
Yesterday now is a part of forever, 
Its sorrows, mistakes and ill feelings which never 
Shall visit us more, with their withering blight; 
Their fullness of sunshine or sorrowful night. 
Here are the fields of blooming flowers, 
A sight,, which we could scarcely conceive, 
How glorious, then, are these April bowers! 
What valuable things at hand to believeI 
Yes, every day is a fresh beginning, 
Every mvening the curtains fall, 
While we at rest forget our sinnings 
As we climb to mansions tall. 

•Holen McGrUire. 
i> 
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Mrs. Smith (in Arithmetic class) -"Well* what do you wish 
to take up next?" 

Sara Brownell -" A vocation". 
Jaok- "What kind of a fellow is Terwilliger?" 
Chage-"He*s the kind of a fellow who grabs the stool 

when the piano is being moved". 
"Do you know why we call our language the mother tongue?" 
"Because the fathers never get a chance to use it." 

Alice: Mrs. Clinton, where is the -new help this morning? 
Mrs. Clinton: Oh they are having their breakfast served 

in bed. 
Mildred: (Prom the dining room) What's the matter, Dot, 
I donTt hear you rattling dishes. 
Dot: Oh, I'm having intemission. 



Dear Eunice, 
I know this will ho interesting news to you since you 

intend to enter Cobleskill Training Glass next year. 
Last week our class observed in the near-by rural schools. 

The first day we just observed, the second day we did some 
practice work and the last two days we taught all the classes. 

One of the other T. 0. girls and I attended Miss Iran's 
school at the Hook. We enjoyed every minute of our work 
because of the spirit and cooperation of the pupils and 
teacher. Not a word was said about discipline during the 
four days we were at the school. 

Every morning we left the D. S. Building at about eight 
o'clock in different cars and teturned home at four o'clock 
in the afternoon. 

The most helpful and interesting work at the school was 
the projects the pupils had finished and the ones t h w e r e 
working on while we were there. 

The sixth grade geography class had soaked some old 
newspapers and then made a relief map of New York State from 
these papers locating the C^tskill and Adirondack mountains. 
They finally varnished the maps so that they were brown and 
then located rivers and lakes by means of blue ink. 

The fifth grade geography pupils made a number of maps of 
North ¿morica from a mixture of flour and salt. These maps 
contained the Rocky and Appalachian systems and also the 
lowlands. 

The eighth grade English class made a booklet of Washing-
ton's home in Mt. Vernon and noted men living in the same 
period as Washington. This same class was working on English 
b&iklets which, when finished would contain essays and com-
positions written on the English literature read in class. 

The school pupils were members of the 4-H Olub and had 
a large amount of material ready for the Junior Project 
Pair next year. Some of the pupils made holders, others 
hemmed towels and some of the older girls made slips and 
aprons. The pupils seemed more eager to do their lessons 
so that they might work on these projects. 

I'm sure that, after you have read of this experience, 
you will be more eager to attend training class next year. 

Your sincere frinnd, 
Mildred M.B. 



Signs. 

When daffodils at the window sill, 
Ope coffers of gold at their own sweet will, 

To'give to the traveler in the street below, 
A bit of joy in this world of woe, 

Spring is here. 
When violets peep from the nut-brown sod, 
And preach to the world a message of God, 
By simple message, modest in thought, 
Tell of the deeds of a loving God wrought 

Spring is here. 
When birds come winging back: in flight 
As the sun rises after along weary night, 
With flashes of bright color, heralders of spring, 
And with burst of song flit on the wing, 

Spring is here. 
H. M. M. 

My trip to Europe. 
On September 28, 1925, our party of four set sail on the 

Frederik VIII. For years we had been planning a trip to Europe 
and at last our dreams had come true. 

After a farewell, that I had always thought would be# 
more joyous, we found'ourselves on this huge steamer, moving 
r a o i d l v over the deep blue ocean that separates America 
from Europe. I have not time to go into detail and describe 
our voyage, but I will say that I was astonished, when we 
(Same upon the cold current from the Arctic ocean. Ihe 
change of climate was very noticeable and I had almost come to 
the point of asking someone if we had crossed the Arctic circle 
when I was told the cause. 

In five days we reached Ireland and I was satisfied to 
step on the green rocky shores of the.land of my forefathers. _ 
We spent only two days in this country and it rained continually 
so our stay was not so pleasant there. We found but few fac-
tories there, the chief industries being farming and ship-
building. Some of the largest ships in the woild, I was in-
formed, were built in Belfast. 

Reluctantly, I left Ireland and crossed over into England. 
I found this country with a climate similiar to that of Calif-
ornia. We visited the renowned city of London and spent one 
whole day in Westminister Abbey. Many were the wonders which 
we saw. We found huge factories in Manchester which puts out 
woolen and cotton materials. Three days in England V^sed 
too auickly and only one week was to be spent in the Bntisn 
Isles so there was left only two days to be spent in Scotland, 
the land of the beautiful lakes and the land of which poets 
soeak so fondly. In the southern part wo found much manufac-
turing carried on, but in the northern region we found a hilly 
country spotted with lakes. 



Again wo?* we to on tho steamer and entered into netherlcnd^ 
on the famous Rhine. Wo found this country different from any 
that we had visited before. Canals were running through the 
green fields and windmills appeared everywhere. Tho dikes of 
which wo had often heard, yet never seen, interested us* V/e 
went from town to town on a canal boat and the experience was 
so different that we enjoyed it immensely. 

Again we set sail on the Rhine, Ehis time entering into 
Germany and not stopping until we had reached Cologne, the 
center of a great manufacturing region. After spending two days 
in Cologne we journeyed into the interior. There were quite a 
few coal mines near this city. Agriculture, we found« was 
carried on to a great extent and was very profitable Down through 
Germany we journeyed until we came to the central highlands of 
Europe, the Alps in Switzerland. These mountains are more than 
two miles above sea level. What a contrast with Holland! This 
was the country that v/e had been most desireous of visiting and 
and we took our time in traveling through this region. What 
beautiful scenery greeted us as v/e entered the country at B^sle, 
the gate of Switzerland. At this city we admired tho Cathedral 
most.' It is truly a magnificent building and altogether unique 
in its lines and colorings. 

Next we visited Lake Geneva, but I cannot find words to 
describe its beauty. Wherever we ventured, the vista held us 
spellbound. Our eyes feasted on a wealth of scenic splendor 
everywhere. It was impossible to say which was the most mag-
nificent viewpoint. Romantic castles, renowned in history, 
relics of Roman days, ancient towers, and quaintly roofed bridges 
claimed our interest. Traversing the mountain passes by motor was 
a new thrill. Up the hair-pin bonds the cars traveled safely 
to the edges of the glaciers. On the whole, one could tell so 
much of Switzerland that it would be tiresome to read or listen 
to. Beauty everywhere. Three weeks were spent in this country 
and how sorry we were to leave it. 

As we had to be back in New York in two weeks time, one 
week was left to be spent in France, the country of which our 
boys who fought there speak so fondly. We visited Paris where 
we saw the famous galleries and the beautiful pictures which 
we have studied«, The streets were decorated with marble arches, 
columns and statues. Paris surely deserved to be praised by 
all. 

In tLh^thern France we were surprised to find such large 
crops of grain and vegetables. After two days spent in the 
northern section and Harve, we set sail on our gigantic steamer 
for the city of New York. Aside from a few unpleasant feelings 
we had a delightful voyage and reached home safely. 



SUNSET GOLD. 
"Well, Irll give up, I'll give up," said Ted Owens, as 

he eounted his flock and found that six more were missing. 
"I never saw the like of it yet, such goings-on. Just started 
here ana then everything goes wrong. Now there are nearly a 
hundred chickens gone and I donTt know where or how. Well, 
if it doesn't stoD in a week I'll sell them all and go back 
to New York--maybe to lio around a whilo—maybe to die. Oh, 
such a dayl Good evening, Miss Cairn. A nice sunset eh?" 

"It certainly is wonderful Ted," replied a ohoerful 
voice. "Some of the Master1s work. But Ted. You seem down-
hearted; something gone wrong? Everytime I see you whether 
it's rain or shine you look so v/eary. Anything wrong? Old 
Preston been bothering you again? I'd tell him that I would i 
run my own place without his assistance. He's too inquisitive 
for his own good. Well, I too have had hard luck. Pa says 
I can1t go to college in the fall, no matter what happens, and 
and I want to so badly." 

"Well, everyone has his troubles, I especially--now there 
are about one hundred pullets missing and I can't find the cause-. 
Went down to plow the lower field today and when I roturned 
six more were missing." 

"Say, Ted, why don't you stay up and watch? It would pay 
for a day. If you want me to, I'll stay up tomorrow and watch, 
just to see what happens. How about it Ted? 

"Gloria, I'd give anything to know how those chickens 
disappear. If you find out for me, I'll use my influence with 
your father so that you may be able to go to college. 

"It's a bargain, Ted, don't forget, and, if I don't find 
out about it, my namo isn't Gloria Cairns. So long, Ted, and 
don't let the crickets wake you up5". Gloria with a light, rapid 
swing, disappeared down the road. 

Ted, too, went homeward, but with a weary step and stooping 
shoulders. 

Gloria lived with her father and small brother near the 
Owen's iarm. Her father was very practical whilo Gloria was 
somewhat of a dreamer and a great worshipper of beauty in all 
forms. She wa3 always cheerful and optimistic and found some 
good in everything. 

Ted Owens had left fast society to earn a worthwhile 
living. He had led a gay life and wanted to do some serious 
work. He bought a chicken farm in Sunset Valley and went to 
work with a will. The first year, nearly all of the chick3 
died. The next year a disease struck the pullets and again 
many were lost. He was trying it once again, but it seemed 
that he was bound to defeat. Meanwhile Preston, the nan who 
held the farm mortgage was pressing him for money. This 
worried Ted. 



He turned from M s flock toward the house and began to 
prepare his solitary supper, After supper, he sat on his door-
step and mused, as, on,u by one, tho sparkling stars came out. 
Ho thought about his home, his mother, and the girl who had 
sent him away so coldly when she found out that he was to be 
a farmer. Yes, A backwoodsman, who knew less each day. 
It was beginning to look that way with him. Maybe Eloise was 
right after all.-HBut then—Gloria had said that one should 
never say die for as long as there1 s a spark, thero will be 
firo<> Everyone is put here for some use. so he thought 
maybe he was here for something after all. At last he sighed 
deeply and went into the house. 

Meanwhile, Gloria had prepared her father*s supper and • 
had set about to make plans for the morning. She did not 
tell her father what she was about to do. 

The next morning, just as Ted was leaving for the lower 
field, she came up the path to his house- After wandering 
around for a while, noticing the fence and chickon. coop, she 
sat down near a large arbor-vitae bush,with a gun in her 
hands, ready for her campaign. 

She sat there for a long time with the sun rising higher 
and higher in the heavens.. Its rays fcecamo hotter and hotter. 
She was just about to oat her lunch, wnon she happened to look 
up and see a tiny black speck sailing high in the sky. Not 
knowing what it was, she waited but continued to koop track 
of it. Lower and lower sank the speck, ever swinging around 
in circles. Gloria waited calmly to watch developments. The 
speck seemed to hang motionless in the air and then, like a 
bullet dent from a rifle, descended. As he swooped, there 
was a great commotion amouxtg the flock but it did not make 
Gloria nervous. She waited until the hawk was nearly on the 
ground and then fired. The hawk arose slightly anc1 then, 
with a helpless flutter, and with a chicken still in his 
talons, sank to the ground. 

Gloria jumped over the fence and picked up the hawk. 
He was unusually largo and she shuddered to look at his talons. 

"Well, you won1* t do any more harm now, King of the Blue, 
and I'm sorry I had to shoot you, but then, chickens are more 
important than you, so it had to be done." 

When Ted appeared at the house to prepare his dinner, 
Gloria greeted him, hawk in hand. Ted looked his astonishment 
as well as expressed it. He was truly thankful for what 
Gloria had accomplished and lavishly praised her for it, also 
promised to keep his part of the bargain. 

That evening as Gloria was admiring the sunset, she heard 
a footstep behind her and a now cheerful voice, saying,,TIrve 
come to settle my part of the bargain, so where is your father? 
I do hate to have you go away this fall. I know how I'll miss 
you. Couldn't we Gloria ?" 



"Oh Tod, see that beautiful royal blue cloud on that 
glorious rod9gold background. Quick! Oh, by tho v/ay, I'm 
not going to collego. I decidod to-day. Good-night — S e e 
you tomorrow." and she disappeared from his sight. 

A NATION'S HOPS 

Who are the men of the morrow? 
Seek ye tho boys of today! 

Follow the plow and the harrow; 
Look where they make the hgry. 

Walk with the cows from the pasture, 
Seed 'mid tho tasseled corn; 

Try where you hoar the thrashor 
Humming in the early morn. 

Who are the men of the morrow? 
Look at your sturdy arm! 

A nation's hope for the future 
Lives with the boy on the farm. 

From Agri. News Letter, N,H. 

"A determined man can do more work with 

a rusty monkey wrench than a loafer can 

do with a whole machine shop." 

"Do what is expected of you and 'then some'. It is 
the 'then some1 that people measure us by." 

Cramped Quarters.— 
FIRE AT MT. PLEASANT 
CAUSES SMALL DAMAGE 

Starts in Waste Paper Basket 
Occupied by Two College 

Students 
—Headlines in an Iowa paper. 

A Frequent Occurrance - "The Motorcar will eventually 
drive people underground" says a traffic expert. 
It does that now if it hits a man hard enough. 

—Punch. 



OUR NATURE STUDY TRIP. 
It was too beautiful an afternoon to stay inside. Jed's 

miraculous out-of-doors was calling. Mrs. Smith gave to one 
of a book, to another a cake tin, to another a two quart 
pail, and started us on our nature study walk. We, the^ 
training class didn't know why we carried all the impedimenta 
and Mr. Bradley had no idea what part the granite pail had on 
this trip. Nevertheless, we were happy and ready for most 
anything. 

We started from the D. S. Building down around the basket 
ball diamond to the state road. Near the feed mill we met 
Mrs. Smith who had cut cross-lots and from there on we began 
to learn something. When Helen McGuire pointed to a peculiar 
green growth in a little ditch that ran along side the road 
and said, "That's spira-gyra", the rest of us laughfed until 
Mrs. Smith convinced us that Helen was right. Then we soon 
learned why Bradley had the pail, for our instructress dipped 
up a,cupful of the water and floating around in that water 
were the queerest little green duck shaped boats; which some 
one recognizod as duck-weed, so termed because of its peculiar 
shape. On the bank some mustard was peeking through and we 
said "violets" but Mrs. Smith said "No". Here, too, we found 
many different kinds of mosses which were put in the cake tin 
and are now on exhibit in the training class room. 

Across the road from this spot was a great stump of a tree. 
By careful examination we were able to tell how old the tree 
had been when out down. This led to a discussion as to the 
way a giant tree like that was cut down. 

We were told to carefully examine pebbles, stones, and 
rocks. We soon learned why, for yesterday this question appealer1 
on the board. "Did stones spring into existence? Examine the 
outside and inside of stones." 

After passing the creamery, we turned from the state road 
onto a dirt road. The first thing we saw was a couple of^little 
pigs nestling close to one another to keep warm while taking 
their nap. Soaring in the blue sky above these pigs were two 
or three chicken hawks. We decided that the pigs were safe, 
being a little larger than the hawks. 

Finally we came to the old Sherwood home. It is a beautiful 
place with its arbre-vitae hanging low and tall vines towering 
here and there. On the lawn lay an old mill wheel. It had 
seen service for the grooves through which the grain passed 
were well worn. What Miller-of-the-Deo had once used it and 
what could that old wheel tell if it could speak? 

No time to explain, for we had to leave this romantic spot, 
with the beautiful garden soon to be full of flowers and the 
house with the old fashioned brass knocker on the door, and 
start back home. But first we had to stand on the steep bank 
of the Delaware and gaze at its waters through the network of 
trees. We were not alone in that beauty spot for an elderly 
man had descended its bank and was watching it too. Was ho con-
templating a watery grave or was he just worshipping in God's 
out-of-doors? 

Sara Close. 
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To Susie 
Heartthrob. 

AW 

Dear Susie, 
I'm in love with a flaming young athlete. I became 

acquainted with him thru the generosity of 3 kind friend. 
How may I gain his attention? 

Sister Sue. 
Dear Sister Sue, 

I would advise you to walk: down to meet him each morning, 
Also invite him over to dinner when you are waitress. 

Susie Heartthrob. 
Dear Susie, 

I suddenly became so beautiful by chewing "Silph" that 
I'm the center of attraction din the D. S. Building. Tell 
me how I can dodge my suitors? 

Little One. 
Dear Little One 

I advise that you make not more than one date a night. 
Arrange to have a psfcl&ae near to direct traffic on the 
road up to D. 3. so you will not feel responsible for any 
fatal accidents which might occur in the mad rush. 

Susie Heartthrob. 

"Hobo, did you notice that pile of wood in the yoard?" 
"Yes'm, I seen it." 

"You should mind your grammar, you mean you saw it." 
"No'm. You saw me see it, but you ain't see me saw it" 
Beady (reading life of Pasteur)"Why, Dumas was one of 

Pasteur's teachers." 
"John" {earnestly)"I don't know him" 



May D<~ys are just filled full 
Of every kind of cheer, 

I isnqto that I am always glad, 
When they are drawing near. 
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A MAY INSPECTION TRIP. 
Jiggle-Squeak and I started forth on Thursday morning. 

We had not progressed very far on our journey when we over 
took our young friend Alice, who had started out to reduce 
her weight by strolling up to Lake Delaware. Her ambition 
waned and she was willing to take a rest and let Henry Ford's 
contraption haul her for the remaining distance. Over the 
next hill we came upon G-oldie and Dot who had similar. ambition* 
to reach the toll gate. They also voted in favor of Henry 
Ford. 

Alter leaving them at their various destinations, we 
started our four wheels forward and proceeded. The roads were 
not bad although some of them seemed to be in the process of 
destruction. 

In due time we came to Liberty and were rather startled 
to see a huge bank of earth and thought it was a large en-
trenchment. N«ar it and moving toward it was a still larger 
mound with a particularly fierce looking bristle sticking up 
over the top. Jiggle-Squeak stopped dead still with fright 
and could not be induced to go any further. Upon investi-
gation we found that the moving mound was nothing but a huge 
barrow full of dirt and the spines showing over the top were 
nothing but the hirsute adornment on the upper lip of Julius 
Katz. Upon making the peace sign, we were allowed behind the 
defenses and found a large number of excellent chickens. 
Julius seems well and happy and all will be glad to know that 
he is becoming very proficient with the mandolin. 
After leaving Julius, we trundled along until we reached 

monticello. There we found one of our young shieks walloding 
milk cans at John Mearns1 milk bottling establishment. Lael 
looks well and happy and his work seems to agree with him. 
Upon leaving Lael, we coasted down to Wurtsboro and 

found the Shawangunk Range in flames. The fire was about out 
but a largo piece of valuable timber had been destroyed. 
After a time we reached Otisville and found our youngest i 
member had been very close to mother earth. At least he 
looked it. His chickens are thriving and his hens are 
doing well. He at least is making profitable use of some 
of the things he learned at Delhi. 

Leaving FregL, we started on the backward trip expecting 
to see Reinhold Karston but Jiggle-Squeak was very'tired and 
stooped at Middletown city for the night. The next morning 
wo rolled out to Karsten'« and "found him in the garden. He-
pro bably was working, at, least he seemed very glad to leave 
his garden and look over his record book. He seems to have 
enough work to keep him out of mischief most of the time 
during the summer. 



On tho way back wo passed through Kerhonkson and climbei 
tho mountains and found Georgo Saok and Paul Osborne growing 
lots of scenery« They report that one of the best crops up 
there is tho summer boarder crop, and they are planning to 
reap the harvest when the crop ripens. 

Leaving Osborne's we rattled along and finjially reached 
Delhi about six o1 clock, very dirty and wearry, arJ like 
Hashimura Togo, we hope you are tho same. 

Jigglosqueak & Me. 

THOUGHTS 
I think that I shall never see 
A school as dear as D. T. 0. 
A school that trains in such a way 
It helps her pupils day by day. 
A school that will in future years, 4 

Bring sweet memories, perhaps some tears. 
A school I nevei4 shall forget 
Nor the friends whom there I met. 

G. M. 0, 

Another Sin Listed 
"Have you any worthwhile books in here?" asked Dot Todd. 
"We have thousands of volumes, miss" replied the clerk. "I'm 
sure there is something in our stock to suit the most ex-
acting taste* What do you require?" 
"I want a book on synonyms." 
"Just a moment, miss, until I speak to the boss* I don't 
believe we have any of—er—Synonym1a works." 

Mr. Terwilliger—"Yes I suppose I can claim to be a financial 
success, and just think, X started business with a shoe-
string 

Miss Huber—"Mercyl It1« geniusl A man who could got anybody 
to buy one shoestring couldn't help but succeed'" 

Dot (to Mildred who is sitting in the middle of the. kitchen 
floor sweeping) 

"Why what is the trouble Mildred" 
Mildred- "Oil, I'm "P«ddlin* Madlin Homo'". 



NEWS FROM SOME OF THE BOYS. 
Chester Tnorington has 17 acros Luce1a Favorite silage 

corn. 
Roger Nyff is just getting around after an illness of 

two or three weeks. He is taking up a testing project. 
Kenneth Knupp is a real farmer. He was found plowing 

upon the side hill with a "big white team. He is testing 
and also has 2-1/4 acros Green Mountain Potatoes. 

Arnold Truscott has planted an acre of Early Hustlers. 
Paul Templin has 1/4 acre of late potatoes and is taking 

up a testing project. 
Arthur Hoag has an acre of Irish Coblers and is getting 

quite involved in the Cauliflower business. Ho displays 
a brand new cauliflower setter. If you want to know how to 
raise celery ask him. 

Noil Riddell is about to get under motion on a testing 
project. 

Elmer Sichler fias found plowing corn ground. He is 
considering a potato project. 

Rudolf Syring is working at the MacBonald farm where there 
is a nice herd of Guernseys. Ho is testing. 

Donald Hillis has a good position in the Oneonta Hotel. 
He is carrying on a testing project on the side. 

Kenneth Hillis was found plowing. He is carrying on a 
sheep project. 

Jay Wickham is testing thirty cows. 
Milton Smith and James Stannouse yru talcing High School 

work at Delav/are Academy. 
Claude Oliver is a full fledged employee at the State 

School Farm. 

Gaylord was found plowing with a three horse team. He 
had 10 or IS acres plowed. 

Stouchton was also plowing. He was using a tractor and 
turning two furrows at a time. 

Robert Smith was disking, Emerick was planting potatoes 
and Duda had 400 early pedigreed chicks on hand. 
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No Favorites 
The ohoir was rehearsing a new setting of "Owward 

Christian Soldiers" for the Sunday school anniversary* 
At verse three the choirmaster said: "Now, remember, 
only the trebles sing down to rthe gates of hell,r and 
then you all come in." 

STOP! 
"He heard the toot, but tried to scoot 

And beat the choo-choo to it. 
The poor galoot now twangs a lute--

Take heed and don*t you do it." 
LOOKII 

At fifty miles 
Drove Ollie Skidder; 

He hit a train 
Please help his Widder. 

LISTEN!11 
Oh, bust out in tears, 

For Oliver McPlaster; 
His car was quite fast, 

But the train was faster! 
Interesting 

Mr. Miner—,rCounldnTt I interest you in an automobile?" 
Miss McDivitt—"Perhaps you could. Gome around in one 

some day." 
Claude Bradley--"The bus leaves at 12:50. 
Marie—Ten to one you'll made it. 
Mrs. Smith—Do you know Poe's "Haven"? 
Terwilliger—No, what's he mad about nowK 
Dot Todd--Have you a thumb tack? 
Mildred—No, but I have a finger nail. 


