
Young Man—Listen! 

You sometimes haven't enough money to do what you 

want to do. 

You plan to save, but when your pocket is your bank, 
the money goes and you wonder where it went. 

Thei*è is only one way to save money, no matter whether 
you are saving to buy a saxaphone or a trip to New York. 
That is to start a savings account in the bank and save in 
a business-like way. 

Go about Saving money as a business man would go about 
it. Even the five-year-old kid brother puts pennies away in 
a box because he knows that carrying them around isn't 
saving them. 

Gamblers and prize fighters carry their money with them. 
Business men use thé bank. The money habit you adopt 
now will be the one you practice the rest of your life, 
be the one you practice the rest of your life. 

Start a savings account today with $1 or more. We give 
you 4 per cent interest, safety* and the money is waiting 
for you when you need it. 

The poor-houses are full of 
men and women who, when 
young, expected to save money 
by and bye. 

Delaware National Bank 
Delhi, N. Y. 

"The Home of Security" 
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THE BOBBING SHOP 
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Gr. C. Cook 
Delhi, N. Y. Telephone, 267 
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CHRISTMAS 
As the word Christmas is spoken, what are your first thoughts? If 

you are one of the average students of to-day, when you hear the word 

Christmas you will think, not of the first Christmas morn at Bethlehem, 

nor of sacred things, nor of Christmas Day as a day to be used in the 

praising of God. Your foremost thoughts will be of home folks, gay gath-

erings, vacation days, abundance of rich foods. 

After Christmas has come and gone, and you are seated by the open 

fireplace at home thinking of the meaning of Christmas again, consider 

Christmas means "Peace on Earth, Good Will to Men." 

If each one would help to restore the holy, old original meaning of 

Christmas, by making an individual effort to make someone happier on 

that day by doing some little deed of kindness or just giving a kindly 

Christmas greeting at the door of a lonesome old lady, I'm sure we would 

all have a brighter, happier Christmas. Our selfish feelings would be dis-

persed and Christmas might partly be restored to its original meaning as 

Longfellow expresses it in the following lines: 

r "A voice, a chime, 

A chant sublime 

Of peace on earth, good will toward man!" 

ALICE MARIE HOAG. 

AMERICA 
America is my land and your land, the land of the gree, a nation glor-

ious, unequalled in its might. No other country has such claim for dignity, 
for praise. She has cause to hold her head high. Cherish her, love her 



and defend her honor. Let not her flag trail in the dust. Keep that symbol 
of freedom and equality untarnished by false inspirations and villainous 
deeds. To justify her cause, be as pure as the flag that floats over our land. 

To all people temptations have come and will come again. Be strong 
and cast thejn aside as you would weeds in a garden. Be honest, frank, 
upright and brave, true sons and daughters of America. Be worthy of her, 
be worthy of being called her citizens; in. a word, exemplify what you would 
have her be. 

EDNA M. RAHIKAINEN. 

LIFE'S BRIEF JOURNEY 
'Tis a little journey, 

This we walk; 
Hardly time for murmurs— 

Time for talk; 
Yet we learn to quarrel, 

And to hate, 
Afterwards regret it, 

When too late. 
Now and then 'tis sunshine— 

Sometimes dark, 
Sometimes care and sorrow 

Leave their mark. 
Often there is laughter— 

Often tears; 
Sometimes there are losses 

Felt for years. 
Yet we walk that pathway, 

Side by side, 
Where so many others 

Lived and died. 
We can see the moral— 

Understand; 
Yet we walk not always 

Hand in hand. 
Why must there be friction 

And regret; 
Words and deeds we after 

Would forget? 
Why must there be hatred, 

Greed and strife? 
Do we need such shadows 

Heer in Life? 
'Tis a little journey— 

Soon gone by, 
Let's be friends together 

Ere we die! 

JOSEPHINE CONNOLLY. 

J 



THE TRUE CHRISTMAS SPIRIT 
"What are you going to do during Christmas vacation this year, Bob?" 

The speaker was Joe Anderson, a boy of seventeen or eighteen. 
Bob Darrow looked up from his cozy seat by the window of his study. 

"Why, I don't know, Joe. Dad wants me to go with the rest of the 
family out to Uncle Henry's where the old homestead is, but I don't care 
anything about going. 

"The old man wants me to stay home," said Joe, "but I would like to 
have a little fun. I don't know what good Christmas is if you can't have a 
good time in the way you want to." 

"I know a swell place up in the Adirondacks where a lot of the fellows 
went last year. They have skiing, skating and tobogganing and parties in 
the evening. We ought to go up there, Joe." 

"All right, Bob, I'll speak to Dad about it tonight." 

That night after supper Joe told his father about the plans he and Bob 
had made. 

"Why, Joe!" said his father, "aren't you going to be with us for 
Christmas ?" 

"No, Dad, for one Christmas I want to have some excitement." 

"Well, all right, son, if you are determined to go, you may," replied his 
father. "But I am afraid you lack the true Christmas spirit." 

After a similar conversation with his father, Bob also was given per-
mission to go. 

The boys took an early train for the Adirondacks and arrived at the 
station about noon of the twenty-fourth. They learned that the only stage 
for the resort left early in the morning. As one of the big events at the 
resort took place that night, they decided to hike over the hills to their des-
tination that afternoon. 

They entered the post office. "How far is it to the resort?" asked Joe. 

"About twelve miles, if you follow the electric line," answered the 
post-master. "You boys aren't intending to walk there this afternoon, when 
the sky looks the way it does now, are you?" 

Bob spoke up quickly: "Sure, why not? We've got snow-shoes and 
we can make it before dark." 

"That may be," replied the old post-master. "But if I know anything 
about weather signs, it's going to storm before night." 

The boys went outside. The sun was shining and except for a slight 
haze around the horizon the sky was clear. They put on their snow-shoes 
and set out. They walked along in silence for a few minutes. Finally Bob 
broke the silence with, "Say, Joe, I don't know but what I ought to have 
done as Dad said. He wanted me to go with him and to use some of the 
money that I'm spending up here to buy Christmas seals, or to give to some 
similar cause." 

"Yes," Joe responded, "and I think it will be kind of lonesome, too, 



not being with the folks at Christmas. Well, Bob, we'll have a pretty good 
time up here anyway." 

A little later Bob said, "I'm getting kind of tired. Let's stop to rest." 
They looked back over the distance they had traversed. They had been 
following the electric light line which led straight over the hill to the 
resort. For a distance of fifteen or twenty feet on either side of the line of 
poles the trees had been cut. This was to prevent any trees from falling 
against the wires. The boys could see the wide lane as it stretched out 
through the forest to the little village and railroad station which they had 
left a few hours before. 

They started on and soon Joe remarked, "Say, Bob, it is getting darker," 
and glancing at the sky, "Why! It is all clouded over." 

Bob looked up and saw the dark, sullen clouds rolling up. Soon a stiff 
breeze began to blow from the north-east. Then, off on a neighboring peak 
the boys saw the storm breaking. The snow came whirling about in fitful 
gusts accompanied by a fierce, biting wind. Soon it was snowing so hard 
they could see only a few feet head. The boys plodded onward determinedly. 
They could see from one pole to the next but had to work their way slowly 
forward. When they came too near the trees they knew they were off the 
track. 

Suddenly Bob stumbled, rolled over in the snow and refused to go on. 
He was so numbed with the cold and fatigued with the trip that his muscles 
simply refused to act. Joe continued working at him and before Ions the 
storm began to abate. 

Joe looked around and saw a faint light away down in the valley at the 
right. Although he felt very tired himself he picked up Bob and, half-
dragging and half-carrying him, he managed in some way to get him to the 
little house by the road. The stage passed this house every day on its way 
to the resort. 

In response to his knock, the door was opened by a middle-aged woman 
who looked tired and careworn. 

"My pal is tired out. May we stop to rest?" 

"Certainly, come right in," she said, as she opened the door wider. 

While Joe and Bob were getting warm the woman set about getting 
them some supper. There were three children, a little boy of five or six 
years, a girl about eight and a boy of sixteen. 

The warmth and some hot coffee soon revived Bob so he was able to 
sit up. Except for his left cheek and ear, which had been slightly frozen, 
he was as well as ever. 

During their conversation the boys learned that the woman, Mrs. Clark, 
had lost her husband a while ago, while he was working in the woods. 
The older son, Tom, made a little money by trapping and cutting wood 
when not in school. Mrs. Clark was doing laundry work. However, the 
boys were glad to accept her plain hospitality when she invited them to stay 
over the night. 

The next morning Bob woke up earlier than Joe. The door that led to 

the kitchen was open and Bob heard someone say, "Mother, doesn't Santa 



like us any more since daddy left? He doesn't bring us nearly as nice 
things." 

"Maybe he couldn't afford anything better this year, dear. Perhaps he 
will bring us better presents next year." 

After breakfast the boys thanked their hostess and left for the resort 
on the stage. They went to the general store and bought presents for the 
whole family. They also bought enough provisions for a fine Christmas 
dinner. Thus armed, they returned with the stage, and gave Mrs. Clark 
and the children a big surprise. 

When they saw the happy faces of the children and the pleased look 
of Mrs. Clark they felt fully repayed. They stayed there until the next 
morning and then set out for home. 

On the way, Joe remarked, "I know now what Dad meant by the true 
Christmas spirit." 

WILLIAM DAVIS. 

A TWISTED CHRISTMAS 
Agnes Brown stepped off the train and looked at the cold black station. 

The snow was falling fast, covering everything. As the train drew away. 
Agnes stood and watched it vanish from sight. How dark and lonely it 
was. Where was her uncle? What could have happened? 

She suddenly realized that she was gettin cold standing there, so she 
entered the station. 

Agnes Brown was a pretty girl of sixteen. Every Christmas she visited 
her aunt and uncle in their beautiful home in the city, but now they were 
living on their large estate in the country. Agnes had always lived in lux-
ury, but she had never known what a real Christmas was like. 

Entering the station, she seated herself on a straight, rude bench near 
an old, rusty stove. She began wondering how her aunt and uncle could 
stand a country place like this, they who had always scorned the country 
life. Seeing a lone, grizzly old man in the corner she asked him what the 
name of the station was. He informed her that it was Rock Hill, just as 
it had always been and ever would be. What! Was that the name of the 
place where she was going? She looked at her uncle's letter. No! It 
was Rockville. She was at the wrong station, and no train until tomorrow 
noon, and tomorrow was Christmas. What would she do? She didn't enjoy 
the idea of sitting on that hard bench all night. 

Suddenly the door swung open. In came a boy all covered with snow, 
who said, "Hello, Cousin Anne, how are you? We didn't think that you were 
coming." 

"Hello; I didn't think I was coming here until I landed here," replied 
Agnes, after a moment's hesitation. 

"That's funny; hurry up now, Anne, and get out of this stuffy station." 
Before she knew it she was riding away from the spooky station in a 

sleigh, with the snow flying and blowing in a regular blizzard. 

They rode along for quite awhile and then the boy said, "Anne, what 
is the matter with you? You are so quiet. You used to be a regular chat-
terbox. Say, you have changed a lot. I hardly knew you when I first went 



in the station. Well, here we are at the house. Does it look familiar?" 

"It's so dark, I can't tell very easily," she answered. 

Agnes jumped out of the sleigh very much excited at her adventure. 

What would those people do if they knew who she was? She suddenly 

thought, what if the real cousin should come? 

As she went up the stairs she saw the dim outline of a woman. Prob-

ably this was the aunt. What would Anne do? 

Agnes rushed up to the aunt and threw her arms around her and, 

seeing another woman in the dim light behind the aunt, she ran up and 

embraced the astonished cook saying, "Oh, granny, it does seem so nice to 

see familiar faces." Then hearing a voice in the corner, she saw a small 

girl and went over to kiss her. 

The little girl seemed a little shocked and said, "That's not grandma, 

Ann; granny lives at your house. That's the new cook that we just got 

yesterday." 

Just then a man came in the room. Agnes thought it was the hired 

man and so .didn't notice him. He had on khaki trousers; of course he was 

the hired man. He stepped forward and said, "Hello, Ann, how are you?" 

What right had the hired man to speak to her, she thought. She said, 

"Hello," and did not notice him again until they sat down to supper. Then 

she noticed that he sat at the end of the table across from the aunt. Just 

then she heard Carl, the boy who had brought her, address him as father. 

Was this the uncle? Yes, it must be. When she realized this Agnes felt 

terrible; she had hardly looked at him. She had been very rude. How 

could she explain it to him? 

During the supper they talked about how Ann was much changed and 

spoke about her likeness to her father and mother. They asked her how 

her mother was and she answered that she was fine. 

The aunt was very much surprised and said, "Why, has her hip gotten 

better?" This made Agnes confused but she answered that she was well 

compared to what she had been. 

That night after the three children were all in bed, mysterious packages 

were produced from secret hiding places and put in and around the stock-

ings, hanging by the fire-place. 

A Christmas tree was brought in and put in a corner, then Agnes and 

the aunt put on many trimmings which the children had made for that pur-

pose. The room was very beautiful when they had finished decorating it. 

That night Agnes went to bed with a wonderful feeling of pleasure and 

excitement. 

The next morning Agnes went down stairs and found the children 

trying to peek through the keyhole of the parlor door, but father had at-

tended to that and stuffed it with paper. 

There was an air of excitement all through the house; the new cook 

was over her surprise and was busy in the kitchen preparing Christmas 

dinner. 

After breakfast the parlor doors were opened. At first the children 

stood still, staring with their mouths wide open at the beautiful tree full 

of presents; then they all at the same time let out a big whoop. Everything 



a child opened would bring forth more volleys of yells. They all crowded 

around their mother and father to show them their presents. Agnes had a 

few simple presents and enjoyed them more than the numerous expensive 

gifts she had always received at home or at her uncle's house. 

That afternoon, after much thought, Agnes decided, much to the disap-

pointment of all, that she must depart. 

The next day two important looking letters came in the mail. One was 

from Ann. They opened it and were much astonished to read that she was 

sorry she couldn't visit them on Christmas becauset her mother's hip was 

worse and grandma was sick. Funny, wasn't it? 

The other letter was from Agnes Brown. It was very long and said 

that she had had the best Christmas she had ever experienced at their 

lovely home. It also explained how she happened to visit them, thus mak-

ing her have a delightful twisted Christmas. 

EMMA OTENS. 

"PIGGY" 

Dear reader, I will now introduce you to the town of Hillsdale and its 

inhabitants. As we enter the town there are only a few farmhouses widely 

scattered, but as we near the center of the village, they gradually become 

closer together. Here we come to a quaint little white house, surrounded by 

pretty flowers which is the home of Mrs. Kennedy and her little daughter, 

Mary Ellen, a dainty, cheerful girl of fourteen years, known to her friends, 

chums and schoolmates as Piggy. As we advance further down the road 

we see a beautiful residence set far back among the trees and shrubbery, 

which is the home of the wealthy lawyer, Mr. Thomas Spencer, and his 

wife and daughter, Margaret. As we pass, a big car gently rolls up before 

the driveway and a richly-clad young girl alights from the car. Yes, that 

is Margaret Spencer, a vain, haughty, petted girl. Nevertheless, she plays an 

important part in my story. 

We will resume our journey and see the rest of the town. Now we are 

in the center. Here you see are a few grocery stores, that white building 

is the schoolhouse and this one is the Presbyterian Church. What a pretty 

sight it is, when on a Sunday morning, as the bell tolls the hour of service, 

the groups of people walk leisurely up the street into the little church, to 

again be reminded of God's wonderful work, His goodness and His blessings. 

As we walk down this street, I shall show you the home of Doctor 

Carson and his family. Here it is. You can see for yourself that it is the 

prettiest home in Hillsdale, not only that but I also think it is the happiest, 

because the doctor, his wife and son, Tommy, are a very happy family. 

Although he is only a young boy, fifteen years old, Tommy, like his father, 

is a cheerful, kind-hearted young lad. 

Now, gentle reader, I will proceed with my story, for I have acquainted 

you with the important people who take part in it. 

It was a cool, sunshiny morning in September, and also a very important 

one, for it was the first day of school. Here, there, everywhere, happy-faced 

children were running to school. Piggy also prepared for school and 

she was so glad that she could go. She arose early in the morning, sing-



ing merrily, and helped her mother with the work. When it was time for 

school she kissed her mother good-bye telling her not to work too hard 

and promised to deliver Mrs. Spencer's wash after school. 

"Good-bye, dear," said her mother, "be a good girl." 

With her books in her arms, Piggy went down the road. Although 

her heart was light, her thoughts were deep. If she only had a father, 

thought "Peggy," then mother would not have to work so hard and probably 

I could graduate from High School. She wondered why mother never 

spoke about him, but decided to be patient and things might turn out all 

right. Just then as she turned the corner she met Tommy. He helped her 

carry her books and chatted with her while walking. 

"You are so happy, Piggy. I bet you are glad to get back to school, 

aren't you?" 

"Surely, Tommy. You know I like to go to school, but everyone teases 

me about my poor clothes and makes fun of my nickname. I can't help it 

that I haven't pretty clothes or pretty curls like Margaret Spencer. Al-

though that hurts me, I am not worrying because I only hope that I will 

be able to go to school long enough so I can graduate. But poor mother, 

I can't see her work the way she does, so I will have to give up my dreams 

and help her, for that is my duty." 

"Never mind, Piggy. I feel sorry for you and I b^pe you will be able 

to graduate. I know that you are always the brightest in our class and 

it would be a shame if you would have to quit." 

At this they reached the schoolyard and a group of boys called out taunt-

ingly, "Piggy, Piggy, pigtails! Piggy, Piggy, pigtails!" Tommy rushed 

forward and seized one of the young urchins by the neck. He would not 

let him go: until he promised never to sa yit again. 

Just then a big car drove up in front of the schoolhouse and Margaret, 

lavishly dressed in an elaborate dress trimmed with frills and ribbons, 

stepped out of the car. Upon seeing Piggy she immediately cried: 

"If it isn't Piggy, Piggy, pigtails. I thought you weren't coming back 

to school this year. I think it is about time a poor girl like you stayed 

home and helped your mother do washings." 

Tommy, who was standing near, but who was not seen by Margaret, 

stepped forward and said, "See here, Margaret, talk decent to Piggy or 

don't speak to her at all." 

"Oh, hello Tommy. I didn't see you. Let's go in the schoolhouse. I 

want to get a seat near you." 

At this they entered the schoolhouse together. Piggy also went in 

and she noticed that Tommy was quite happy when he heard what Margaret 

had said about getting a seat near him. Piggy thought if she only had 

clothes like Margaret she could talk to Tommy like Margaret did. Although 

every rose has its thorn, the roses are certainly sweet. Tommy, the boy 

whom everyone admired, had again taken her part and helped her from the 

taunts of her schoolmates. That was the way he always acted towards 

her, always ready to lend a helping hand. 

Thus many happy school days passed. Piggy always did her lessons 

happily and with a light heart, for she was encouraged by those little 



notes of praise from Tommy. She liked her work and rejoiced in doing it, 

but at times she could not help envying Margaret. Margaret had big parties 

every holiday, but disliked going to school. She always said that as soon as 

she graduated from college she intended to marry Tommy and then make 

a tour of the United States. 

The autumn came and passed, leaving withered stalks and blossoms 

which a short time previously had been beautiful flowers. The trees were 

bare and cold looking. As winter comes bringing the heavy snow storms 

and cold north winds, we must not forget Piggy. She scarcely missed a day 

of school and worked hard and faithfully. She often wondered why Mar-

garet disliked her and one day she learned the reason why. Piggy had writ-

ten a note to Tommy and was waiting for a chance to throw it upon his 

desk. She threw it while the teacher was busy writing something on the 

board. Alas! it landed about a foot from Margaret's desk. She grabbed it 

and hid it in her book. Thinking this was a good chance to get Piggy in 

trouble, after reading it she took it up to the teacher and told her that 

Piggy had sent it to Tommy. 

The teacher was very angry and in a. stern voice said, "Mary Ellen, 

remain seated at recess. I have a few words to speak to you." 

Poor Piggy, she knew what the punishment would be and with a fearful 

heart she awaited recess. The time came and after an explanation Piggy 

got three hard knocks across the hand with a ruler. Tommy cast sympa-

thetic glances towards her after they returned from recess, but with tear-

swollen eyes Piggy resumed her work. 

Piggy never quite forgave Margaret for playing that Cruel trick on 

her and for the remainder of the year would -have nothing to do with her. 

Although she liked Tommy, she would have nothing to do with him either 

because she knew Margaret was jealous of her. 

It was May and school would soon be over when Piggy's greatest 

sorrow came. Her mother had not been feeling well and Piggy was forced 

to give up her school work and stay home to care for her and do the 

work. What a sorrow for the poor little girl; her school days were over; 

After staying home for about a month, the doctor broke the sad news to her 

that her mother would never, recover. Was there no God? How could He 

let thinks like this happen? Here was her mother, the only person who 

loved her, going to be snatched away from her by death! What a cruel, 

cruel world! When Mrs. Kennedy found out she would never recover 

unless there was a sudden change in her illness, she called her daughter to 

her bedside and told her about her father. When Piggy had been a year 

old, her father's parents had forced the young couple to separate, although 

they loved each other dearly. Since that time Piggy's father had never 

seen his wife and daughter for he was forbidden their address. Mrs. Ken-

nedy now gave Piggy her father's address and bade her summon him before 

it was too late. 

The next day a handsome, distinguished looking gentleman drove up 

before the little white house in a big car. He at once embraced Piggy, who 

was so happy to find her i&ther, and h§ then rushed to the bedside of his, 

dying wife. 



In a gentle voice and with tears in his eyes, kneeling before her bed 
and burying his head in her breast, he spoke, "Mary, thank God I have found 
you. Why, oh, why, did you not tell me where you have been all these 
years? I have searched all over the country trying to find you. My life 
was so empty without you that I thought I would die. Now at last I am 
with you and my daughter again." 

"John, you see I am dying, but since the time I was made your wife I 
have loved you dearly. Our little daughter has needed a father so much. 
Promise me that you will love her as her father should and try to take my 
place in her heart. Forgive me for all I have done and keep my memory 
sacred." 

"No, Mary, you shall not die!" I cannot have you taken from me now 

that I have just found you. It would be unfair." 

That night, two pathetic figures were kneeling before Mary's bedside, 

their hands folded, their faces lifted up to God, praying for help. Everything 

was quiet and it seemed as though death had come, and then the crisis came. 

It passed and Mary was spared. God had heard and left Mary with her 

husband and daughter, to spend many happy years with them. 

Weeks passed, gradually happiness came to the little white house. 

Piggy was the happiest little girl in the world. She had found her father 

and her mother was getting better. She loved to see how tenderly her 

father cared for her mother and how happy everyone was. She was not 

Piggy, Piggy, pigtails any more, but Miss Mary Ellen Kennedy, the daughter 

of a wealthy New York banker, the kindest and best father in forty-eight 

States. Although she moved to a large city to go to college, the thing she 

had always dreamed of, she never forgot Tommy, her protector and school-

time sweetheart. She knew that he had always helped her and treated her 

so kindly because she was a poor, teased little girl, but she hoped there 

was another reason. Tommy solved this riddle a few years later, the night 

she graduated from college, by saying, "Piggy, dear, it was because I loved 

you and always will love you. As for Margaret, although she always said 

she would be my wife, I never intended it to be so." 

Now, dear readers, I have told you enough about Piggy and you can 
easily imagine the rest. 

LOUISE FELSKE. 

Bob Hull—What keeps us from falling o ffthe earth when we are upside 
down? 

Mr. DuBois—The law of gravity. 

Bob Hull—But what kept us from falling off before the law was passed? 

Mrs. Thomson—Why is flirting a common noun? 
Bailey—Because it isn't proper. 

Mrs. Smith (in English class)—Can you explain what laying a motion 
on the table means, Mr. Holdridge? 

Chas. Holdridger—I don't know inuch, and I don't know if I know what 
I do know, but I'll try to explain it. 



JUNIORS WIN INTER-CLASS FAIR 
The annual Inter-Class Fair of the State School of Agriculture was 

held on Saturday, December 3rd. In quality of exhibits shown, in friendly 
class rivalry and general interest taroused among the student body, it 
probably surpassed anything of the kind held at the school in the past. 

It consisted of a competition between the three classes of the school 
in three fields. Namely, (1) an exhibition by each class of products of the 
home farms; (2) competitive judging of several farm products; (3) a con-
test in popular athletic events. 

The scores made by each class are indicated below: 
Freshmen Juniors Seniors 

I.—EXHIBITION OF 

PRODUCTS: 
375 440 380 

II—JUDGING FARM 
PRODUCTS: 

Apples 165 285 285 

Corn 150 230 135 

Potatoes . . . . 255 255 255 

Eggs 165 255 150 

Hens 270 255 240 

Pullets 270 300 300 

Cockerels . . . 225 300 270 

Milk 77 76 81 

Weighted Score .. 934.2 1250.4 1020.7 

Athletics, 5 events 91 92 85 

Class Scores . . . . 1400.2 1782.4 1485.7 

RANK 3rd 1st 2nd 

The students are to be commended not only on the high quality 

exhibits, but also their painstaking arrangement of display. The decora-

tions used by the Freshmen were spoken of as especially fine—but for 

quality and abundance of exhibits the Juniors were not surpassed. The 

showing of the Senior Class was very creditable and had they had an equal 

number of farms to draw upon might well have ranked in first place. 

Members of the Teachers' Training Class added much to the fair at-

mosphere by broiling "hot dogs" and vending sweets for the pleasure of 

those who attended. 

D. A. R. PRIZE 

The Daughters of the American Revolution have offered a prize of $5 

to be given at commencement time for the best essay on the following topic: 

"America's Future." Long topic: "The Forces at Work Whieh. Are En-

dangering Our Republic and How to Overcome Them." 



GRAND COUNCIL CONTENTION OF TIIETA GAMMA FRATERNITT 
The thirteenth annual convention of Theta Gamma Fraternity was 

held with Delta Chapter, Delhi, New York, on November 18, 19 and 20. 
The following is the program of the meetings as they were held: 
Friday: 1:00 to 1:45 P. M., Opening Session; 2:00 to 5:00 P. M., Council 

Session; 8:00 to 12:00 P. M., Theta Gamma Dance, by Chapter. 

Saturday: 9:00 to 12:00 A. M„ Committee Meetings; 2:00 to 5:00 P. M., 
Council Session; 6:00, Council Banquet. 

Sunday: Council Sessions necessary to finish business. 
The Theta Gamma Dance was held in the D. S. Building Friday even-

ing from 8:00 until 12:00. An Oneonta orchestra furnished the music. All 
of the students of the Ag. School, Training Class, and alumni were invited 
and those who were there had an enjoyable evening. 

The Grand Council Banquet was held Saturday evening at 7:00 o'clock 
at the Kingston House. A delicious seven-course turkey dinner was served. 
James Emerick was toast-master and the first speaker of the evening was 
Director C. O. DuBois. The second speaker was the Grand Exalted Master, 
Leonard Miller. The other speaker swere Grand Secretary and Treasurer, 
L. O. Jenkins, and the Keeper of Rolls, J. Henry. 

HUGH ROBERTSON. 

A BIRTHDAT PARTT 
About thirty young people attended the surprise party on Wednesday 

evening, December 7th, in the living room of the D. S. Building, in honor of 
the birthday of Miss Leona Boyes. 

An enjoyable evening was spent in playing games, at the close of which 
refreshments were served. MARGARET DEPPA. 

THE FLAG RUSH 
The Flag Rush this year, as usual, was promoted by the Senior Class 

to decide whether the Freshmen or Juniors should have the privilege of 
hanging their banner in front of the Assembly Hall. The rush was held in 
October on the steep bank below the D. S. Building. 

At four o'clock both teams appeared in old clothes and took their re-
spective places for the contest, the Freshmen at the foot of the hill and the 
Juniors at the top. At the signal the Freshmen made a dash for the top of 
the hill, while the Juniors tried to force them down. At the end of five 
minutes, the time set for the contest, the Freshmen were declared vic-
torious. 

The contest over, the Freshmen had the pleasure of eating the delicious 
eake prepared by Mrs. DuBois for the winners. The Freshmen unselfishly 
invited the Juniors to help them eat the cake. 

Both the Juniors and Freshmen are to be congratulated upon the fair 
play and good sportsmanship shown in the contest. 

CLARENCE MANEY. 

Morse—What do you expect to be after you graduate, 
Amos Chambers—A married man. 



BASKETBALL 

The Aggies played the third game of the season at Samford, winning by 

the score of 21-15. At first it looked as if Stamford had a walk-away. The 

score at the half was 14-6' in Stamford's favor. In the last half, however, 

the pass work as well as the defense of the Aggies improved, so that they 

made 15 to Stamford's 1 point. It was a fast, clean game and a thriller to 

watch. 
STAMFORD (15) 

F.G. F. T.P. 

Decker, R. F , . 1 0 2 

Utter, L. F 2 4 8 

Mackey, C 2 0 4 
Govern, R. G 0 0 0 

Miller, L. G 0 1 1 

AGGIES 

Utter, R. F 
Sliter, L. F. . . . . 
Bookhout, C. .. 
Wilson, R. G. 
Robertson, L. G. 

(21) 
F.G. 

4 

0 
1 
0 
3 

F. 
3 
0 
1 
1 
0 

T.P. 

11 
0 
3 

1 
6 

Totals 5 15 Totals 21 
November 18th the Aggies met a strong alumni team and came out 

ahead by a score of 24-13. 

ALUMNI (13) AGGIES (24) 

F.G. F. T.P. F.G. F. T.P. 
2 1 5 Utter, R. F .. 2 1 5 

Smith 1 0 2 Sliter, L. F .. 0 1 1 

McDowell 1 0 2 Bookhout, C . . 2 1 5 

Constable 0 0 0 Wilson, R. G . . 0 0 0 

Carsten 1 0 2 Robertson, L. G. . . 5 1 11 

Clark 1 0 2 Hatch, C .. 1 0 2 

Totals 6 1 13 Totals 10 4 24 

The Aggies' second team with a few first team men played Andes High 
School December 9th at Andes. It was necessary to play first team men 
because of sickness of second team players. The Aggies won, 47-11. Utter 
and Bookhout made most of the baskets. 

The Aggies' next game is with Herrieffs' Lightning Five of Oneonta and 
this should be a real good contest. 

The Oracle Garden. 
John Sliter—Jack-in-pulpit. 
Jean DuBois—Bitter sweet. 
Edna Rahikainen—Modest violet. 
Jane Keim—Happy thought. 
Alice Marie Hoag—Sunflower. 
Ethelyn Prince Hackett—Golden glow. 
Jessie Rose—Sweet rose. 
Harry Robertson—Bleeding heart. 



Jenette—This weather makes me feel so foolish. 
Harry—Oh, it's the weather? 

Barleycorn—May I have the last dance with you? 
Madge Bossley—You've already had it. 

Krantz—I don't know what to get for Christmas. 

Viva Jorden—For your father? 
Krantz—No, I mean for my father to give me. 

PATRONIZE 

OUR 

ADVERTISERS 

LAYMAN'S BARBER SHOP 

If you wish an easy shave, 

As good as any barber ever 

gave, 

Just call on us at early morn 

or busy noon; 

And we'll cut and comb your 

hair with grace 

And smooth the countenance 

of your face. 

DELHI DAIBY AND BAKEBY 

* 

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 

Davis 

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

POULTRY, FISH, OYSTERS AND CLAMS 

95 MAIN STBEET, DELHI, NEW YOBK 



FRANK D. ROBINSON 

(Successor to Russell's Cash 

Store.) 

The Store of Service, Quality 
and Low Prices. 

Young Men's Shoes, Tennis 

Shoes, Sport Coats, Sweaters, 

School Supplies, Groceries, 

Dry Goods, Candies, etc. 

ELMER YORK 

PAINTER 

PAPER HANGER and 

DECORATOR 

Full line of Moore's and Bar-

reled Sunlight Paints. 

Uptown Paint Store 

'PHONE 227-K 

THE STYLE SHOP 

LADIES' FURNISHINGS 

and 

GIFTS 

Luella Jackson 
Cor. Kingston and Main Sts. 

'PHONE 164-K 

PLUMBING 

Hardware 

Roofing 

Western Ammunition 

Paints and Glass 

Stoves and Furnaces 

A. W. Dubben 



3C. 8. Sfiason & 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 

SMAEY'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 



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 

SEE HARPER and SEE BETTER 

J. E. HARPER 
Registered Optometrist 

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" 



Elm Tree 

Restaurant 

* * 

Regular dinners at noon 

Lunches at all hours 

Best Ice Cream in town 

* * 

THOMSON & HALL 

wmc/fttuR TRADE MASK. 

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. Y. 'Phone 2 3 

Home-Made 

Candies, Ice Cream 
—*—-

Try Our 

HOT AND COLD DRINKS 

LIGHT LUNCHES 

WE'RE OPEN AT ALL 

TIMES 

* 

DELHI CANDY KITCHEN 

Main Street 



Delhi Shoe Repairing 

and Shine Parlor 

MODERN 

SHOE REPAIRING 

ARTHUR DiFUSIIfE 

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. T. 

Smith's Jewelry 

Store 
^ 

DELHI'S 

GIFT 

SHOP 

Gifts Packed and Mailed 

Free of Charge 

Delhi 

Variety Store 

A. C. MERRITT 

Proprietor 

* * 
* * 

TOYS AND STAPLE GOODS 

OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS 




