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Éditorial 

THINK BEFORE ¥0U SPEAK 

How many people think before they speak? I feel sure that the ma-
jority of them do not as a general rule/ I plead guilty for myself. Never-
theless, I think it is a good idea to consider things once in a while before 
rendering an opinion, or to consider how a thing is going to sound before 
¡saying it. 

Very often you can hurt people's feelings or even worse, start some-
thing which will be a source of embarrassment to them for some time. 
This is done very often, if unintentionally, nevertheless effectively. I do 
not say that a person should always be serious. It is not necessary to be 
serious and this would be a pretty poor place to live if everyone were. I 
do say, that when speaking of important things, at least, a person should 
"use his, head" as much as possible. 

I recall various instances where a thoughtless statement or gibe has 
gone much deeper and caused much greater pain than was intended. 

The fact that a person says such a thing is not, to my way of think-
ing ,an indication that he is of a mean disposition but rather due to the 
fact that when he feels the impulse tp say something, lie says it regardless 
of the effect it may have, 

E, H, 



Literary 

LINCOLN 
Born in a cabin barren, 

Reared in a pioneer home, 
Ambitious, honest, persevering, 

He strove through life alone. 

Who better could answer the call 
Of a nation in distress, 

A nation broken in pieces, 
But a strong nation, nevertheless. 

He, steered that ship o'er the storm-tossed sea, 
All but broken in two; 

And brought it safe into harbor, 
Then left it with no adieu. 

He stood the strain of warfare, 
Of all life's sorrows sore. 

He comforted the lonely, 
He is loved more and more. 

Who could forget that captain? 
Who could have taken the place 

Of that leader meek and lowly 
Made famous by God's Grace? 

Thus Lincoln has lived in the years gone by, 
And will dwell in the years to come, 

In the heart of every American true, 
From Seattle to Washington. 

E. P. 

LINCOLN AND HIS BOOKS 
When Abraham Lincoln was a boy, he had but few of the opportunities 

which most boys have to-day. In his log cabin home there were not lamps 
to give light at night and so he had to use candles, but only on rare occa-
sions, for even candles in those days were very precious. There was a big 
fireplace in one end of the house and there was plenty of wood. The 
room was usually lighted in this manner. 

It was in front of this fire that Lincoln studied his books each night. 
In this way he studied arithmetic. He had no slate, nor paper to write 
upon, but instead of these he used a smooth board or a large wooden 
shovel. He used pieces of charcoal for a pencil. When the board or 
shovel was full of figures, he would take a knife and scrape it clean, ready 
for the next night's work. 

In Lincoln's home there were only four books, two of which wer§ 



"Pilgrim's Progress" and the Bible. Abraham read these books. When-
ever a neighbor bought a new one Lincoln would borrow it. 

One day he walked three miles to borrow a copy of a "Life of Washing-
ton," which was owned by a farmer. That night Lincoln read until mid-
night and as he read his heart was filled with a wish to become a man 
like George Washington. When he had crept up the ladder to his bed, he 
laid the book in a crack between two logs, so in the morning he could 
finish it before rising. Just before daylight he was aroused by the patter 
of rain on the roof. He reached for the book but was dismayed to find 
that it was soaked with rain. He went downstairs and built a fire to dry 
the book, but do what he could, it did not look the same. 

After breakfast he carried the book back to its owner. "I'm very sorry," 
he said, "but the book is ruined. What can I do to make it right with you?" 

The neighbor said that the book was worth seventy-five cents and 
that he needed some help in the corn Afield. If Abraham would work for 
him three days, he might have the book for his own. 

Lincoln was pleased with the arrangement and three days he toiled 
for his neighbor. 

Lincoln read this book many times and carried it wherever he went. 

From that time, the (one great) hero whom he admired most was George 

Washington, J. M. 

ABRAHAM LINCOLN 

"A blend of mirth and sadness, smiles and tears; 

A quaint knight,errant of the pioneers; 
A homely hero, born of star and sod; 
A peasant prince; a masterpiece of God." 

How well this bit of poetry fits the greatest hero in American history. 
Abraham Lincoln was born in a log cabin'on February 12, 1909, in 

Hardin County, Kentucky. When "Abe" was seven years old the family 
moved to Indiana. A year later Mrs. Lincoln died and this drove his 
father back to Kentucky. Mr. Lincoln married again and Abe's step-mother 
was such a great help to him in his youth that he said of her, "All that I 
am or hope to be, I owe to my angel mother." 

Lincoln was a very intelligent boy. He studied the Bible regularly and 
Also read many good books. When he was fourteen he could read and write 
with ease. At the age of seventeen Abe reached his full height, six feet 
four inches. His knowledge, his humor and his gift for telling stories made 
him a favorite. 

Abraham Lincoln was a success in politics. He wasn't afraid of re-
sponsibility and worked hard for the things that he believed were right. 

In 1860, he was elected President of the United States. During the 
Civil War, Lincoln's first thoughts were for the salvation of the country. 
In 1863 he issued the Emancipation Proclamation. Why did he do this? 
For the good of his country. 

On April 14, 1865, John Wilkes Booth, a half-crazed actor, shot Lincoln 

when he was watching a play in Ford's Theatre, in Washington. 
How true it was, that which Mr, Getman tolcl us in chapel one morn-



ing: "When Lincoln died he left a lonesome place against the sky." The 
whole world mourned for him, but his life was a wonderful example for 
others. 

The closing sentence in his second inaugural address shows his atti-
tude toward his fellow men. 

"With malice toward none; with charity for all; with firmness in the 
right, as God gives us to see the right, let us strive on to finish the work 
we are in; to bind up the nation's wounds; to care for him who shall have 
borne the battle, and for his widow, and for his orphan—to do all which 
may achieve and cherish a just and lasting peace among ourselves, and 
with all nations." 

D. A. 

CAPTAIN ABRAHAM LINCOLN AND THE INDIANS 

Among the rough young men of the frontier, Abraham Lincoln was 
famous for his quick wit and great strength. Many stores are told of his 
courage in rescuing the weak and helpless from danger, often at the risk 
of his life 

When Lincoln was serving as captain in the Black Hawk War, there 
wandered into camp a poor old Indian. This Indian was very old, and 
carried no weapons, so he was not dangerous. He was just a forlorn, 
hungry old man in search of food. 

"Injun white man's friend," he cried to the soldiers, taking a paper 
from his belt and holding" it out to them. 

The paper was a pass from the general, saying that the old man was 
a peaceful, friendly Indian, but the soldiers became very excited and paid 
no attention to the pass. 

"Kill him! Scalp him! Shoot him!" they cried, running for their 
weapons. 

As they were fighting against Indians, they would not allow this man 
to escape. 

"Me good Injun! Big White Chief says so—see talking paper," pro-
tested the Indian, again offering them the paper. 

The men handled the Indian so roughly and made so much noise that 
the captain was awakened. 

"What is all the trouble about ?" he demanded. 
There was no answer. 

The Indian showed his pass, which proved that he was a friendly In-
dian from General Cass' Division. Lincoln knew at once the pass was 
genuine. 

The captain ordered one of his men to give the captive food and set 
him free. The poor man could not speak his thanks, so he knelt down and 
kissed the feet of the captain. 

The men went about their work and the trouble was over. No man 

desired to try his strength with Lincoln, who w$s ready to protect a 

friendless Indian with his own life, 

M. R, 



ABRAHA3I LINCOLN 

Abraham Lincoln is the man who, in all probability, will remain the 
world's hero. Though the young boy now leans toward Lindbergh, when 
he is older, the firmness, the staunchness, and the reliability of Lincoln's 
character will grow to mean more and more to him. Remembering Lin-
coln's words, "With a firmness in the right as God gives us to see the 
right, let us strive on," how could anyone do that which he knew was 
wrong? Sympathy was the keynote of Lincoln's life. He would never 
help anyone unless he was positive that it was right. Do we always stop 
and consider our neighbor's feelings as this great man did? 

R. McM. 

LINCOLN 

Who -grould have imagined some 122 years ago that a small and humble 
cabin situated on a stony hillside near Hodgenville, Kentucky, would become 
a national, or rather a world, relic? Yes, it was there, in that humble log 
cabin that the immortalized Abraham Lincoln was born. 

Lincoln was born in Kentucky, February 12, 1809 A. D. His first books 
were the Bible, Aesop's Fables, Pilgrim's Progress, Robinson Crusoe, 
Weem's Life of Washington, and the United States History. Later on the 
poems of Burns and the plays of Shakespeare became his favorites. At 
the age of nineteen, he took a cargo down the river to New Orleans, where 
he got his first impression of slavery ; which impression had been imprinted 
on his juvenile heart, never to be erased. 

In 1832 he joined a volunteer company and as a captain he served five 
weeks in the Black Hawk War. After his return from the war, he opened 
a country store, and at the same time was appointed postmaster of New 
Salem, Illinois. While working, he began to study law. Due to his un-
successful business, he found a position as a surveyor. 

In 1834 he was elected as a member of the Illinois Legislature, to which 
he was again returned at the three following biennial elections. Two years 
later he was licensed to practice law. In 1846 he was elected as repre-
sentative in Congress for the central district of Illinois and voted steadily in 
Congress with the Antislavery Party. In 1854 he was unsuccessful in an 
attempt to enter the United States Senate. 

In 1858 he was engaged in a famous controversy with Stephen A. 

Douglas, the Democratic candidate. This debate gave Lincoln a national 

reputation. 
In 1860 he was nominated as a candidate for the presidency. In No-

vember he gained the majority over his several opponents, and was elected 
President of the United States. 

The Southern States, defeated and alarmed at the aggressive anti-
slavery policy of the North, formed the Southern Confederacy, and in April 
the first blow of the Civil War was struck by capturing the Fort Sumter, 
in Charleston harbor, by the Confederates. Lincoln tried to avoid a civil 
conflict, but no means was enough to prevent it. In 1864 Lincoln was re-
elected President and in 1865 General Grant was victorious over Lee; then, 
the bloodshed was over April 9. 



More blood was poured oil the great book of our history and that blood 
sprung from that noble and warm-hearted Lincoln. His blood had written 
the glorious word, "freedom." 

The humble log cabin is still there as it was 129 years ago: a beacon 
to perpetuate that light of idealism and freedom for all. 

F. P. 

A HARD-EARNED VALENTINE 

The snow was falling fast and heavy. Steven and his gang were out-
side, making snowballs. 

"Bet you can't hit that window there," yelled one boy. 
"Bet I can, too," retorted Steve. 
The snowball whizzed past them, and went "crash" right into the 

window. 
The boys fled. Steve stood still. What could he do now? He didn't 

mean to break the glass. What would his mother say? She must not 
know. 

"I've got you now, young man. You'll pay for this. Take me to your 
home," demanded a big, husky man. Steve could not run now. He was 
caught. 

"I didn't mean it, mister. The boys dared me. Honest, I didn't mean 
it." 

Steve led the man to his house. The man did not intend to let him go. 
"Oh, if only he'd let go of my collar," thought Steve. 
Steve entered the house. His mother was sewing, as usual. Her 

sewing and Steve's selling papers were their only means of livelihood. 
"Good evening, Madame," said the man. "Your son has just thrown a 

snowball through my window and I'm going to be paid for it." 
"Is that true, Steve?" questioned his mother. 
"Yes, Mother," said Steve. 
"Get your bank and pay the man for the window." 
The next day Steve was out selling papers as usual. He was heart-

broken. Valentine's Day was here, and he could not buy his mother the 
red, heart-shaped box of candy he had seen in the neighborhood candy 
store. His money had gone to pay for the broken window. 

As he was standing on the corner, he heard a fire engine clanging down 
the street. The people were all moving out of the way. 

"Watch out, here comes the fire-engine!" was the alarm. 
Steve turned. The fire truck was approaching quickly. A little girl 

was crossing the street. 
"She can never make it," thought Steve. With a dash he caught the 

girl in time to save her from the wheels of the heavy truck. 
That night Steve brought the heart-shaped box of candy home to his 

mother. Steve's mother never knew exactly what had happened. All he 
told her was that a kind-hearted gentleman had given him ten dollars for 
not allowing his girl to cross the street whe nthe figre-engine came along. 
She never knew that Steve had almost lost his life. 

JESSIE GOLDSTEIN. 



VALENTINE LAMENT 

Old St. Valentine, hear me pray, 
Why do you come on a winter's day? 
The brook is still, the sun doesn't shine, 
The trees are bare, can't you see, Valentine? 
Flowers don't grow, the birds are away, 
Snow, Ice and Cold are kings to-day. 

How, St. Valentine, tell me here 
Of a flower to send to my love so dear; 
A message to send to heart of gold, 
How can I find it, out in the cold? 
The garden is dead; the leaves don't blow, 
Oh! what can I find in a garden of snow? 

I have it now, old St. Valentine, 
The words to send to that love of mine; 
Not in the garden, where I've searched through and through 
For a blossom, to tell of my love so true, 
But down from heaven, in the snow from above 
Comes the truth to tell, to my lady love. 

Little dear—loveliest lady, mine, 
I want to send you a Valentine, 
But flowers and sunshine are far away; 
Cold, gray winter is king for to-day, 
Buds will not grow—sun will not shine; 
What shall I do for your Valentine? 

I've asked St. Valentine to tell me here 
Why he must come at this time of year. 
There are plenty of days when flowers are white 
And plenty of days when sunbeams are bright, 
But now, when everything's dark and drear, 
Why must you come, St. Valentine, dear? 

I've hunted our garden through and through 
For a bud to tell of my love so true, 
But the blossoms slept, and the buds were dead, 
The white falling snow came down on my head; 
So, darling, loveliest lady mine, 
Here, take my Heart for your Valentine. 

L. MacE. 

ST. VALENTINE'S DAY 

The custom of sending valentines can be traced back to a practice 
among the ancient Romans. 

. On the 14th of February a feast was held in honor of the God, Pan. 
At this feast is was the custom for each one to draw a girl's name from 



the box, this girl being his valentine and partner for the feast. He was 
also supposed to be faithful to her during the following year. 

The name of St. Valentine's Day has been given to this day only because 
of coincidence of dates. St. Valentine, who was a bishop in Rome, was 
very successful in converting pagans to Christianity. The Emperor became 
angry with him and had him put to death, February 14, A. D. 270. When 
the saint was placed in the calendar, his name was given to this day. 

I. B. 

WASHINGTON 
America has furnished to the world the character of Washington. ' And 

if our American institutions had done nothing else, that alone would have 
entitled them to the respect of mankind. Washington! "First in war, 
first in peace, and first in the hearts of his countrymen!" Washington is 
all our own! The enthusiastic veneration and regard in which the people 
of the United States hold him prove them to be worthy of such a country-
man; while his reputation abroad reflects the highest honor on his country. 
I would cheerfully put the question to-day to the intelligence of Europe and 
the world, What character of the century, upon the whole, stands out in 
the relief of history, most pure, most respectable, most sublime? And I 
doubt not, that by a suffrage approaching to unanimity, the answer would 
be, Washington! WEBSTER., 

SOME HYSTERICAL ERRORS IN AMERICAN HISTORY 
I never could understand how our history writers ever strayed so far 

from the truth. Wouldn't you think that our government would have taken 
more pains to guard the records than to let them be tampered with by 
every individual who wanted his own ideas expressed? 

Take for instance the lives of George Washington and Anthony Wayne. 
Most of the history books have George out stalking for red-skins, when the 
world knows that his favorite sport was golf. Wayne was also known to 
devote much of his time to playing golf. 

"Come on, George," said Wayne. "We musket going if we are to finish 
before dark." 

Then George knocked the ball straight into the rough. It looked like 
a difficult shot to George. 

"What a lie!" he said. "Just my luck, too, dog-gone it." 
Then he took a wild swat at the pill and it went straight for the hole. 
"That was a good lie," said Wayne. "Can't you tell a good lie when 

you see it?" 
"No, I cannot tell a lie!" snapped George angrily. 
And think of it! Our historians draw a conclusion from this that 

Washington always told the truth. 
As the afternoon wore on, Washington grew more and more peeved. 

Then followed what is commonly known as the Battle of Bunker Hill. 
There was a little knoll on the course called Bunker Hill. Wayne landed 
the pill between two rocks on this hill. He swung his putter till it sang 
like an infant-cyclone, and the divots flew in all directions. This was the 
Battle of Bunker Hill. 



It is still unknown what really did happen to George, but for the rest 
of the game he simply could not hit the ball. His aim was low and instead 
of hitting the ball he hit the tee and broke it. For the next half-hour 
George broke every tee that Wayne passed out to him. This was the 
Bustin' Tee Party. How this incident ever became confused with a story 
about a cargo of tea in Boston Harbor is more than I can see. 

H. C. A. 

BE A SPORT! 
Do not fret and frown and stew, 
Smile! That's the only thing to do; 

Be a sport. 
Though skies may be blue or gray, 
After a while things will come your way, 
Whether they do or not,—anyway, 

Be a sport. D. T. 

MY FIRST DAY IN A RURAL SCHOOL 
2+2=4. Why, child, can't you see? How could it be anything else? 

Why, if you had two apples and I gave you two more, you would have four. 
Don't you know that these two fingers and these two put together make 
four? See! Now, two and two are what? 

Oh! I've poured over theorem and theory for hours, but I never learned 
what to do to fill up the empty space in those big blue eyes as they looked 
up at me. I gritted my teeth. No, there wasn't mockery or mischief 
there. There was only emptiness. I suppose I could have stood him in 
a corner. I could have "ruled" his hands. Maybe I could have made him 
write 2+2=4 a hundred times on the board. But here it was four o'clock, 
so I just let him go home. 

I suppose it was a good thing, too. Now I could review my theories 
and solve the problem. The funny part of it was, I discovered that no 
one had ever told us what to do if the child forgot that 2+2=4. But then 
there are some things which we are never told, even in training class. We 
are told to use our craniums, our ingenuity if we would rather. 

I can't tell you all the processes I worked out, but I ended up by 
thinking of a teacher I once had. She didn't always fill up the blank 
spaces in children's eyes in two seconds. No, she even let 2+2=4 take 
its own course. Why, I can scarcely remember that she ever taught it 
to me. To-day I remember only her love, her sincerity and above all her 
patience. Now I guess I have it. To-morrow, if those eyes still look 
blank, I shall square my shoulders and keep thinking: 

"Not the real, but the ideal." A, E, C, 

A SHORT STOEY 
Mule in a barnyard, lazy and sick; 
Boy with a pin on the end of a stick; 
Boy Jabbed the mule; mule gave a lurch-
Services Monday at the M. B. Church. 

—American Boy Magazine. 



MY SISTER'S BEAt 

My sister has a beau, 
He is a funny gink, 

He calls on Tuesday evenings 
And it always makes me think 

Of that one Tuesday evening 
When he called so long ago 

And he and she went strolling 
In that garden all aglow. 

1 crept up close behind them 
And listened to his lies, 

He whispered that he loved her 
And she gave some awful sighs» 

They kept this up for hours 
'Till I thought I'd nearly die; 

At last, an inspiration struck me 
And I thought I could reply. 

He gave an awful yelp— 
Now what had I done? 

I stuck him with my tie pin 
Just to have a little fun. 

A. M. N. 

PRACTICED' AM) PREACHIN' 
"People, will you please sit up in your seats? This is no time for you 

to be lying down. If you're too tired to sit up, you should have stayed 
home and gone to bed. Walter, take your feet out of the aisle. The first 
thing you know someone will stumble over them. It seems to me I've 
told you that forty-eleven times if I have once. Now, see if you can't 
remember." That's the opening and closing words of the church we at-
tend daily. 

"Miss ????, I left my book in the hall. May I get it?" 

"Yes, James, but why can't you just as well bring your books in when 
you come? I get sick and tired of these people who are always forgetting 
something. Shut the door when you go out, so you won't let in any cold. 
Land knows, it's as cold as a barn in here now. 

"You may take out your arithmetic books now." 
By the sound one would surely think the congregation was getting 

ready to sing the last hymn and go home at the same time. Occasionally 
a book drops to the floor, but finally the room quiets down. 

"Pass in your papers that you had for to-day." "I haven't mine done," comes the chorus from about half the group. 

"But why? You knew perfectly well that I assigned those first twenty 

problems at the top of page 102." (1-0-2 -"But I didn't," is what the 

pupils think.) 



"I didn't have any paper." "I forgot'to take my book home." "I didn't 
know we had to write them out." "I don't know how to do them," ring out 
like the confession of sins. 

Like all sinners, they must make their sacrifice, and a hard one, too. 
Each one who didn't hand in a paper is relieved of his recess period and 
some of his time after school. 

"Everyone clear his desk and get ready for writing. James, that 
includes you, too. George, go to the basket and spit out your gum before 
we begin. 

"Take penmanship position. All right, begin. 1—2—3—4, 1—2—3—4, 
1—2—3—4, 1—2—3—4, 1—2—3—4." 

We are being sung to sleep. Our heads begin to nod and drop for-
ward. At a glance, one would never know whether they were writing with 
their noses or pens. 

"Heads-up," echoes through the church like the shot of a gun. Pupils 
stop writing, but their heads are up as commanded. 

"Oh, is school out? My goodness, it seems as though we might be half 
through to-morrow. We can truly say that it's the end of a perfect day." 

M. E. H. 

School Activities 

THE JUNIOR PROM 

On Friday evening, February 6th, a big event in the life of the Junior 
Class took place. This event is commonly known as the Junior Prom. 

In the late afternoon of that day members of the class with the help 
of Miss Brown and two or three Training Class girls decorated the ball 
room very beautifully with banners and purple and gold streamers. 

At nine o'clock music from a local orchestra brought the dancers to-
gether in the ball room. Dancing was then enjoyed by many until 12 
o'clock, the dance closing with strains of "Home Sweet Home." 

We were very glad to see several of our alumni friends back with us. 
We sincerely hope to be invited next year, as we always receive great plea-
sure in renewing old acquaintances. 

After the close of the dance, cocoa and sandwiches were sold. The 
proceeds of which went for the benefit of the Red Cross. 

Now, as a member of the Training Class of 1931, I wish to thank you 
of the Junior Class of 1932 for giving us such an enjoyable evening. 

M. V. W. 

JANUARY 15, COUNTRY LIFE CLUB 

To all of you who are not regular attendants of Country Life, we want 
to extend a special invitation. 

On February 15, we had our entertainment, which was as follows: 
Frances Moat recalled the days when she took piano lessons. It was 

just one of the ordinary everyday occurrences with little girls who don't 
care to practice. She gave us quite a "low-down," even including the con-



versation she overheard betweeii Alice and Doc, who said good-night on 

the banister twelve times. 
The audience was shocked to see Magnolia, a part played by one ot 

the smal ler training class girls, Anne Neff, and Mrs. I. B. Dumb, played 
by the tallest training class girl, Jessie Goldstein. About that scene I 
have very little to say, except that Magnolia made a cute little girl and 

played her part very well. 
We imported a farmer from Grahamsville and a farmerette from Mar-

garetville to produce the next play we had. If I tell you too much about 
the play you may not come next time, so I'll just say that they were in a 
serious difficulty about crossing a railroad track. Harold Ahlquist was the 
station agent and what an agent he made! 

Miss Thomann next furnished a few solos. It was given so well that 

she had a chorus before she was through. 
Miss Roosa and Mr. Wolff entertained us with what started as a mys-

tery play, but ended as a checker game. This was just an excuse for them 
and for Miss VanWagenen to "crack" a few jokes on the rest of us. They 
were just as entertaining as the Oklahoma Cowboys, if not more so, and 
no admission was charged. . . 

The noted actress, Miss Brown, and her frail troupe of sheiks, the Ag. 
boys produced an astronomy play which we will never forget, especially 
the training class girls, who found it very helpful in Miss Williams' as-
tronomy class. . . 

Our friend, Fred Pglleri, then danced with one of the cutest training 
class dolls. The boys all fell in love with her at first sight. I believe Fred 

has to seek a new "belle" now. 

The boys told us they greatly enjoyed the folk dances which the girls 

did for their benefit. The audience was very much pleased with the enter-

tainment. There always is an interesting program. You are all invited to 

attend Country regularly. « 

COUNTRY LIFE CLUB 

On January 29 we had the great pleasure of seeing the "Brothers of 
Delta Theta Gamma" in action. Their program included the wedding of 
two of their most serious members, Roland Wakeman, the blushing bride, 
and Elmer Traver, the gushing groom. The bride was attended by Horton 
Couch who wore a charming short dress of faded lace. Little Ronald 
Meade and Seager Fairbairn were darling as flower girl and ring bearer. 
Arthur Arnst, best man; Bernard Barrett, usher; and Lewis MacEwen, tram 
bearer, were all charmingly attired in blue and gold ties. David Jones 
and Miller Fairbairn, parents of the bride, presented a heart-rending scene 
as they saw their only child entering the battlefield of life. Ralph W. 
Taylor, a lifelong friend of the family, who had rushed to the scene from 
Hobart, performed the ceremony in a black gown. Mr. Taylor's deep bass 
voice contrasted well with the soprano shrieks of the groom. After the 
groom kissed the bride, the bride, who couldn't help it, kissed the groom, 

and they left in the midst of a shower. 
There followed that same night a very serious event, for Mr. Taylor, 



who had suffered long and silently, succumbed, and Dr. Wakeman was 
called in to operate. With the use of delicate instruments such as meat 
saws, cleaners, horse nippers, butcher knives and screw drivers an enor-
mous tooth was extracted from the Rev.'s jaw, and he was taken home 
to recuperate. 

Mr. Evenden, one of the younger members of the fraternity, then told 
a bed-time story, while seated on the piano. 

We enjoyed the entertainment immensely and hope the frat. boys will 
appear in public soon again. 

R. W. T. and A. E. C. 

THE YALENTOE PARTY 

The Valentine party, sponsored by the officers of "Country Life," proved 
to be a big success. 

It being February 12, the opening was dedicated to Lincoln. Patriotic 
and negro songs were sung; a responsive reading of Lincoln's Gettysburg 
Address and the Flag Salute were given. 

Following this, a short program was put on by the members of 
Country Life. The first number was a scene entitled, "A Bachelor's 
Dream," with Leo Wolff taking the leading role. "In his armchair beside 
the glowing fireplace sits the old retired bachelor, dozing. His dozing turns 
to dreams and he sees visions of the girls he once loved and nearly mar-
ried. One by one they pass before him, twelve in number. The dying 
embers grow brighter as he catches a glimpse of the last figure, that of 
the beautiful, yet demure, bride. Something within him seems to stir and 
as she stoops and kisses his forehead he follows her, with outstretched 
arms, from the stage." 

Marie certainly makes a charming bride! 
The next number was an alphabetical romance with the following 

cast: Dot Sanford,M. A.; Herman Ernest, P. A.; Vincent Hoffman, A. B.; 
Marie VanWagenen, Q. T.; and Harold Ahlquist, M. D. 

Everybody enjoyed the act, especially the capers of Vin and Marie. 
Following this part of the program games were played and punch and 

cookies served. The cookies had fortunes on them and if fortunes come 
true perhaps we'll be invited to Ralph Taylor's wedding next year. 

Dancing brought the part5r to a close. Everyone had an enjoyable time 
and was reluctant to depart. 

A. M. N. 

Faculty and Alumni 

Mrs. Thomson and Miss Williams visited the Training Class Instructors 
at Cobleskill on January 10. On January 16 they attended a meeting of 
Training Class Instructors at Albany for the purpose of consulting with Mr. 
Mooney concerning practice teaching. 

Miss Davis and Miss Boggs "enjoyed" a mid-winter vacation at their 
respective homes, entertaining the flu. 



Mr. Harvey is taking a fresh air cure (for what, we don't know), 

spending most of his nights on the roof. 

V L O I N I PRESENT AT THE JUNIOR PROM 

Kenneth Utter, Parker Utter, Milton Smith, George Smith, Beryl Wol-
cott Muriel Searles, Winnie Brock, Annie Yamosy, Hugh Robertson, Harry 
Robertson, William Hoag, Floyd Christian, James Campbell, Everett Brown, 

Margaret Hait. 

We hear that "Chipmunk" is studying femininity, but he seems unable 

to grasp the subject. You can never drive a nail with a sponge, no matter 

how hard you soak it. ' 

c/ithletics 

DELHI , 14; TREABWELL, 18 

On January 15, 1931, the Delhi Aggies toured to Treadwell High School 
to meet their new rivals, the Kellogg (or TreadweR) High School boys. 

During the first part of the game the Aggies were ahead, 8-7. 
The Delhi team fought hard to the finish, but were unable to stay in 

t h G Our'high scorer was Ward, with eight points. Lent of the opposing 

team was high scorer, with fourteen points. 

DELHI AGGIES 

Traver .. 
Ernst . . . 
Fairbairn 
Jones . . . 
Gould . . . 

Total 

TREADWELL HIGH SCHOOL 

8 0 

2 2 

0 0 

2 14 

1) 0 

2 0 
0 
0 

14 18 14 
H. T. 

BIBLE SCHOOL GAME 

On Friday afternoon, January 23, the Aggies left for Bible School 
Park to play basketball. At 8:30 the boys were out on the floor confident 
of starting a winning streak. As it turned out, both teams were very 
evenly matched. The Bible School started the scoring, but the Aggies soon 
overtook ths lead. They held it until the middle of the fourth quarter 
when the Bible School had some lucky shots from back of center of the 
floor The final score was 25-19 in favor of the Bible School. This was 
one of the fastest and cleanest games the Aggies have played so far this 

season. B B 



THE DELHI-ALFRED GAME 

On January 24, the Delhi Aggies took their longest trip of the season, 
the one to Alfred. That same night the team stopped at Binghamton and 
the next day resumed their journey, arriving at Alfred at about seven 
o'clock that night. 

The game did not begin until late in the evening because two games 
were played on the same court that night before the Aggies game. Finally 
the game started at about half past ten. 

In the first quarter, the Delhi Aggies were ahead but soon the Alfred 
five rallied and at the half they were in the lead by a score of 22-12. One 
main feature, or you might call it a peculiarity, was the fact that the 
referee let it be known to every one, who had traveled with the ball or 
committed a foul, by calling same in such a loud voice that the sound 
vibrated all over the court. 

The game was fast and interesting from start to finish but, although 
our boys played hard, they were outplayed by the Alfred Aggies. The 
score at the end of the game was 44-25, with Alfred the victor. 

H. K. E. 

MORRIS VILLE 

Friday, January 30, at two o'clock the basketball team and coach started 
on their trip to Morrisville. The trip was very hard for the drivers because 
the roads were bad, having high banks of snow on each side. The day 
was cloudy and it snowed, but with careful driving we reached Morrisville 
at five-thirty, where a fine supper, which the school there provided for us, 
was served. After supper, we retired to the living room where we found 
Mr. Taylor enjoying his meal which was served to him there. We rested 
until seven-thirty and then proceeded to the building where the game took 
place. 

Eight o'clock the game began and this is one game in which Morris-
ville came near to defeat, for the defense of our team held them back and 
the game ended with the score of 17-18 in favor of the Morrisville Aggies. 

H. C. 

TWO MOST EXCITING BALL GAMES—FEB. 10, 1981 

For the last three or four days, the boys of the basketball team have 
been very busy selling and trying to sell season tickets for the return games 
tto be played here in the Delaware Academy. You would hear one boy 
say, "Don't you want a season ticket? They cost only a dollar." Then you 
would turn around only to be accosted by another boy. Everyone was 
anxious to sell as many tickets as he could before Tuesday, February 10, 
when Stamford was to play. 

Tuesday evening finally came and most of the girls from the D. S. 
Building sauntered over to the game in a crowd. Talk about school spirit! 
We certainly had it. I should say that there were around fifty members 
present, including the faculty. 

About 7:45, the Stamford teams arrived and then we began to see action. 



Our team was already on the floor shooting baskets. When Stamford s sec-
ond team came on the floor, we were astonished to see such small boys 
However, because they were small, we thought they surely had speed! 
But I will tell you about that later. 

The game between the second teams started around eight o'clock. 
Things started with a rush and a bang, and almost the first thing we 
made two points. We had the lead all through the game and at the end 
the score stood 24-11 in favor of D. A. S. 

A good share of this credit has to be given to Don Ostrander, one of 
our cheer-leaders, who put forth all his efforts in cheering to make the 
boys fight. Wonderful school spirit was shown when the cheers were 
given. Why, even the faculty joined in, and Miss Brown's voice rang out 
loud and clear! 

"Everytime "Plank" blew the whistle at the end of the quarter, he blew 

so hard that he wore the whistle out; so that Larry has to buy a new one, 

now. 
The line-up for the first teams was as follows: 

D A. S. STAMFORD 

Couch, If. . 
Ward, rf. . 
Lathrop, c. 

Ernst, sub. 
Traver, lg. 

0 Ostrander, rf 0 

7 Pruder, sub 0 

7 Hiscox, If 13 

3 3 

2 Decker, rg 5 

0 0 

0 Atchinson, sub 0 

19 Total 21 
Total 

Now the first teams were going to clash. Everyone was so enthused 
over the first game of the evening, that they were anxious for the next 
game to begin. Don led some more cheers in the meantime, getting a 
good response from the Ag. school gang. 

Hurrah' the game has begun and everything has started out finely and 
seems to be in our favor. Alas! Dave has had three fouls called on him 
and Gould has substituted in his place. At the end of the half, the score 
was 9-10. Fouls were called on Gould, Traver, Ward and Lathrop during 

the game. 
Every time a foul was called on Stamford and our boys had a shot, 

silence reigned over the Ag. gang. Once in a while we thought we would 
have to buy a muffler for "Mac" when fouls were being shot. 

At the end of the third quarter, the score was 13-17 in favor of Stam-
ford Things began to look a little difficult for our team. Don gave a few 
more cheers and it really seemed to put fighting spirit in our boys. 

During that last quarter the two teams tied twice; and then at the 
very last one-half minute, one of the Stamford fellows took a long shot 
and made a ba-sket, making the score 19-21 in their favor. Then the game 

ended. 



The line-up for the second teams 
D. A. S. 

Conklin, If 8 

Barrett, rf. ; • • • 7 

Couch, sub 1 

Fairbairn, 6 

Traver, lg 0 

Plitt, sub 0 
Ernst, rg 2 

Total 24 

was as follows: 
STAMFORD 

Hoary, rf 5 
Froze, sub 0 
Demerest, If 2 

Gemmancheri, c 2 

Ecklumb, lg 0 

Bates, sub 2 

Cozens, rg 0 

Total 1 1 

HELEN C. BRADLEY. 

THE COBLESKILL GAME 

All the D A. Auditorium was divided into two parts—one of which the 
Delhians occupied and the other the Cobleskillians. In the first hour 
David, commander of the Delhi Legion, and four of his chosen men met 
the champions from Cobleskill in battle. The Delhians were chosen for 
their strength, agility and stature. Dohald, who had joined the army when 
the Great Commander conquered South Kortright, wrought mightily. It 
became apparent early, even before the forces joined battle, that the Co-
bleskillians exceeded the Delhians in stature and possessed great agility 
and skill in dropping the spear through the hoop. The Delhi women and 
camp follower» began wailing and shrieking to the accompaniment of the 
wrigglings of I white pantalooned youth. The wailing and shieking became 
less tragic J the battle wore on and at the end of the first hour Delhi had 
inflicted as many wounds as had the enemy. It was observed that David 
had not called on his strongest warriors, whom he held in reserve on a 
slight hill called a bench, which was elevated above the battle plain. 

Two strong aides, Bunnell and Horton, were callen to replace warriors 
who liad fallen. The battle then swung in favor of the Delhians and the 
white pantalooned youth and women and camp followers shrieked and 
dahced for joy to see their chosen ones appear victorious. When the second 
flour had ended the Delhians had counted coup eight times and the fierce 
Cobleskillians but twice. Ward, otherwise called Pete, was a mighty tower 
of strength in defense, fierce and active in offense. So certain of victory 
did the Delhians become that they rose on the hill from which they viewed 
the battle and before the battle was entered into its third hour sang (or 
thought they sang) their'national anthem. To the Cobleskillians it was a 

very discordant and disheartening sound. 
The third hour of the fight began. There were left only the five chosen 

and within one minute the Cobleskillians had counted coup the sixth time, 
to the great discomfiture of the Delhians. In an even break of the fray, 
which is called fouls, neither side made good an opportunity to distinguish 
a member in single combat. As the third hour neared its end, the Delhians 
smote their opponents hip and thigh and counted coup the tenth time; 
whereas their opponents had counted coup but seven. 

T h e fourth hour of the combat began and the Cobleskillians obtained 
the first advantage. A number of nations sent spies and couriers to view 



the combat. The invaders gained much advantage, even getting ahead of 
the Delhians, but the mighty Lathrop soon evened the score. In a few 
more minutes of the wild raging battle, the Delhians increased the lead to 
a safe margin and the fallen enemy was allowed to return home—no 
hostages being taken. 

D. A. S. 
Ward, If 0 
Barrett, rf 0 
Couch, rf 2 
Fairbairn, c. 0 
Lathrop, c 10 
Jones, lg 0 
Gould, rg 2 
Traver, rf 0 

COBLESKILL 

Meyers, If 4' 
Leggell, rf 3 
Provost, c . 2 
VanValkenburg, lg. . . « . . . 1 
Marquet, rg 2 

Total 14 Total 12 

On February 17, the Delhi Aggies second team played the Delaware 
Academy second team. It was a very fast game, but the Academy boys 
outplayed the Aggies. The final score was 13-9, in favor of the Delaware 
Academy team. 

D. A. GAME 

On February 17 the Delhi Aggies won a fast-played basketball game 
from Delaware Academy. 

The high school boys played a very good game, but the Aggies out-
played them by a very small margin. Lathrop was high scorer for the 
Aggies with eleven points. McNee was high scorer for the high school with 
six points. The score at the end of the game was 18-14. 

D. A. S. 
Ward, If 3 
Couch, rf 0 
Lathrop, c. 11 
Gould, rg. ..." 2 
Jones, lg 2 

D. A. 
Hafele; If 4 
Aitken, rf 0 
Lewis, rf. ; . . • 0 
Craig, c. 2 
Moscrip, rg 0 
McNee, rg 6 
Johnson, lg ;. • • 2 

Total 18 Total 14 

COMING GAMES AT HOME 

February 21 Morrisville 
February 27 D. A. 

March 4 (?) • Treadwell 
March. 11 Andes 

Out of Town. 

March 13 (?) ••••• Hobart 
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COMING EVENTS 
Country Life meetings February 26, March 12, March 26. 
Senior Ball, February 28. 
Stock Show, March 28. 
Animal Husbandry II will begin field trips soon. During the next few 

weeks the boys will be competing for a place on the judging team. 
Commencement will be held April 1. 

Jokes 

Ray (in cafeteria, thinking of cereal)—What will you have this morn-

ing, Hartman? 
Hartman (whose mind wanders)—Beatrice, if you please, Ray. 

Mrs. Thomson—When it is 7:00 A. M. in Chicago, what time is it in 

New York? 
Mae Eggler—Eastern Standard. 

We have decided that Howard Traver has grown up since he has been 
going with Hazel. You know, he wears his "knee breeches" no longer. 

"Red" Taylor became so excited about Country Life Thursday night— 

or Hobart—that he sat down to milk a cow with two stools. We wonder 

what is getting in "Red" these days. 

Mrs. Thomson stated in drawing class that "Red" and Violet go well 

together. 

Mrs. Thomson—Miss VanWagenen, why aren't there cattle on the low, 

level plains of Europe? 
Marie (half asleep)—Because it is too mountainous. 

Ann (after saying something that got her in trouble)—I am not going 

to say anything around here any more, because every time I open my 

mouth, I put my foot in it. 

Mrs. Thomson—Have you done any outside reading this month, Mr. 

Wolff? 
Lee—No, it has been too cold. 

Pete, Rusty, Gouldie, and Bookhout 
Are all on the look out 
For the D. A. girls. 
Bookhout fell—for whom I won't tell 
And Pete fell for the one with curls. 
Gouldie and Rusty have changed their minds, 
'Tis for Featherbed Lane and a certain Dairy Special they pine. 



Vincent (in assembly looking at white rats)-"Dot" is (meaning that is) 

some rat! . 
Mrs. Thomson—Miss Thomann, what is a domestic farmer? 

Dot—A domestic farmer is one that is "tamed." 

Bookhout (Dairy I)—My test on cheese is no good. 

Mr. Evenden—I should think it would not be, if you eat the cheese 

and test the rind. 

Music Teacher—David, I hear that you really can play good music. 

Dave—How's that? 
Music Teacher—The girls say you can play the radio fine. 

Prof. Taylor trying to drive his sheep through the snow—but they 

(the sheep) were pulling the wool over his eyes. 

Julie King (looking at a new calf at the barn)-Oh, look at the little 

baby cow. 

You'd think Elmer was thankful for his food, the way he is always 

saying "Grace." 

B. Cole (in a bacteriology examination)—You sterilize glassware in an 

incubator. 

B . c.—Oh, give me something round that I can draw around. 

F. M.—Oh, use your head. 

Wood—Do you like small fruits? 
Tenney—Sure, they're the berries. 

Mr. Schauers (in class)-Mr. Smith ,if I believed all that you and Prof. 

Warren, at Cornell, told me, I'd go back to the city. 
Mr. Smith—Well, Schauers, if I believed all that you told me, I d stop 

teaching. 

That Basketball Gang. 

Keep your hands in your pockets • • • L. Taylor 
The most uneasy B- L a t h r °P 
When do we go home? H- E r n s t 

Can't get a shave R- Traver 
Believe it or not B. Barrett 
The Scotchman D- G o u l * 
Take it or leave it Ward 
I'll take a model "T" Birchall 
"Don't touch me or I'll bite" Plankenhorn 
The Scotch story teller S. Fairbairn 

Ha! Ha! I made a basket H- C o u c h 



Wouldn't It Be Funny— 
If Dot Sanford stopped slamming people? 
If Hazel kept a boy-friend longer than a week? 
If Mildred went with anyone besides Ray? 
If Dot Thomann stopped hating Leo? 
If Margaret and Vincent weren't seen together? 
If Judy and Mae went with any of the "Ag." boys? 
If Grace stayed over the week end to take care of Elmer? 
If Alice let all the boys except "Doc" alone? 
If Fannie and Dave wern't seen in the hall at 8:00 A. M. every morning? 

If Peter decided which girl he liked best? 

If Marie could follow "Ron" all day? 

If Anne liked more than ten boys at a time? 
If "Princie" didn't inquire about Hargrave's doings while she was home 

over the week end? 
If Bea and Hartman had a quarrel? 

If Harold would decide which girl he liked best? 
If Helen R. stopped reading Love Story Books? 
If Miller and Hilda would stop going to the movies so often? 

If Jessie didn't fall asleep in Mrs. Thomson's classes? 
If Mabel and Helen didn't amuse the class for teachers before they 

came to school in the morning? 

Lippa (in Dairy I)—Mr. Evenden, where can I find out the composition 

of skim-milk? 

Mr. Evenden—In the text book, page 16. 
Lippa—I can't find it. 
Mr. Evenden—What are you looking for? 
Lippa (on a dark day)—Daylight. 

Mrs. Clinton—How much are these chickens? 
Hargraves—A dollar and a half, Mrs. Clinton. 
Mrs. Clinton—Did you raise them yourself? 
Hargraves—Yes, they were $1.25 yesterday. 

jester—I love to go to Poultry Class, 
I learn a lot each day. 

Morley—perhaps to-morrow we can solve 
That puzzle another way, 



We Wonder Why— 
Doc doesn't dance. 
Ron is so indifferent. 
Hilda doesn't work in the "cafe." 
Alice doesn't neck. 
Helen B. doesn't get a long-distance phone. 
Dot S. doesn't like to go home alone. 
"K" likes Delaware Academy so well. 
Fred likes English so well. 
Pete quit Ann so suddenly. 
Leo likes red "tarns." 
Fenton is so observing lately. 
Larry's wife came back so soon. 

We are not sent into this world to do anything into which we cannot 
put our hearts. We have certain work to do for our bread and that is to be 
done strenuously; other work to do for our delight and that is to be done 
heartily; neither is to be done by halves or shifts, but with a will; and 
what is not worth this effort is not to be done at all.—Ruskin. 

Now See and Hear R. C. A. Photophone Talking Pictures 
—AT— 

Smalley's D E L H I Theatre 

THE HOUSE OF PERFECT TALKIES 

WHERE ENTERTAINMENT REIGNS SUPREME 

Nightly, 7:15-9:10 Matinee, Saturday, 2:30 P.M. 

C H A U N C E Y S T E W A R T 
"The Home of Good Clothes" 

FULL LINE OF HART SCHAFFNER & MARX 

AND CLOTHCRAFT CLOTHES 

It's the style and quality that count. I have a full line 
of furnishings for the students as well as the faculty. 

CHAUNCEY STEWART 
DELHI, N. Y. 



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

SALES ü a f W ä M SERVICE 

A "SIX" IN PRICE RANGE OF A "FOUR" 

U N I T E D S T A T E S T I R E S — P A R T S & A C C E S S O R I E S 

DELHI, N. Y. ANDES, N. Y. 

CITY MARKET 

A L L K I N D S O F 

G O O D M E A T S F O R S A L E 

A T T H E R I G H T P R I C E 

Geo. W. Winand 

H. A. HOOS 

BREAD 

ROLLS and 

CAKE 

Wholesale and Retail 

THE BOBBING SHOP 
We Specialize in 

H A I R C U T T I N G 

B O B B I N G 

S C A L P T R E A T M E N T S 

S H A M P O O I N G 

A. Decker 
DELHI, N . Y . PHONE 267 

KINGSTON HOUSE 

J. W. Rider, Prop 

DELHI, N. Y. 

Running Water in Every 

Room 



L E E ' S P H A R M A C Y 
EDGAR L. LEE, PROP. 

DRUGS, STATIONERY, TOILETRIES and GOOD SODA 

DELHI, N. Y. 

W H E N I N DELHI DINE AT THE 
OLDEST RESTAURANT IN T O W N 

T H E D E L A W A R E L U N C H 
(Opposite the Bank) 

Oysters and Clams, All Styles—Regular Dinner, With Dessert and 
Drink, 50c. Ice Cream Sodas, 10c. Root Beer, 5c. 

Lewis 8C Oliver 

B R A M L E Y & M A Y B I E 

"THE STORE FOR MEN" 

LATEST STYLE IN Y O U N G MEN'S CLOTHING 

AND FURNISHINGS - AGGIES ALWAYS FIND 

A WELCOME 

HEADQUARTERS FOR 
T A Y L O R M A D E - T O - M E A S U R E C L O T H I N G 

H A N S E N G L O V E S - B R A D L E Y S W E A T E R S 

P R E M I E R F A N C Y G R O C E R I E S 

F R E S H F R U I T S & V E G E T A B L E S 

AT ALL TIMES 
ELLIOTT 6c NICHOLS 





p . B . M E R R I L L 

THE REXALL STORE 

DRUGS STATIONERY BOOKS 

DELHI, NEW YORK 

STUDEBAKER AUTOMOBILES — SALES Qc 

SERVICE — ACCESSORIES 6c SUNDRIES 

MOTTO: "WE STRIVE TO PLEASE" 
D E L H I M O T O R S A L E S C O . , I N C . 

PHONE 32 

MEET, EAT and DRINK 

— a t — 

The Delhi Candy Shoppe 

TEMPTING REFRESHING DELICIOUS 
LUNCHEONS BEVERAGES SUNDAES 

Because our famous Toasted Sandwiches, Hot and Cold 

Drinks are the Talk of the Town, many people travel 

miles to come to get them. So will you, if you try one. 

P A G O N E S B R O T H E R S 





GUARANTEED TOOLS 

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 23 

Elm Tree Restaurant 

UP-TO-DATE MEALS SERVED AT ALL HOURS. 

TRY OUR SODA A N D HOT FUDGE SUNDAE. 

HALL'S QUALITY ICE CREAM. HOME-MADE 

PASTRY 

REST ROOMS 

THOMSON 8C HALL 

Delhi, N. Y. 



DELHI PAINT 8C PAPER STORE 

C. W. Hill 

E V E R Y T H I N G A G O O D P A I N T S T O R E S H O U L D C A R R Y 

COMPLETE DECORATING SERVICE 
A U T O G L A S S 

PHONE 249 DELHI, N. Y. 

E S T A B L I S H E D 1858 E S T A B L I S H E D 1858 

JACKSON & MASON 

FURNITURE 

L A R G E S T S T O C K L O W E S T P R I C E S 

UNDERTAKING AND EMBALMING A SPECIALTY 

Sa l e s N A S H 

R U S S E L L A R C H I B A L D 

PHONE, 300 

S e r v i c e 

C O . , I N C . 

97 MAIN ST. 



t h e o r a c l e 

According to the dictionary, atv Oracle is "any person 

reputed to be uncommonly wise." 

One need not be uncommonly wise to be able to see the 

advantage of beginning an account with the savings department 

of this Bank. It means that some day when opportunity 

knocks at your door you will be able to bid it enter. It means 

that some day you will have the ability to go into business on 

your own account-and that you will have working for you 

those who have failed to put by something for the days to 

come. 

If the amount possible to save be small, there is always 

available our Christmas Club plan; by this method you can 

accumulate enough to care for the expenses of graduation later 

on—even if you do not wish to use it as the means of making 

the happiest day in the year happier still. 

THE ONLY W A Y OF BEING SURE OF H A V I N G 

M O N E Y W H E N Y O U NEED IT IS TO SAVE IT 

W H E N Y O U HAVE IT 

T H E D E L A W A R E N A T I O N A L B A N K 

DELHI, N. Y . 

rTHE HOME OF SECURITY" 




