James Challis Robbins was born Feb. 11, 1834, Mercer Co., NJ & died, Mercer Co., NJ on Nov. 24, 1906. He was the son of William Imly Robbins & Caroline M. Hutchinson. James Robbins was a descendant of Daniel & Hope Potter Robins through their son Moses Robins. 
Published in the Tyrone Herald, Tyrone, PA 

Dec 23, 1897
RESULT OF A JOKE

Farmer Robins Invited Mr. Cleveland to Go Hunting

Former President Astonished Cranbury and Delighted His Host by Accepting the Invitation---Dined in His Farmhouse and Bagged Rabbits and Quail

“Just drop in on Cleveland and invite the old gentleman to come over here with his dog and gun and have a day off with the rabbits and birds.”
James C. Robins’ hired man was about starting from Cranbury, N.J. to Princeton to do some shopping when he received this order from his employer. The hired man Charles Cumming mounted his bicycle and started. He took as serious the message Mr. Robins gave in fun. Cranbury the home of these men does not take life as a joke, and Cummings is the most matter of fact man in the village which is five miles from Princeton. Cummings attended to his errand as soon as he reached Princeton. He left his wheel outside for Ruth to admire and walked up the front steps. (Ruth was the daughter of Mr. Cleveland) Had Mr. Robins not been so offhand in giving the mission Cummings would have gone to the rear. But he thought it must be a case of old friends. He asked to see Mr. Cleveland and was not astonished when invited inside. There were no servants to stand between, no detectives, no sentry boxes. Here was Cleveland the man. The former president made Cummings feel so much at home that he really extended the invitation on his own part, as well as that of his employer. “We’ll give you some good shooting, Mr. Cleveland,” he said “and you won’t return empty handed.” “I thank you heartily,” said the sporting president, “but I am sorry that I have arranged to spend several days this week duck shooting. Now, a little later perhaps would suit Mr. Robins as well. Give him my regards and say that it is a pleasure deferred. If he will arrange for some day next week, I would be pleased to accept.” Cummings carried back the message in the same manner in which he would have returned a jug of molasses. “He says he will come next week if you fix a day,” he said to his employer. The corncob pipe fell from Mr. Robins’ lips. Here was Cummings actually playing his joke back upon the perpetrator. It was a new phase of Cummings. “That’s straight,” said the hired man. “You ain’t going to back out now, are you?” Assured and reassured that Mr. Cleveland expected a reply from him, Mr. Robins wrote to the former president arranging a hunting trip for Thursday morning, subject to his convenience.  As a matter of fact, Mr. Cleveland was more anxious for the trip than was the farmer. The next mail brought an acceptance to his invitation. Thursday morning the Robins household was early awake. Preparations were made for a famous dinner. The country round knew all about it, but many good men had their doubts about the appearance of the distinguished guest. He came, saw and won the town, the Cleveland buckboard with the coachman driving, drew up before the Robins door and Mr. Cleveland and his shooting companion Anthony Leggett alight. His reception was hearty. He was shown into the front room where the portraits of the former Robinses, done in oil by some old New Jersey master, smiled upon them. The part left the house for the day’s sport in the following order of importance: Robins, Cummings, Cleveland and Leggett. Many farmers, half out of sight saw Mr. Cleveland jump over the stone wall. The wall was a very low one. The morning was spent in tramping over the farm. Game is generally plentiful there, but the news of Cleveland’s arrival must have been in the air. The party bagged six fat rabbits and two quail. Somebody said he was hungry and the four hunters returned to the farm house. The women of the house had been busy with the biggest turkey on the farm and the cranberry sauce blushed at its’ own sweetness. A mince pie on which a large map of the world could have been posted and still left the north pole undiscovered attracted the attention of all appetites. Mr. Cleveland was the life of the party. The feast was spread in an old fashioned low ceiling kitchen and dining room combined. The man who looked the most at home was the Democratic guest. Now and then a face appeared at the window. Simply a neighbor peeping in---- a man who refused to believe that the man with the hearty laugh was G. Cleveland, twice president of the United States. After dinner the shooting was resumed and the party had better luck. More rabbits and quail were knocked over, and it was a case of the best man winning. None of the three would leave Mr. Cleveland a good shot if he could make it himself. When darkness came all were tired and happy. It was after 6 pm before the buckboard was brought around to the front door. The former president said he had spent one of the pleasantest days of his life. Cranbury has not recovered from the surprise. In politics it has always been so unanimously Republican that the Democrats seldom go to the trouble of naming a ticket. Robins and Cummings have been the Democratic party of Cranbury all by themselves.” 
The above article taken from the New York World & published in the Tyrone Herald, extracted by Sara Robbins Hoffman
President Stephen Grover Cleveland was born 1837 in Caldwell, NJ. He is the only United States president to serve 2 non-consecutive terms. He was a Democrat & elected as the 22nd president (1885-1889) & the 24th president (1893-1897). President Cleveland retired at Princeton, N.J. & died there on June 24, 1908. He apparently had taken up residence at Princeton in 1897 when the invitation came from Robins & Cummings. 
