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1929 

The New Year was ushered in with the usual ringing of bells and beat-
ing of drums. Every city and town in the United States celebrated its ar-
rival. People all over sat up to see the old year die out and the new year 
born in its full glory. 

1929 brings to us a new President and a new Governor. It probably 
will bring us new heroes and heroines. Struggling men of 1928 may be 
placed on the 1929 roll of fame. 

Each one of us must strive to make 1929 a happier and more worthwhile 
year. 

ADA FOSTER. 

STRAY DOG 

Your wistful eyes searched each one as he passed, 

Stray dog—so lost, so starved and starkly thin, 

And yet your gallant hope held to the last 

That there would come a heart to take you in. 

Some came who jeered at your bewilderment, 
Some kicked you, shouted, threw things till you'd gone; 

But, oh, more cruel was the one who bent 
And petted you, and murmured—and went on. 



WHEN J IM AM) I WERE BOYS 

It was along about the first of December that Jim came over to get me 
to help him butcher a few hogs. We were great friends, Jim and I. I got 
ready as quickly as I knew how and we set out over the hill to Jim's place. 

As we were working away killing the hogs, we began to talk over old 
times. Among other things we talked about our adventures the time we 
ran away and went out to Texas. The adventure which I mean to tell 
about took place after we had been there about two years. 

We went out to Texas looking for excitement, and not finding any in 
being cowboys, we decided to try our hands at driving stage, and this pro-
vided all the excitement we could desire. 

There was a big crowd of cowboys on hand to see us off on our first 
trip. We made a fine start and made the first ten miles in a record-breaking 
time. However, just as we were easing along through a narrow gulley 
and braggin' about what we would do if somebody tried to rob the stage, 
about fifty men sprang out of the bushes alongside the road and began to 
shoot at us. We saw that there wasn't much use in resistance. Also there 
was nothing of importance to be taken, so we stuck up our hands and 
waited to see what would happen. 

A couple of big fellers stepped forward and stood guard over us while 
the rest held sort of a consultation. It wasn't long before they came back 
to where the stage was. After they took away our weapons they tied Jim 
to one tree and me to another. While some were doing this others set fire 
to the stage and burned it before our very eyes. They seemed to having a 
fine time hollering and hooting at the top of their voices. 

After they had done enough damage they set us loose and told us to 
get out of the country just as fast as we could. We were both scared stiff, 
but by the time we had covered a mile or two of ground we realized that 
we were doing some pretty creditable sprinting. We boarded an eastbound 
train at the first railway station and never looked back until we reached 
New York. 

R. P. HARTMANN. 

WHY NOT? 

The length of the days they tell me 
Are always exactly the same, 

Say they don't vary a second 
Whether sunshine or rain. 

O! what's the use of them lying? 
For this isn't possibly true; 

I always have found a difference, 
So must have others and you. 



Some days just drag on forever 
And a night seems like a year, 

While some speed by,—are gone,— 
We never knew they were here. 

Can't the sweet hours be longest, 

Blue days a shorter life live, 
Life be just flowers and sunshine 

With everything rosy to give? 

No, because— 
Joy and grief were put on earth, 

Each for all some while; 
Let each have his, yours will come, 

Just wait and hope,—and smile. 

J. M. ROSE, Alumnus. 

ACROSS THE TEARS 

"Helen Ernst," echoed a mother's voice as she called to a curly-headed 
tot who was playing on the rocks above the surging foam. "Child, don't 
you know that it is dinner time?" 

"Coming, Mother," replied the dancing Helen in a shrill little voice. 
Helen meant to go at once, but her eye was caught and held by a 

passing sailor from one of the warships in the nearby harbor. Sailors as 
a rule do not pause to gaze at such an infant belle, but Helen showed 
promise of a future beauty and the sailor was thinking of this as he looked 
at her dark, wavy hair and merry brown eyes. 

He spoke to Helen and asked her to come nearer to him, but just then 
the mother's voice again rang out, "Helen, either you must come to dinner 
immediately or have none at all." 

Helen, whose capacity was decidedly not over-filled after her strenuous 
morning of play, scampered off toward the house, leaving a smiling sailor 
boy who was thinking that her baby face would always remain clear in his 
memory across the years. 

Ten years after this meeting, the girl who was eight and the sailor 
who was sixteen at that time, were destined to meet again. Helen was 
employed at the City Hall, where all the employees and officials had been 
invited to a ball held on one of the vessels, "The Mermaid." She had been 
introduced to each member of the party on board, and last of all the mayor 
of the city had presented her to one of the presiding officers of the ship. 
This officer held Helen's hand a bit longer than politeness demanded and 
asked her if he might have the first dance of the evening. Helen said he 
might and as they were gliding in and out among the dancers he said to 
her softly, 

"Helen Ernst; well, you have most appreciably fulfilled my vision of 
you across the years. When I saw you playing on the rocks at Gloucester 
you looked like a baby nymph flirting with the billowy seas; now, were 



you to stand in that same place, Aphrodite herself would be put to shame. 
Girl of my dreams, will you come with me where we may talk undisturbed?1' 

Helen was too surprised to say whether she would or whether she would 
not, so she allowed herself to be led unresistingly away to a sheltered 
corner of the deck. Then he told her of how she had remained in his mem-
ories, and of how he had recognized her that evening even before she had 
been presented to him, and in a whisper he asked her if she would stay 
with him across the coming years in reality as well as in dreams. 

Helen said, "Yes." 

By "JERRY" and "MA." 

SWEET SIXTEEN 

I had a girl a long time ago, 
She was a sugar plum, 

I loved her well—but sad to tell, 
She would chew chewing gum. 

There were no laws to stop her jaws, 
Which worked like a machine, 

What could I do? So I let her chew, 
When she was sweet sixteen. 

She chewed all day, sho chewed all night, 

And that was going some; 
She hardly stopped to chew her meals, 

She was so stuck on gum. 
She chewed and chawed, and chawed and chewed, 

Her brand was "wintergreen," 
And while I wooed, this girl she chewed, 

When she was sweet sixteen. 

She had a way so cute and gay, 
Of sticking gum around, 

Down on the chairs, or on the stairs, 
Old wads of gum were found. 

I often cussed because they mussed 
I\iy pants in parts unseen, 

I had great luck in getting stuck 
On this sweet, sweet sixteen. 

Some days have passed since I stuck fast 
To that sweetheart of mine, 

And now and then I find again 
A wad of gum divine! 

I have the mat on which I sat 
And called her my colleen! 

It stuck to me, and so has she 
• Since she was sweet sixteen. 

By H. S. PALMER. Copied by R. H. ALDRICH. 



A CHRISTMAS STORY 
It was just two days before Christmas. All the people were happy and 

busily preparing for their Christmas dinners, visits and good times. 
A small girl, whose name was Rose, was wandering on one of the 

loneliest streets in New York City. She was alone and forgotten by all 
the rest of the people. Her shabby clothes could not protect her body 
from the bitter wind; her hands and feet were nearly frozen. People 
passing by never noticed her. Sometimes she was crowded completely 
from the street and other times almost trampled upon. 

She trudged on, scarcely realizing it was Christmas. Once in a while 
she would cast her eyes up as the bright lights in the store windows would 
attract her attention. She would stop a second to look at all the many 
beautiful things in the windows. Of course she liked them and wanted 
them, but she knew she never could have them, so sh<̂  went on. 

At last, nearly frozen, she sat down on a doorstep. At first she felt 
colder and colder, but after a few moments she felt real warm. She was 
so warm that she fell asleep and began to dream about a nice warm 
room, a Christmas tree, dolls and good things to eat. 

Rose had hardly fallen asleep when a Mrs. Ricks, known by all her 
friends for her kindnesses, passed by. She noticed the dark bundle on the 
step and quickly went over to it. Her eyes filled with tears when she saw 
the child, and she picked her up and carried her to her home where she 
put Rose in a cozy little bed. 

In a very short time Rose opened her large, blue eyes and was very 
much surprised to see the lady sitting beside her bed. Mrs. Ricks was as 
much surprised as Rose was, because she saw that she very much re-
sembled her own daughter who had died a short time before. 

Mrs. Ricks gave Rose something to eat. Then she dressed her in her 
daughter's' clothes which fitted her perfectly. 

No child could have been happier than Rose was on Christmas Day. 
She had a beautiful Christmas tree, dolls and good things to eat. Her 
dreams had come true. Mrs. Ricks treated her just as thought she were 
her own daughter. 

Rose told Mrs. Ricks that both her father and mother were dead. Later, 
Mrs. Ricks adopted her and, to be sure, she lived in happiness and comfort 
all the rest of her life. 

MARGARET RUSSELL. 

ALL ABOUT CABS 

There are cars that run withdrawn 
In the peace of their own proud name; 

There are cars, like stars, that fall apart 
When their time to die has come; 

There are pioneer cars that blaze their paths 
Where highways never ran— 

But let me live by the side of the road 
And run my old Tin Can. 



Are you one of the many 

who will share our club atXmas? 

The largest enrollment we have ever had— 

By far the greatest Christmas Fund distribution 

which we have ever made. These are the two big 

features of this year's 

CHRISTMAS SAYINGS CLUB 

If you were not a member of the 1928 Christmas 

Club, we'll welcome you as a member of next year's 

club. You simply designate how much you want to 

save each week, and deposit it here. No entrance 

fee, no other charge. You can save as little as 25 

cents a week—as much as $5 if you want to. 

Just before next Christmas, you'll get it all back. 

Stop in any time, or write or 'phone for full in-

formation. 

Delaware National Bank 
Delhi, N. Y. 

"The Home of Security" 

JOIN THE 1929 XMAS SAYINGS CLUB TODAY! 



Let me live in a house by the side of the road, 
Where the race of cars goes on— 

The cars that are good and the cars that are bad, 
As good and as bad as mine, 

I would not sit in the scorner's seat, 
Nor hurl the cynic's ban— | 

Let me live in a house by the side of the road 
And run my old Tin Can. 

I see from my house by the side of the road, 
By the side of the highway of life, 

The cars that press on with the ardor of hope, 
The cars that are faint with the strife. (Try Mobiloil.) 

But I turn not away from their looks nor their speed 
Both parts of a finite plan— 

Let me live in my house by the side of the road 
And run my oid Tin Can. 

I know there are brook-gladdened meadows ahead 
And mountains of wearisome height; 

That the road passes on through the long afternoon 
And stretches away to the night. 

But still I rejoice when my Ford can run 
And weep (?) when it's out of ham, 

Nor live in my house by the side of the road 
As tho I had no Tin Can. 

Let me live in my house by the side of the road 
Where the race of cars goes by— 

They are good, they are bad, they are blue, they are black, 
Slow, speedy—so' is mine, 

Then why should I sit in the scorner's seat 
Or hurl the cynic's ban? 

Let me live in my house by the side of the road 
And run my old Tin Can. 

Arranged by William Best. 

BEUEBEAltD'S EAST WIFE 
In the Shawangunk Mountains Where the dark, rugged, forest-covered 

slopes and the rocky ravines are reminiscent of Germany, the people tell 
a tale that is as weird as though originating in the Black Forest itself. 

This community, settled by the Swiss, Germans, and Austrians, repre-
sents those countries in miniature, for the people have brought with them 
their customs, speech and occupations. The Swiss have set up their great 
embroidery looms in which they embroider one hundred handkerchiefs at 
once; the Germans and Austrians have cultivated the farms, opened stores, 
hotels and blacksmith shops, and built sawmills for lumber and gristmills 
for grinding grain. 



I CLEAN, PRESS, REPAIR 

LADIES' AND MENS' 

WEARING APPAREL 

STUDENTS' CLOTHES 

Promptly and Carefully At-

tended To 

Delhi Tailor Shop 

Wolf Slier, Prop. 

Located Over 

Geo. D. Arbuckle's Store 

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 & HOUSTON 
Delhi, N. Y. 
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^ ^ ^ 
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LOVA WATCHES — SPORT 

STRAP WATCHES 

$9.50 to $50.00 

16; M 

Delhi 

Variety Store 

4. C. MERRITT 

Proprietor 

* * 
* 

* * 

TOYS AND STAPLE GOODS 

OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS 



The man who had built the sawmill in that locality was a bUrly, low-
browed fellow by the name of-Schwartz, whom the people disliked and feared. 
He had a bushy, blue-black beard which earned for him the name of Blue-
beard in that section for miles aroUhd. Instead of driving open as the 
others did, he broke in a team of black bulls which took him along the 
country roads at a great rate with his clothes flapping and his bearcl 
streaming in the wind. •' « 

There was another more sinister reason why people called him Blue^ 
beard under their breath. Like his namesake in the old legend he had had 
more than one wife. He would go down to Ellis Island among the immi-
grants and find a wife, provided she had some money. Then the mill would 
be improved with new machinery and business would boom. 

When the men twitted Schwartz about using his wife's money, he would 
chuckle, "Ya, ya, you wait and see; a few more wives and I have the 
finest mill in the country." 

Perhaps it was the climate or hard life, but they never lived more 
than two or three year's. They were buried with very little ceremony on 
the desolate hillside across the stream from the mill, called Old Schwartz's 
Graveyard. After a brief mourning the miller would make another trip to 
Ellis Island and bring home a new wife. 

It was an unwritten law in the household by the mill that the bride 
should wear the clothing bequeathed to her by her predecessors. But the 
idea did not suit Bluebeard's last wife, who was red-haired and independent. 
She cleared the closets of Mother Hubbard wrappers, sunbonnets and old 
shawls and had a bonfire in the back yard. So the first thing her husband 
had to do was buy her new clothes. 

The little bride was as generally liked as her husband was disliked in 
the village. Mrs. Hinckle, Wife of the postmaster, especially took her under 
her wing. Without confiding her fears the elder woman made the modern 
Fatima promise to come to her if she ever needed help. 

Time passed and at first the business flourished, but after a time dif-
ficulties arose and a brooding look settled in the somber eyes of Schwartz. 

One dark night of wind and rain, the terrified wife of the miller came to 
Hinckle's. "Hide me," she implored, "oh, Tiide me quick. I'm afraid of 
him!" 

For a week the miller searched for his wife and not finding her, he 
finally went to Ellis Island and came back with another wife. Then the 
lawful Mrs. Schwartz had him arrested for bigamy and the long-suffering 
citizens rose up against him in their wrath and drove him out of the country. 
After she won her freedom, she met a prosperous farmer—but that is another 
story. 

The ruins of the house and mill are there yet—a monument to man's 
avarice and greed. GLADYS WEST. 

A detour is the longest distance between two driven points. "JERRY." 



THE HOME OF GOOD SHOES FOR THE WHOLE FAMILY 

DELHI, I f . Y. 

DRY GOODS, NOTIONS 

Men's Furnishings, Rugs, Linoleum, Trunks, Bags, 
and Suit Cases. Glassware, Chinaware, etc. 

GEO. D. ARBUCKLE 

P. B. M E R R I L L 

THE REXALL STORE 

DRUGS — STATIONERY — BOOKS 
DELHI, NEW YORK 

STUDEBAKER AND ERSKI.VK AUTOMOBILES 

SALES AND SERVICE 
ACCESSORIES AND SUNDRIES 

Motto—"We Strive to Please" 
Delhi Motor Sales Co., Inc. 

Phone 32 



T H E O R A C L E 13 

YOUR AUTOGRAPHS 
JUNIORS 

Name Home Nickiianie 
ARCHIBALD, MARVIN . v. . . . Bovina Archie 
BROWN, EVERETT Delhi Brownie 
BRUSTER, HENRY Waverly Si 
CAPLAN, MILTON Poughkeepsie Cap 
CORNELIUS, NED . . . . Bangall Si Perkins 
FAIRBAIRN, MILLER Seager Scotty 
HANSON, LESTER Oneonta Les HART, ELMER . . Johnson City Harty 
HATCH, NELSON . . Wells Bridge Hatchie HENNESSEY, JOHNNY . . .j'if Arlington Pop HINAMAN, CARSON . . . . . Cuddebatìkville Skip 
MICHAEL, DONALD . Harpursville Mike MOORE, DELZEN . . Delhi Dizzy RESNICK, LOUIS . . Abie ROBERTSON, HUGH New Kingston Hughie SHELDON, DON . Hyde Park Don UTTER, KENNETH Stamford Ken WEIDMAN, ALBERT Oneonta Floppy WHEAT, OSCAR . . Sidney Center Wheatena 

DREAMS 
Dedicated to Whom It May Concern. 

Dream to-night, dear, of a castle in Spain, 
Of romantic figures with me as the main. 
Dream that you're holding me close in . your arms, 
Tenderly folding me—safe from all harms. 
Birds to their mgtes, in the palm trees above, 
Singing so sweetly of undying love, 
Seems like that melody pierces my heart, 
In my dreams we two never wander apart. 
The king of royal love you are in my dreams, 
I am the queen, of that same love supreme; 
So in our castle, let only love reign 
On earth as in dreams straight through to the end. 

"JERRY." 

A is for Ashe, 
Who helps sling hash. 
B is for Bob, 
Who makes hearts throb. 
C is for Carson, 
Who looks like a parson. 



Elm Tree 

Restaurant 

* * 

Regular dinners at noon 
Lunches at all hours 
Best Ice Cream in town 

* * 

THOMSON & HALL 

w/Ncmsmt 
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 lasted with the wrong tool quickly amounts to more than the-cost of the right tool. 

H. S. Graham & Sons 
120 Alain St. DELHI, N. Y. 'Plione 28 

J. E. HENNESSEY 

Breeder and Exhibitor 

of 

WIRE HAIR EOX and IRISH 

TERRIERS 

Poughkeepsie, N. Y. 
Phone 4694-W 



D is for Dumond, 
Good-looking, not dumb. 
E is for Edgar, 
Blonde, handsome, and clever. 
F is for Frank, 
Who is not a crank. 
G is for good times here, 
That we have through the school year. 
H is for Howden, an industrious chap, 
He'll never be seen with a girl on his lap. 
I is for ideas, 
Of which we have none. 
J is for Johnnies, we have three, 
A Hull, a Howd6h, and a Hennessey. 
K is for Ken Bailey, 
Whose motor-cycle runs daily. 
L is for Lang, 
Who in Ken's sidecar does hang. 
M is for Maney, 
Good-looking and brainy. 
N is for Neff. Oh, My! 
He grabs them hard and throws them high. 
O is for Owen, an English shark, 
From zero to a hundred is his usual mark. 
P is for Parker, you know, 
Who with Dorothy likes to go. 
Q is for Queer, 
We all are this year. 
R is for Robertson, we have two, 
Hughie and Harry, good-looking, too. 
S is for Sherwood, 
The happiest of all. 
T is for Taylor, 
Red-haired and tall. 
U is for Ken Utter, 
Who makes Ada's heart flutter. 
V is for their voice, 
What girl is their choice? 
W is for Wheat, 
Who is worried and neat. 
Y is for Yeomans, 
Who likes to make plans. 
X and Z can follow me, 
Away to other lands. 

By RUTH ALDRICH. 
"That's enough out of you," said the milkmaid as she moved along to the next cow. 



THE BOBBING SHOP 

We Specialize in 
HAIR CUTTING 
BOBBING 
SHAMPOOING 
SCALP TREATMENTS 

A. Decker 
Delhi, N. Y. Telephone, 267 

H. A. HOOS 

BREAD 
ROLLS and 
CAKE 



THE HEIGHT OF THE RIDICULOUS 
' One fine day in October, 

Last September in July 
The moon lay thick upon the ground, 

The mud shone in the sky. 
The flowers were singing sweetly 

And the birds were all in bloom; 
I went down in the cellar 

To sweep an upstairs room. 
The time was Tuesday morning 

On Wednesday just at night, 
I could see a thousand miles away 

A house just out of sight. 
The walls projected backward 

And the front was round the back, 
It stood alone with others 

And the fence was whitewashed black. 
'Twas evening and the rising sun 

Was setting in the night 
And everything that I could see 

Was hidden out of sight. 
While the organ peeled potatoes 

Lard was rendered by the choir; 
While the sexton rang the church bell 

Someone set the church on fire. 
"Holy Moses," shouted the sexton, 

In the rain he lost his hair, 
Now his head resembles heaven, 

For there is no parting there. 
BERTHA McGUIllE. 

Boarder—I can't read this menu card, but please bring me a good meal. 
Waiter brought in some soup. 
Boarder—That isn't enough. Bring me something else. 
Waiter brought in some cauliflower. 
Boarder—For pity sake, bring me something more. 
Waiter brought in a lobster. 
Boarder—I drank your dish water and ate your bouquet, but I'll be 

hanged if I'm going to eat your bugs. 
First Idiot—Why did they call th& first woman "Eve"? 
Second Idiot—Because she was the end of Adam's perfect day. 
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Fresh Every Day 

CIGARS 
TOBACCO 
CANDY 
ICE CREAM 
SMOKERS' ARTICLES 

* * * 

F. A. GRIFFIN 
82 Main Street 

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 
L. H. Carpenter 

Phone 178 Garage, 174 Main Street 

e ¿i. ¿S. Ö 

BUS LINES AND TAXI SERVICE 

Delhi, N. Y. 

Cars and Special Buses for Hire at All Times 



The final result of the fair showed victory for the Seniors. The Fresh-
men Were a close second with the Juniors third. This makes the Seniors 
winners two years in succession. 

The school fair banner was presented to the Seniors by Mrs. DuBois at the time of our school Christmas tree. 
The present Juniors will need to put forth their best efforts if they 

wish a banner to their credit in the assembly hall, as it will be their last 
chance. We think and hope that next year they will be victorious, and 
look forward to a successful fair next year and for many years to come. 

JOHN A. HOWDEN. 
BUNKER HILL RUSH 

Shortly ¿fter school opened the annual Bunker Hill Rush was staged 
between the Juniors and Freshmen, to determine which class should be 
supreme. The event was superintended by the Seniors. A spot was picked 
out on the bank just below the road above the D. S. Building where boundary 
lines were staked out. 

A squad of equal numbers from each class took part. The Freshmen 
had difficulty in enlisting enough men for their squad, which seems as 
though some of them felt qualms about the possible result. The Freshmen, 
stationed at the foot of the hill, had five minutes to carry the flag to the 
top and were required to hold it there two minutes. 

With the first charge the Freshmen were beaten back and the flag 
buried hopelessly beneath a mass of struggling bodies. As they were get-
ting out of bounds and hoplessly piled up, the Seniors decided to give the 
Freshmen a new start. It is believed they felt a trifle sorry for the Fresh-
man holding the flag at the bottom of the heap. 

The play was stopped and both sides lined up anew. However, the Freshmen failed to reach the top and again piled up. The five minute time found them still in a heap at the bottom, so victory was declared for the Juniors. 
Anyone wishing to train for football should take part in a Bunker Hill 

Rush and if he withstands that he may rest assured of being able to stand 
the rigors of the football field. However, no serious casualties were re-
ported, which shows that it does not compare with the one of a year ago 
when Skippy lost a couple of teeth and several others were bestreaked 
with blood. 

As a prize, a cake was presented to the Juniors by Mrs. DuBois, which some of the Freshmen were also seen to enjoy. 
The victors gave a rousing cheer for the defeated, but still consider them subject to their every wish. 

JOHN A. HOWDEN. 
There was a young lady from Niger 
Who smiled as she rode on a tiger, 

They came back from the ride 
With the lady inside 

And the smile on the face of the tiger. 



AT THE TABLE 

It is Quality and Taste 
That Count — Not the 
Price. 

E. H. Paine 
Groceries 

ELMER YORK 
PAINTER 
PAPER HANGER and 
DECORATOR 

Full line of Moore's and Bar-
reled Sunlight Paints. 

Uptown Paint Store 
'PHONE 227-K 

KINGSTON HOUSE 

J. W. Rider, Prop. 

DELHI, N. Y. 

Running Water in Every Room 

THE STYLE SHOP 

LADIES' FURNISHINGS 
and 

GIFTS 

Luella Jackson 
Cor. Kingston and Main Sts. 

'PHONE 164-K 

FRANK D. ROBINSON 

The Store of Service, Quality 
and Low Prices. 

Young Men's Shoes, Tennis 
Shoes, Sport Coats, Sweaters, 
School Supplies, Groceries, 
Dry Goods, Candies, etc. 

PLUMBING 
Hardware 
Roofing 
Western Ammunition 
Paints and Glass 
Stoves and Furnaces 

A. W. Dnbben 



On January tenth the Training Class and the Senior Class met and 
elected the following officers for the staff of the Fidelitas, the annual 
year book: 

Editor-in-Chief, Charles Ashe; Assistant Editor-in-Chief, Alice Pomeroy; 
Literary Editor, Geraldine Hornbeck; Assistant Literary Editors, Mary 
Dailey, Mary Hager; Art Editor, Hope Carkuff; Assistant Art Editors, Vir-
ginia Russell, Mary Doyle; Athletics Editor, Kenneth Bailey; Assistant 
Athletics Editor, Parker Utter; Joke Editor, Bertha McQuire; Assistant 
Joke Editor, Roger Neff; Business Manager, Clarence Maney; Assistant Busi-
ness Manager, John Howden; Photo Manager, Ada Foster; Assistant Photo 
Manager, Dorothy Avery; Advertising Manager, Charles Hager; Assistant 
Advertising Manager, David Lang. 

The Little Rock. 
I wish I was a little rock 

A-settin' on a hill, 
A-doin' nothing all day long 

But just a-settin' still. 
I wouldn't eat, I wouldn't sleep, 

I wouldn't even wash, 
I'd set and set and rest myself 

A thousand years, By Gosh! 
—Copied. 

A Salesman—Mr. Jones, can you give me a room for the night? 
Mr. Jones (the hotel keeper)—Oh, yes. I've got a beautiful room for 

you. It- is the same bed that William Jennings Bryan slept in. 
The salesman retired for the night. 
Mr. Jones (the next morning)—How did you sleep last night? 
The Salesman—I wouldn't have minded sleeping in the bed that 

Bryan slept in, but I didn't say I'd sleep with the whole Democratic party. 
A Scotch farmer, being elected to the school board, visited the village 

school to test the intelligence of the pupils. First he asked: "Who in the 
room can tell me what nothing is?" 

After a moment's silence, a small boy in the back seat rose and said: 
"It's what yuh gived me t'other day fer holdin' yer horse." 

No more questions were asked. 
Algy met a bear, 
The bear was bulgy— 
The bulge was Algy. 

Mother—Jimmy, how is it that you're always at the foot of the class? 
Jimmy—It doesn't make any difference, because they teach the same 

at both ends. 



DAYTOVS GARAGE * 

FORD SALES AND SERVICE 
FIRESTONE TIRES 

* 

Delhi, N. Y. 

HAIR CUTTING—BOBBING 

HAFELE'S 

SANITARY BARBER SHOP 

119 Main Street 

THE CANNON FBEE LIBBARY 
Delhi, N. Y. 

Open every day except Sun-
days and holidays, from 9 to 
12 A. M.; from 2 to 5 P. M. 
and Tuesday, Thursday and 
Saturday evenings from 7 to 9. 

YOU'RE NEXT 

Prompt Service—Skilled Bar-
bers—Sanitary Methods 

If you don't know this shop 
"Get Next" 

LAYMAN'S BARBER SHOP 
Delhi, New York 

H O W A R D C O U L T E R 

Delhi, N. Y. Andes, N. Y. 
GOODYEAR TIRES—PARTS AND ACCESSORIES 



ALUMNI GAME 
The annual alumni game was played December 8. The alumni lineup 

showed the best Ag. players of previous years. The alumni made an ex-
cellent showing and our boys had to hustle to beat them. Very good spirit 
and sportsmanship was shown on both sides, and all thoroughly enjoyed 
the game. This excellent sportsmanship speaks well for our school and the 
school spirit which our graduates carry away with them. 

The final score was 29-39 in favor of the Aggies. 
Among those back were: Bookhout, Sliter, Milton and George Smith, 

Karsten, Harry Robertson, Griggs, Emerick, and others, and a good turnout 
of alumni girls. 

AGGIES VS. YY VI TON 
December 14 a very fast and hard game was played at Walton by our 

boys. The final score was 21-22* in favor of Walton. No score card is avail-
able for this game. 

COOPEKSTOWN VS. AGGIES 
Saturday the 5th of January, ~Cooperstown High School defeated the 

Aggies. We were very unfortunate in having only three of our first team 
men present. The missing members included our forwards, which put us 
at a great disadvantage. 

Cooperstown showed a good defense. The refereeing was very good. 
Score was as follows: COOPERSTOWN (16) 

F.G. F. 
Adams . 4 
Goddard 2 

AGGIES 
T.P. 

(9) 
F.G. F. T.P. 

Hanlon 
Mitchell 
Kraham 
Meechan 
Lippet . 

Totals 

12 Hall 0 3 3 
4 Robertson 1 2 4 
0 Wilson 0 1 1 
0 Hatch 0 1 1 
0 Yoemans 0 0 0 
0 
0 

16 Totals 1 7 9 
JOHN A. HOWDEN. 

Wlien We Feel Foolish. 
Hennessey—What's that little brown spot on your neck? 
Hatch—Nothing but a freckle. 
Hennessey—Humph, that's funny. I never saw a freckle walk before. 
Hall—Gee, that last girl I went with certainly made a fool out of me. 
Hansen—Some girls surely do make lasting impressions, don't they? 



"THE STORE FOR MEN" 
Latest style in young men's clothing 
and furnishings. Aggies always find 
a welcome. 



Revised But Not, Advised. 
If wishes were horses, beggars would have tin lizzies. . . . 
Never put off for tomorrow what you can do two weeks from now. . . 
Several dazes make one weak. 
A new gloom weeps clean. . . . 
There's an exception to every rule? Well, as a rule there is. . . . 
A rolling stone gathers momentum. . . . 

Early to wed, 
Early too wise, 

Makes a wreck 
Of lots of guys. . . . 

I call my bread "Lucky"; it's toasted. . . . 
Children should be seen, not obscene. 

S. CASSEN, '29. 
Modern Girl—I understand that the girls of your time "set their caps" 

for men, Grandma. 
Grandma—Yes, child, but not their kneecaps. 
Doctor—Perhaps you drink too much coffee. I should advise you to 

try a substitute. 
Patient—Doctor, your advice is superfluous. I have lived in boarding 

houses for twenty-five years. 
Johnny—Mother, how did you come to marry father? 
Mother—He saved me from drowning. 
Johnny—Is that why father doesn't ever want me to go in swimming? 
Mutt—I like to kiss a girl who hasn't a lot of rouge on her lips. 
Butt—Not me! I like to get there before the other fellows do. 
Little Jane—I s'pose I ought to be looking for a husband now, Auntie. 
Old Maid—Why, dear? 
Little Jane—I heard daddy say you'd been looking for one for twenty 

years, so I'd better begin early. DOT NEFF. 
Jake—What's the difference between vision and sight? 
Pete—That's easy. My girl is a vision, yours is a sight. 



Public Service Garage 
AUTO SALES AGENCY 
OAKLAND — PONTIAC 

GAS — OIL — ACCESSORIES 
REPAIR WORK 

3C. 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 

We are Headquarters for 
Ralston Shoes for Men Queen Quality Shoes for Women J. L. Taylor & Co. Clothing Hansen Gloves Daniel Green Felt Slippers Basketball Shoes Choice Groceries 

ELLIOTT & NICHOLS 



Tur—Wonder why this Egyptian mummy exhibit is labeled, "Handle 
With Care"? 

Key—Probably because it's got a glass eye. 
1st Parent—What became of your offspring? 
2nd Sufferer—Oh, he went to college Jj got his raccoon coat in two years; 

was a pretty foxy kid in his third year; and graduated with a sheepskin. 
Germ—I hear backseat drivers must carry a license. 
Any—Yes, marriage license. 
"Why does a woman drink water from a glass? This' one is so good I 

really shouldn't tell it. However, thanks for the kind attention, usually 
because she's thirsty." 

If to err is human, a lot of people we know are certainly a boon to 
humanity. . . . 

Teacher—How many senses are there? 
Pupil—Six. 
Teacher—That's funny, I only have five. 
Pupil—I know it. The other is common sense. 
Jim—I heard that your wife made a very short visit out West. How 

was that? 
Hank—Say, don't you know that' they have awful cold weather out 

there? One morning they had double zero. 
Teacher—Please pay attention while I read the following sentence. 
She reads—A large strange bird sat on the branch of a tree. 
Teacher—We will now pick out phrases and give the syntax of each. 

Helen, what is on the branch of a tree? 
Helen—A large strange bird. 
Teacher (in Economics Class)—What is the difference between capital 

and labor? 
Pupil—Well, if I lent someone ten dollars it would be capital, but if I 

tried to get it back it would be labor. 
Jim—Say, can you tell me why girls leave home? 
Mary—No. 
Jim—Because they can't take it with them. 
The Tourist—Please bring me a cup of hot tea. 
Waitress returns immediately with a cup of weak tea. 
The Tourist—Say, miss, I'd just as soon drink my hot water without 

the coloring in it. 



MAKE 
SMALLEY'S THEATRE 

TOUR HOME FOR ENTERTAINMENT 
ALWAYS A GOOD SHOW 

STAMFORD DELHI WALTON 

SOMMER & LEWIS 
WILLYS-KNIGHT AND WHIPPET CARS'—.BUICK GMC 

TRUCKS — FARM IMPLEMENTS AND BARN 
EQUIPMENT 
DELHI, N. Y. 

D E L H I PA1MT <SL P A P E R STORI 
C. W. HILL 

EVERYTHING A GOOD PAINT STORE SHOULD CARRY 
Phone 249 Delhi, N. Y. 

DELHI, N. Y. 

T R A N D M U S I C S H O I 
COLONIAL AND ZENITH RADIOS 
ORTHOPHONIC VICTROLAS 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS 

108 MAIN STREET 



Charles—They all say I have eyes like my father's. 
Doyle—You must be pop-eyed then. 
Red Traver—Girls are prettier than men. 
Red Owen—Naturally. 
Red T.—No, artificially. 
Summer Boarder—What kind of a cow is this—a Jersey? 
Farmer—No, miss, this is a Holstein. 
Summer Boarder—I see. And have you any of that new breed—the Acid-

ophilus? 
John Howden—What church do you belong to? 
Barley—None. 
J. H.—Well, what church do you go to when you do go? 
Barley—If you must know, the church which I stay away from most of 

the time when I don't go is the Baptist. • 
Nearly everyone has a well developed bump of curiosity and what does it lead to? 

•UAvop apisdn as^d am Suiuan; o; sp-eaj 'OSBO siq; ut jpAV 

Home Made Candies, Ice Cream 

TRY OUR HOT AND COLD DRINKS 
LIGHT LUNCHES 

WE'RE OPEN AT ALL TIMES 

Delhi Candy Kitchen 
MAIN STREET 


