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Get Acquainted with Us 
We would like a personal acquaintance with every farmer 

within banking distance of Delhi, and that includes those who do 
or who could bank with us by mail. 

We can and do give a great many of our patrons perfectly 
satisfactory banking service through mail or messengers without 
seeing them from one year's end to the other. 

But we appreciate it particularly when our patrons take pains 
to come in and see us personally and give us a chance to develop 
their acquaintance. 

If you know us personally, you will feel more like calling on 
us for aid and advice in your financial affairs, and we shall be 
better able to give you the help you need. 

Our President, Mr. Marvin, and our Cashier, Mr. Honeywell, 
will always find time to discuss with you any matter you want to 
bring to either of them. We have a corps of efficient assistants 
who are at your service. We hope you will take time to better 
your acquaintance with the personnel of our institution. 

Our banking hours are from 9 A. M. to 3 P. M. week days, with 
the exception of Saturdays when we close at 12 o'clock. 

We understand the problems of our 
farmers and we have helped many of 
them. Perhaps we can be of service 
to yon. 

Delaware National Bank 
Delhi, N. Y. 

'The Home of Security'' 



H O M E O F 
Ibart Schaffner SL Allan Clothing 

It's the style and quality that count. 

I have a full line of furnishings for 

the students as well as the faculty. 

(HUNCEY STEWART 
Delhi, N. Y. 



T H E ORACLE 
Published by Students oj the Delhi State School of Agriculture 

Vol. 7 DELHI, N. Y„ MARCH, 1927 No. 5 

THE ORACLE STAFF 
Editor-in-Chief - - - - - LANSING HUNT 

Assistant Editor-in-Chief KATHERNE MOORE 

Literary Editor - - - - - - - - - - GEORGE SMITH 

Assistant Literary Editor - - - - - CLAUDE BRADLEY 

Joke Editor GLADYS MUHELIG 

Athletic Editor - REINHOLD KARSTEN 

Exchange Editor - . . _ MART FALKNER 

Business Manager - - - - - - - - - MURIAL SEARLE 

Assistant Business Manager - - - - - - HOWARD TAIT 

Critic MRS. G. K. THOMSON 

"WHERE DO WE 00 FROM HERE?" 

Perhaps you know or think you know but there is a long road ahead. 

You are headed for success, you say, but there is a long, long road ahead. 

Well! "Where Do We Go from Here?" is not the song of leadership. 

Do you aspire for leadership in any line of worthy activity? Then you 
must cultivate these qualities: fairness, justice, manliness, self-control, 
judgment and will power. You must be in every way a real man. In what-
ever field you strive you must live your part naturally, genuinely and 
justly with consideration for the rights of others. Put yourself in the other 
fellow's place. Through loyalty and consideration for his rights inspire his 
loyalty to your efforts. Develop your initiative. Get the habit of "doing it 
now." Approach duties and responsibilities with well worked out plans. 
Help others to develop their abilities. Seek popularity only through genu-
ineness of character and strength of purpose. Study the work in hand 
and know its details. Listen always to suggestions, ask opinions, and admit 
mistakes frankly. Be yourself. Have confidence in your purpose. 

"THE ORACLED 



THINKING 
If you think you are beaten, you are. 

If you think you dare not, you don't. 
If you'd like to win but you think you can't, 

It's almost a cinch you won't. 
If you think you'll lose, you're lost, 

For out of the world we find 
Success begins with a fellow's will, 

It's all in the state of mind. 
If you think you are outclassed, you are; 

You've got to think high to rise, 
You've got to be sure of yourself, before 

You ever win a prize. 
Life's battles don't always go 

To the stronger or faster man; 
Who wins 

Is the one who thinks he can. 

WANT TO WORK IN FOREIGN TRADE? 

(Continued from February issue.) 
You^and Your Training. 

Highly desirable as such thorough initial training is, however, if you 
can not afford it, you can't. So you begin to dig into the matter of train-
ing within reach of the boy with limited means. 

You learn that you can prepare for work in foreign trade through spe-
cialized study or through actual business experience—or, better still, through 
a combination of the two. 

It isn't, then, absolutely essential for you to be a college graduate, but— 
"The college man is in increasing demand. Foreign trade presents 

plenty of perplexing problems. Business concerns want expert problem 
solvers—men with broad knowledge gained through study and research, 
men who have developed their ability to analyze and plan and carry out 
plans. Practical business experience alone won't give a man such knowl-
edge and such ability until he has risen fairly high in the ranks. Go to 
college if you can." 

Well, other men have worked their way through, you reflect. Why 
can't you? But what college or university? What course? 

You find you'll do well to select an institution that has a good school 
of business administration. Harvard Business School offers fine training. 
So does the School of Foreign Service of Georgetown University, at Wash-
ington, D. C. But it may be that you can find a good school of business 
administration nearer home. 

"Wherever you go, don't specialize too soon. You'll do well to complete 
at least your sophomore year in college before you begin specializing. 

"But all through high school and college you can be laying a solid foun-



dation by studying modern languages, history, geography, political science, 
and economic principles. Be sure, too, that you learn to write effectively; 
a worker in foreign trade usually makes many reports. 

"When you begin to specialize, you'll find a fascinating line-up of sub-
jects: credits and collections, political and diplomatic history of Europe, 
commercial law, international banking and foreign exchange, staple com-
modities of world trade, commercial policies and treaties, export sales prac-
tice, admiralty law, marine insurance, ports and terminals, steamship oper-
ation, wharf management, packing, stowage, and stevedoring, and more 
work in foreign languages, possibly including even Russian and Chinese." 

Fascinating? Rather. Stowage and stevedoring! Ports and terminals 
—Batavia, Java, for instance! 

Yes! But again you bring yourself up short. Training before ad-
venture ! 

"Any chance of my getting practical experience by working while I'm 
still in college?" you want to know. 

"Yes. Many business houses are willing to employ college men tem-
porarily—in summer vacations or for part time work during the college 
year, or for an entire semester now and then. You may not get work with 
a firm engaged in foreign trade, but any business experience you get will 
be valuable. 

"By the way, stenography is often a stepping stone to a start in either 
private business or government work. If you can squeeze shorthand and 
typewriting and filing into your high school course—^fine." 

"Stenography would help me through college, too," you think aloud, 
glancing meditatively out of the window. That glance urges you on to im-
portant questions still unanswered. Darkness is blurring the sunset pan-
orama, and dinner must be waiting for Dr. Klein. You hurry to ask: 

"Would it be better for me to go into private employment or government 
work? What about salary? And chances of advancement? And what are 
some of the different kinds of work I might get to do?" 

Quite a tangle of questions. But you get your answers, deftly sorted 
out. 

"Only a limited number of men are needed in government work; there 
are far more openings in private employment. And private employefs can 
pay better salaries than the government can. Many men who start in gov-
ernment work eventually enter private employment because of the attrac-
tive salaries offered them. Yet there are others who like government work 
so well that they remain in it at a financial sacrifice. 

About different kinds of work: If you are employed by the govern-
ment, you may be working for the Bureau of Foreign and Domestic Com-
merce, or for the closely related Consular Service of the State Department. 
The Consular Service has the larger force and gathers much of the infor-
mation needed by American business men. Or you may work for the 
government on the force of the Shipping Board; or on the staff of the Tariff 
Commission. 

"In private employment, there's almost no limit to the kinds of work 
calling for good men. Exporting manufacturers, exporting commission 



houses, importing houses, banks, shipping lines, and advertising agencies 
are all looking for men of promise. 

"Whether you work for the government or for a private concern you'll 
probably start in some subordinate capacity—perhaps at stenographic Work 
or filing or research work. But if you show ability, your chances of rapid 
advancement are good. 

"For instance—and now we're coming to the matter of salary—if you're 
starting work in the Bureau, after having successfully passed your civil 
service examinations, your entrance salary may not be more than $1 200 or 
$1,400 a year. You're really working for experience and contenting your-
self with a small income while you get it, just as a young doctor or a young 
lawyer must. But if you show promise, in two or three years, you're likely 
to be sent into the foreign field as clerk to a trade commissioner at a sal-
ary of from $2,000 to $2,500. Then in the next two or three years, you may 
hope to reach the grade of assistant trade commissioner at a salary of from 
$3,000 to $4,000. And a competent man of good personality may hope to 
become, at about thirty-five, a trade commissioner or even a commercial 
attache, at a salary ranging from $4,500 to $8,000—or higher, if legislation 
sends the maximum higher. 

"In private employment, your entrance salary probably won't be much 
larger, but your increases may be more frequent and are very likely to be 
greater;" and there is no fixed maximum. If you can make yourself extra-
ordinarily valuable, you can command an extraordinary salary " 

An interruption here. A rap at the door. For a few moments Dr 
Klein must give his attention to other matters. 

Meanwhile you think contentedly of the'chances of advancement in 
foreign trade and recall in that connection what you've heard about a com-
mercial expert whom you met only that morning; a man who, at thirty-five 
or thereabouts, has won an enviable position-won it through work without 

money or influence to help him. You know something about his line of 
march. 

He worked his way through college; entered government service in 
1910 as a translator and compiler on foreign tariffs and custom regulations 
-r-at a salary of $1,200; became a special investigator for the government in 
1913, studying porcelain making in pottery centers of this country and Eu-
rope; kept on going up—became assistant chief of the Division of Foreign 
Tariffs, the chief of the Division of Commercial Attaches and also of the 
Research Division, then assistant director of the Bureau of Foreign and 
Domestic Commerce, then a trade commissioner, then a commercial attache 
at a top-notch salary; incidentally, or rather more than incidentally he pre-
pared for official and general publication a number of bulletins and special 
articles relating to the commercial organization of Germany and France 
and other phases of international commerce; finally, in 1920, he accepted his 
present position as manager of the foreign department of the chief organiza-
tion of business men in the United States. 

A fine record of advancement. Well earned advancement That com-
paratively young expert is a worker-and work counts in foreign trade 

Work worth doing! Work with a zest all its own' 



Inside Glimpses. 
Your mind races on over an odd medley of items you came across in 

digging through some informal reports from staff workers in foreign fields. 
A commercial attache in Greece told how an American engineering com-

pany had won an $11,000,000 contract for the construction of a new water 
supply system that will carry water to Athens, the capital, and to Piraeus, 
the principal port of modern Greece. "The contracting engineer and I bat-
tled, side by side, for this water supply contract." . . . So that's the sort of 
work a commercial attache sometimes does. . . 

The trade commissioner at Batavia, Java (must be the Tanah Abang Oost 
73 chap), reported—and you could fairly see him grinning—that he had 
just been asked "to find a position for a young man who expresses a strong 
preference for 'a job in the South Sea islands on a small island alone with 
a crew of negroes raising cobra'—the spelling is correctly copied." . . . So 
that's the sort of work a trade commissioner may be asked to do! 

And those informal reports held plenty of suggestions of good times in 
foreign fields: December surf bathing at Sydney, Australia; tiger-hunting 
in India, as the guest of a powerful rajah; vacation camping in a mud hut 
in South Africa, with no end of riding, swimming, fishing, and shooting; 
octopus-fishing in the Mediterranean, with roasted octopus legs for lunch 
—along with black olives, bread, and grapes. . 

Fascinating enough. Yet you're picking your life work. Tiger-hunt-
ing, actopus-fishing, and exploring queer corners of the globe are hardly 
more than trimmings on the real job. You must weigh and balance every-
thing before you decide. 

That is why you ask Dr. Klein as he turns back to you* 
"What are the biggest elements of satisfaction in work in foreign trade?" 
Dr. Klein looks at you with the glimmer of a smile. You're both stand-

ing now, for you know you should be going. "It's not easy to give you a 
condensed answer," he says, "but I'll try. 

"One big element of satisfaction is that you have a chance to achieve 
unusual success in business, a chance to win through to big foreign trade 
business executiveships not even in existence as yet—but they're coming— 
and they'll be similar in honor and power to the big bank executiveships of 
to-day. 

"Another big element of satisfaction lies in the fact that work in for-
eign trade has much of romantic, adventurous appeal. Americans have the 
reputation of being the most highly imaginative of peoples. In foreign trade, 
there's a chance for a young man of vision to make his imagination serve 
him well." 

Then you needn't feel ashamed of your longing to explore queer corners! 
"And still another big element of satisfaction in work in foreign trade 

lies in—" Dr. Klein hesitates, ends abruptly—"in its patriotic appeal." An 
instant's pause. Then: "That sounds hackneyed, but when you're far 
away in some foreign field, it won't seem hackneyed. Whether you work 
for the government or for a private firm, you'll be serving your country. 
And you will be representing your country. Foreigners won't think of you 
as your firm's representative, but as America's representative. They'll say, 
'This man is an American, and he drinks, lies, cheats—Americans are like' 



that.' Or they'll say, 'This man lives clean and fights fair—Americans are 
like that.' Once you fully realize this, you'll find yourself fighting to go 
straight, over rough roads and smooth. You represent America!" 

You both stand silent for a moment, there by the big window. Far 
below you, the lights of the city are twinkling out in the gathering dark-
ness. Dimly, you catch a glimpse of the shadowy, white columns of the 
Lincoln Memorial. Once again, this time with Dr. Klein's closing words 
ringing in your ears, you think of Lincoln—see him, curiously real, in a 
new light. Lincoln as a comrade of to-day, a worker in foreign trade! 
Lincoln in far fields—living clean, fighting fair, working hard. "Americans 
are like that." . . . 

Some day, perhaps, in a distant land, you'll recall this glimpse of Lin-
coln—some day, perhaps, when you most need friendly bracing, you'll recall 
Dr. Klein's "You represent America!" . . . 

Going down in the elevator, you find yourself still clutching something. 
You glance at it. That list of foreign offices. By the dim light in the ele-
vator, you search for a certain address— 

"Tanah Abang Oost 73, Batavia, Java." No, it isn't a charm. . . . Or 
is it? 

(Where can you get the best training for work in foreign trade? Prob-
ably your principal, your librarian, or the secretary of your state university 
can tell you. But if you have a special question about training that none 
of these can answer, send it to us and we'll forward it to a specialist.) 

More About Your Chances in Foreign Trade. 
You can't know too much about work that interests you, work that may 

be just what you want to do all your life. The following list of books, 
hand-picked by experts, will help you further in finding out whether or not 
you want to work in foreign trade. If you don't find these books in your 
local library, you or your bookseller can order them—we're giving you the 
name of the publisher of each. 

If possible, read the books in the order in which they are listed. 
"The Trade of the World," by James D. Whepley; The Century Company, 

1913—an entertaining discussion of trade in various parts of the world. 
"The Caravans of Commerce," by Isaac F. Marcosson; Harper and 

Brothers, 1926—Mr. Marcosson tells of the work of the U. S. government in 
promoting foreign trade, and tucks in plenty of stories. 

"Foreign Trade Organization," by Jacob Anton DeHaas; the Ronald 
Press Company, 1923—here's a point of view that will interest you. 

"Foreign Trade Markets and Methods," by Clayton S. Cooper; D. Ap-
pleton and Company, 1922—you'll find Ch. 5 especially helpful; it tells you 
about training for foreign commerce. 

"Awakening of Business," by Hurley; Doubleday, Page and Company, 
1917—read Chapters 7 to 12 to get a good idea of foreign business organi-
zation, foreign trade opportunities, and co-operation in export trade. 

"The Foreign Service of the U. S.," by Tracy Hollingsworth Lay; Pren-
tice Hall, Inc., 1925. 

"A Young Man's Chances in South and Central America," by William 
A. Reid; Southern Commercial Congress (Washington), 1914. 



TO A MOUSE 
We give place to the following unassuming lines on the ground that every 

little memento ought to be preserved of men who have suffered so much 
in the cause of human rights.—Editor. 

(Lines written by a prisoner to a mouse which he tamed while he was an 
inmate of the Delhi jail.) 

O, lonesome and dark are the hours that I pass, 
No company allowed for poor me, alas! 
But a poor little mouse to my dark cell has come. 
He's so tame and so gentle he makes it his home. 

He feeds on the crumbs from my table that fall; 
No friend or companion but him I can call. 
But he's always ready to come when I please, 
And nought suits him better than a crumb of good cheese. 

Poor little mouse cannot speak a word, 
Yet to me much pleasure he does afford: 
He runs o'er my books and papers so nice, 
But can't tell a word or my name for his life. 

He comes, sits by me, and looks round so still, 
Takes his cold dinner and wipes off his bill; 
And though he's so handsome, he has no pride at all, 
But humbly retires to his hole in the wall. 

O, soon I must leave you, my poor little mouse, 
To live here alone, in this miserable house; 
And though you are honest now, yet poverty then, 
May cause you to pilfer from dishonest men. 

Cold is the weather, and nights long and dark; 
And puss will be watching for you in the park; 
Then remember your companion in irons was bound, 
Although he'd done nothing, was strung from the ground. 

They say, now they've got me, that hang me they will, 
But if they could catch Scudder, they would let me go still, 
For they doubt I'm guilty, but somebody should 
Be hung to keep Law and Order good. 

Remember now, comrade, what they do to me, 
And when pussy approaches, be sure that you flee, 
For fear she'll declare you must certainly die, 
For I can't catch another, so you must comply. 

What is this that I say, forgive me I pray; 
For a cat knows better than argue that way, 
Tho' some men declare it is nothing but fair, 
To hang me and Steenburgh on the same rule and square. 



But, O, little mouse, I'll never forget 
This dark, lonely cell where so shy when we met, 
You look'd so affrighted but soon were good friends; 
Now you love me so fondly, remember our ends; 

Though I am a man, and you but a mouse, 
And though we live friendly in the same house, 
You must die forever, but forever I'll live, 
So to you forever my best wishes give. 

FIYE BOYS IN ONE—THAT'S YOU 
By Myron M. Stears and Arthur H. Sutherland, Ph.D. 

(Courtesy of "The American Boy Magazine.") 
Boy No. 5—The Character Boy. 

In addition to the "bones-and-blood" boy and the "mind-and-muscle" 
boy and the "Information" boy and the "thinking" boy who, all rolled to-
gether, go to make up every boy, there is still another. 

Boy No. 5 breaks windows, or doesn't break them. He's the boy who 
is polite or rude. He's the boy who keeps his temper or loses it. He's 
the boy who is a good scout, or who couldn't get into the scout organization. 

He's the social or philosophical or moral boy—the boy who has what 
we call "character." No matter how strong a chap may be, or how good an 
athlete, or how much he knows, or how clever he is, he's very little use as 
a schoolmate or companion or son or citizen without knowing, and un-
derstanding, and accepting, and using, the rules of society and civilization 
that we all have to live under. Surprisingly enough, it is this fifth boy, the 
"social" boy, that decides whetner or not the whole boy, made up of all 
five together, is going to be a real leader, and popular, or a nobody, or an 
outcast. 

About three years ago I had trouble with a boy—we'll call him Randolph. 
Randolph was an upstanding, husky lad of about thirteen, strong as a 

young moose. But he had a sulky streak in him. Most of the fathers 
and mothers in the neighborhood called it meanness, and did not particu-
larly like to have their boys play with him. Partially as a result of that, 
Randolph got the idea that the world was down on him, and tried to take it 
out on anybody and everybody in general. 

One day I came home from the city and found a fracas going on. Ran-
dolph was playing he was a band of Indians, or a Tartar tribe, or a pirate 
ship, or something equally bloodthirsty, and heaving rocks at the house. 
My own boys were quite a bit younger than he was, and were pretty thor-
oughly outclassed. One of them had quite a cut on the cheek. I imagine 
they had played their part in the stone-slinging, all right, but there seemed 
to be no doubt that Randolph was the prize rioter, the ringleader of the 
whole bunch. One of the funny colored glass windows in the old house 
had already been broken, and it seemed to me about time for some grown-up 
to get out there and take a hand. 

I went out on the lawn and invited Randolph to come out from behind 
the bushes and talk it over. 



He didn't care to. Instead, he heaved a rock at me. 
Now, I'm not a particularly long-suffering guy myself. Besides, for 

some weeks matters had gradually been coming to a point where Randolph 
and I really needed to come to some sort of an understanding. So I took 
after him. 

Loping to Conclusions. 
It was rather an exciting race. A thirteen-year-old boy is apt to have 

all the best of it over a two-hundred-pound man, when it comes to legs; 
but in this case the advantage was partially offset by experience. I knew 
that if you keep going long enough, you can catch almost anything, and that 
a boy of thirteen is apt to over-exert himself in the early stages. So I 
settled right down into a sort of slow cross-country lope that I used to use 
before I even went to college, and simply saw to it that Randolph didn't 
get far enough ahead of me to feel safe or make an absolute get-away. 

We went through bushes and across streets and over lawns and through 
flower beds, until I began to wonder about apoplexy and remember how 
long it was since I'd been on a cinder path. But I'd started in to have a 
talk with Randolph, and figured that this was no time to give him the 
idea that a grown man wasn't able to finish what he'd started. So I tried 
to remember how much farther a man can run than he thinks he can, and 
that fallen arches aren't fatal, and a few other little things like that, and 
sure enough, presently I saw that Randolph was beginning to weaken. 

The next moment, when I was figuring that I still had a good two 
hundred yards left in me, he suddenly caved in entirely, and stopped dead, 
heaving like a sick pony. The poor kid was scared positively green; I 
can't imagine what he thought I was going to do to him—eat him, probably. 
But we were both too winded for conversation just then; so I took his arm 
and we walked over to his house, where his father was. He made a good 
try to break away once or twice, after he got his breath back (we were 
nearly half a mile from home), but he had no more chance than a monkey 
with his arm caught in the crotch of a tree. 

Well, Randolph's father and I had quite a long talk, with Randolph 
sitting in and giving an occasional answer. I could see that there would 
be another session after I left, and did what I could to make it as easy as 
possible for Randolph. For that boy had been scared and licked (not with 
a cane but in his own mind) about as much as is good for anyone in any 
one day. 

During the next year or two, curiously enough, Randolph developed 
quite a respectable liking for me. At least, he always did me the honor 
of treating me as a full equal, if not even as a superior. So I came to know 
him pretty well. 

His trouble was under-development. Not physical; he was big for his 
age. Not in the use of his muscles; he was a good baseball player. Not 
even mental, for except in the way he acted toward other children and 
toward grown-ups, he was nobody's fool. But social. His character was 
undeveloped. 



The High Cost of Smashing. 
Why do boys break windows anyway? Because of the fun of it, I 

suppose; the smash of breaking glass that follows a good shot or a careless 
swipe. That brings us to a harder one: why, then, don't boys break 
windows all the time? Why do they get over it? And the answer to that 
is right here: because boys learn that glass costs money, and what money 
means, and how much work it takes to earn a dollar, and what property 
rights are, and why civilized people have agreed to respect the other fel-
low's things. Grown-ups don't go around smashing windows. Neither do 
boys, after they've developed to a point when they've "learned better." It's 
merely a matter of how far along they are in their social development. 

If you gave a baby an expensive cut glass dish to play with, the first 
thing he would do would be to whaddle it up and down until he broke it. 
Why? He doesn't know any better. If you gave him a pile of pins, he'd 
begin swallowing them. If you gave him a pair of scissors or an open 
knife, he'd cut himself. In time, as he grows up, he comes to learn what 
those things are for, and how to use them and how not to use them. And 
there's the whole story of social development. 

We have to learn why truthfulness is worth while, why honesty, and 
courtesy, and helpfulness are worth while, just as definitely as the baby has 
to learn that pins weren't made to be swallowed and that the edge of a 
knife will cut you if you rub it hard against the inside of your finger. 
Some boys learn these things quickly; others learn them slowly. But how 
well each fellow learns them and how rapidly that knowledge comes along, 
determines whether each one is going to be a real crackerjack that every-
one likes or a roughneck heading toward the sign, "This Way Out." There 
is Boy No. 5. , 

Ask yourself these questions, to find out whether you're keeping up 
with, other fellows in social development, or dropping behind just as defi-
nitely as if you were failing to make your grades in school: 

Are you popular? 
Do you lose your temper? 
Are you considered "destructive"? 
Are you helpful at home? 
Have you learned to be thoughtful and considerate of other people? 

Do you find that you prefer to play with boys younger than yourself? 
(In outdoor games, this may mean under-development of muscular co-ordi-
nation, weakness in Boy No. 2; in other games, and in general, it's apt to 
mean social under-development, weakness in Boy No. 5. Of course, pitching 
in to help a crowd of younger fellows have a good time isn't any sign of 
weakness; it's all right, and you can have a lot of fun doing it. But playing 
with younger boys because you don't feel comfortable with fellows of your 
own age isn't so good.) 

Are you "fresh?" 
Do you know when to talk, and when to keep your countenance closed? 
Are you something of a leader? If you are, fine. 



THINK THIS OYER 
You know the model of your car, 
You know just what its powers are. 
You treat it with a deal of care 
Nor tax it more than it will bear. 

But as for self—that's different; 
Your mechanism may be bent, 
Your carburetor gone to grass, 
Your engine just a rusty mass. 

Your wheels may wobble and your cogs 
Be handed over to the dogs. 
And you skip and skid and slide 
Without a thought of things inside. 

What fools, indeed, we mortals be 
To lavish care upon a car 
With ne'er a bit of time to see 
About our own machinery! 

. —JOHN KENDRICK BANGS. 

WELL-BALANCED MEALS 
(Should Have Special Food Substance) 

"To starve in the midst of plenty" is possible when not enough of the 
right foods are eaten. Special food substances found in milk, fruits, and 
vegetables are essential to good health, and unless meals are planned to 
include them, lower resistance to disease may result. 

Milk, fruits and vegetables are the foods most often neglected, whereas 
they should be used liberally with the meat, bread, and potatoes around 
which many people plan their meals. Meat, bread, and potatoes do not 
supply enough minerals, vitamins, and other regulating materials. Milk is 
particularly necessary to growing children because it is the best source 
of calcium or lime, which helps to build bones and teeth. A quart a day for 
each child and a pint a day for each adult is about right. 

Two fruits and two vegetables in addition to potatoes each day keep 
the diet safe for health. Too little of the substances which these and other 
needed foods contain may result in headaches, tiredness, frequent colds, 
nervousness, and other symptoms which are indications of improper nu-
trition. 

"When you see a sky of blue— 
Think that sky was made for you." 

—FRANK L. STANTON. 

DEFINITION OF A FRIEND 
One who knows all about you but likes you just the same. 



I i 

"FOE SALE OR RENT" 
Placarded, branded, set for show, 

It shrinks a little from the street 
Where all day long the traders meet 

And all day long the buyers go; 
Where on an hour soon or late 

Some restless seeker, bargain-bent, 
Will touch the gray, reluctant gate 

And read, "For Sale or Rent." ^fe 

The curve of last year's lonely nest 
Waits for the glad returning wings; 
Shoreward, for port, a kind wave brings 

The empty shell upon its breast; 
But this, that harbored souls, must bide 

The stranger's pleasure: marked "A Home"— 
Yea, pledged to fling its portals wide 

When stranger-feet shall come. ' 

And old, so old! It almost seems 
As though there flitted, shadow-wise, 
Across the window's shuttered eyes 

Sweet faces fashioned out of dreams; 
As though, did one but know the call, 

A sudden lifted word would bring 
Glad children round the corner wall, 

Answering, rollicking. 

What if it be not tenantless? 
What if the gentle people stay 
In some immortal guise away 

Among the rooms they used to bless? 
Then, for the remnant of its age, 

Not they who take nor they who lease 
May touch the perfect heritage 
Of its abiding peace. 
—NANCY BYRD TURNER (In Youth's Companion.) 

• $ 
In those vernal seasons of the year, when the air is calm and pleasant, 

it were an injury and a sullenness against Nature not to go out and see 
her riches, and partake in her rejoicing with Heaven and earth, 

' —MILTON. 

"I expect to pass through this world but once. Any good thing, there-
fore, that I can do, or any kindness I can show to my fellow-beings, let me 
do it now. Let me not defer or neglect it, for I shall not pass this way 
again." 



IT CAN BE DONE 
Somebody said that it couldn't be done, 

But he with a chuckle replied, 
That "maybe it couldn't," but he would be one 

Who wouldn't say so till he'd tried. 
So he buckled right in with a trace of a grin 

On his face. If he worried, he hid it. 
He started to sing as he tackled the thing 

That couldn't be done, and he did it. 

Somebody scoffed: "Oh, you'll never do that, 
At least no one ever has done it." 

But he took off his coat and took off his hat, 
And the first thing he knew he'd begun it. 

With the lift of his chin and a bit of a grin, 
If any doubts arose he forbid it; 

He started to sing as he tackled the thing 
That couldn't be done, and he did it. 

There are thousands to tell you it cannot be done, 
There are thousands to prophesy failure; 

There are thousands to point out to you, one by one, 
The dangers that wait to assail you. 

But just buckle right in with a bit of a grin, 
Then take off your coat and go to it, 

Just start in to sing as you tackle the thing 
That cannot be done and you'll do it! 

—NEW YORK TRIBUNE. 

FRIENDSHIP'S GARDEN 
Within the garden of my heart, 

Where flowers of friendship grow, 
A sheltered spot is set apart 

For every one I know. 
There are blossoms of remembrance, 

Forget-me-nots so blue, 
And purple velvet pansies 

To tell my thought of you, 
And roses that will always bloom 

Whatever be the weather, 
Whose fragrance is the memory 

Of the days we've spent together. 
—Borrowed. 

Mrs. T. (in English class)—Do you know Poe's "Raven"? 
First Aggie—Is he ravin' yet? 
Second Aggie—No he's "Dun raven" now! 



HONOR BRIGHT 
It was on the memorable evening of March 8th that the long-anticipated 

Ag. School play, "Honor Bright," was given at the Opera House. The 
large attendance gave assurance that the audience were also interested. 

The plot of "Honor Bright" was clever, unusual and interesting. The 
attractive setting, in perfect correspondence with the play, added a charm-
ing atmosphere to the performance. And, as for the players, everybody en-
thusiastically agreed that each one was at the very top-notch of his part. 
I am sure no other book-agent was ever quite as charming as Muriel Searle 
in her part of Honor Bright. Neither could there be any handsomer or more 
admirable a young son than Lewis Denman, who played the part of Richard 
Barrington. In fact, each and every member of the cast deserves heartiest 
commendation. 

Much credit is due Mrs. Thomson, who drilled the players and worked 
faithfully with them until they attained, the acme of perfection that we 
witnessed. 

E. R. 

ANNUAL STOCK SHOW 
The annual stock show was held at the State School March 26. This 

year the show was a splendid success. Three medals, gold, silver and 
bronze,; were awarded as usual. We are sorry that the ratings of the in-
dividual boys cannot appear in this issue. 

This interesting event is a direct benefit to many students each of 
whom takes an animal at the farm barn and fits it up in the best possible 
way for showing. The final score depends on the appearance and conduct 
of the animal along with the ability of the showman. 

Prof. D. H. T. Brooks from the State School at Morrisville, N. Y., was 
one of the judges this year. 

Spring. 
At last the welcome spring has come 
With all of its new buds and flowers. 
A soft mantle of green has covered 
The dreary earth of yesterday. 
The daffodils and violets blue 
Have pushed their way through moss and sod 
To meet the light and greet the day. 
Each little blossom, bud and spray 
Fills every heart with cheer and joy, 
The cheerful birds so sweetly sing 
And send their sweet message of spring 
To ears listening so far and near. 
Ah, welcome spring! 

KATHERINE HAUSER. 



Friday night, February 18, our team journeyed to Walton and played 
a non-league game with the high school team. As Walton's team has beaten 
all of the larger and better teams on their own court, we were but another 
one to fall victim to their playing. The game was clean and fast, but we 
were unable to locate the basket. When the final whistle blew, we were 
on the' short end of a 20-7 score. 

February 25 we played a practice game with the Delhi All-Stars in 
Delaware Academy auditorium. The All-Stars are a team that is looked 
upon as the best in this section of the country, and to hold them to a 
44-37 score surely was a good showing. The game was fast and clean and 
it afforded us a good opportunity to play with a fine team. 

The second team played a game with the Downsville H. S. team. It 
was a rough and tumble game. Utter and Robertson, the two forwards, 
showed great speed and skill in floor work and shooting baskets. The 
center and guard positions were also well played. The score was 32-15 in 
our favor. 

Our next game was with Fleischmanns High School in the D. A. audi-
torium. It could hardly be termed a basketball game, as they were de-
termined to win in any way possible. Our greatest handicap was the lack 
of our center, Clark, who was sick. The final score stood 15-20 in Fleisch-
mann's favor. 

Tuesday night, March 15, we played our last game of the season, on the 
Opera House court, with the D. A. quintet. As in the previous game with 
Fleischmanns we lacked our center. Slade was able to out-jump Emerick 
who was jumping-center for us in the first half; so we were not able to 
get through with the ball. The score at the half was 15-8 in D. A.'s favor. 
In the second half Wilson jumped center and Emerick was back at guard. 
This did not have a much different effect on the game. The final score 
was 36-20 in favor of D. A. Curtin of Stamford did a splendid job of ref-
ereeing the game. 

The second team played a preliminary game with the D. A. second 
team. In this contest our team outplayed them in teamwork and basket-
shooting. The count was 20-15 in our favor. 

As this game finished up our basketball season, a survey of the games 
played shows that we have won 7 out of the 15 games played. 

The Athletic Association takes this space to thank the student body and 
the public for their cooperation and backing, in making the past basketball 
season a success. 

"You are sound as a dollar," said Doctor McGill 
To the poor coatless wretch who had begged for a pill. 
So the poor man went out—but alas! sad to note— 
He put on, as he left, the good doctor's fur coat, 
Then he walked in next door, to see Doctor McCann, 
Who remarked, "My dear sir, you're a very sick man." 

—Life. 



"What are you doing, Kay?" asked Mattie. 

"I am knitting, Mattie dear," replied Kay. "I heard John say the other 
day that his car needed a new muffler." 

Dear Teacher—Please excuse Reinhold's absence for the last two days. 
He caught a skunk. 

Words That Don't Mean Anything. 
Nothing. 
"I am pleased to meet you." 
Sale price. 
Stop, Look and Listen. 
"I will serve the people to the best of my ability." 
Weather forecast for tomorrow. 
"Come again soon." 
"I will pay you Saturday, surely." 

Chemistry Teacher—Name three articles that contain starch. 
Freshie—Two cuffs and a collar. 

On a Tombstone. 
Here lies my wife, Hildegard Proctor, 
She took sick, I got a doctor. 
She could not live; she had to go, 
Praise God from whom all blessings flow. 

Taking a chance will work every time but the last time. 

Si—Don't let the hogs die. We want our pork sausage. 
Silas—Well, you don't want to make it out of live hogs, do you? 

Speed. 
"Sam, I'll give you a pint of Scotch if you'll hurry over to my house 

and get my grip. Hurry now! . . . What? Haven't you gone yet?" 
"Gone??" Boss, I's back!" 

Conscientious Arithmetic. 
New Office Boy—I've added those figures up ten times, sir. 
Employer—Good boy! 
New Office Boy—And here's the ten answers, sir! 

—Passing Show. 

Lightning Calculator. 
Miss DeMuir—Papa always gives me a book for my birthday. 
Miss de Meanor—What a fine library you must have. 

—Toronto Goblin. 



Friends. 
Ain't it fine when things are going 

Topsy-turvy and askew, 
To discover someone showing 

Good old-fashioned faith in you? 

Ain't it good when life seems dreary 
And your hopes about to end, 

Just to feel the handclasp cheery 
Of a fine, old, loyal friend. 

Gosh! one fellow to another 
Means a lot from day to day, 

Seems we're living for each other 
In a friendly sort of way. 

When a smile or cheerful greetin' 
Means so much to fellows sore, 

Seems we ought to keep repeatin' 
Smiles and praises more and more. 

A Wiser Head Than Hers. 
First Steno—The idea of your working steady eight hours a day! I 

would not think of such a thing! 

Second Steno—Neither would I. It was the boss that thought of it. 
—Town Topics. 

Two Minds With a Single Thought. 
"It's a shame," cried the young wife, "not a thing in the house fit to 

eat. I'm going straight home to mama." 
"If you don't mind, dear," said the husband, reaching for his hat, "I'll 

go with you." 
—Pathfinder. 

Too Soon. 
Hall Boy—De man in room seben has done hang hisself! 
Hotel Clerk—Hanged himself? Did you cut him down? 
Hall Boy—No, sah! He ain't dead yet! 

Agents Can't Be Trusted. 
Agent—When are you going to pay for that sewing-machine I sold you? 
Mrs. Deerie—Pay for it? Why, you said that in a short time it would 

pay for itself! . 
—Kansas City Star. 

Teacher (talking on the wickedness of stealing)—Now, if I were to put 
my hand in some one's pocket and take money, what would I be? 

Little Boy—Please, Miss, you'd be his wife. 



Wild Fruit—Extra Wild. 
Weak Eyes—I want a pair of strong spectacles. I've just had a very 

painful experience that I don't want to repeat. 
Oculist—Did you take a stranger for an acquaintance? 
Weak Eyes—Worse than that. I took a bumble-bee for a berry. 

—Notre Dame Juggler. 

Ann—He's the most absent-minded doctor I ever saw. 
Anne—Why, what did he do? 

Ann—He asked to see my tongue and when I put it out, he tried to 
feel its pulse. 

Milligan—If I be afther lavin' security equal to what I take away, will 
yez trust me till nixt week? 

The Grocer—Certainly. 

Milligan—Well, thin, sell me two av thim hams an' kape wan av thim 
till I come again. 

Some men may smile in face of death, 
While others only frown. 

But the man worth while is the man who can smile 
When his garter's coming down. 

Friends, like automobiles, last longest when used least. 

A Grammatical Kiss. 
A kiss is always a pronoun, because "she" stands for it 
It is masculine and feminine gender mixed; therefore common. 
It is a conjunction, because it connects. 
It is an interjection; at least, it sounds like one. 
It is plural, because one calls for another. 
It is singular because there is nothing else like it. 
It is usually in apposition with a caress; at any rate,.it is sure to follow. 
A kiss can be conjugated, but never declined. 
It is a preposition, because it governs an objective "case." 
However, it is not an adverb, because it cannot be compared, but it is a 

phrase that expresses feeling. 

"Professor Absent-Minded tried to commit suicide last night. He was 
going to hang himself to a beam in the attic." 

"Good Lord! Didn't he succeed?" 
"No. When they found him he was still sitting on the step-ladder, 

trying to remember why he had tied that string around his neck." 

"Ma," whimpered little Tommy, "do I have to wash my face again 
before dinner?" 

"Certainly, dear." 
"Aw, gee, why can't I just powder it over again? You do yours." 



A real optimist is a prisoner serving a life term who takes up a cor-

respondence course in public speaking. 

Advice to the Lovelorn. 
Don't worry if when you kiss a girl she screams. Some girls can't 

control their happiness. 

A friend is a fellow who will listen to your troubles instead of telling 

about his own. 

IT PATS TO LOOK WELL 
COME TO 97 MAIN ST. 

FOR YOUR BARBER 

WORK 

DELHI DAIRY AND BAKERY 
* 

We have the best of home-
made Pies, Cakes, Cookies and 
Doughnuts. 

Butter, Eggs, Milk, Cream, 
Groceries, Fruit, Candy, Ci-
gars. 

* 

Prompt attention given spe-
cial orders. Deliveries at 11 
A. M., 4 P. M. 

PHONE 268 

Purcell Davis 

JAMES' MARKET 
CHICAGO DRESSED BEEF, PORK, LAMB, VEAL, 

POULTRY, FISH, OYSTERS AND CLAMS 

95 MAIN STREET, DELHI, NEW YORK 



Delhi Shoe Repairing 

and Shine Parlor 

MODERN 

SHOE REPAIRING 

ARTHUR INFUSINE 
91 Main St. 

The Big Store 

With Little Prices 

Your store, everybody's store 
who cares to get the most for 
their money. 

Groceries, Dry Goods, Cloth-
ing, Farm Machinery, Harness, 
Horse Goods, Boots and Shoes, 
Stoves, Paints; in fact a reg-
ular family outfitting store. 

MARTIN & HUMISTON 
Delhi, N. Y. 

Smith's Jewelry 

Store 

•t 

DELHI'S 
GIFT 
SHOP 

I* * 

Gifts Packed and Mailed 
Free of Charge 

Delhi 

Variety Store 

A. C. MERRITT 
Proprietor 

TOYS AND STAPLE GOODS 

OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS 



WWCffttttR TRADE MARK. 

GUARANTEED TOOLS 

"GIVE ME A WINCHESTER TOOL EVERY TIME" 
Men who make their living by their skill with tools find in Win-

chester Tools special refinements of designs, niceties in finish, and 
sturdy construction. They produce more and better work at the 
end of the day. 

For the skilled mechanic or the "handy man" Winchester tools 
are made to save his time and temper. Let us show you some tools 
you really need if you are going to do odd jobs around the house— 
and do them right. The time and material wasted with the wrong 
tool quickly amounts to more than the cost of the right tool. 

H. S. Graham & Sons 
126 Main St. DELHI, N. T. 'Phone 23 

Elm Tree 

Restaurant 

* * 

Regular dinners at noon 

Lunches at all hours 

Best Ice Cream in town 

* * 

THOMSON & HALL 

Home-Made 

Candies, Ice Cream 
— * — 

Try Our 

HOT AND COLD DRINKS 

LIGHT LUNCHES 

WE'RE OPEN AT ALL 

TIMES 

DELHI CANDY KITCHEN 
Main Street 



3t. 8. Sïiason & Sons 
DEALERS IN DELCO AND POWER PLANTS 

We sell and install radio 'phones. Our store is strictly an elec-
trical store and we deal in practically everything pertaining to elec-
tricity. Therefore, you will get satisfactory service if you trade 
with us. 

F U R N I T U R E 
Largest Stock 

Lowest Prices 

Undertaking and Embalming a Specialty 

MAKE 

SMALLEY'S DELHI THEATRE 
TOUR HOME FOR ENTERTAINMENT 

ALWAYS A GOOD SHOW 

We are Headquarters for 
Ralston Shoes for Men 
American Lady Shoes for Women 
J. L. Taylor & Co. Clothing 
Gold Seal Rubbers 
Daniel Green Felt Slippers 
Basketball Shoes 

ELLIOTT & NICHOLS 



AT THE TABLE 

It is Quality and Taste 

That Count — Not the 

Price. 

E. H. Paine 
Groceries 

ELMER TORE 
PAINTER 

PAPER HANGER and 

DECORATOR 

Full line of Moore's and Bar-

reled Sunlight Paints. 

Uptown Paint Store 
'PHONE 227-K 

Get It at 
MERRILL & HUMPHRIES 

DRUGS 

BOOKS 

STATIONERY 

(And lots of other things) 

Main St Delhi, N. Y. 

THE STYLE SHOP 

LADIES' FURNISHINGS 

and 

GIFTS 

Luella Jackson 
Cor. Kingston and Main Sts. 

'PHONE 164-K 

RUSSELL'S CASH STORE 
SPORT COATS 

SWEATERS 

HOSIERY 

BOOTS 

SHOES 

GROCERIES 

CANDIES and 

SCHOOL SUPPLIES 

PLUMBING 
Hardware 

Roofing 

Western Ammunition 

Paints and Glass 

Stoves and Furnaces 

A. W. Dubben 



Walk-Over Shoes for Men, Women 

and Children 

ZIPPER BOOTS FOR MEN, WOMEN AND CHILDREN 

STAFFORD'S SHOE STORE 

DRY GOODS, NOTIONS 

Men's Furnishings, Rugs, Linoleum, Trunks, Bags, 

and Suit Cases. Glassware, Chinaware, etc. 

GEO. D. ARBUCKLE 

v SEE HARPER and SEE BETTER 
v J. E. HARPER 
h \ Registered Optometrist 

r TT 1 Delhi, N. Y. 
Examining, Fitting and Repairing. Optical Headquarters. Also 

Watches, Diamonds and Jewelry. 

SUPPORTER OF THE DELHI SCHOOLS OYER 40 YEARS 

Our hobby is being the first in town to show 
the newest in the safe, approved styles in men's 
wear each season. 

BRAMLEY & MAYBIE 
"The Store for Men" 


