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ICKENS? CHRISTMAS CAROL



hristmas 
in Early Quebec 
Religious Side of This Christian Feast Day 
Strongly Emphasized by French Settlers 

(Nore: Did Christmas mean anything to the early 
settlers in the cold northern part of this        
story of the early days in Quebec when in her book. 
“Shadows on the Rock,” she draws this lovely word 
picture of Christmas in the home of the apotliecary 
and his little motherless daughter, Cecile.) 

NE afternoon late in October of 
the year 1697, Euctide Auclair, 
the philosopher apothecary of 
Quebee, stood on the top of Cap 

Diamant gazing down the broad empty 
iver far beneath him. Empty, because - 

the last of the summer ships from France 
had started on her long voyage home. . . . 

This was October: not a sail would come 
up that wide waterway before next July. 
No supplies; not a cask of wine or a sack 
of flour... .. Nota letter even—or news 
of what went on at home. . 

It was late in the afternoon when Au- 
clair left ©... and made his way 
down to his own house... . On entering 
his door the apothecary found the front 
shop empty. ... In the living room behind 
- +». a fire burned in the fireplace, and the 
round dining-table was already set with a 
white cloth, sitver candle sticks, glasses, 
and two clear decanters. . His daughter 
ran in from the kitchen—a little girl of 
twelve. ... Her mother had died two years 
ago and she made the menage for her 
father... . 

Contrary to the custom of his neighbors, 
Auclair dined at six o'clock in winter and 
Seven in summer, after the day’s work was 
ever, as he used to do in Paris, 
He now dropped the curtain over his two 
shop windows, a sign to his neighbors that 
he was not to be disturbed unless for ser- 
ious reasons. Having put on his indoor 
coat, he lit the candles and carried in the 
heavy soup tureen for his daughter. . 

Mr. Blinker Arrives 
Immediately after dinner the apothe- 

cary went into the front shop to post his 
ledger, while his daughter washed the 
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dishes with the hot water left in an iron 
kettle on the stove... . She had scarcely 
begun when she heard a soit scratching at 
the single window of her kitchen. Through 
the small panes of glass a face was looking 
in—a terrifying face, but one that she ex- 
pected. She nodded and beckoned with her 
finger. A short, heavy man shuffled into 
the kitchen. He scemed loath to enter, yet 
drawn by some desire stronger than his 
reluctance. Cecile went to the stove and 
filled a bowl. 

“There is your soup for you, B 
“Merci, Ma'm'selle.” The man spoke out 

of the side of his mouth, as he looked out 
of the side of his face. He was so terribly 
ros: el that Cecile had never really 
looked into his eyes at all—this was why 
he was called Blinker. He took a hali-loaf 
from his coat pocket and began to eat the 
soup eagerly, trying not to make a noise. 
He knew it distressed Cecile if he gurgled 
his soup; so he struggled between greed 
and caution, dipping his bread to make it 
easy chewing. 

This poor mis-shapen fellow worked 
next door, tended the oven fires for Nich- 
olas Pigeon, the baker, so that the baker 
could get his night’s sleep. His wages were 
the baker's old clothes, two pairs of boots 
u year, a pint of red wine daily, and all the 
bread he could eat. But he got no soup 
there, Madame Pigeon had too many chil 
dren to feed. 
When he had finished his bowl and loaf, 

he rose and without saying anything took 
up two large wooden pails. Oue was full 
of refuse from the day's cooking. the other 
full of dish-water. These he carried down 
Mountain Hill, through the market square 
to the edge of the shore, and there emptied 
them into the river. When he came back, 
he found a very small gtass of brandy 
waiting for hint on the table. 

“Merci, Ma’in’selle, terci beaucoup,” he 
muttered. He sat down and sipped it 
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slowly, watching Cecile arrange the kitchen 
for the night... . When she took up her 
candle, he must go. He put down his glass, 
gat up, and opened the back door, 

he muttered. . 

Blinker an Inherited Charge 

Her mother had heguu to look out for 

Blinker a little before she became so ill, 

and he was one of the cares her daughter 

had inherited, Madame Auclair felt 

sorry for the poor fellow and got into the 

way of giving him his soup at night and 
letting 1 do the heavy work, such as 

carrying in wood and water and taking 
away the garbage. Many people were 
afraid of him, felt he must have crooked 

thoughts behind such crooked eves. But 

the Pigeans and Anclairs had got used to 

him and saw no larm in him. 

A heavy snowfall in December meant 

that winter had come—the deepest reality 

of Canadian life. The snow fell all through 

the night of St. Nicholas’ Day By three 

o'clock a crowd of them (children) were 

coasting down the steep hill named for the 

Holy Family, amoug them Cecile and her 

protege (Jaceiues). When Cecile saw 

that Jacques was. cold she said they would 

go in (to the home of Noel Pommier, the 
cobbler) and get warm. 

Cecile passed into the room behind the 
shop, called to Madame Pommier in her 
kitchen, and asked if they might sit by her 
fire. “Certainly, my dear, find a chair. And 
little Jacques may have my footstool... . 
But my child, I believe you are sleepy.” 
Cecile started out of her reverie. No, 
Madame, but I am thinking of a surprise 
[ have at home, and perhaps I had better 
tell you about it now. You remember my 
Aunt Clothilde? ... . Last summer she 
sent me a bex on La Licorne: a large 
wooden box, with a letter telling me not 
to open it. We must not open it until the 
day before Christmas, because it is a creche 
(figures representing the Holy Faiily, 
manger and animals). And we are 
hoping that on Christmas Eve, before the 
midnight Mass, Monsieur Noel will bring 
you to see it!”, 

On the morning of the twenty-fourth of 
December Cecile lay snug in her trundle- 
bed, while her father Jit the fires and pre- 
pared the chocolate. Although the heavy 
red curtains had not yet been drawn back, 
she knew that it was suowing: she heard 
the crunch of fresh snow under the Pigeon 
hoy's feet when he brought the morning 
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loaf to the kitchen door. Even before that, 
when the bell rang for five o'clock Mass, 
she knew by its heavy muffled tone that 
the air was thick with snow and that it was 
not very cold. 

Cecile did not always waken at the first 
bell, which rang in the coldest hour of the 
night, but when she did, she felt a peculiar 
sense of security, as if there must be 
poweriul protection for Kebec (the old 
name jor the town) such steadfastness, 
and the new day. which was yet darkness, 
was beginning as it should. The punctual 
bell and the stern okl Bishop who rang it 
began an orderly processon of activities 
and held life together on the rock, though 
the winds lashed it and billows of snow 
drove over it. 

      

The Creche from France 
With the sound of the crackling fire 4 

cool, mysterious fragrance of the forest, 
very exciting because it was under a roof, 
came in from the kitchen—the breath of 
all the fir boughs aud green moss that 
Cecile and Blinker had brought in yester- 
day from the Jesuits’ woods, Today they 
would unpack the creche from France. 
that box that had come on La Licorne in 
midsuinmer and had lain upstairs un- 
opened for all these months 

Auclair brought the chocolate and placed 
it on a little table beside his daughter's 
bed. They always breakfasted like this in 
winter, while the house was getting warm. 
This morning they had finally to decide 
where they wonld set out the creche. 
Weeks ago they had agreed to arrange it 
in the deep window behind the sofa—but 
then the sofa would have to be prt on the 
other side of the room! This morning they 
jound the thonght of moving the sofa, 
where Madame Auclair used so often to 
recline, unendurable. It would destroy the 
harmony of their salon. The room, the 
house indeed, seemed to cling about that 
sofa as a center, 

‘There was another window in the room 
—seldom uncurtained, because it opened 
directly upon the side wall of the baker's 
house, anc the outlook was uninteresting. 
It was narrow, but Auclair said he could 
renedy that. As soon as his shop was put 
in order, he would construct a shelf in 
iront of the window-sill, but a little lower; 
then the scene could be arranged in two 
terraces, as was customary at home. 

Cecile spent the morning covering the 
window and the new shelf with moss and 
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fir branches until it looked like a cornet 
in the forest. and at noon she waylaid 
Blinker, just getting up from his bed be- 
hind the baker's ovens, and sent him to 
go and hunt for Jacques. 

When Blinker returned with the boy, he 
himself looked in through the door so wist- 
fully that Cecile asked him to come anc 
open the box for her in the kitchen. There 
were a great number of little figures in the 
crate, each wrapped in a sheath of straw 
As Blinker took them one ar a time out of 
the straw and handed them to Cecile. he 
kept exclaiming: “Regardez, Ma’m’'selle, 
un beau petit ane!” . . “Voila, le beau 
moutou!” Cecile had never seen him come 
so far out of his shell; she had supposed 
that his shrinking sullenness was a part 
of him, like his crooked eyes or his red 
hair, When all the figures were unwrapped 
and placed on the dining-table in the salon, 
Blinker gathered up the straw and carried 
it with the crate into the cellar. She had 
thought that would be the tast of him, but 
when he caine back and stood agaiu in the 
doorway, she hadn't the heart to send him 
away. She asked him to come in and sit 
down by the fire. Her mother had never 
done that, but today there seemed no way 
out of it. The fete which she meant so 
especially for Jacques, turned out to be 
even more for Bimnker. 

  

  

The Holy Family 

  

Jacuues, indeed, was so bewildered as 
to seem apathetic, and was afraid to touch 
anything. Ouly when Cecile directed him 
would he take up one of the figures from 
the table and carry it carefully to the win- 
dow where she was making the scene. The 
Holy Family must be placed first, under 
a little booth of fir branches. The Infant 
was not in His Mother's arins. of course, 
but lay rosy and naked in a little straw- 
lined manger, in which He had crossed 
the ocean, The Blessed Virgin wore no 
halo, hut a white scari over her head. She 
looked like a country irl, very naiy 
seated on a stool, with her knees well 
apart under her full skirt, aud very large 
feet. Saint Joseph. a grave old inan in 
brown, with a bald head and wrinkled 
brow, was placed opposite her, and the ox 
and the ass before the manger 

“Those are all that go inside the stable.” 
Cecile explained, “except the two angels. 
We must put them behind the manger; 
they are still watching over Hin 
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“fs that the stable, Cecile? I think it’s 
too pretty for a stable,” Jacques observed. 

“It’s a little cabin of branches, like those 
the first missionaries built down by Notre 
Dame des Anges, when they landed here 
long ago. They used to say the Mass ina 
little shelter like that, made of greeu fir 
boughs.” 

Jacques touched one af the itnassorred 
figures on the table with the tip of his 
finger. “Cecile. what are those animals?” 
“Why, those are the camels, Jacques, Did 

you never see pictures of then? The three 
Kings came on camels, because they can 
go a long time without water and carry 
heavy loads. They carried the gold and 
frankincense and myrrh. 

“I don't think I know about the Kings 
and the Shepherds very well.” Jacques 
sighed. “I wish you would tell me.” 

Cecile Tells the Story 

While she placed the figures, Cecile be- 
gan the story. and Jacques listened as if he 
had never heard it before. There was an- 
other listener, by the fireplace behind her, 
and she had eutirely forgotten him until, 
with a sniffling sonnd, Blinker suddenly 
got up and went ont through the kitchen, 
wiping his nose on bis sleeve. Then 
Jacques noticed how dusky it had grown 
in the room... . He caught up his cap and 
ran out... 

Jacques had been gone only a few min- 
utes when Giorgio, the drummer boy from 
the Chateau, came in to see the creche, 
and to bid Cecile goodbye for three days, 
as the Count had let him off to go home 
to his family on the [le @ Orleans. ... He 
would... . have a long walk but he would 
get there iu time to hear Mass at his own 
paroisse. After Mass his family would 
make reveillon—music and dancing, and a 
supper with blood sausages aud pickled 
pigs teet and dainties of that sort, “And 
betore breakfast, Mademoiselle, my grand- 
father will play the Alpine horn. He al- 
ways does that on Christmas morning.” . 

That evening, soon alter the dinner- 
table was cleared. the Atclairs heard a 
rapping at the shop door and went out to 
receive Madame Pommier in her chair on 
rmners, very tike the sledges in whiclr 
great ladies used to travel at home. Her 
son lifted her out in all her wrappings and 
carred her itu the salon. where the apothe- 
cary’s armchair was set for her. But before 
she would accept this seat of honor, she 
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must hobble all over the house to satisiy 

herself that things were kept just as they 

used to be in Madame Auclair’s time. She 

found everything the same, she said, even 
to Blinker, having his sip of brandy in 
the kitehen. 

After they had setiled down before the 
fire to wait for the Pigeons, who were al- 
ways late, Jacaues Gaux came hurrying in 
through the shop, looking determined and 
excited. He forgot to speak to the visitors 
and went straight up to Cecile, holding 
out something wrapped in a twist of paper, 
such as the merchants used for small pur- 
chases. 

  

Jacques Brings a Creche 
“I have a surprise for you,” he said. 

is for the ereche, for the little Jesus.” 
When she took off the paper, she held 

in her hand Jacques’ well-known beaver 
(carved from wood for him by a sailor) 

“Oh, Jacques, how nice of you! I don't 
believe there was ever a beaver in a creche 
before.” She was a little perplexed; the 
animal was so untraditional—what was she 
to do with him? 

“He isn't new,” Jacques went on an: 
ousty. “He's just my little old beaver the 
sailor made me, but he could keep the baby 
warm. 1 take him to bed with me when £ 
am cold sometimes, and he keeps me 
warm.” 
Madame Pommier’s sharp ears had over- 

heard this conversation, and she touched 
Cecile with the end of her crutch. “Cer- 
tainly, my dear, put it there with the lambs, 
before the manger. Our Lord died for 
Canada as well as for the world over there, 
and the heaver is our very special animal.” 

Immediately Madame Pigean and her six 
children arrived. Auclaic brought out his 
best liqueurs, and the Pommiers and Pige- 
ons, being irom the same parish in Rouen, 
began recalling old friends at home. Ce- 
cile was kept busy filling tittle glasses, but 
she noticed that Jacques was content, 
standing beside the creche like a sentinel, 
paying no heed to the Pigeon children or 
anyone else, quite lost in the satisfaction 
of secing his beaver placed in a scene so 
radiant. ... 

The Guests Depart 
By cleven o’clock the company had be- 

come a little heavy from the heat of the 

fire and the good wine from the Count’s 

cellar, and everyone felt a need of the 

crisp out-of-doors air, ‘The weather had 
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Second Choice 

Doctor: The best thing for you is to 

stop drinking and smoking, go to bed carly 

and get up early in the morning. 
Patient (considers a bit): Say, Doc, I 

don't think I’m worthy of the best; what's 
second choice? 

  

“The Judge: “You are charged with rum- 
ving your car sixty miles an hour, smash- 
ing a telegraph pole, goiug through a plate 
glass window, and injuring six people. 
What do you say?’ 

Lovely young lass: “Don’t the fifteen 

doliars I pay for my license entitle me to 
any privileges?” 

  

“L think," said the choir-master, “that 
we can do better than that—just a little 

better than that. Tet us take that verse 
again, and let us make it quite plain that 

the first line is: ‘Weak and sinful though 

we be,’ and not ‘We can sing full though 
we be’! 

One of our favorite poets writes, “The 
eyes are the window of the soul.” That 
sounds well in print, but can you imagine 
a young man saying to a gicl, “Darling, 
nothing would give me so much pleasure 
as gazing into your windows all night.” 

  

  

changed at noon, and now stars were 
flashing in a clear sky—a sky almost over- 
jewelled on that glorious night. The three 
families agreed that it would be well to 
start for the church very early and get 
good places. The Cathedral would be full 
to the doors tonight... . 

After everyone had had a last glass of 
liqueur, Madame Pommier was carried out 
to her sledge and tucked under her bear- 
skin, The company proceeded slowly; 
pushing the chair up the steep curves of 
Mountain Hill and around the Recollet 
chapel, over fresh snow that had not 
packed, wag a little difiewlt. When they 
reached the top of the rock, many houses 
were alight. Across the white ledges that 
sloped like a vast natural stairway down 
to the Cathedral, black groups were mov- 
ing, families and Iriends in little flocks, 
all going toward the same goal—the doors 
of the church wide open and showing a 
ruddy vault in the blue darkness. 
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GARAGE FOREMAN 
Has Tenth Anniversary 

Fitting Climax Comes When His Men Are Given Awards for 
Outstanding Safety Record 

was just ten years ago that the Staley 
company decided that the garage had 
become important enough to have a 
man in charge there all the time, and 

a wiry Englishman from the machine shop 
was transferred and made the first fore- 
man there. On the payroll his name ap- 
peared as W. J. Thornborough, but then 
and now everyone calls him “Red.” His 
wavy locks, generally covered with a cap, 
justify the name, and while he professes 
to hate the curls he admits he prefers that 
name to all others. 

Until Red took charge, the garage had 
always been under the supervision of the 
yard foreman, John White. A great deal 
of construction work about the plant had 
made necessary the buying of a large fleet 
of trucks at that time, and the hiring of 
a small army of garage workers and driv 
ers, and the new foreman found his time 
well filled. 

It was entirely fitting that just ten years 
later, on the morning of Nov. 22, 1932, the 
foremen and superintendents gathered to 
honor Red Thornborough and his crew of 
workers for their safety record. Red has 
had an excellent safety record himself and 
his men, carefully trained by him, have a 
record for safety unequaled by any other 
fleet in this district, It was typical of Red 
that he should say, after the awards had 
been made, “The honor all goes to the 
boys. They are the ones who have made 
this record possible.” 

At the time Red toak charge the garage 
was a rather large, low building which 
took up much of the space now occupied 
hy the new No. 21 building, facing the 
plant court. In it were stored all the cars 
of the company fleet, as well as the private 
cars of several of the officials. One large 
section was also set aside for the work 
shop. It was a big, rambling, rather 
friendly place but it met with an untimely 
end. When a tornado dipped into Decatur 
in May, 1927, the garage was the one 
building at the plant which was wrecked. 

DECEMBER, 1932   

Red Thornborough 
It was fortunate that none of the men 

working in the bnilding were hurt, and 
none of the trucks there were damaged. 
The interest of Red and most of the other 
men in the garage particularly centered 
about the “old Alco” as they always call 
the company’s first big truck. They were 
glad it survived. This truck, purchased hy 
the company about fourteen years ago, 
was a sensation when it first appeared on 
the streets of Decatur. It was larger than 
most trucks then, and made quite a show- 
ing as it was piloted about town by Clif 
Carroll. 

Alter the garage was wrecked by the 
storm it was never restored. Plans were 
already made to erect No. 21 building on 
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that site, and it was decided to move the 
garage to a more advantageous location. 
The one finally decided upon seemed at 
first rather isolated, but since then new 
buildings and railroad tracks have filled 
in the space and the garage finds its new 
location ideal. It is built at the intersec- 
tion of the drives from the east and south 
gates of the plant, and is easily reached by 
all drives. 

Original Trucks in Use 
One of the things of which Red is most 

proud, after the safety record of his men, 
is the fact that he has so many of the 
trucks which he found at the garage when 
he took charge, still in use, For a number 
of years after he went in, the Aleo was the 
big truck of the fleet, Later a larger, 
newer truck was added, but for several 
years the Alco kept on. With the chang- 
ing needs of the plant it was finally con- 
sidered better to use more light trucks, 
and the Alco, as a truck, was called in, but 
it is still in use. A crane has been mounted 
on the body and the old truck skates about 
the yards giving good service, even if it is 
a slightly different kind from that for 
which it was originally purchased. 

Only a few of the original small trucks 
have been junked, and those only after 
Red was perfectly satisfied that they never 
could be used again. Some have been re- 
placed by other smalt epen trucks, but one 
was replaced a few years ago by a modern 
panel truck which makes many trips a day 
from the plant to the post office and other 
down-town places where Philip Bateman, 
the mail driver, has occasion to go. 

One of the old trucks, a small open 
affair with a rather noisy but effective en- 
gine, served Red as his means of trans- 
portation about the plant for many years. 

Finally, although Red hated to admit it, 

the truck gave out, and now he gets about 
muuch more comfortably, although he says 
no more happily, in a modern version of 
the same model. 

Such a truck is an absolute necessity in 
Red’s business. While he has a desk and 
a telephone in the garage his duties take 
him to every corner of Staley company 
property. In addition to the details of run- 
ning a repair garage, he has all the details 
of a trucking company to think of. The 
flect does all the company hauling, on er- 
tands about the plant, from the plant to 
the elevator, and from the plant to the 
pumping station, as well as those between 
the plant and downtown. 

He also has charge of the company fire 
truck, and one of his men drives it. It is 
kept in the garage, and is, like any other 
proper fire truck, always ready for a run. 

Promotes Safety 
Ever since he has been a foreman, Red 

has given a great deal of attention to 
safety. His men have heen taught that 
accidents are not necessury and they have 
also been trained to take every precau- 
tion to prevent them. The very fact that 
so many of the old trucks are still in use, 
proves Red’s attention to small details. 
All cars are always kept in good repair, 
so that mechanical troubles can cause no 
accidents. 

Red's drivers are tauglt carefully to 
drive correctly, are trained to observe all 
traffic rules at al! times, and to sacrifice 
speed to safety. The many safety trophies 
which hang about the garage walls show 
that he has not taught in vain. 

The safety awards this year were made 
by Harry L. Burril, of the Maryland Cas- 

(Continued om Page 33) 
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Hunt Out Those 

HESE three good friends were 
caught together the other day mak- 
ing some deep Christmas plans for 
a lot of the smaller people who live 

near the Staley plant. Lucile May, our 
plant nurse, called this conference in the 
first-aid hospital at the plant. Her pard. 
ners are Udell] Hoft, small son of Gilmore 
Hoft, mechanic, and Gloria Galley, daugh 
er of H. W. Galley, oil sales manager. 
The outcome of the conference was this 

—every person connected with the Staley 
company is being asked now—(consider 
this a personal invitation)—to search 
through his belongings. While you are 
searching you are to be looking for things 
which boys and girls, particularly, would 
like for Christmas. Maybe back in some 
old box you will find a doll with one arm, 
a small wagon with no wheels, a tiny 
chair without all legs. Maybe it is a toy 
that needs paint, or a new string, or some 
other repair, As you look at it you remem- 
ber how you or some younger member of 
your family loved it. You remember how 
you fairly yelled the Christmas morning 
you found that drum. Now it is battered. 
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Old Toys Again 
but it could give out a fairly stirring roll 
if properly repaired. 

You can look back and just see your 
small daughter the day she first cradled 
that doll in her arms. She loved it so hard 
that its wig is gone now and one leg is 
missing, but that could be fixed, and some 
other less fortunate little girl than yours 
could still love that doll a lot. 

Maybe in your searching you can't find 
any toys or books, but you do find some 
still good but rather shabby little gar. 
ments, little shoes that in their endless 
toddling around the house have worn thin 
places in the soles, little coats that, de- 
spite their missing buttons and fur worn 
by chubby baby necks, are still warm. 

Gather in all these things and bring them 
out to the plant. You needn't bother about 
trying to mend them (unless of course you 
are VERY big-hearted). There are some 
men who are not working who are more 
than anxious to mend these toys. Of course 
they may not have time to sew buttons on 
coats and dresses, but the Christmas shop 
would rather have them not repaired than 
to miss getting them altogether. 

(Continued on Page 33) 
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HRISTMAS 

      

  

BUY CHRISTMAS SEALS 
Everyone is being given again an op- 

portunity to help the fight against 
tuberculosis by buying Christmas seals. 
The cheery little stamps, an asset to any 
Christmas package or note, are again on 
sale throughout the country. They cost 
one penny cach, or a dollar a sheet. 

With the money from the sale of these 
seals the fight against tuberculosis is 
waged. Here in Decatur it means that 
nurses are maintained to visit homes and 
help in the care of tuberculosis cases, it 
means that a summer camp is opened each 
sununer for children who, by a little 
tention, can fight off the disease, and it 
means that the general public can be edt- 
cated to avoid the disease. 

The Macon County Tuberculosis and 
Visiting Nurses association has charge of 
the seal sale in this county. Probably you 
will receive, or have received, a sheet of 
stamps through the mail. Keep it if you 
can, but if you can't pay for the whole 
sheet, ask someone else, who wants to 
help, to buy ten, or fifteen or twenty-five. 

      

Albert Yocum was rather proud of his 
new trousers until the time-office gang 
suggested to that they had had a 
former owner whe was no longer in the 
land of the Hving. 

  

Sam Gard, feed house, was if! all during 
November with influenza which was fol- 
lowed by sinus trouble. 

[re] 

BAPTISM BY SNOW 

The morning aiter the big snow our 
nurse, Lucile May, decided that rather 
than battie the drifts and yet her clothes 
wet with snow she would cide ta work in 
a taxi. As they neared the plant she took 
upon herself the task of directing the driver 
as to where to go, assuring him that she 
knew where the ditches were. She had 
him drive to the east door, and told just 
where to stop, although he wanted to 
drive up under the viaduct. She opened 
the taxi door, saying, "Now this is fine,” 
and stepped off into a ditch so deep that 
the snow went down the neck of her dress. 
Luckily she keeps a good supply of clean 
clothing at the plant. 

There is a story behind many conversa- 
tions. There was one behind this— 

Marge Allman, at soda fountain, “Say, 
Javais, do you think Al Crabb has the key 
to my front door?” 

Javais—"I don’t know, I 
him.” 

Marge—“Weil, I wish you would, I got 
locked out the other night and nearly froze 
before I could get in.” 
BUT—we are not going to tell the story. 

  

might ask 

Marjorie White, sales, decided to wait 
until the nice autumn weather came before 
she took her vacation. It rained a lot dur- 
ing October so she decided upon Novem- 
ber. We always have lovely weather in 
November. So she took the second and 
third weeks in tha! manth—and we had a 
blizzard. Oh well, Marg probably likes 
to play in the snow, anyway. 

   Helen Conant, sales, is looking for an old 
arithmetic book with answers in it. She 
is struggling most of the time with sales- 
men’s expense accounts and never dares 
add them twice for she gets a different 
answer each time. 

  

Bill Heer’s annual hunting trips have 
been postponed until Bill recovers from a 
rheumatic 

  

Bora to Mr. and Mrs. Hugh Mace, 
Belleville, Lil, Nov. 7, a daughter. Mr. 
Mace is our St. Louis representative. 
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TEN YEARS AGO 
‘These items were news 

readers in December 1922. 
The auditing department was featured 

inan article written by G. E. Chamberlain. 
At that time George Auer was auditor and 
R. C. Scherer his assistant. General ac- 
countants were I. H. Hiser and Ray S. 
Bass. Cecil Walker was head bookkeeper 
and Edward Lahniers had charge of 
freight records, Louis Brand was pay- 
master and Car! Russell had charge of 
the cost division. Accountants were 
Thomas Longhons, John Warren, Tom 
Hildebrand, Herbert Scholes, Margaret 
Hebert; clerks were Helen Koscielny, 
Lucille Hamman, Frank Callins, Carl 
Waltens, Melvin Longbons, Marguerite 
Dooley (iow Mrs. Melvin Longbons), 
Clell Redmon, Marian Botts and Clara 
Bauer. Nelt Hutcheson and Dereatha De- 
yore were bookkeeper: Roxie Poland 
(now Mrs. Cecil Walker) was secretary 
to the auditor; Bessie Redmon was secre- 
tary to Mr. Scherer. Everett Ellis, the 
newest member of the department, was 
messenger. 

to Journal 

    

Helen Harder gave evidence of her do- 
mestic side by contributing a recipe for 
divinity. Other contributing candy recipes 
were Viola Goodman, Deleie Chandler 
{now Mrs. John Mintun), Javais Cochran 
and Edith Weeks. 

G A, Johnson resigned as sales manager 
to return to the National Grocery Com- 
pany. In the reorganization following his 
resignation E. K. Scheiter was appointed 
manager of starch sales, Roy M. lves 
manager oi syrup sales and E. W. Martin 
manager of feed sales. 

  

Rubymae Kiely returned to her position 
in the auditing department. She had 
worked for the company but a few months 
earlier had. resigned to take another po- 
sition. 

Merle Moore, stenographer in the sales 
department, resigned. 

Otto Sutter, of the laboratory, organized 
a football game during one noon hour 
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and then broke his nose while playing. 

Girls in the tray room had a birthday 
surprise party for Mrs. Avory MeGlade, 
iormerly Katie Prell. The girls who were 
present were Mrs. Mary Facius, Mrs. 
Louise Rothwell, Emma Koslofski, Maggie 
Prell, and Margaret Moran. 

Howard Winings got his name in print 
because he bougitt a new Ford coupe. 

And Ed Borchers joined the crowd by 
buying a Dodge. 

Jack Minton, millwright, was playing 
on the Racine, Wis., football team. 

A chemistry club was organized in De- 
eatur with the following Staley chemists 
as charter members: Howard File, Crystal 
Fall, Lowell Gill, Harry Watson, A. W. 
Beemer, Dr. Dale and Don Hansen. 

Announcement was made of the opening 
of the soybean mill at the plant. This was 
a new industry in Centrat [linois and 
created a great deal of interest. At that 
time oi] and meal was all that was being 
made from the beans in the plant here. 

Lowell Gill wrote an article on the im- 
portance of chemical control in the corn 
products industry. 

Lefty Pahlman returned to the piaut 
after a season with a baseball team. 

Red Thornborough, of the machine shop, 
was made foreman of the plant garage. 

CM. Cobb and Louis Burstein, both 
of the purchasing department, bought new 
Ford sedans. 

Arthur Harris returned to the company 
and took a position in the drafting room. 

W. R, Van Hook, Journal cartoonist, 
was transferred from the yard office to 
the stare room. 

[rx]



  

By hig sise alone Henry Trent shoutd rule 
his family—but he insists he doesn’t. Henry, 
who works in 17 building, has a daughter and 
some older sons. Here he and Mrs. Trent 
have just their two youngest sons with them. 
The boys are Dewitt and Norman. 

  

  

Kekeisen's Great Discovery! 
A discovery which he thinks will help 

out the corn belt farmer and at the same 
time help his own rather concave purse, has 
been announced by Frank Kekeisen, sales 
department. Frank likes to smoke a pipe 
but tobaceo is expensive, so he has devised 
a means of grinding corn-cobs, roasting 
them, and then smoking them in his pipe. 
He says they are most enjoyable. 

‘The only objections so far have come 
from the girls in the sales department 
who have to sinell them. They are going 
to suggest that Frank do his smoking with 
all the windows open. 

Born—To Mr. and Mrs. Sylvester Bow- 
man, Nov. 10, a son. Mr. Bowman, known 
about the plant as Jack, works in the lab- 
oratory. 

Mrs. May insists that she put a bag of 
pecans on the table in her office but when 
she turned around it was gone. If she sus- 
pects anyone she hasn't told who it is. 

[r2] 

HUMISTON SPEAKS 

Refinery, Illinois. 

Mr. Cyril M. Cobb, Esq. 
Purchasing Agent, 
A. E. Staley Mig. Co., 
Main Office, Illinois. 

My Very Dear Sir: 

Since you responded so generously to 
my request for calendars last year at this 
time, I feel encouraged to again enter into. 
business relations with you with this end 
in view. 

Last time you remember that all plain 
serviceable calendars were requested ex 
cept one for my baudoir, which was to be 
a work of art, preferably the portrait of a 
voluptuous maiden with Cleopatra as a 
pattern or model so to speak. The idea 
was to open my eyes upon something 
beautiful and stimulating, something that 
would make one forget old age and one’s 
infirmities, Your response was prompt and 
continous. I divided them among Mr. 
Honolkd and Mr. West. With Mr. Honold 
and myself the results were entirely nega- 
tive, but with Mr. West, well, you all 
know how he walked all over the “Jap” 
in the lawn ter tournament. 

So, for this year for my boudoir I would 
like to have a calendar having the signs of 
the zodiac or something like a set of Bah- 
cock statistics. Something rather devoid 
of life with large figures that our failing 
eyesight can register correctly, 

But for our esteemed friend, Mr. West, 
calendars of a stimulating nature are still 
in order, 
We will be very thankful for these cal- 

endars and stand ready to reciprocate in 
any way that we can at any time. 

We desire to be remembered to the en- 
tire personnel of your office especially to 
the young ladies who were so kind as to 
attend to the mailing of the calendars from 
time to time, 

Hoping this finds alt of you well and 
happy, we are, with the most profound 
sentiments of respect, 

      

Very truly yours, 
L.B. H.et al. 

Maxine Bon is terribly disappointed in 
the Republican party, for a purely personal 
reason. This year she cast her first vote 
in a national election—and lost it. 
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Announcement! 

The editor of the Journal wishes to an- 
nounce at this time that all men who lost 
money on election bets must see her 
within a few days. Otherwise she may 
forget all those promises she made “not 
to say anything about it,” and some of the 
other members of the family may get 
curious. The editor is not asking for 
hush money but she could use a few gaso- 
line coupons and cafeteria tickets. 

Aiter listening to tales of grief from 
many of his friends, Charley Fitch said 
that his advice to everyone was to drive 
an open-air model, like the one he drives, 
He never has trouble. When there is a 
big snow all he does is dump the snow 
out of the seats, shake the car a few limes 
to get the snow out of the engine, and off 
he goes. 

Fred Emmel, who has been selling 
Staley's syrups for a long, long time, sent 
us a little fonr-line sermon the other day. 
It is this: 

Co-operate— 
Observe the banana— 

Every time one leaves the bunch 
Tt gets skinned! 

Dale Tish made a perfeet picture of a 
man hunting for a job cleaning off snow. 
He carried a broom and shoyel around on 
his shoulder and he said he helped sweep 
snow off the tracks and aut of switches. 
Anyway, he looked happy. 

Amelia Volentine has recently been 
added to the sales stenographic forces. She 
is a niece of Willard Volentine who 
worked in the packing house a few years 
ago, and has a large circle of friends at 
the plant. 

One of the first cold days of winter 
Clark Gidel, safety man, went out on an 

i¢le hunt. One of the biggest he found 
was hanging on the soybean plant and he 
said it weighed about a hundred pounds 

  

Mrs. Walter Kent, personnel office, was 
called to Clinton Nov. 13 by the death of 
Mr. Kent's father. 

DECEMBER, 1932   

MEXICAN FRIENDS 

One of the foremost inanufacturers of 
paper in Mexico is shown here with a 
Staley man ou each side. The gentleman 
in the center is Senor Eduardo Martinez 
Parante. He is the manager of the for- 
eign department of the Compania de las 
Fabricas de Papel de San Rafael y 
Anexas §.A., with his headquarters in 
Mexico City. This firm is by far the 
largest manufacturer of paper in Mexico. 

On his left is Senor Manuel Leon Or- 
tega, Staley’s representative in all of 
Mexico. On the other side is Ray E. 
Harter, one of our paper mill department 
engineers. Recently Mr. Harter has spent 
some time in Mexico, 

Lisle Brown, laboratory, is one of these 
boys who invites trouble, it seems. The 
night of the big snow he elected to go to 
a party in a cottage on top of a hill at 
Faries Park. He says he got there, too, 
but he hasn't said what his towing bill 
was. 

Charley Fitch, Republican, and Eddie 
Willis, Democrat, had night political ar- 
guments, but neither was able to convince 
the other 

[13 }



POOR MATT! 

When we hear of some misfortune com 
ing to our fellowmen the first question is 
always: “How Did It ’Appen.” 

This is the way it happened. 
To begin with we find Matt was always 

crazy over circuses, not so much the circus 
itsself but THE ELEfants, he was just 
cilly over elefants, and don't ye know he 
never has got over his facination for 
elefants. 

He runs around now after an elefant 
called GOP, this G O P is a god to Matt 
he is always trying to get converts and to 
get all the felters to he as cilly as he’s for 
this GoP. 

Ye see the Blue Print machine is close 
to the composition room down in the print 
shop and Matt goes down thar to work on 
the blue prints and Gerald “Ged” Ellegood 
works in the composing room. 

“Ged” uset to be normal in every re- 
spects until Matt got to taking him into 
a huddle so now Ged clings to Matt closer 
than a broder, they're banded together 
with one great love for this elefant called 
Gop. Seems like Matt has got Ged to be- 
liv'n that this Gop elefant will make up 
with ye and if it will respond to your 
pett'n it wilt soon begin to bring home the 
bacon for every one who it likes, so Ged 
is goin’ up to the meetin’ with Matt and 
see if he can make up with this Gop and 
all the fellers that the Gop likes. Ged is 
as excited as a little bay goin’ up to sec 
santa claus with his first list of presents 
he wants old santa to bring him. 

The sad part now is that the Gop don’t 
know them well enough yet to bring home 
the bacon to ‘em, but Matt whisperes to 
Ged t'other day that he’s goin’ to get to 
be committeenan "fore long and then, well, 
Ged thinks that’s goin’ ’ be just swell 
for both of ‘em. 

Ye know elefants are very jelous some- 
times, and if they don’t always jest like 
ye, they might pick ye up with their front 
tail and throw ye down and break ye right 
off straight, or step on ye, and that is too 
bad, kause i don’t think anybody that likes 
elefants could ever be satisfied to pet the 
donkey. 

It makes us old friends of these young 
americans feel bad to see them go around 
so lovesick for this Gop when the Gop has 
so many loves all ready and these boys 
hant got any kanes or stiff hats yet an’ we 
know this Gop likes fellers with kanes and 

C14] 

  

    

        

H. T. Morris calls this close harmony in 
the Morris family. One day when his five 
sous were together he snapped this brotherly 
picture of them. They are Arthur G., Ayrlie 
M., Adrian A., and the two younger ones in 
front are Aldwin BE. and Alpha fl. 

Influence with the Powers 
Eddie Lahniers has proof pasitive that 

when he says he has a pull with the gov- 
ernment he is nat boasting idly. His proof 
is in the form of a letter from the United 
States Department of Agriculture. Eddie, 
it seems, found a dove not long ago with 
a band on one leg. When he told the boys 
he had written to Washington to find out 
about it, they were inclined to laugh at 
him. Now he shows the letter—and laughs. 

Geneva Marie David is the uewest ad: 
dition to the auditing department. staff 
She is a daughter of Ernest David in 21 
buikling, and a niece of Walter David, of 
the kiln house. 

Lucile Schulz says she had her mind 
all made. up how she was going to vote, 
and then when she got to the polls she did 
some more thinking—and changed her 
mind again 
  

stiff hats and big stick pins and big fat 
cigars stuck in their little mouths, but 
strong hearts like ’em has will surely win 
the little elefant soon, we all ‘ope so. 
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Cap Is Satisfied 
Cap Whitten says it’s a good old world 

after all. Up until Nov. 8 he wasn’t so 
sure, but now he is satisfied. Cap has 
worked jong and talked hard for this 
Democratic victory and even Jim Gallo- 
way and Ed Smith are willing to let him 
enjoy his bliss 

Ed Smith tells this on himself so it 
must be true, It seems that Ed, whose 
political belief has never wavered from the 
rigid lines of the Republican party, recently 
wrote to Springfield for some Blue Books. 
He wanted to do the right thing by all his 
friends so he reqnested that he be sent a 
Blue Book for each Republican at Staleys. 
When the package arrived it contained 
SIX books. And Cap Whitten, life-long 
Democrat, grabbed off one of them! 

  

Ever try railroading in a driving snow- 
storm? According to the Staley men who 
worked most of the night of Noy. 15, when 
Decatur’s first real snow of the season ar- 
tived, there are lots of other more com- 
fortable occupations. Russell Crum and 
Joe Whitrock rode on the front of switch 
engines all that night, clearing drifts from 
tracks and switches. 

  

Mme. Sehulzenheimer showed jewelry 
again this year, for the Christmas trade, 
but whenever she saw Kathryn Sheehy 
headed toward the exhibit she hurried in 
the same direction to guard it. She re 
membered what happened last year when 
Kathryn was left alone with it. 

Patrons of the time office may be in- 
terested in knowing that the new lock on 
the west door there is a home talent af- 
fair. J. N. Armentrout, inventor and inci- 
dentally night timekeeper, drew the blue 
prints and had the lock made in the Staley 
shops. At least it is highly effective. 

Dr, Fitzpatrick, to Andy Percival, “Well, 
Andy, I picked up a Journal last night, 
started to read the story you wrote about 
your western motor trip, and before I got 
half through I was asleep.” 

Decemare, 1932 

HEADS SENIOR CLASS 

Clinton McKeown was elected president 
of the senior class of Decatur High school 

recently. He is prominent in other school 

  

otgauizations, being president of the 
Forum and vice-president of the glee club. 
Clinton is the son of Mr. and Mrs. W. H. 
McKeown. His father is assistant to the 
foreman of our new elevator, east of the 
plant 

Bob Siweck talks with the rest of the 
boys in the mailing department only on 
business now. Not that Bob is hurt—just 
the opposite—but he feels that he is on a 
plane above common people now. He has 
had a mash note. A girl saw his picture in 
the Journal tast month and found hinr in- 
teresting enough to write to. Bob was so 
set up that he rather unwisely told the rest 
of the mailing room crowd about it. 

H.W. Galley was naturally quite ex- 
cited when, on the morning after elec- 
tion, one of the biggest orders he had re- 
ceived that day was suddenly cancelled, 
hy wire. He quieted down and at the same 
time saw through the mystery when he 
got a “long distance” phone call from 
F.1D. R. in New York telling him that he 
had ordered a new deal and the customer 
again wanted the oil. 

Doris Hill, sales, went to St. Louis in 
November to attend the Theater Guild 
play, “Reunion in Vienna.” 

[15]



  

Bemis Bros. Bag Co, is justly proud of the village in Alabama where 
most of the employes of that jill line. The villaye, called Bemiston, is lovely 
with its wide streets and well-kept homes. The pictures at the top show fwo 
views of homes of employes, while the lower picture shows one of the mills. 

Pop-Corn! Pop-Corn! 
Charley Ellis of the scale house, is sell- 

ing pop-corn again this year. Last year 
he sold his entire crop, and this vear he 
hopes to do as well. He sells it shelled 
or unshelled, and in any quantity. He will 
deliver orders of ten pounds or more, but 
for ail orders it is the same price—five 
cents per pound. If you are interested, 
call Charley at 237. 

Corny Furman, generally the careful 
man around the plant, dropped the keys 
to his car in the snow one night recently. 
Lady Luck must have been walking with 
him, though, for he found them without 
much trouble, 

Frank O'Neil, whom most people know 
better as Smoky, has been tunable to re- 
port for his work in the yard jor several 
weeks, because of itlness. 

Ed Gates, who. has been ill for many 
months, is able to be up and about the 
house part of the time now. He has a 
great many Staley callers. 

John Ross was ill during most of the 

month of November. He works on Leon- 
ard Smith’s gang. 

Otto Nichols, kiln house, is still unable 
to work. He has been iil for some tine. 

[16] 

The way Andy Percival tells it he aud 
Bart Wilson worked several hours getting 
his car into the garage the night of the 
big snow. Someone at the plant said that 
Andy didn't tell the story straight. That 
he had some help from the lady of the 
family who loaned her car to help in the 
crisis. 

“Just because | wear overalls and use 
@ saw occasionally is no reason for calling 
me ‘Ye Craftsman’,” complains our friend, 
W. R. Van Hook. William Russell was 
doing some extra work in the storeroom 
the day he was so attired and named. 

Mac Jagusch has never had a reputa- 
tion for being such a hound for exercise, 
but the morning alter the big snow he 
walked out to Elevator C and back again 
He admitted that he could hardly drag 
one boot after the other on the return trip. 

* 

Joe Slaw was the reason for Happy 
Slaw's interest in football this year. Joe 
is Happy’s son, and played this year on 
the Roosevelt Junior high team. Happy is 
that smiling janitor in the general office, 
whom everyone knows. 

Morris Fisher returned to work at the 
Staley plant in November after being away 
for more than a year. He returns to work 
under George Leonard, fire chief. Former. 
ly he worked with the carpenter gang. 
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THE STALEY CREDIT UNION 
Monthly Statement 

    

    

  

    

  

AUGUST. 1932 
Gash) ey ae eeeees $ 814.81 
Bonds - 608.42 
Personal Loans .... 32,320.55 
Shares $30,875.50 
Entrance F 38.00 
Reserve Fund . 661.14 
Undivided Earnings. 150,12 
Bad Loans Collected, 
Previously Charged 

8.00 

Interest 1,992.01 
Expense 99 

$33,744.77 $33,744.77 

SEPTEMBER, 1932 

    

   

    

Cash <8 2,198.84 
Bonds cence UB42 
Personal Loans .... 32,969.17 
Shares ...... 
Entrance Fees . ; 

ve Fund ..... 661.14 
ided Earnings. 150.12 

Bad Loans Collected, 
Previously Charged 
Oran eeueneer ones 8.00 

Interest 2,302.48, 
Expense . 1.27 
Check Ta: 
—Unpaid 2.0.2... 3.46 

$35,777.70 

Bessie Case is still at outs with the 
weatherman. Here she was just beginning 
to feel safe about driving her car alone 
when a heavy snowstorm, followed by icy 
streets, makes her again feel saier op the 
street car. 

We wish all of Heury Scherer's friends 
would tell him what they think of him 
taking a girl to sce such a play as “Strange 
Interlude.” Ed Smith has already told him 
what he thinks of it. 

Harold Wilbur, wading in from Elevator 
C the day after the big snow, remarked 
that “you people here in town don't know 
when you have it easy. Come out in the 
country and sce some snowdrifts.” 
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F. B. GORDON RETIRES 

is many Staley friends will be inter 
ested in hearing that F. 8. Gordon is re- 
tiring from active management of the 
Columbus Manufacturing Company, of 
Columbus, Ga. This company, one of the 
important textile manufacturing concerns 
of the South, was founded by Mr. Gordon 
in 1900. He announces that, as he is now 
76 years old, he feels it tine for him to 
retire as president, and play for a while. 

Mr, Gordon has many friends with the 
Staley company, all of whom congratulate 
him upon his past success, and send him 
their sincere good wishes for a happy 
future, 

There is simply no keeping a good man 
in, as witness Newt Simpson. Although 
he spent all autumn in the hospital while 
recovering from a fractured leg, he is now 
back at work. The heavy snow in Novem- 
ber did not keep him home at all—he was 
here every day during that time. 

Chairs in the print shop are going to 
have to be changed. Twice within a few 
days recently two girls in that department 
have fallen off their chairs. Nita Wisher 
fell off one day, and a few days later Faye 
Brausen tried the stunt. 

If there is one thing Elizabeth Heer 
does like, it is for someone to call up 
and say, “Hello, is Lizzie there?” If she 
answers the phone the answer generally 
is “NOW!” 

    

Frank Lewis, laboratory, is home again 
from his second visit to the hospital. He 

has been receiving treatment for his leg, 

broken in a baseball game last summer. 

  

James Noon 
surgical patient in Decatur and 
County hospital. 

n, 21 building, has been a 
Macon 

When Javais isn't selling tickets to some 
card party, Eve is selling them for some 
benefit down at the Masonic Temple. 

In Arizona they shoot snakes on sight. 
Here we sight snakes after a shot. 

{r7]



  

We have no proof of this statement, but we 
think there was a fovely Kansas City blond 
nearby when this siniling picture was taken. 
K. J. Maitas, our director of feed nutrition, 
often visits that city, and rumor has it that 
he smiles on a lovely blond there. Anyway, he 
is swiling here. 

SIDE SHOW MATERIAL 
Scene—Soda fountain on ninth floor. 
Lynn Davis and Jack Hufnagle enter. 
Jack: “Well, Marge, I'll have a choco- 

late milk.” 

Lyan: “Gosh, I’m hungry. I think It 
have a half dozen ice cream sodas.” 

Marge: “Did you say you wanted un 
ice cream soda, Mr. Davis?” 

Lynn: “No, I said I wanted a half dozen 
—six—and | mean six. Make ’em up and 
Il eat every one of them.” 
And he did! And he still lives to talk 

  

about it. 

Conduetor: “Here, this half-fare ticket 
is no good.” 

Sandy: “Be yerse?, mon; [’'m in ma 
seccunt childhood.” 

The Jewish Bronxite went into the 
delicatessen and looked around. He in- 
quired the price of various articles such as 
cakes, iruits, and so forth, and finally got 
round to a big Virginia ham. Looking 
cautiously about to see that none observed 
him, he secretively asked, as he pointed to 
the ham: 
“How much?” 
Just at that moment there came a terrific 

crash of thunder, and a bolt of lightning 
that seemed to rend the very heavens. 
Down cowered the little Jew, and looking 
upward he asked in quavering voice: 

“Mine Gott—can’t I even esk?” 
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Trees Again 

Ido not think ll ever be 
Much help around a Christmas tree. 
A smiling tree that gayly gleams, 
Whose friendly rafters kiss the heams. 
When I festoon the tree with spangles 
I usher in domestic wrangles. 

[ yearn to show where things 
should go, 

But I'm, alas, malapropos, 

    I'm like the Ringling Brothers’ clown 
What others hang up, | knock down! 

Poems are made by fools tike me 
But only wives can trim a tree! 

—Arthur L. Lippman. 

Have von ever heard Ed Wynn laugh? 
Well, even if you have, you haven't heard 
much until you hear Skeeter Humphry 
laugh. Skeeter, who can always be found 
pottering about the yard, or the tool room, 
has a laugh which may land him in Iolly- 
wood or on the radio yet. 

  

Dudley Boren, who is Republican pre- 
cinct committeeman, preached his gospel 
manfully in the electrical department be- 
fore election. 

Cleo Hanson, 17 building, now seems on 
the road to recovery, after a long illness. 
He had an operation for appendicitis and 
for a long time his condition was critical. 

Smatl Brother: Betcha he'd kiss you if 
1 wasn't here. 

Big Sister: You bad, bad boy! 
away this instant. 

Run 

  

Burglar (having climbed to porch rooi) : 
Another guy sleeping with his window 
shut! I get a mind te write de board of 
health about it! 

Little Waldo was much impressed by 
his first trip through the garden. Coming 
to the morning-glories, he shouted, “Oh, 
Mother, come and see the vine with the 
lond-speakers t 
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TURKEY FOR TURKEY 
When the big turkey was awarded to 

the high bowler at Hiil’s a few days be- 
fore Thanksgiving, Walter Grant, better 
known about the plant as Young Turkey, 
won the bird. Walter, who rolled 289 in 
the Staley league the night of Nov. 16, 
had the highest individual score of any 
bowler at Hill's during the weeks just 
preceding Thanksgiving. Until that night 
the record had been held by Keith Tal- 
Lott, another of our bowlers. 

  

This Christmas day let's lay away 
The burdens of the year 

With gladsome shout let’s go about 
A-spreading of good cheer 

On other days list to the lays 
OF sighers, if ye will, 

This is a time to make a rhyme 
Of joy the world to fill. 

Forget the fears of yesterycars 
Forget all thought of doubt, 

Ye who did stray from joy away. 
Now turn ye face about. 

This Christmas day let's lay away 
‘The burdens of the year, 

With gladsome shout fet’s go about 
A-spreading of good cheer. 

Father: “Goodness, daughter, where did 
you get that immodest dress?” 

Daughter: “Why, dad, this is the last 
word from Paris.” 

Father: “Well, it’s about time those 
Parisians learned words of more than one 
syllable.” 

Mrs. Browne—"You don't like this hat 
because it cost $30.” 

Mr. Browne—"It isn't that; it covers up 
your lovely hair too much.” 

Mrs. Browne—"Maybe you're right, I'll 
return it tomorrow.” 

Fortune Teller (to motorist)—I warn 
you, a dark man is about to cross your 
path. 

Motorist—Better warn the dark man. 

Barber: “Shall I eut your hair close?" 
Coed: “No, stand off as far as possible.” 

Drcemprr, 1932   

This is the reason Hollis Hise, purchasing, 
is buying a Christmas tree this year. Richard 
Rluir Hise is about nine months old, and his 
parents are expecting him to go into raptures 
over Santa’s visit. 

  

A Fast Bunch 
The treasurer of the Ladies’ Aid Society 

of a Chureh made a deposit for her organ- 
ization in a bank, At the deposit window 
she spoke to the teller whom she knew 
The deposit was a considerable one for a 
church organization and as she passed in 
the money, she said, “Here's the aid 
money." 

‘The teller understood her to say, “Here's 
the egg money.” Then came the break. 

“Well, it looks as if the old tens had 
been laying pretty good lately,” was his 
comment. 

  

Pat and Mike were detailed for scout 
duty overseas. The commanding officer 
ordered them ta conceal themselves in a 
cow's hide and pretend to graze over ta- 
ward the German trenches. Pat was given 
the front Jegs and Mike the hind tegs. 

AH went well until Pat received a prod 
from his buddy. 
“Come on, let’s get out of here,” hissed 

Mike. 
“What’s the matter?” inquired Pat. 
“Matter!” snorted Mike. “Migawd, here 

comes a German with a mitk pail!” 

  

He: “Have you ever been kissed?” 
She: “Y-y-yess, c-cause I n-n-never 

could s-say n-no fast enough. 
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Robert Rosebery, Motorist 
All you Staley people who had been 

blaming the contractors for closing Twen- 
ty-Second Street receutly should know the 
real story. The contractors did put up 
the “closed” signs, but the reason behind 
the sign is this. Onr grain departinent 
friend, Bob Rosebery, after holding out 
all these years, has bought a car. The 
natural route for him to came to the office 
is down Twenty-Second, but that paving 
is none too strong. Taking the bull by 
the horns, as it were, the state decided to 
re-inforce that pavement early in the day, 
and now Rob can drive down there in 
safety. 

All the boys in the laboratory say it is 
interesting, to say the least, to listen to the 
tales Red Hettinger has to tell each day 
about that son and that daughter of his. 
Sometimes the tales are rather tall, but 
if sufficiently gnyed, Red will bring them 
down to believable proportions. 

Lois Sagstetter, grain ollice, returned to 
work the middle of November after an ill- 
ness of several weeks. During her absence 
she underwent an operation in St. Mary’s 
hospital. 

’ 

Miss: “Where have you been ail these 
months?” 

Hitt: “Busy at school—I’m taking medi- 
cine this year.” 

Miss: “Feel any better?” 

  

  

The Boy Friend: Say, who's the dumb- 
looking guy that drives your car around 
and works in the garden? Y notice he 
always gives me a nasty look when I 
come in, 

The Girl Friend: Oh, don't mind him. 
That's just father, 

  

Character in a Talkie: 1 love you, but, 
dearest, I can’t marry you just yet! 
Drunken Voice from the Audience: 

Naw, 0’ course yh can’t. This is only the 
first reel. 

Qi all the words on tongues of men 
The rarest are these: 

"TN tend you ten.” 

[20] 

Equipped for Emergencies 
A. Cincinnati lady in the upper brackets 

socially was appointed a member of the 
board of visitors of an insane hospital. 
“Now,” she said, “when I go to inspect 

this institution, nothing is to be glossed 
over becuse I aim a woman, I am not ap- 
pointed to this position as a lady, but as 
a citizen, onc who is supposed to perform 
some useful function to society and the 
static. So whatever there is to be seen, I 
will see. I am willing to face whatever 
conditions there are. Otherwise I can be 
of no use in ameliorating them.” 

Taken at her word, she was guided on a 
round of inspection. In one cubicle, on a 
chair chained to the center of the floor, 
sat a man devoid of clothing, but wearing 
a hat. 

“Why in the world,” asked the lady as 
niuch puzzled as shocked, “do you sit here 
without any clothes o 

“Well,” said his nutship, “nobody comes 
to see me, so why shoutd I dress up?” 

“But why the hat?” asked the lady. 

“Oh, well,” said the patient, “somebody 
might come!"—Saturday Evening Post. 

  
  

  

Little Willie, the brightest bay in the 
geography class, was given an outline map 
of Europe and told to fill in the names of 
the countri When he had finished, the 
teacher took the map and discovered that 
he had omitted the name of the largest 
country there. 

“Why, Willie,” she said, “don’t 
know the name of that country?” 

“No,” said Willie, “T can’t place it.” 
“That,” said the teacher, “is Russia.” 
“But, teacher.” objected Willie, “we 

don’t recognize Russia.”—Pennsylvania 
Punch Bowl, 

  

  

you 

“Why, Mrs. Murphy, you look quite 
festive today. What's up, then?” 
“What! Haven't you heard my son Bill 

is coming out today?" 

“Yes, but they’re letting him out nearly 
two years earlier because he behaved him- 
self so well.” 

“Lord, Mrs. Murphy, what a comfort it 
must be to you to have such a good son.” 
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The Percentages 
“Had a terrible time with iny flivver.” 
"Yeah?" 
“Yep, Bought a carburetor that saved 

50 per cent of gus, a timer that saved 30 
per cent and a spark plug that saved 20 
per cent, and after I went ten miles ny 
gas tank overflowed!” 

A young Irishman was a ward captain 
and his alderman gave a dinner to the 
faithful workers and their wives. The 
Irishman's wife was unable to accompany 
him and the following is the conversation 
which took place on his return home: 

Wife: Was Mrs. Smith there? 
Husband: Yes. 
Wife: What kind of dress did she have 

on? 
Husband: Well, really, I didn’t notice. 
Wife: Was Mrs. Martin there? 
Husband : Oh, yes. 
Wife: What did sie have on? 
Husband: I didn’t notice. 
Wife: Now, Mike, I don’t think you 

went to the dinner at all. 
Husband: Well, I'll tell you, dear; they 

had nothing on above the table and T was 
ashamed to look under. 

The owner of a car of doubtful age 
ultimately concluded that it needed over- 
hauling. After the garage men walked 
around it a couple of times one of them 
remarked: “That’s a good spotlight you 
have. Let's jack it up and run a new 
car under it.” 

“Matilda, won't you sing something for 
our guests?” 

“Oh, but, dear, it is so late; and besides 
they are beginning to go.” 

“Yes, but not quickly enough.” 

New Student to Trafic Cop: Where 
can I find a nice, big, airy room, cheap? 

Traffic Cop: Turn leit on the red signal 
and I can accommodate you. 

You can tell good literature. The pub- 
lishers give vou a set of it free when you 
buy a set of trash. 

Decemper, 1932   

We have here a very poor picture of some 
very handsome gentlemen, But the back- 
ground is important. It was taken in Italy. 
Dr. E. F, Pike and Rodney Thomas were in 
that country at the time with our new Ftalian 
paper mill engineer, Ing. Piertro Minonsio. 
Dr, Pike ts standing at the left rear, Mr. 
Thomas at the right, and Mr. Minongio in 
the center, 

Christmas Verses 

Here’s Merry Christmas come again, 
With all it ever used to bring; 

The mistletoe and carol-strain, 
The holly in the wincdow-pane, 

And all the bloom from hill and plain 

That Winter's chilly hand can fling. 

All you that to feasting and mirth are in- 
clined, 

Come, here is good news for to pleasure 
your mind 

Old Christmas is some for to keep open 
house, 

He scorns to be guilty of starving a 
niouse! 

Make we merry both more and less, 
For now is the time of Christmas. 

Heap on more wood! the wind is chill; 
But let it whistle as it will, 
We'll keep our Christmas merry still. 

Come, bring with a noise, 
My merry, merry boys, 
The Christmas log to the fring. 

“ 

“T trust that I have made niyself suffi- 
ciently plain,” she said. 

“It's only fair to give nature the credit 
for that."—Annapolis Log. 
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FOR COMING 

1TH the prospects of a long and 
rather cold winter before us, it 
seemed altogether fitting that the 
three guardians of our weliare 

give us some general directions for safc 
conduct during the winter season. Mrs, 
Lucile May, our plant nurse, Clark Gidel, 
our director of safety, and George W. 
Leonard, onr fire chief, have each given 
some excellent ideas on every-day matters 
which will help make the winter more 
pleasant and more safe. 

   

  

     

PREVENT COLDS 
By LUCILE MAY 

Preventing a cold is much easier than 
curing one, but it has been only in recent 
years that the general public could be 
brought to see that. Until a few years ago 
every man, woman and child expected to 
have at least one cold during the winter, 
and took it as a matter of course. It was 
also an accepted fact that if one member 
of the family had a cold everyone in the 
family would “catch” it. If anyone thought 
of any way to prevent the spread of this 
most unpleasant illness, he kept it care- 
fully to himsetf—while the germs spread 
on anid on, 

Food plays an important part in pre- 
venting colds. Do not eat an excess of 
acid foods—particularly meats and eggs. 
Get plenty of fresh fruits and vegetables. 
Now is the time to get into the storeroom 
and use up some of those fruits and vege- 
tables canned last summer. Orange juice 
is one of the best preventatives and should 
he used in quantities. 

The idea is to keep the body supplied 
with plenty of fuel which will give the 
heat and energy needed, but which will 
not clog the system. Fruits and vegetables, 
with enough, but not too much meat, will 
do thi Finids, especially water, fruit 
juices and milk, should play an important 
part in the diet, particularly in winter. 

[22] 

  

  

IMPORT 

Eqnally important is the care of the 
body. Take plenty of warm cleansing haths 
at night before retiring. Cold showers in 
the morning are excellent, but many of as 
haven't the strength of will to start them. 
Never go outdoors in cold weather just 
after taking 4 hot bath. 

Wear warm but light clothing. Clothing 
that fits comtortably—is not too tight, is 
much warmer than that which fits too 
snugly, Frequent changes of underwear 
are essential. 

Never neglect to change shoes anid 
stockings if they are wet. Take them off 
to dry—do not let them dey on your feet. 

And especially avoid close contact with 
people who have colds. Under all condi- 
tions sleep with a window open in your 
room, If any member of the family has 
acold keep him away from other members 
of the family as much as possible, and air 
the house frequently. 

Colds are much harder to cure than to 
prevent, so take every possible preventa- 
tive measure this year. 

  

PREVENT HOME FIRES 
By GEORGE W. LEONARD 

The best time to fight fires is before 
they occur. Most fires may be prevented 
by promptly correcting hazardous condi- 
tions such as «disorder, accumulation of 
rubbish and litter. Carelessness, defective 
equipment, faulty construction and insufi- 
cient protection. These are the first steps 
toward effective fire prevention in the 
home. 

The attic, cellar, closets, yard and out- 
‘buildings should be cleaned at least twice 
a year—in the Spring and in the Antumn— 
and all useless material and rubbish re- 
moved and burned. All remaining articles 
can then be stored away neatly, and ps 
sageways should be unobstructed. 
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ANT. DGix Ts 
WINTER SEASON 

Watch your health, watch the fires and watch 
jour automobile, three of our own people tell you 

In storing away clothing, furs, and other 
materials, remove all matches from pock- 
ets of clothing. Also other combustible 
material. Do not go into clothes closets 
with lighted candles or matches. Use an 
electric flashlight. Do not hang clothes 
hear stove pipes, hot chimmeys, steam 
pipes or stoves. 

Do not leave hot electric iron set on 
paper or any inflammable nuaterial: be sure 
it is disconnected, Get rid of rats and 
mice; they are disease carriers and their 
nests are fire traps. Which is the cheapest, 
to shut your eves to your many fire haz- 
ards and have your home burn down and 
scatter your family among relatives and 
neighbors, or to take the steps necessary 
by proper inspection and to feel that your 
property is saie from fire. 

Heating plants should not be located 
under corridors or stairs. 

Doors should be placed at foot of base- 
ment stairs to hold back smoke and fire in 
case of basement fire. 

At least one fire extinguisher should be 
on each floor and in furnace room, and 
should bear underwriters’ labels. 

Electric wiring should be tn conduit or 
in metal tubing, closets should be kept 
clean and free from inflammable material, 
waste paper should be burned daily. Floor 
oils, mops, etc., should be kept in metal 
receptacles, ashes and rubbish should be 
removed daily, 
Tam informed that 90 per cent of the 

fires that happen could he avoided. 
Carelessness in doing the ordinary thing 

about the house is the chiel cause of fires. 
Everyone is involved in the payment of 
fire tax, and everyone shoutd be equally 
anxious to reduce the losses from fire. 

    

DECEMBER, 1932 

At least twice a vear all useless, inflam- 
mable material should be removed and 
burned. 

Many times we have chimneys in a de- 
fective condition; the gasses from combus- 
tion, in passing up the chimney, attack the 
mortar and cause it to crumble and in a 
short time holes develop between the 
bricks. 

Do not allow pipe holes to remain open 
when pipe is removed. 

The holes shoutd be closed by a tight 
fitting, drum shaped stopper. 

Clean chimney at least once a year and 
when this is being done it is a good time 
to inspect the chimney. 

Protect the floor under and immediately 
around the stove. 

Do you use gasoline for cleaning pur- 
poses in your home? Frequently this is 
done. If you want to commit suicide there 
are quicker and more human ways than 
being burned to death. Gasoline and naph- 
tha should never be put in any other kind 
of a can except red, and so fabelled. To 
compare gasoline in strength as an ex- 
plosive, one gallon of gasoline has the 
power of seven pounds of dynamite. 

More than half of the fires and most 
deaths from fire occur the home, Ail 
fires are of the same size at the start. 
Nearly every fire is preventable. Locate 
the cause by inspection. Get rid of the 
cause and there will be no fires. 

Have the electrie wiring in your home 
inspected, and if not safe have a compe- 
tent workman repair it. 

Careiulness, inspection and good housc- 
keeping will prevent fires. 

, but not least, teach the kiddies the 
fundamentals of fire prevention. 

(Continued on Page 29) 
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Christmas Cheer 
In a short time your desk and mine 

will be flooded with little cards sending 
the best of Christmas wishes with the 
hopes that they will go with us through 
the coming year. It’s a grand little 
Christmas greeting, but so seldom do 
we stop to think just what those good 
Christmas wishes are—that good 
Christmas spirit which is to go with us 
through the year. 

Probably it is because we do so sel- 
dom give it thought, that we somehow 
drop that Christmas spirit so early in 
the New Year. Along in December we 

are easily touched by the needs of 
others. It is easy for us to see that our 
neighbor needs friendship and attention 
and we take time to give him just that. 
Later on when the everyday business 
rush catches us up again we only give 
that which may cost more money but 
less effort, but so often that is not the 
thing which is neeced. 

So often the most needy ones of the 
community are not the people without a 
sufficient supply of coal and food. So 
many times it is the lonely soul whom 
you meet every day, but while you real- 
ize he is lonely, you hesitate to inter- 
rupt your own routine to brighten his 
life. Except, of course, just at Christ- 
mas. Then we flood these lonely people 
with attention. Tf we could just re- 
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member to spread that Christinas spirit 
“throughout the coming year!” 

Markets for Ideas 
It is the same old story: One of our 

good friends came in the other day and 
said, “Maybe it’s none of my business, 
but I had an idea for an article for the 
Journal the other evening.” We has- 
tened to assure her that it most cer- 
tainly was her business, when she did 
have an idea to pass it on. We told her, 
as we have tokl many of our other 
friends in the past and probably will 
tell many of them in the future, the 

Journat belongs to you all. If you have 
an idea for an article, pass it on to us. 
About 99 times out of 100 the ideas so 
gathered are excellent. 

The Staley plant is not world wide, 
after all, and after almost ten years at 
the helm of this editorial ship, we 
sometimes are at a loss for new lanes 
of travel. We feel highly flattered if 
anyone thinks that all the ideas for the 
many stories which appear in this pub- 
lication each year originate with us. 
Without the help and suggestions of 
our readers we probably would be 
doing as the old-time minister said he 
did—turning the barrel of manuscripts 
upside down each year and starting 
over again. 

  

Slang 
Some educators are of the opinion 

that slang should have absolutely no 
place in the English language. Others 
stoutly maintain that slang as an ex- 
pressive medium of conversation 
should be given a definite and recog- 
nized place in our speech. But no 
matter how expressive slang may be, 
it has certain attendant evils which we 

should try to avoid. 
For instance, slang is incapable of 
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expressing those varying Jes of 
meaning which are sometimes so essen- 
tial to our conversation, For cach small 
difference we wish to express, there is 
a specific, concise word to express it; 
and although we might know that word 
when we hear it, we are at a loss to 
use it in our own diction. 

Instead of helping us to enlarge our 
vocabularies, and aiding us in increas- 
ing our command of English, slang 
then reduces the number of words at 
our command by providing poor sub- 

stitutes for them. We have a good 
language; why not use it? 

  

Dangerous Drivers 
The three types of motorists who 

cause the most accidents, according 
to Popular Science Monthly, are the 
weaving driver, the road hog and 
the speeder. The writer of the ar- 
ticle, John R. Lodge, states that in 
at least nine cases out of ten, the 
cause of an automobile accident can 
be traced directly to an error made 
by the driver or a pedestrian. Only 
once in twenty times is the auto- 
mobile definitely at fault. 

The commonest mistakes which 
lead to accidents, he says, are driv- 
ing off the roadway, exceeding the 
speed limit, going ahead without 
having the right of way, passing an- 
other car on a curve or hill and fail- 
ing to signal properly. The drivers 
who figure in the largest percentage 
of accidents are not new drivers, but 
experienced drivers who are over- 
confident. 

Very young people, twenty years 
old or younger, who are more given 
to taking more risks in everything 
than people of more mature judg- 
ment, are the cause of most of the 
accidents. Over-confidence and an 
inborn desire to “show off” cause 
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them to commit various traffic sins 
and figure in a large number of seri- 
ous accidents. 

Enthusiasm 
If you can’t get enthusiastic about 

your work, it's time to get alarmed. 
Something is wrong. 

Compete with yourself, set your 
teeth and dive into the job of break- 
ing your own record. 

No man keeps up enthusiasm auto- 
matically. 

Enthusiasm must be nourished 
with new actions, new aspirations, 
new efforts, new vision. 

Tt is a man’s own fault if his en- 
thusiasm is gone; he has failed to 
feed it. 

And right here is the big reason 
why thousands of men hit high-water 
marks at thirty-five and then recede. 

They can “do their work with 
their eyes shut,” and that is the way 
they do it. 

They have lost the driving power 
of enthusiasm. 

They sleep at the switch. All they 
see in life is the face of the time clock. 
All they hear is the quitting whistle. 

Hf you want to turn hours into 
niinutes, renew your enthusiasm. 

—Clipped 

  

The wise man observes almost daily 

people who are so eager to “do some- 
thing” that they waste energy and mon- 
ey. Having money to invest they 
bought any old stock. 

“Sometimes delay is costly,” counsels 
this man. “But delay is never as costly 
as haste. Opportunity is rarely a matter 
of minutes or days or even months. If 
a decision must be made before you 
have time to think, it is best to decide 

‘No. If you lose one opportunity today 
another will present itself next week.” 
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ANOTHER BOWLING LEAGUE 
The bowling bug has spread to the 

basement of the office building, where 
the print shop and mailing departments 
have organized the appropriately named 
Hellbox-Mailbox league. There are four 
teams of four members each, with a long 
list of available substitutes to call upon 
when necessary. (We are proud to an- 
nounce that we have been put on this 
list.) 

Faye Brausen, print shop, captains the 
Pi team, and she has with her Helen 
Harder, Dan Buzzard and Henry Schultz. 
Frank Despres is captain of the Printers’ 
Devils, the Devils being Ned Bowers, 
Augusta Walters and Walter McClure. 

The Mail Box teams are the High Balls 
with Bob Siweck captain, and the Presi- 
dents with Marion Bergandine in charge. 
Bob’s bowlers are Dick Ryan, Bud Bres- 
nan and Russ Dash. Marion's men are 
Harold Hines, John Dougherty and 
Wayne Gray. 

On their first night of play Marion 
Bergandine showed ‘em all how it was 
done by getting a 222, The Pi tcam beat 
the Presidents that night and the Devils 
beat the High Balls. The league plays 
every Friday night at the White Way, and 
the first fellow who takes it too seriously 
is going to be put into outer darkness. 

  

“If I were to kiss you,” he said as 
he cdged nearer to the beautiful 
“would you call your father and your 
mother?” 

“Not unless you're keen on kissing the 
whole family,” she whispered encourag- 
ingly. 

  

Editor—Why on carth did you accept 
this story? 
Assistant—We're all out of rejection 

slips. 

Patient—Doetor, I feel like killing my- 
self. What shall I do? 
Doctor—Just leave it to me. 

Jailer (to prisoner awaiting excention) : 
“You have an hour of Grace." 

Prisoner: “O. K. Bring her in.” 

[26] 

Don't Spoil a Good Deed 

Some people spoil the effect of a good 
deed by being so self-righteous about it. 

In a small town in the South lives a 
physician noted for fast driving. One day 
a woman's voice came over the telephone, 
asking if he was going out in his car that 
afternoon. 

“No,” said the doctor, “I hardly have 
time this afternoon. But why do you ask?” 

“Well,” replied the woman, “I want to 
send my little daughter down town for 
some thread.” 

Si Hoskins got a job last week shooting 
muskrats. There in the lovely spring 
weather, Si sat on a grassy bank, his gun 
on his knee, and a visitor finding him said: 
“What are yor doing, Si?” 
“Pm paid to shoot the muskrats, sir,” 

he answered. “They're undermining the 
dam.” 

“There goes one now,” said the visitor. 
“Shoot, man! Why don't you shoot?” 

Si, puffed a tranquil cloud froin his pipe 
and said: “Do you think I want to lose 
my job?” 

» 

Old Lady: “Here is a penny, poor man, 
tell me how you became so destitute. 

Tramp: “I was always like you, marm, 
giving vast sums to the poor and needy.” 

   

Employer: “Not airaid of early hours, 1 
suppose?” 

Young Man: 
early for me.” 

“You can't close up too 

Sunday School Teacher: “Who was 
Eve?” 

Bright Scholar: “The first chicken that 

ever ruined a man’s garden!” 

“Mother, may I go out to play?" 
“Yes, my darling daughter— 
But remember the things you want to do 
Are the things you hadn't oughter!” 

One Drunk: 
deuce.” 

Second One: 
First Stew: 

“Shay, you look like the 

  Howzat?” 
“There's two of you!” 
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Joy of Combat 
Three allied soldiers—a Scotchman, an 

Englishman and an Irishman—were on a 
patrol in No-Man’s Land during the World 
War. They came upon a bunch of German 
soldiers asleep. “Let’s take them pris- 
oner,” said the Seotchman. “No, let's kill 
them," suggested the Englishman. “Hell, 
no!” said the Trishman. “let's wake them 
up and have a fight.” 

    

“Do you kuow your wife is telling 
around that you can’t keep her in clothes?” 

“That's nothing. I bonght her a home 
and I can't keep her in that either.”—Bos- 
ton Transcript. 

She, from the canoe: “What sweet 
sounds come from the water tonight.” 

He: “Yes, the fish are probably run- 
ning through their scales.” 

Rosi 
Bill confused 

Mary: “Yes, I get Johnnie confused one 
night and Bill the next—Annapolis T.og. 

“Aren't you getting Johnnie and    

A smalt boy was making a nuisance of 
himself in the sleeping car. The irate 
gentleman across the aisle leaned over and 
suid to the mother: “That boy needs a 
good spanking.” 

“Yes, but J do not believe in spanking a 
child on a full stomach.” 

“You are right, Madam, torn him over 
by all means.” 

  

Traveling Salesman—"Did you like that 

cigar I gave you? For 500 coupons of that 
brand yon get a banjo.” 

Clerk—“If I smoked 500 of those cigars, 
Ud need a harp!”—The Firing Line. 

  

Out: “There's a certain reason why [ 
love you.” 

Skirt: “My goodness!” 
Out: “Don’t be absurd.” 

  

    

It is curious, isn't it, that the man with 
a little mind usually has a big mouth, 

—Bindery Talk. 

DrcEmaer, 1932   

Skeeter Humphery was just one of many 
who got out the gaod old shovel one day 
in November, He says he realty doesn't care 
for snow—may go 16 California and join the 
movies. 

There was a girl in our town 
And she was wondrous wise; 

She painted up her ruby lips 
And pencilled both her eyes; 

en she found this didn’t win 
The fame that she would know, 

She went and shot her husband up— 
And now she's in the show! 

  

W 

‘ 

The mate had fatleu overboard. He 
sank out of sight, then rose to the surface. 
“Ahoy, there,” he yelled, “drop me a line!” 

The Captain appeared at the rail and 
shouted back; “Atl right, but what's your 
address going to be?” 

“Yo! say yo! ain't had no hard luck and 
didv’t yo’ husband git killed in an accident 

    

jus’ yestidday?” 
“Yassuh. But dat’s his hard luck—not 

mine.” 

“When the bank toppled, did it affect 
you?” 

“Oh, yes, I lost my balance, too.” 

[27]



Some Selection 

A contractor over at the new building 
was telling about sending one of his hired 
help out to borrow a winch from another 
contractor and this hired help came back 
three hours later with a truck full of 
“winmen” and innocently said: “T brought 
along several so you could pick out one.” 

“You probably don’t remember me,” 
began the self-made man proudly, “but 
thirty years ago when I was a poor, 
humble boy, you gave me a message to 
deliver.” 

“Yes, yes,” cried the busy man. “Where's 
the answer?” 

  

Three-year-old Helen followed her fa- 
ther to the barn and stood for a while 
watching him oil harness, When she re- 
turned to the house her mother said, 
“What is daddy doing at the barn?” Helen 
replied in a bored way, “Oh, he’s washing 
the horses’ garters."—Exchange. 

Two flappers were discussing a male 
acquaintance, and one of them stated she 
disliked him. 

“But if you dislike him,” observed the 
other, “why did you let him kiss you?” 

“Well,” was the reply, “one can’t be 
downright rude, you know!” 

Service Station Attendant—‘Hey, boss, 
your doctor is out here with a flat tire, and 
he wants to know what it’s going to cost 
him.” 

Boss—"“Diagnose the case as ‘Deflatu- 
lency of the perimeter’ and soak him five 
bucks.” 

Bride: “Why did you tell your friends 
that you married me because I was such 
a good cook? I can’t cook a potato!” 

Husband; “Well, 1 had to have some 
excuse.” 

They were a sober-faced little group of 
street-corner evangelists, singing religious 
hymns in a crowded section of downtown 
Cleveland, directly underneath a large 
sign advertising the movie, “Merrily We 
Go to Hell.” 

[28] 

BOWLERS HONORED 
Three of the Staley girls were honored 

hy being asked to bowl with Mrs. Me- 
Cutcheon, famous woman bowler, when 
she appeared at Hill’s in November. The 
three girls selected were Gertrude Hebert, 
Pauline Cable and Vivian Pierce, the three 
high bowlers in our girls’ league. The 
champion defeated the girls but not by a 
large margin 

Girl bowlers are acquiring the habit of 
injuring their right hands. Nita Wisher is 
carrying hers ina sling while she recovers 
from a miner operation, and Blanch Me- 
Donald has hers bandaged while a 
sprained finger heals. The sad part is that 
both these girls bowl on the same team, 

LABORATORY LEAGUE 

    

     

  

    
    

      

   
  

           
    
    

Team L. PC. Av. HG. 
Pirates 9 700 746 833 
Wolves . 14 533726 859 

Dodgers 18 400 720 805 
Yankees 19 366 723 823 

Ten High Bowlers 
Name—Team Av. HG. 

J. MeDonaid—Wolves . 173 231 
W. Bishop—Pirates . 171 229 
R. Long—Yankees . - 170 190 
J. Bowman—Wolves . 167 268 
P. Torre—Pirates ........... 164 202 

). Stewart—Dodgers . 161 188 
P. Shildneck—Pirates - 158 201 
J. Lappen—Yankees 206 
H. File—Wolves .... ‘| WW 
N. Young—Dodgers 1152198 

Pirates Wolves 

Bishop 171 MeDonaid 
Torre . .164 Bowman 
Shildneck 158 File . 
Gidei -142 Robinson 
Hettinger 140 Fuller 
Beilsmith .....128 Williams . 
Greenfield ..... 107 Hansen 

Alverson 
Dodgers 

Stewart -161 Yankees 
Young .152 Long 
Williams .145 Lappe 
Whitsitt 142 Brown 
Smith ... 131 Baker .. 137 
Sherman 121 Hettinger 127 

Rogi (M3 French 22... ..,121 

  

Kerr . 108 

  

. 94 Langlois 
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GIRLS' LEAGUE 
Date, Nov. 22, 1932 

    

   

  

Team W.L. P.C. HAG. 
Golden Tabie ....18 15 545 777 
Maple Flavored .18 15 545 744 
Crystal White ...17 16 .515 761 2065 
Sorghum Flavored 13 20.394 743 2029 

TEN HIGH BOWLERS 

Name Team G Pins Av. 
Gertrude Hebert GT 35 5244 159 
Vivian Pierce .. MF 30 4512 150 
Pauline Cable . MF 30 4488 149 
Augusta Walter ......GT 30 4340 145 
Blanche McDonald ...GT 27 3864 143 
Javais Cochran . MEF 27 3755 139 
Faye Brausen . F 32 4404 138 
Helen Harder . 29 3941 136 
Frances Hines 33° 4560 135 
Jeanne Ball .. CW 30 3915 130 

  

WATCH FOR CARBON MONOXIDE 
By CLARK GIDEL 

{Continued from Page 23) 
Carbon monoxide is considered the na- 

tion’s greatest gas hazard. It is a product 
of incomplete combustion, and one of the 
chief constituents of illuminating gas. It 
is found wherever the internal combustion 
engine is used as a source of power. The 

haust gases from the automobile con- 
tain from 3 to 12 per cent of the monoxide. 

The season for the motorist to guard 
against this gas is at hand. 

Hundreds of innocent people are sacri- 
ficed through carbon monoxide poisoning 
every year. The deaths in the United 
States from this source have more than 
doubled since 1925, Most of the tragedies 
occur on cold mornings when motorists 
try to warm up their engines with garage 
doors and windaws closed. Often they oc- 
cur in parked cars where engines are left 
running and windows tightly closed, or 
even while they are running on the high- 

    

When the weather is mild, there are 
not so many of these cases. A big increase, 
however, invariably follows the coming of 
winter. Carbon monoxide has no odor, 
taste or color, nor does it give any warn- 
ing by irritating the nose or throat. 

‘A few breaths of air containing 2 per 
cent of carbon monoxide will cause uncon- 
sciousness and death in three or four min- 
utes. Death is likely to occur when man 
breathes air containing as low as 0.2% of 

Decemper, 1932   

the gas for two to four hours. As a matter 
of fact, relatively short exposures for 20 
or 30 minutes to any percentage above 
0.1% (the average carbon monoxide con- 
tent of the black smoke from a burning 
building) must be regarded as dangerous 
and particularly during hasty and vigorous 
exertion, when the volume of breathing is 
greatly increased. 

These facts are pointed out that motor- 
ists may realize the full importance of the 
dangers of carbon monoxide. Do not, 
under any circumstances, run your motor 
in a closed garage or other enclosed space. 
And be sure, when you are driving, that 
you have plenty of ventilation in your 
automobile, 

The best first-aid measure for victims 
of the gas who can be reached in time, is 
to remove the one that is overcome to 
fresh air and give prompt application of 
prone pressure resuscitation. 

Neo Monkeying Around 
The mistress was giving the new maid, 

fresh from the country, a list of the house- 
hotd requirements, 

“There you are, Alice,” she said, and then 
suddenly remembered an item she had al- 
most forgotten. “Oh—er—don't forget we 
shall want a new griller for the kitchen, 
too.” 

Alice stared vacantly. 
“Don't you know what a griller is?” 

asked the other sharply. 
“I should think T do,” replied the maid 

cantly. “It's a big, hairy monkey 
the size of a man. And if you want one of 
those in your kitchen I'm leaving at once.” 

  

A lovely gir! with red hair entered the 
car and sat down beside a youth. 

Youth (edging away)—I must not get 
too close or I shall catch fire.” 

Girl—"Don't_ be alarmed; green wood 
never catches fire.’—Wall Street Journal. 

Call the Woodpecker 

Grade one was having a lesson on birds, 
After some discussion the fact was es- 

tablished that birds eat fruit. 
One little girl, however, 

vinced, 
“But teacher,” she asked, raising her 

hand, “how can the birds open the cans?” 

  

was uncon~ 

[29]



BASKET BALL STARTS 
With the first basket balt game of the 

season a victory for the Staley team, its 
backers are certain now that at the end 
of the year the group will be in on the 
finals. With Charley Nuehs as captain, the 
team is making good progress, and prom- 
ises an interesting season. The line-up now 
is Nuehs, Heisler, Montgomery, Doxie, 
Coulson, Hl. Craig, Brumaster and Red 
Porter. 

Games are all played in the ¥ Annex 
and only a slight admission is charged. 
The attendance is always good and en- 
thusiasm always runs high 

‘The schedule for December follows: 

  

Dec, 3—Staleys vs. Junior Mechanics. 
Dec. 12—Staleys vs. U. SLT. 5. 
Dec. 19—Staleys vs. Westside Market. 
Dec. 21—Staleys vs, Wabash. 
Dec. 2—Staleys vs. Conklins. 

  

F.O.B. 
The Ctient—"I bought and paid for two 

dozen glass decanters that were advertised 
at $6.00 a dozen f o. b., and when they 
were delivered they were empty.” 

The Lawyer—“*Well, what did 
pect?” 

The Client—‘Full of booze. 
does f. 0. b, mean?” 

  

you ex- 

What else 

  

“Some un sick at yo’ house, Mis’ Car- 
ter?” inquired Lila. “Ah seed de doctah's 
yer eroun’ dar yestiddy.” “It was for my 

poor brother, Jila.” “Sho’ what's he doue 
got de matter of ’m?” “Nobody seems to 
know what the disease is. He can eat and 
sleep as well as ever, he stays out all day 
long on the veranda in the sun, and seems 
as well as anyone; but he can't do any 
work at all.” “He cain't—yo’ says he 
cain't wuhk?” “Not a stroke." “Law, 
Mis’ Carter, dat ain’t no disease what yo’ 
hrothe’ got! Dat’'s a gift.” 

  

The state police were giving examina- 
tions for driver's licenses. Upon returning 
from the driving test, a middle-aged negro 
was questioned about different highway 
laws. 

The questioner asked: “And what is the 
white line in the middle of the highway 
for?” Sam replied promptly: “Fo’ bi- 
cycles.” 

[30] 
  

Wonder of Science 
Science is wonderful. When you hear 

a lot of wild hollering in the apartment 
overhead, it is an announcer 900 miles 
away. 

—Roeky Mountain News. 

Young Miss—And uext week I'm sail- 
ing for Paris to get my clothes. 
Grandmother—Yes, yes. I wondered 

where you'd left them. 
—Schenectady Union-Star. 

Mrs. Jones—I understand you've got 
your divorce, Mandy. Did you get any ali- 
mony from your husband? 
Laundrywoman—No, Mrs. Jones, but he 

done give me a first-class reference. 
  

One of the little girls seated at the table 
along with other dinner guests had be- 
haved very well, much to her fond mother’s 
xeatification, Finally, as dessert was being 
served, she slowly asked, ‘Mother, is the 
dessert too rich for me or is there enough 
to go ‘round.” 

Mrs. Newlywed—"Oh, yes, have you any 
fy paper?” 

D. B. Clerk—‘Yes, which do you want, 
The Aviator's Journal or the Airman’s 
Gazette?” 

Passenger—“Suppose my chute doesn’t 
open?” 

Pilot—"You'll get down a little quicker, 
that’s all.” 

Mother—Don’t you want to be the girl 
that people look up to? 
Edua—Naw, I wanna be the kind of 

girl that people look around at. 

The business man who retired to escape 
salesmen has returned to his office to 
avoid house-to-house canvassers. 

“Oh, the old doctal, He's gittin’ along 
fine, suh. He still buys a dollah’s wuth o' 

gas at a time,” 

“Is that a dray horse you have there?” 
“No, it's a brown horse, and stop your 

baby talk!’—Cornell Widow. 
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MAJOR LEAGUE 

      

   

  

   

  

        

Name L. Avy. HG 
Millwrights 12 894 982 

Sales Dept. : 13 885 1038 
Packing House ..18 15 873 1005 
Refinery . 16 873 «970 

‘Tinners 16 871 989 
Garage .. 16 863 949 
Pipe Gang . 17 906 1082 
Traffic ...... 12 867975 
Elevators ... 18 886 = 1035 
Machinists 18 867 971 

Executives 20 887) 1011 

Electricians 20 8711000 

Ten High Bowlers 
Name—Team Pins Av. H.G. 

C. May—P. G. 6036 201 263 

R, Woodworth— 6565 199 259 

J. Mintus—P, H. . 6447 195 258 
A. Crabb—Exec. - 6417 194 269 

A. West—tTraf. . . 6360 193 243 

K, Talbott—Elec. ....33 6323 192 265 
1. Cox—Ref. . 4016 191 222 
A. Lukey 191 256 
C. Walker. + 190 242 

W. Morenz—Sales ...30 5709 190 245 

Individual High Individual High 

   

  

  

  

Game Series 
Name Name Pins 

W. Grant . W. Grant . 686 
A. Crabb . 2 F. Koshinski ..679 
F. Koshinski...269 A. Crabb ...... 668 
G. Garrett R, Woodworth 662 
J. Rodger G. Garrett ..... 660 
H. Gepford . 

High Team Game High Team Series 
Name Pins Name Pins 

Pipe Gang 1052 Elevators .....2981 
Sales Dept. ...1038 Pipe Gang ....2977 
Elevators -1035 Executives ...2854 
Executives -1011 Packing House.2852 

  

Packing House.1005 - 2850 Electricians 

High Team Average 

    
Pipe Gang .. 906 

Millwrights 894 
Executives -887 
Elevators .... - 886 
Sales Dept. .. 885 

  

Indignant Father—"Do you think it is 
fair, Bobby, after I told you there wasn’t 
any Santa Claus, to go and tell the neigh- 
bors I laid your Easter eggs, too?" 

Decemner, 1932 

Loyelty 
Wife: “Will you love me when wy hair 

is gray?” 
Hubby: “Why not? Haven't I stuck 

with you through brown, black, red and 
blonde?” 

Foreman Net Surprised 
First Machinist: “Was the foreman 

surprised at your leaving?” 
Second ditto: “Well, no. He knew it 

before I did.” 

Years ago Infantrymen used to whiten 
the stripes, cheyrons and piping on their 
bine uniforms with white clay, chalk or 
other substances that answered the pur- 
pose. Very often flour was used ta do the 
trick. Occasionally on being caught in 
the rain on guard mount or other parade 
the water and flour ran into a mixture and 
formed a kind of dough. This they say 
gave birth to the famous soldier “moniker” 
—"Doughboy.” 

Crystal Gazer: “Beware! A dark 
woman is following you.” 

Victim: “She'll soon get tired of that. 
I'm a meter reader.” 

Grocer: “Why did you quit trading with 
the last grocer?” 

Prospective Customer: “Persistent in- 
quisitiveness of the grocer. He kept ask- 
ing me: ‘Wheu are you going to pay your 
bill?” 

  

Aw the Judge says, “Thirty dollars or 
thirty days, which do you want?” An’ 
I says, “Give me the thirty bucks, Judge, 
I needs a new suit.” 

Good Logic 
The farm hand took his girl out for a 

buggy ride. Nine miles out in the coun- 
try the horse dropped dead, Louise said 
she knew she'd drop dead, too; it was a 
terrible predicament. 

“Suppose I give you a nice, sweet kiss. 
That will put lots of life in you.” 

“Are you sure that a kiss will put lots of 
life in me?” 

“Positive, darling.” 
“Then suppose you kiss the horse.” 

[31]



MINOR LEAGUE 

   

   

        

Standings 
Team L. Pe. Av. HG. 

Solder Slingers 6 800 716 840 
Pencil Pushers . 15 500 722 878 
Rivet Heaters . 17 433° 726 863 
Wood Butchers 17 433° 703 802 
Nut Splitters . 17 433 702 785 
Pole Climbers . 18 400 688 808 

Name Ay, HG. 

Cox... eee 181 239 
Schikowski 175 224 
Winings 167-224 
James 159 249 

Collins 158 235 
Linne 157 197 
White 1s4 214 
Wolfe ... 153 193 
Percival 150175 
Meinert 147189 

  

Ezra went to the doctor to learn what 
ailed him, and the doctor said: “You ought 
to take off flesh. Get a car and get out 
more.” “And so I got a car and got out 
more,” says Ezra. “I got out six times 
in one block and took off a little flesh in 
four places. The last time I got out was 
through the windshield. That was the 
time I took off the most flesh.” 

“Your husband seems to be a man of 
rare gifts.” 

“He is. He hasn’t given me one since 
we were married.” 

Garrulous Old Woman: “I really do not 
see what the Ten Commandments are for: 
they don't tell you what to do; and only 
put ideas into your head.""—Typo Graphic. 

Sky Gazer—"I'd hate to be up there with 
that airplane.” 

Ground Hog—‘“I would hate to be up 
there without it.” 

Doctor—Great Heavens! Who stuffed 
that towel in the patient’s mouth? 

Patient's Hushand—I did, Doc. You 

said the main thing was to keep her quiet. 

(32] 

Brothers Play Football 
Mary Heffernan, sales, and Vivian 

Pierce, purchasing, were particularly in- 
terested in the football team at St. The- 
resa’s high school this year because ea 
girl had a brother on the team. Mary's 
brother, Paul, formerly a messenger at 
the office, was on the team this year. 
Vivian’s youngest brother, Don, a former 
Decatur High school football star, was 
also on St. Theresa's team this year. 

  

1 want to thank my many Staley 
friends for the flowers sent me while I 
was ill, 

Paul Simroth. 

Sez Kennie Davidson, on any and ail 
occasions, “Do you want to hear about my 

girl?      

Dora Owens, yard gang, is still seci- 
ously ilt. 

Joha Kulins remarks in passing that he 
wonld much rather play golf on Saturday 
afternoon than shovel snow. 

  

’ 
And speaking of keeping chins up, 

William Muldoon, that old trainer of men, 

  

once said: “A champion is a fellow who 
gets licked two or three times a week and 
keeps right on calling himself a champion.” 

What is it that has 100 tegs, and sings? 
All right, what? 

Fifty chorus girls—The Office Cat. 

He: “What did you do last night?’ 
She: “Well, I often wondered where the 

sun went down at night, and I stayed up 
and it finally dawned on me.” 

  

Marge Robb MeMahon goes fishing 
with her husband—that is Joe fishes and 
Marge sits on the lake shore and reads a 
book. 

A Greek Lesson 

ipides?” 
Yes, Eumenides.” 

‘Tailor: "E 
Custome: 
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Garage Foreman Has Tenth 
Anniversary 

(Continued from Pege 8) 
ualty company, “This,” said Mr. Burril, 
“ig a most extraordinary group of drivers. 
In the two years that I have been coming 
here we have had no accidents reported 
by them, and there was a similar record 
for two years before that, I believe. 
“Two of the men have had no accidents 

in seven years. One has had none in six 
years. Four of these men have a record 
of no accidents in five years and six have 
had none in four years. Two of the men 
have had no accidents in three years. And 
these men drive every day, about your 
plant, across railroad tracks which have 
ne gates or watchmen, and all about the 
streets of your city, Conditions are ideal 
for accidents, but they have been trained 
to prove that accidents are not necessary.” 

Mr. Burril presented Red with a leather 
bilfald as his trophy. Clifford Carroll 
and Frank Roderick both had records of 
7 years without accidents. Their awards— 
first-aid kits for their cars—Mr. Burril said 
he thought were rather misplaced with 
such careful drivers. Edward Sheehy, who 
had a six-year record, and the five-year 
men—James Ricketts, Walter Morenz, 
George Hale and Fred Gentry, also re- 
ceived kits. The four-year men were given 
gold pencils and the three-year men pocket 
knives. The four-year men were Morris 
McKeown, Earl Traughber, Harlie Owens, 
Lyman Jackson, William Storck and 
Frank Quickell. The three-year men were 
Rudolph Hess and Bert Crutchley. 

The presentation of these awards, with 
certificates for each man, the gathering of 
the foremen and the talk made by Mr. 
Burril, made a fitting climax to Red's ef- 
forts during his first ten years as foreman 
of the garage. It seemed to stamp rather 
definitely his efforts with success. 

  

    

  

Sir Guy (to his butler); “Now remem- 
ber, James, economy has become one of 
the most imperative questions of the day. 
So in future please remember, only halt 
the usual quantity of soda-water with my 
whisky.” 

“I said some very foolish words to my 
boy friend last night.? 

“Yes?” 
“That was one of them.” 

Decemner, 1932 

His Good Deed 
A Sunday school teacher in an Ohio 

town got the bright idea of telling her 
small charges they must do something to 
help their parents each week, reporting 
the good deed the following Sunday. The 
first Sunday of her experiment came. She 
asked how many had “good deeds” of 
helpfulness to report. One little boy had. 
“[ helped my father,” he announced, and 
at the teacher's pleased murmurings, he 
added, “I helped him bottle a batch of 
beer.” 

Daughter—But Dad don't you believe 
that two can live as cheaply as one? 

Father—I certainly do. Right now your 
mother and I are living as cheaply as you. 

How about a little kiss, girlie?” 
No. I have scruples.” 

“Oh, that's all right. I've been vacci- 

nated.” 

Neighbor: “Er—Mrs. 
got odd stockings on.” 

Mrs. Brown: “Yes, dearie, that often 
‘appens to ladies what ‘av got more than 
one pair.” 

Brown—you've 

  

Angler: “Did you fish with flies? 
Camper: “Fish with them! We fished 

with them, camped with them, ate with 
them, and slept with them.” 

Mrs.: “But before we were married you 
said that my slightest wish would be ful- 

filled.” 

Mr,: “Yeah, but you’ve never had one 

slight enough.” 

Hunt Out Those Old Toys Again 
(Continued from Page 9) 

All of these things are to be gathered 
together by Mrs. May and repaired and 
distributed under her supervision, by the 
Fellowship club. Last year the club tried 
this plan to make a brighter Christmas for 
some small folk who would have none 
otherwise, and it worked like a charm. 
Two of the ones who gave heavily were 
the tiny pardners in the picture with Mrs. 
May. They have already planned to inter- 
est some of their friends again this year. 
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The Geods on Him 

Mind Reader: Now [ have finished your 
reading—$2 please. 

Customer: Sorry, but if you had cor- 
rectly read my mind when I came in you 
would have known I didn’t have $2 with 
me. 

“I think she's as pretty as she 

  

Jean: “Most girls are.” 

Father: “My son, I hear you have been 
most recalcitrant.” 

Son: “Be yourself, Pop, you've been 
doing crossword puzzles again.” 

—Haysco Spigot. 

  Schoolboy (translating): “She slipped 
and fell into the river. Her husband, hor- 
ror-stricken, rushed to the hank—” 

Teacher (interposing): “What did he 
1 to the bank for?” 
Boy: “To get the insurance money.” 

Exchange. 

  

Said Casey to Dooley: “Ye're a har-rd 
worruker, Dooley; how many hods of 
morther have yez carried up that ladder 
today?” 

“Whist, man?” said Dooley, “I’m foolin’ 
the boss. I've carried the same hodful up 
an’ down all day an’ he thinks I’m worrk- 
in’!"—Clipped. 

Pilot (to seared passenger)—"Hew do 
you like it?” 

Passenger- 
and out. 

  

“Makes me wish I was down 

[34] 

   
        

   

  Rao 
er se aLKP 

A venerable judge sat ina place of honor 
at areception. As 4 young lady of dazzling 
charm walked past he exclaimed involun- 
tarily, “What a beautiful girl!” 

The young lady overheard the compli- 
ment, turned, gave him a radiant smile, 
and said, “What an excellent judge!”— 
Enka Voice. 

The twosome was making painfully slow 
Progress and the minister had just dubbed 
his approach shot for the third time. 

It was then that his companion, emerg- 
ing from a hand that had covered a smile, 
asked: “Dominie, even under such circum- 
stances, don’t you ever cuss?” 

The reply was vibeant with deep emo- 
tiou: “I don’t swear, but when something 
of this sort occurs, I spit,” suiting the ac- 
tion to the word, “and where I spit,” and 
his voice fairly rasped, “the grass never 
grows again.” 

  

A man’s nerves appeared to be worn to 
a frazzle. He consulted his physician. 
“The thing for you to do,” said the dector 
“is to stop thinking about yourself—just 
bury yourself in your work.” 
"Gosh—and me a cement 

boomed the patient. 
mixer!” 

Tell a man there are 267,543,201 stars 
and he will believe you, but if a sign says 
“Fresh paint” he will make a personal in- 
vestigation, 

Tragedy—The young man who asked for 
the daughter’s hand, and got the old man’s 
foot. 
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Don't Know 

Aren't you wild about bathing beauties?” 
“{ don’t know, I never bathed one.” 

  

Lady of the House (to the new maid): 
“In the time it takes to tell you just how 
I want the work done, I could do it my- 
self.” 

Maid: “And in the time it takes to lis 
ten to you so could I!” 

  

“LT understand that when your uncle 
escaped from the insane asylum they dida’t 
even try to catch him’ 

“No, Sir!” 

“How's that?” 
“Because he 

wife.” 
n away with the Warden's 

  

A man bought a sawmill and after he 
had paid for it, said to the former owner: 
“Friend, since you tell me you're going to 
leave here, I wish you'd give me a few 
pointers on how to make the mill pay.” 

The former owner of the mill laughed 
and explained, “Stranger, this here mill was 
left to me by grandma, and the patch where 
I got my timber from belonged to my fust 
wife, so I didn’t have to invest nothing. 
My two boys cut the logs gratis, and Pearl 
—she’s my niece—toted ‘em down here 
free of charge. Me and my third wife run 
the mill, so that part didn’t cost no over- 
head. I worked this mill that way for 
twa years and lost $9,000. Good tuck to 
ye!” 

The office boy entered the sanctum of 
a New York business paper editor and 
said: “Say, boss, there’s a tramp outside 
who says he hasn’t had anything to eat for 
six days.” 

“Bring him in,” said the editor. “If we 
can find out how he does it we can run this 
paper for another week,” 

Oscar, the Operator, allows that a patrol 
wagon isn’t much of an automobile, but 
i'M doin a pineh. 

“My dear wife, I have taken you safely 
over all the rough places in life, haven't re 

“Yes, I don't believe you missed any of 
them.” 

Decemser, 1933 
  

Mutual Affliction 
“H-how f-f-fur is it t-t-to B-b-b-bar- 

haven?" the gentleman asked a traveler 
jn the smoker. The man stood up without. 
a word and went back to his chair car. 
Another then sought out the unfriendly 
one, 
“Why didn't you answer his question, 

just then?” 
“D-d-d-do you want m-m-m-me to 

-g-e-get my f-f-f-fool head kn-n-n-nocked 
off?” was the reply. 

  

“I suppose you are going to raise pota- 
toes in your garden?” 

“I was, but when I read the directions 
for planting I found it would be impossible. 
They should be planted in bills, my garden 
is perfectly level.” 

Asylum Doctor: This room is for motor 
maniacs. 

Visitor: But I don’t see any. 
Doctor: They're ali under their beds 

making repairs. 

Grace: “What is this thing, Ralph?” 
Ralph: “Only a pawn ticket. 
Grace: “Why don't you get two so we 

can both go?” 

  Polite Little Person: 
the wrong seat, sir. 
Burly Individual (reassuringly) : “You've 

got nothing to be afraid of mister, so long 
as you don’t try to move me.” 

rT ’m afraid you're 

“Has putting in that lunch counter 
helped your business?” asked Brown of 
the druggist. 

“Well, it has about tripled the sale of 
indigestion tablets.” 

  

Hubby: “It’s queer, but the biggest 
idiots seem to marry the prettiest women!” 

Wifey: “Now, you're trying to flatter 
me.” 

  

“He sings in a manner that is heavenly,” 
said the gushful admirer. 

“I shouldn't say it is exactly heavenly,” 
said Miss Cayenne. “But I will at least 
admit that it is unearthly.” 
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His Pen Name 

Social Worker: 
my man?” 

Convict: 
Ss. W.: 

name.” 
Convict: “No—just my pen name.” 

“What is your name, 

“No. 888.” 
“Oh, but that’s not your real 

Two waiters were standing by the table 
over which the tired diner had fallen asleep. 

“T've already wakened him twice,” said 
the first waiter, “and I’m going to wake 
him a third time.” 
“Why don’t you have him taken out?’ 

suggested the other. 
The first waiter shook his head artful 
“Nothing doing,” he whispered. “Every 

time I wake him up he pays his bill,” 

  

An elderly conple, noted for frugality, 
and with a reputation for indigencies, de- 
cided to buy the farm adjoining their 
property. ‘The price agreed upon was 
$16,000, and they went to town to conclude 
the deal. 

They entered the bank carrying an old 
battered milk pail with a tin cover which 
they set on the floor between their chairs, 
When the time came to pay, the old 

farmer pulled the pail up on his lap and 
started to count out an assortment of 
money, much of which had been out of 
circulation for some time. 

Finally he reached the bottom, 
stopped, obviously very upset. 

“Why, there’s only $14,000 here,” he ex- 
claimed. 

His wife looked equally concerned for a 
moment; then her face brightened. 

“Ach, papa, you brought the 
pail!” she exclaimed. 

and 

wrong 

“How d'yer like yer new boss, Mame? 
asked one stenographer of another on the 
elevator. 

“Oh, he ain't so bad, only he's kind of 
bigoted.” 

“What yer mean, bigoted?” 
“He seems ter think that words can only 

be spelled in his way.” 

    

Rumor (that old Dame) has it that John 
Kuhns does not like to have neighborhood 
kids play Halloween pranks at his house. 
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Anyone Would! 
Doctor (putting in stitches}: “I sup- 

pose the miscreant was after money?” 
Victim of Assault: “Yes, doctor.” 
Doctor: “Would you recognize him 

again?” 
Victim: “I should say so. It was my 

wife.”    

“Isn't it dreadful? The minister's son 
has decided to become a jockey. He was 
to have been a minister, you know.” 

“Well, he'll bring a lot more people to 
repentance than he would as a minister.” 

. 

Apparently, no girl of today plans to 
remain niarried long enough to “get into 
a cut” or let any man become a positive 
habit with her, 

Alma—What would you do if a swell 
looking salesman waited on you white 
you were buying underwear? 
Celia—Gosh, I think I'd have a fit. 

Cloe—I'm afraid to go into that dark 
room. 

Bill—But dearest, I'm with you. 
Cloe—That's the trouble. 

Wife: “You don’t love me any more.” 
Husband: “Why, dear, of course I do.” 
Wife: “You couldn't love a woman with 

such old clothes as I have." 

  

Teacher: “Johnny, what word in the 
English language is always pronounced 
wrong?” 
Johnny : “Wrong.” 

Business Man—If 1932 is as bad as 1931, 
Vileat my hat. 
Friend—That is, ii you have one, 

By the way, if you want to experience 
all the joy of a golf game without leaving 
home, just throw an aspirin tablet out on 
the front lawn, and spend the rest of the 
afternoon hunting for it. 
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Clinching the Diagnosis 
The eminent alienist recognized the thug 

who was holding him up. 
“Look here,” he protested, “I'm your 

benefactor. Don’t you recall that I once 
saved you from a life sentence by proving 
you crazy?” 

“Sure, I remember you now,” the thug 
said as he continued his work. “And ain't 
holdin’ up your benefactor a crazy thing 
to do?—Boston Transcript. 

  

“Who will help a man to correct person- 
ality defects if not his wife?” asks a heart- 

throb edlitor. 
Well, sister, there is his wife’s mother. 

—Cineinnati Enquirer. 

Stranger—“I've come out here to make 
an honest living.” 

Native—“Well, there's not much compe- 
tition.”—Washington Dirge. 

      

“Doesn't your wife miss you when you 
stay out till three in the morning?” 
“Occasionally—but usually her aim is 

perfect.”——Everybody’s Weekly. 

  

A little girl while riding with her grand- 
mother passed a horse which had its colt 
fastened to the saddle with a halter. Little 
Helen Louise cried excitedly, “Oh, grand- 
ma, look at that baby horse tied to its 
mother’s corset.” 

The only Negro little Danny had ever 
seen was the janitor in the apartment. 
One day as he and his mother were walk- 
ing down the street he saw a small Negro 
boy. Danny exclaimed, “Oh mamma, look 
at the little janitor.” 

Edna: My husband just ran off with 
another woman. ©, I just c-can’t control 
myself! 

Madge: You mustn’t try, dearie. You'll 
feel better after a good laugh.—Life. 

“Boy, mah boss is so spendthrifty he 
lights his cigarettes wif ten dollah bills. 

“Huh! Dat’s nothin’! Mah boss washes 
his feet wif Gold Dust!" 

  

Decempsr, 1932 

Spot's Trifling Error 
A very thin fullback was annoyed by 

the attentions of a small dog during a 

Rugby match. 
At last, when play had moved to the 

other end, the back turned and shouted 
to the spectators: “Whoever owns this 
dog might call him off.” 

‘A voice responded: “Come here, Spot. 
"Them ain't bones, boy—them’s legs.” 

—Belfast Evening Telegraph. 

“Can any of you,” the teacher asked, 
“tell me what ‘amphibious’ means, and 
give a sentence to illustrate?” 

A bright Sittle negro held up his hand. 
“T know, sah! It's fibbing. Mos’ fish 
stories am fibious!”—Boston Transcript. 

» 

“Svensson is so conceited.” 
“Yes, on his last birthday he sent a tele- 

grant of congratulations to his mother!” 

» 

Minister: Mr. Brown, { understand that 
you did not make a contribution to our 
foreign missions this morning. 

Brown: Well, I feei as if I had already 
made sufficient contribution — only last 
month my missionary brother was eaten 
up by cannibals. 

Customer: “What's wrong with these 
eggs?” 

Waitress: “Don't ask me, I only laid 

the table.” 

A well-known writer visited a jail to 
take notes for an article on prison life, On 
returning home he «described what he had 
seen, and his description made a deep im- 
pression on the mind of his little daughter. 

A week later the writer and his little girl 
were in a train which stopped at a station 
near a gloomy building. 
“What place is that?” asked a passen- 

  

ger. 
“The county jail,” another answered 

promptly. 
Whereupon Mary embarrassed her 

father and aroused the suspicion of the 
other passengers by asking in a loud, 
shrill voice, “Is that the jail you were 
in, father?” 
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FOR SUPERIOR RESULTS 
IN PRESERVING AND FINE CAKE BAKING 

e 
From Virgin Soil—Grown in the Philippine and Hawaiian Islands and 

REFINED IN THE UNITED STATES 

We Bring You 
The Finest, Whitest, Purest and Sweetest Sparkling Sugar 

Write for free booklet WESTERN SUGAR REFINERY 

“SUGAR IN THE MAKING” Tribune Tower Chicago, Ills. 

  

PURE CANE               
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October 

The sweet calm sunshine oi October, now 

Warms the low spot: upon its grassy 
mould 

The purple oak leaf alls; the birehen 
bough 

Drops its bright spoil like arrowheads 

of gold. 
—Bryant. 

Some of the depression sufferers are 
like the darkey who had been rolling the 
“bones.” 

He said: “tell you, boys, I dun los’ a 
eap o' money las’ night”? 
“How much, Mose?” 
“A bunnerd and six-seben dollahs and 

fo'teen cents.” 
“Golly! Dat wuz a heap o’ money.” 
“Yas, sir-ee, and de wust of it wuz de 

fo'teen cents wuz cash.” 

    

  

A Scotchman, aiter marrying a widow, 
was informed of his wife having seven 
children, Rushing home to his wife, he 
started to give his opinion as only an irate 
Scotchman can, when she suddenly inter 
rupted hin with: “But they are all work: 
ing, dear.” —"Darling.’ 

      

“What do you think of the new typist?” 
asked the boss. “How is she doing her 
work?” 

“Well,” replied the cle 
But she spells atrociously. 

“Really,” replied the boss, “she must be 
pretty good then, I can’t spell it myself.” 

  

“) don’t know. 

  

Fletcher: “Watson asked me to lend him 
some money, Do you know anything about 
him?” 

Moore: “I know hint as well as | know 
1. Don't lend him a nickel!” 

  

  

Socrates: “What do you tli 
as a beautifier?” 

Professor Peavy 
muuch for the turtle.” 

k of mud 

    

“Well, it hasn't done 

“Say, waiter, this must be an incabator 
chicken. It tastes like it, Any chicken 
that has had a mother could never get as 
tough as this one.” 

  

DECEMBER, 1932 

Foolish Question 
Ivan Griswold was busily engaged with 

a spade in the mud beside his Ford when a 
stranger hailed him. 

"Stuck in the mud?” he asked. 
“Oh, no!” replied Ivan cheerfully, “My 

engine died here and I’m digging a grave 
ior it. 

  

  

Dear Old Lady (in curiosity shop): "! 
suppose this is another of those horrible 

futuristic paintings which you cail art.” 
Urban Shopkeeper: “Excuse me, inadain, 

but that is a mirror.” 

    

We know a former hockey player who 
now uses his old shin-guards when he 
plays bridge with his wife. 

No matter how hard boiled an egg 2 
man can be, a little shrimp of a wife can 
scramble him, 

  

The proud owner of an Austin car 
offered to take a friend into the country. 
The offer was accepted, and off they went 
at a very fair pace. 

After some time the friend turned to the 
driver and said, "I say, old man, when do 
we reach the country?” 

“Country?” replied the other, “why we're 
in the country now.” 

“But hang it all,” said the passenger, “all 
T have seen is that beastly wall on each 
side of us for miles.” 

“Well, indeed!” said the owner, 
the curb!” 

    

  

  

Phat’s 

Old Lady: “Well, here’s a dollar jor 

you, my poor man,” 

Tramp: “A dollar! Lord bless ver, 
lady; if ever there was a fallen angel, it’s 

"Dear, dear, you mustn't play with 
daddy's razor, baby. Mother has a can of 
peaches to open.” 

“Tt ain't sauitary,” protested the traveler, 
10 have your house built over the hog pen 

that way.” 
“Well, I dunno,” replied the native. “V 

ain't lost a hog in 15 yearst"” 

  

  

  

e€ 
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* * * SIX SELLING STARS « « « 

IT’S GOOD BUSINESS 

TO 
SELECT 
THESE 

FAMOUS FOR THEIR 

BRANDS 
OF 

RICE 

UNIFORM QUALITY 
  

WATER MAID 
Represents “Quality Supreme” from 

the Blue Rose variety. This is packed 
in bulk 100-Ib., 50-Ib., and 25-1b.; in 
paper bags 3-Ib., and 5-Ib. sizes; in 
cartons 12-07., 1-Ib., and 2-Ib. 

SONNY BOY 
A good grade of rice on a price basis. 

This is also packed in bulk 100-ID., 50- 
Ib, and 25-1b., also in cartons 12-02. 
1-Ib., and 2-Ib. 

  

FAG 
Specially milled from the finest, long 

est grained lots of the famous Fortuna 
variety grown in the South, This For- 
tuna rice was selected by government 
test as being the best cooking variety 
among American rices. This is ideal, 
not only for discriminating housewives. 
but for the higher class restaurants and 
hotels—packed in bulk 100-Ib., 50-Ib. 
and 23-lb. bags; also in 2-Ib. cartons. 

WATER BOY 
Represents a slightly smaller grain of 

this same Fortuna variety, with the 
same cooking qualities. WATER BOY 
is also packed in bulk 100-Ib., 50-Ib., 
and 25-Ib, hags. 

RIVER MAID 
Selected irom the improved Edit! 

variety. Au excellent cooker that has 
stood the test of time packed in bulk 
100-1b., 50-Ib., and 25-1». bags 

SNOW FLAKE 
Represents the best of the Lad: 

Wright variety. A beautiful rice in a 
beautiful bag, packed in bulk 100-Ih: 
$0-Ibs., and 25-1hs 

These brands create confidence among 
consumers, 

“We also sell all grades and varieties of bulk rice 

and rice products on the lowest freight rates 
from mills distributed throughout the 

Southern rice belt.” 

  

Louisiana State Rice Milling Co., Inc. 
ABBEVILLE, LOUISIANA 

AMERICA’S LARGEST RICE MILLERS 
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Try and Do It 
“Don’t worry,” advised the medico, “It’s 

only a earbuncle coming on the back of 
your neck. But you must keep your eye 
on itl” 

A man in Mississippi who died the other 
day leit $200,000 in cash and two farms, 
making the total value of the estate about 
$20,000. 

  

{f they want to discourage the drinking 
of commercial alcohol, they should flavor 
it with spinach juice. 

Young Mrs. Scott was attending her 
first ball game. The home team was doing 
well, and for a time she patiently endured 
her husband's transports and his brief ex- 
planations. 

But when, amid the cheering, howling 
crowd, he sprang upott his seat, waved his 
new straw hat three times around his head 
and almost shattered it on the fat man in 
front, Mrs. Scott exclaimed: 
“What on earth's the matter, John?” 
“Why, dearie.” he answered, as soon as 

he could get his breath, “didn’t you see the 
fietder catch the ball?” 

“Of course,” said young Mrs. Scott, dis- 
gustedly, “I thought that was what he 
was out there for.” 

    

Mrs. ‘Iggins: “That Mrs, Briggs was 
hoastin’ as ow she comes from a fine 
family, ‘An’ you've come a good wa} 
I says, pleasant-like.” 

    

“Here waiter,” roared the irate diner in 
a first class restaurant, “this chicken soup 
is full of gravel.” 

“Yes, sir,” said the waiter brightly, “it's 
made from Plymouth Rocks, sit.” 

Friend—How many visits have you made 
in the first month of your practice? 
Doctor—Exactly 62. Here's my record 

beok, 
Friend—But, mau, there’s 

patient marked down here. 
Doctor—I know it—hut I've visited him 

twice a day. 

only one 

Decemuen, 1932 

A Good Idea 
Employer: John, vou were brought home 

drunk last night. How do people know 
where you live? 

Butler: I always carry some of your 
visiting cards on me, sir—London Tit-Bits. 

  

The late Justice McKenna of the United 
State Supreme Court once took up golf 
in a serious way. He had a series of lessons 
from a professional, and was told he must 
practice assiduously. 

So one day he went out to the Chevy 
Chase course, near Washington, to prac- 
tice. He got a caddie and walked to a far- 
away tee. 

The caddie teed up the ball and the jus- 
tice took a swipe at it. He missed it. He 
contemplated the ball for a space and then 
had another try. This time he hit the 
ground and not the bail. 

“Tut-tut!” said the distinguished justice. 
“Tut-tut!” 

“Mister,” said the caddie, “you'll never 
learn to play golf with them words.” 

  

One evening while Mr. and Mrs. A. were 
giving a party the guests heard a patter of 
little feet on the stairs and a voice calling 
“Mama!’ The hostess raised her hand for 
silence. The noise and chatter ceased. In 
the sudden quiet the youngest son of the 
house shouted lustily: 

“Stop that darn racket so we can say aur 

  

The golfing novice finished his first 
game and airily handed his score card 10 
the secretary with the remark: 

“Two below bogey.” 
“But,” protested the official, 

nowhere near bogey.” 
The novice felt burt. 
“Compare the score,” he said, “with the 

figures on the card, aud you'll see— 
“Great Scott, man,” he roared, 

the length of the course in yards.” 

“this is 

“that’s 

An Austin drove up to the filling station. 
“Put a cupful of gas and a thimble full of 
oil in her,” the owner said. 

The attendant, trying to be smart, said: 
“And shall spit in the radiator?” 

“No,” replied the owner, “but you might 
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This new Gerber product has been specially 
produtedtomeet a needin its specialized field. 
Doctors are tired of trying to adapt general 
consumption cereals to the requirements of. 
infant feeding. This new Gerber product does 
Not compete with any of your present cereals. 
Ir provides a new, entirely different, long- 
profit specialty that should prove one of the 
most profitable items in yout entire Gerber 
stock. 

PROFIT TESTED 
In sales tests made in various markers, 60% 
ofthe dealersre-ordered during the frse thirty 
days—30% mote than twice, Bexinning in 
September, Gerber's Strained Cereal will be 
announced in more than 20,000,000 homes in 
the list of Gerber national magazines, Packed 

  

» om Gerber's 
STRAINED CEREAL 
ere 
Gerber Products Company, = Fremont, Michigan 

“te le my understanding Gerber's 
Strained Cercal is packed in 1054 02, cans, 24 
cans to the case, ut a cost to me of $2.40 percase. 

¢-_cases. Ship as 
gh jobber indicated. 

Keep your stock 
COMPLETE 

Strained — 
Cereal 
Tomatoes 
Carrots 
Peas 
Beets 
Pranes 
Greea Beans 
Spinach 
Vegetable Soup 

   

Please send me at on 

Neme.   

Ready-to-Serve 
Long-Cooked in Whole Milk 

below and bill throu: 

Jobber’s Name—__ 

in 10% ov. cans, che advertised retail sell- 
ing price is 15c. Your discount and profe 
are the same as on the other Gerber items. 

SERVICE TESTED 
‘Over a vear of research was devoted to devel- 
oping Gerber's Strained Cereal. Made of 
whole wheat, hulled oats. with extra wheat 
germ added for additional vitamin B—and 
with coarse bran particles strained out —it 
represents the consensus of scientific opinion 
as to what ig desirable in an Ideal first cereal 
for babies. This newest Gerber product will 
invite the enthusiastic support of physicians 
everywhere. If your jobber can’t supply you 
with this new Gerber 
product, mailus todey 
the coupon below. 

    

  

— Address ____   
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Always on the Job 

The traffic cop bad just undergone an 
operation, Shortly aiter coming out from 
under the anesthetic he asked the nurse the 
usual question: 

“Did T say anything while I was under 
the ether?” 

“TM say you did.” the nurse chuckled. 
ust when everything was ready for the 

incision, you tried to whistle at the surgeon 
and then you yelled, ‘Hey, you. what's 
your hurry? Let’s see yout operator's 
license?’ ” 

    

First Voyager (10 seasick companion): 
Is there anything I can do for you? 

The Sick One: Yes, bring me a small 
island. 

Rastus: Say, Sambo, that certainly am 
some tear you give your britches when vo" 
slid into second base 

Sambo: You is right. boy. Dey come 
mighty nigh to callin’ dis game on ‘counta 
darkness. 

“Mose, vou lazy rascal, de you think 
right to leave your wife at the washtub 
while you spend your time fishing?” 

“Oh, yassuh, mah wile doan ueed no 
watchin’. She'll wuk jes as ha‘d as if An 
wuz dere.” 

Boss: So your boy was in the army 
Mose? 

Mose: Yassuh, he was on picket duty. 
Boss: Picket duty—what’s tat? 
Mose: Well, sah, he wuked in de kunnel’s 

kitchen, an’ /ebry tine de kunnel wanted @ 
chicken, mah boy had to pick it. 

    

Ignorance Is Bliss] 
Two friends were having an indignation 

meeting of their own. Both had suffered 

domestic strile and now they were com- 

paring notes. 
“Aren't women the limit?” growled the 

first. “We husbands don’t know anything 

at all, and our wives know everything. 
“Well,” said his companion in misery 

reluctantly. “There’s one thing my wile 
admits she doesn’t know,” 

“What on earth is that?” 
“Why she married me.” 

     

Gus and Ole at « northern fishing resort, 
hired a hotel boat and found great fishing 
at a certain spot in the nearby lake. So 
they decided tu mark the place and come 

back for more sport aiter loch. At the 

dock Gus said 10 Ole: “Ole, did you mark 

the place?” 
“Yah,” said Ole. 

on side of boat.” 
“Are you dumb!” exclaimed Gus. “May- 

be ve don’t get same bout after lunch.” 

“Ay put chalk mark 

She: Did you tell your father over the 
phone we were engaged? 

He: Yes. 
She: What did he reply? 
He: I'm not sure whether he replied, or 

whether the line was struck by lightning.— 
The Bison. 

  

“Gotta Sweetheart?” 

“T did have.” 

Where is she now 7" 

“put her back itt circulation.” 

  

    

  

Among Friends 

A wide friendship 

is an institution’s 

finest asset... 

  

J. J. Moran & Sons 
Always Call 4201     

Hunting Equipment 
Everything for the Hunter 

including licenses 
SPECIALS ON 

Shells, Hunting Coats, Breeches, 
Shot Guns, Boots 

Miscellaneous Equipment 
Gun Blueins, Gun Oils, Solvents, 

Rods, Recoil Pads, Gun Cases, etc. 

Morehouse & Wells Co. 
Water, Williams ond State Streets   
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@ HERE’S A HAPPY SOLUTION 

TO THAT QUESTION - - - 

“What To Give The Kiddies” 

THE. 

OLD FAITHFUL’ PLAY SET LINE 

Offers all combinations of Drawing, Painting, 
Coloring, Sewing, Knitting, Modelling and 

Novelty Sets 

° Children Love Them ° 

They Amuse © They Teach 

For All Ages © At All Prices 

W Hours of Quiet 

  All Absorbing 
Fascination 
For the Child 

HM Ask to see the 
TONY SARG 
THEATRE SET 

Just Out— 

Something New 
    

No. 1274 
Just one of the many Attractive Sets 

if your dealer does not handle the “OLD 

FAITHFUL” PLAY SET LINE) write us direct 

THE AMERICAN CRAYON COMPANY 
329-429 Hayes Ave. SANDUSKY, OHIO 

NEW YORK - - - SAN FRANCISCO - - - DALLAS   
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TASTYEAST 

EVERY DAY 

RICH IN YEAST AND YEAST EXTRACT 

VITAMIN B - CALCIUM 

IRON - PHOSPHORUS 

YEAST THIS WAY IS DELICIOUS    



  
  

  

craters LOSE on 
A SALAD AND COOKING OIL MADE 

FROM SOYBEANS 

Every Ounce Packed with Energy 

THE OIL THAT IS REC- 

OMMENDED BY CHEFS 
AND DIETITIANS FOR 
ITS OUTSTANDING 

FOOD VALUE 

  

Staley’s Refined Corn Oil 
(SALAD AND COOKING OIL) 

100% Pure from the Heart of the Corn 

RECOGNIZED BY FOOD 
EXPERTS AS THE STAND- 
ARD OF EXCELLENCE IN 

EDIBLE OILS    


