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THE REAL COST of a TIRE 
Drivers who keep tire cost records know 

exactly how much their tires cost—per 

mile—which is the only accurate method 

of determining tire costs 

Miller Geared-to-the-Road Tires, Tubes 
and Accessories are built to last longer, to 

give the most for your money. 

Balloon Cords are built to the flattened 

shape tires take when properly inflated 

and bearing the weight of the car. 

Buy Millers and Save Money, Time, Trouble 

The MILLER RUBBER COMPANY 
of N. ¥. 
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“Why Buy a Home?” 
A real estate salesman tried to sell a 

house to a pair of newlyweds, Said the 
wife: “Why buy a home? 1 was born in 
a hospital ward, reared in a hoarding 
school, educated in a college, courted in 
an automobile, and married in a church; 
live in an apartment, spend my mornings 
playing golf, my afternoon playing bridge, 
in the evenings we dance or go to the 
movies; when I'm sick I go to the hospital 
and when | die I shall be buried from an 
undertaker's. All we need is a garage 
with bedroom.”"—-Exchange. 

    

  Tenderfoot Bride—"Is it healthy out 
here?” 

Cowboy—"Healthy? Say, they had to 
shoot a couple of people to start a ceme- 
tery.” 

What Do They Say? 
A critic says modern girls are just edu- 

cated dolls. The Humorist admits he may 
be right, but insists they don't squeal 
“papa,” and “mamma'’ when they're 
squeezed. 

Father (to daughter's suitor)——"Why, 
young man, you couldn't even dress her.” 

Suitor (gamely) — “Zatso! Well, it 
won't take me long to learn.”—"Topics 
of the Day” Films. 

Her Lost Art 

A fond mother was exhibiting, with 
great pride, her fapper daughter to the 
new rector of a church in Harrogate, 
recently. 

“My daughter,” said the mother, “could 
dress herself when she was but three years 
old.” 

“Well, er, do you think,” asked the rec- 
tor, shyly, “that her ability in that di- 
rection will ever return?” — Edinburgh 
Scotsman. 

Concrete Evidence 
A pullman porter was thrown from his 

car when the train was derailed and flew 
ten feet through the air before he hit 
head first up against a concrete post. He 
lay in a daze rubbing his head, when the 
conductor came running up. 

“Great Scott, man,” cried the conduc- 

    

tor, ren't you killed?*” 
. said the porter, getting to his 

feet, ‘that! Concrétel post muntalbrokepaal 
fall.” 

“Say,” said the man, as he entered the 

  

clothing store, “I bought this suit here 
less than two weeks ago and it's rusty- 
looking already.” 

“Well, replied the clothing dealer, 
guaranteed it to wear like iron, didn't [>" 
—Exchange, 
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We'd like to tailor your | 

Spring Clothes to prove 

how fine tailored clothes 

can be—Suits to order 

$32 50 and better. | 

iar 

MAIENTHAL’S 
158 MERCHANT STREET 

  

    “Say Te With Flowers” 

[FLOWERS 
BY FAST MAIL AND TELEGRAPH 

| HOURAN’S 
Water at North—Phone M. 581   

    

His Sense of Humor 
Even a sense of humor may exist in 

excess. There is a case of a British sol- 
dier who was sentenced to be fogged. 
During the fogging he laughed contin- 
ually. The harder the lash was laid on, 
the harder the soldier laughed. 

“Wot's so funny about bein’ flogged?” 
“Why,” the soldier chuckled, “I'm the 

wrong man. 

No Use 
“Why do you always smoke clay pipes, 

old man?” 
“Because when you drop one you don't 

have to pick it u 

  

A Thrifty Lover 
“Why do you want your love letters 

returned?” asked the girl who had broken 
the engagement. “Are you afraid that 
YIl sue you in court?” 

“No.” sighed the young man, “but | 
paid quite a bit to have those letters writ- 
ten by an expert and I may use them again 
some day."—American Legion Weckly. 

A minister in a certain town in Ala 
bama took permanent leave of his congre- 
gation in the following manner: "Brothers 
and sisters, ] come to say good-bye. [ 
don’t think God loves this church, be- 
cause none of you ever die. 1 don’t think 
you love cach other, because I never 
marry any of you. I don't think you 
love me, because you have not paid my 
salary, Your donations arc moldy fruit 
and wormy apples, and ‘by their fruits 
ye shall know them.’ Brethern, | am 
going away to a better place. [ have 
been called to be chaplain of a peniten- 
tiary, ‘Where | go ye cannot come, but 

go to prepare a place for you,’ and 
may the Lord have mercy on your souls. 
Good-bye.” 

  
Ir gives a fellow a lot of moral coumge 

if his wife gets up and sees him off to 
work, 

The Truth Was Out 

Pat arrived home looking the worse for 
wear, one eye closed, nose broken, face 
bruised and several other decorations. 

“May the blessed saints preserve us!” 
said Bridget, his wife. 

“Thot Dutchman Schwartheimer,” said 
Pat, “"'twas him that did it.” 

"Shame on you," said Bridget. “A big 
spalpeen loike you to let a little Dutchman 
the size of him to bate you up? Why—" 

“Whist, Bridget,” said Pat. “And don't 
you be speakin’ disrespectfully of the 
dead."—Reo Spiri 

  

    

A dentist in a small village in a sparsely 
settled part of New York state had ex- 
tracted a tooth for an extremely nervous 
woman, She admitted that she had no 
money with which to pay the fee. 

“Oh, that's all right,” the dentist as- 
sured her, “just tell me your husband's 
name, and I'll charge the amount.” 

“Wew-waal, ['m that upsot [-I-[ just 
can't think now what his name is,” stam- 
mered the woman. “You see, | allers 

  

!"—Sydney Bulletin call him p 
  

Sigmund Romberg, the composer, tells 
of meeting a circus sword-swallower one 
time. He asked him to demonstrate his 
art, and the fellow apparently swallowed 
some pins and needles 

“But,” protested Mr. 
aren't swords: 

Romberg, “those 
they're pins and needles.” 

  

“I know it," replied the circus freak, 
“but I'm on a diet.""—New York Evening 
World. | 

Newriche: “I don't suppose you're 
used to driving men like me, are you?” 

New Chauffeur: "Oh, yes: [ drove the 
police patrol for three years."—New York 
Intelligencer. 

  

  

“Aren't you nearly ready, dear?” 
“| wish you wouldn't keep asking that 

guestion, Ray! I've been telling you for 
the past hour ['d be ready in a minute.” 
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March 

William Cullen Bryant 

The stormy March is come at last, 
With wind and cloud and changing skies; 
I hear the rushing of the blast 
That through the snowy valley flies. 

Ah, passing few are they who speak, 
Wild, stormy month, in praise of thee; 
Yet though thy winds are loud and bleak, 
Thou art a welcome month to me. 

For thou, to northern lands, again 
The glad and glorious sun dost bring; 
And thou hast joined the gentle train 
And wear'st the gentle name of Spring. 

Then sing aloud the gushing mills 
In joy that they again are free, 
And, brightly leaping down the hills, 
Renew their journey to the sea, 

Thou bring’st the hope of those calm skies, 
And that soft time of sunny showers, 
When the wide bloom, on earth that lies, 
Seems of a brighter world than ours. 
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Off in darkest Africa, as we were taught in Sunday schoc) to call it, they know a good thing 
when they see it, For this picture was taken in an African coast town, and there is no doubt 
bur that the natives of the village had put the Staley starch sack well im the center of things 
The picture was taken by Dr. W. A 
lived in Decatur and practised medicine here 

‘all son, and had them stand 
quite proud. Then he sent the picture to 

  

  

and through the kindness of the Campbell famil 

That Income Tax 
There is just one thing on the calendar 

which is more sure than December and 
Christmas and that is March and the in- 
come tax. But this year things are going 
to be much easier on us—much, much 
easier, according to the men who are able 
to wade through and understand the tech- 
nical wording of the law. Exemption 
limits are raised and the percentage of 
tax is lowered 

Single men, or women, who have no 
dependents now have an exemption of 
$1,500. This means, if course, that 
single men or widowers or married men 
not living with their wives, making $1,500 
or less have no tax to pay. 

Married men, or men or women who 
are the head of a family have an exemp- 
tion of $3,500. In addition to this there 
is an exemption of $400 for each depend- 
ent person, other than husband or wife, 
under eighteen years of age 

For incomes of not more than $5,000 
the tax ia 1! per cent of the amount 
over $1,500 or $3,500, which ever the 
case may be. This is one-half of one 
per cent less than last year. There is 

Frymire, a medical missionary to Africa, who at one time 
‘He gathered a group of the natives and his own 

the sack befare their big new water tank, of which they 
M. Campbell, 1334 N. Edward ‘street, Decatur 

iy the picture reached The Staley Journal. 

also 25 per cent deduction from the tax 
for an earned income. 

Then, as if this were not enough good 
news for us, the U. 8. Internal Revenue 
Collector, M. P. Costello, is planning to 
send one of his men to the Staley plant 
for at least one day early in March. This 
man will help all Staley people who need 
help make out their tax blanks. As the 
returna must be filed before March 15, 
the deputy will be at the plant some time 
before that date 

New Chemist 
G. B. Matthews came to the company 

in February to join the staff of Staley 
chemists. °Mr. Matthews’ work will, be 
mostly in connection with power plant 
control. 

Mr. Matthews comes to the Staley 
company from the Marquette Cement 
Co., at Cape Girardeau, Mo. where he 
had worked for some time as ‘assistant 
chemist. Ile was educated at the South- 
eastern Missouri State Teachers’ college. 

  

  
Compare your troubles with other 

men's and they will seem less.
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There Is Safety In Tags 
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When mechanics in any part of the plant are working on a machine these danger tags are tied on electric switches controlling the machines being worked on, Aad wee and sorrow descends rapidly and mercilessly upon the man who disregards such a tag and throws a switch. 
Just as much woe and even more pain would follow if the mechanic forgot or neglected to put on the tag. It is perfectly natural that some man would stact the machines when he saw they were down, if he saw no tag, and then the trouble would start. 

There is a large supply of these tags on hand and more can be made quickly if they are needed. So there is no rcason for them not being used.



  
  
      

  

  

  

Spreading the News 
“Don't believe everything you hear,” the man in the comi¢ cartoon 

advised the over-wise youth. 

“I don’t.” replied the youth, “but [ can repeat it anyway.” 

And in just such an off-hand manner the trouble starts. 

For instance, take Peters and his wife. They had a spirited discus 
sion, perfectly natural in the best of families, over a small matter. Per- 

haps Mrs. Peters wanted to go to a movie and Peters wanted to stay at 

home and listen to the radio. 
e 

The next day a none too careful acquaintance, who overheard the 

conversation, yielded to his desire to create a sensation. “‘Hear Peters and 

his wife don't get along any too well.” 

  

A few days later a more vivid imagination has gone a step farther. 

“They say that Peters and his wife are going to get a divorce.” 

Soon Peters notices a sudden interest in his affairs on the part of some 
of his acquaintances. Mrs. Peters has an unusual number of callers. Then 

some “good"’ friend brings in the latest version of the story—the whole 

thing news to the Peters family. By this time the story has reached the 

stage where Peters is a habitual drunkard and Mrs. Peters a moral disgcace 

to her community. 

No amount of swearing on the part of Peters, nor weeping on the part 
of Mrs. Peters, can trace the thing to its source. The person who started 

the story is hiding behind the cowardly ‘They say.” About the only thing 
left for the Peters to do is to settle back as before and try to forget, and 

act as if their neighbors had forgotten this story which “They say” started. 

But in spite of their blameless past and their equally blameless future, 
they have been touched by the staining finger of gossip. The fault is not 

theirs, but as is generally the case, they are the ones who suffer. And the 

gossip, his interest in the case all gone with the first sensation, passes on 

te soil another life, that he may have the pleasure of “telling somebody 

first.”
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The Stomach 
By Dr. M. W. Fitzpatrick 

The stomach is a hollow muscular or- 
gan located in the upper part of the ab- dominal cavity. It varies in size in differ- 
ent individuals but normally holds from 
two to four pints. In certain diseases it may be contracted and hold less, or it may be enormously dilated and hold a gallon 
or more. 

It may properly be considered the cen- ter of the digestive system, for while a certain amount of digestion takes place 
in the mouth and the terminal part of that process is carried on in the small in- testine, the greatest change is effected in the stomach. As the food reaches it the enly chemical change so far has been caused by the action of the caliva on the starches, transforming them into a form of sugar. Upon entering this viseua 
the secretion of gastric juice is stimulated, 
this containing hydrachloric acid and pep- sin. The acid neutralizes the saliva, which is alkaline, and starch digestion 
stops. The pepsin begins its part of the digestion, acting mainly on the proteids, that is meat and similar food, and as this process takes considerable time, it stays 
in the stomach several hours. Thus the stomach also has the function of a res- ervoir, By the activity of the muscular wall the food is milled around until it i rendered more nearly a fluid state, in this way preparing it for intestinal diges- 
tion. 

Going back to the gastric secretion, it has been found by experiments on. ani- mals that different kinds of food call out juices differing in their make-up. Even 
the sight or smell of enticing or appetiz~ ing food start the flow of these digestive 
fluids, Meats call for a digestive juice much stronger than that for milk or fats, and these latter require one differing from that needed for bread or other articles 
having little proteid. [t is a peculiar 
thing that the habitual use of a certain 
kind of food will establish the habit of secretion of a certain kind of gastric juice 
which is changed only gradually with a change in the nature of the food. Thus 
if one has for a long time been used to a 
diet containing much meat his gastric juice will contain a relatively high per- centage of acid. If his diet suddenly is changed to one consisting principally of 
bread and starches he will find difficulty 
at first in the digestion of these articles 
until his stomach adjusts its secretion to 
the new food. The same may he said of 
changes to or from a diet rich in fate. 

This phase of digestion has a very im- 
portant bearing inasmuch as faulty food 
habits established in childhood may be 
carried up to adult life. Thus a child 
may have an aversion to fat, and he may 
be encouraged even in this distaste, but 
fat is a food most exsential to our body. 
Some authorities even go so far as to say 
it is the element in our food which pro- 
tects us against tuberculosis. This view 
does not seem unreasonable when we con- 
sider the fact that in the treatment of 
tuberculosis best results are obtained 
when we make the patient gain weight, 
and to do this he is encouraged to use 
as food articles containing much fat, as 
milk and cream, butter, cod liver oil, etc 

If we could learn the exact and minute 
history of many individuals suffering from 
malnutrition we would probably find just 
such aversions or digestive habits as men- 
tioned. As an example may be cited the 
use of milk. In the treatment of ulcer 
of the stomach, milk and cream are used 
to a great extent. Time after time at 
the beginning of the treatment the pa- 
tients complain that they don't like milk, 
in fact they don't think they can take it 
at all. Yet if the treatment is carried 
cut as it should be it is not long until 
the distaste for milk is lost and the patient 
voluntarily makes it an important part 
of the daily diet. The same can be said 
of the use of meat with a moderate 
amount of fat 

It was mentioned that the stomach acts 
as a reservoir for food. Thus we may take our food at intervals, as meala, and 
not as a more or less constant process. 
The practical consideration is what should 
be the interval between these meals. Nat- 
urally the individual doing hard work-re- 
quires more food than the one in a sed- 
entary occupation, but with both classes 
it has been observed that if food is taken 
at several intervals during the day much 
better results are obtained than if one 
large meal only is eaten. “In the one 
meal a day habit the volume and weight 
of the food is a burden and naturally 
has a tendency to dilate the stomach, 
and, too, a large quantity of the food 
thus taken is wasted for the tissues of 
the body are unable to assimilate the 
flood of nutriment coming to them after 
one large meal. Several smaller meals, 
as breakfast, dinner and supper, by serv. ing a more constant stream of nourish. ment keep the tissues in better tone, and
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at the same time less is required in the 
course of the day. 

We see many patients who state they 
just can't eat any breakfast. Almost in- 
variably these patients come to us com- 
plaining of some stomach or bowel dis- 
turbance, or as some of them express it, 
“lack of pep.” Physicians in large cities 
see many office workers, especially 
women, who are underweight, nervous, 
have headaches, and a various assort- 
ment of complaints, and quite often the 
basis of their ailments is found to be faulty 
food habits, in some cases actual starva- 
tion. This is not from financial poverty 
but from food poverty. The solution of 
their problem lies not in the giving of 
tonics or digestive doses, that don't di- 
gest, but in the establishment of proper 
diet habits. They should learn to eat 
three meals a day. Not large meals, but 
of a quantity to carry them nicely from 
one meal to the next. 

While this division of food intake for 
the day is important for the adult, it is 
doubly so for the child in his growing 
period. With the young individual there 
is needed not only food for his ordinary 
daily activities, such as play and study, 
hut his body must be built up. [f he is 
permitted to go to school after eating 
only a light breakfast, and has no oppor- 
tunity of securing food until the early 
afternoon, he has been through two or 
more hours of starvation, Continued 
thus day after day through the school 
year it will have a detrimental effect in 
the end. Children should not be made 
to endure excessive or real hunger over 
long periods of time. 

Among the actual diseases of the stom- 
ach there stands out prominently ulcer. 
This condition is more common than was 
formerly suspected. Yet we must be care- 
ful not to label as ulcer every pain in 
the stomach region that comes to us. 
Usually a thorough X-ray study and gas- 
trie analysis will enable us to make a cor- 
rect diagnosis. Ulcer of the stomach is 
such an important subject that it may 

  

   

well be taken up in a separate article. In 
this connection, however, it might be 
mentioned that a surprising number of 
patients come to us complaining of symp- 
toms which at first make us suspect ulcer 
but a thorough study discloses an infec- 
tion in the mouth or throat, as infections 
about the teeth or in the tonsils, as the 
causative factor. These patients are tak- 
ing poison into their stomach every time 
they swallow anything, whether food. 
drink, or saliva, and it is remarkable how 
quickly they recover from their stomach 
symptoms when infections about the 
mouth or throat are eliminated. 

One other condition that is seen occa- 

sionally gives a hint as to the cause of 
some cases of indigestion. In a case of 
severe shock, as that following an injury 
such as the crushing of a leg or an arm 
in a railroad accident, it is found that 
any food in the stomach at the time of 
the accident if vomited several hours later 
when ether is administered for an opera- 
tion, is found to be only partially digested 
The process of digestion in the stomach 
stops as soon as the patient is injured: 
that is, when his nervous system sustains 
the shock. This is so because the di- 
gestive processes are under the influence 
of the nervous system. Reasoning from 
this it may be seen readily that the stom- 
ach cannot function properly if the pa- 
tient is yiven to worrying. In other 
words, the nervous patient is most like- 
ly to have stomach trouble. 

The stomach is part of the digestive 
apparatus and functions best when it is 
treated as such. It should be given a 
fair amount of work but should not be 
over-burdened. 

  

The Knocker 

The Knocker traveled to the gates of hell 
And hammered hard that he might enter 

ins 
“Who comes?” 

guickly tell 
he cause of all this wild, unearthly di 

“Up there an earth they had no use for 

said Satan, “Speak up— 

  

me, 
The Knocker said, “and heaven scorned 

me, too, 
And so, friend Satan, | have come to thee. 
So let me in—my tongue has work to do." 
“What is a Knocker?” Satan bent to hear 
“In every friend Il tried to pick some 

  

  

flaw.” 
“Gol” shrieked the Devil, “beat it out 

from here— 
There are some limits even hell must 

draw.” 

Get Busy J 
Said one little chick with a funny little 

squirm, 
“1 wish [ could find a nice litle worm.” 
Said another little chick with a gueer 

little shrug, 
“I wish | could find @ nice little bug.” 
Said a third little chick with a strange 

little squeal, 
“I wish 1 could find some nice yellow 

meal.” 
“Look here," said the’ mother, 

green garden patch, 
f you want any breakfast, get busy and 
scratch.” 

from a 

  

It iy easier to be critical than correct.



  

Try Vegetables For Late Winter Days 
ONION SOUP 

large onions 
egg yolks 
cup cream 
guart mille 
tablespoons butter 
cup Rour 

Salt and pepper 
Cut onions in slices and let simmer slowly in butter for about half an hour. 

Add flour and cook for about three min- utes, stirring constantly. Turn this into scalding milk and cook about fifteen min. utes, 
Strain into a serving dish into which 

alghtly beaten yolks of three egga have 
been placed, Stir rapidly as mixture is poured in, 

6 
4 

I 
1 

3 
1 

PLAIN TOMATO SOUP 
3 tablespoons of fat 
Slice of onion 
3 tablespoons flour 

| teaspoon sugar 
i teaspoon salt 
Pepper 
4 cups tomatoes. 
2 cups water 
Brown onion in fat, add flour and seasoning and stir until flour is brown. Add tomatoes and stir until it boils. Sim. 

mer five minutes and then strain and serve. 

SPINACH WITH DRESSING 
Wash spinach thoroughly and cook un- covered until tender, with half teaspoon of salt, adding no water than that which clings to the leaves when they are washed. While the spinach is cooking hard. cook two eggs and while they are hot shell them and separate the whites from the yolks. Make a paste of the yolks with two tablespoons of butter and one and a half tablespoons of lemon juice. Remove, drain and chop the spinach, season and put back on the fire to absorb excess moisture, Then mix in egg yolk dressing thoroughly. Serve with the whites of the eggs cut in strips as a gar. nish. 

FRENCH FRIED ONIONS 
Peel onions, cut in on quarter inch 

slices and separate into rings. Dip into 
milk and drain and then dip into four. 
Fry in drip fat, drain on brown paper and 
sprinkle with ‘salt. 

  

STUFFED ONIONS 

Peel onions and boil for ten minutes 
in salted water. Remove from water and turn upside down to cool, When coal remove centers and fill cavities with finely 
chopped meat or chicken, bread crumbs. 
the onion that was removed and enough 
cream or melted butter to soften. Place 
in shallow pan, sprinkle with buttered 
crumbs and bake in moderate oven until 
onions are soft. 

ONION SOUFFLE 
Rub boiled onions through a sieve. To 

three-fourths cup pulp a mixture of three 
tablespoons of melted butter, three table- 
spoons flour, one-fourth cup water onions 
were cooked in and one-fourth cup cream. 
Stic until mixture boils. Add seasoning 
and two egg yolks well beaten. Cut or fold in two or three ugg whites beaten 
stiff and dry. Turn into greased haking 
dish, place in pan of hot water and bake 
in moderate oven half an hour. This 
must be served at once. 

SPINACH WITH BUTTER 
Wash spinach thoroughly and cook 

without water. When almost done, add 
butter or bacon fat and simmer for a few 
minutes. 

  

ONIONS AU GRATIN 

Cook until tender a dozen small on- 
ions. Drain and place in buttered bak- ing dish the bottom of which has been 
sprinkled with crumbs. Sprinkle with 
grated cheese and cover with another 
layer of crumbs, Dot with butter, and 
pour over the whole a thin white sauce, 
Brown in a hot oven. 

Jf more onions ave used two or more 
layera can be made in the dish.
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CURRIED VEGETABLES 
small cubes the following 

vegetables: one cup of potatoes, one cup of carrots, one-half cup turnips. Cook 
in boiling water until soft. Drain and add one-half cup canned peas. Then pour over the vegetables the following sauce: 

Cook two tablespoons butter with two slices of onion for five minutes. Remove onion, add two tablespoons flour, three- 
fourths teaspoon salt, one-half teaspoon curry powder, one-fourth teaspoon pep- 
per, pinch of ‘celery salt and gradually a 
cup of scalded milk. Sprinkle with finely 
chopped parsley. 

Cut into 

  

PARSNIP FRITTERS 
Cook parsnips 45 minutes in boiling 

salted water. Drain, plunge into cold water, skin, mash and season with butter, 
pepper and salt. Shape into small fat 
cakes, roll in Hour and fry in butter. 

CORN OYSTERS 
To one cup of canned corn add one well beaten egg, one-fourth cup flour and seasoning. Drop by spoonsful and fry 

in deep fat, or cook on a hot griddle. 

CARROTS AND ONIONS 
Wash, scrape and cut carrots in cubes 

and cook until tender. Slice onions and fry in frying pan., When almost done 
add the carrots and cook until the onions 
are brown and soft 

  

TOMATO BOUILLON 

Chop one small onion, one small carrot 
and small green pepper and four stalks of celery. Add this to the liquor from two quarts of canned tomatoes and two cups of cold water. Season. Simmer ten min: 
utes, strain and serve. 

SWEET POTATO PUDDING 

Peel and boil sweet potatoes, then while 
they are hot_mash them with butter and 
seasoning. Put in a buttered baking dish 
and dot whole marshmallows over the top. 
Place in the oven and leave until the 
marshmallows are well toasted. 

The Globe Trotter 
A motorist stopped at a mountaineers 

shack in West Virginia to ask the way to 
the next village. A lanky youth came te 
the doar. 

“Boy,” asked the tourist, “how far is 
it to Hickham?”* 

“Waal”, drawled the youth, “I don’t 
rightly know. But [ll call Jed. Jed's 
traveled all over Jed has, Jed’s got 
shoes,” 

DEVELOP GOOD POSTURE 
Baby walkers and baby jumpers are often enemies of good posture, So is the little cart used extensively for the toddler after he has outgrown the baby carriage The child is tilted back in an unnatural and uncomfortable position and his feet are usually dangling. 
Posture workers urge that babies be kept creeping as long as possible as an aid to good posture. At least two or three months of creeping and rolling are necesvary to strengthen the muscles of the back and arms and to make sure that the bones are sufficiently firm to bear the weight of the body. Bowlegs and knock. knees may result from allowing a child to walk too soon. 
Hygeia for February contains an article on “Posture Work for Preschool Chil- dren” by Mrs. Ethel M. Hendriksen, who describes the activities of the New York Diet Kitchen Association, which conducts 

a posture clinic for small children. 
Flat chests, curved spines, bowlegs, flat feet and fallen arches are some of the conditions that are corrected in the clinic by proper exercises. 
Poor nutrition and bad posture often go together, and the clinic frequently gives nutrition instruction to mothers and pos- 

ture exercises to the children, 

Lingerie 
A Frenchy word is “Lingerie”. 

first in print. 
he pictures all about it of its meaning 
gave a hint. 

“A Sale of Dainty Lingerie’ the mammoth 
store announced, 

But nothing there suggested how the ward 
should be pronounced. 

I asked the Elevator Boy. 
seemed to pose. 

I spelled it out, and then he said, “Why, 
‘lin-gur-ty’, | s'pose.” 

I asked the fair Saleslady if she knew the proper way, 
She tossed her head and said with scorn, 

“We call it ‘lon-jer-ray’." 
Ll asked the Buyer, just returned from 

lands across the sea. 
He answered, “Well, in Paris they pro- 

nounce it ‘lan-zhay-ree’.”” 
Then I aproached a Customer of birth and 

education, 
And asked her what the word was called 

by people of her station. 
She said, “With those who visit me and 

those on whom ! call, 
I's not considered quite the thing to 

mention it at all.” 
—The White Star. 

1 saw it 

The question 

   

Your looking-glass will tell you what 
none of your friends will.
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When Rozsi Varady, Hungarian ‘cellist, 

throuely the Staley ‘plant. tn picture she 
Scheiter, vice-president, Miss Varady, A.     

DISTINGUISHED VISITORS 

Rozsi Varady, young Hungarian violin- 
cellist, and her accompanist, Arpad Sand- 
or, also a Hungarian, thoroughly enjoyed 
their trip through the Staley plant Feb. 

Miss Varady had never been west of 
New York before and was thoroughly 
thrilled by the vastness of this part of 
the United States. She did express keen 
disappointment, however, at finding the 
natives tame and wearing hats with brims 
of the ordinary size, for she had expected 
“cow-boy” hats at least 

F. V. Kisch, salesman with the com- 
pany. who is @ native of Budapest, invited 
Miss Varady and Mr. Sandor to the plant 
when he suw in Decatur papera that they 
were natives of his home city. They 
were enthusiastic over their trip throngh 
the plant. 

That evening they were dinner guests 
of Mr. Kisch. Miss Varady appeared as 
assisting artist with Louis Graveure, bari 
tone.   

visited Decatur, she spent 

  

art of one day xoin ig shown wath FV Ricche at the extteme Tele 
Sandor, her accompanist. and A. E, Staley, Jr. 

THINK 
If you think you are beaten, you are: 

If you think you dare not, you don't. 
If you like to win, but you think you can't 

I's almost a cinch you won't. 
If you think you'll lose, you're lost; 

For out in the world we find 
Success begins with a fellow's will, 

It’s all in the state of mind. 

“If you think you're outclassed, you are: 
You've got to think high (o rise, 

You've got to be sure of yourself before 
‘ou can ever win a prize. 

Life's battles don't always go 
To the stronger or faster man; 

But soon or late the man who wins 
Is the man who THINKS he can.” 

  
—Anonymous. 

Emil—"Have you heard that Jack's 
daughter is going to be married?” 
   jho is the happy man?” 
Emil—"Jack,”
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What Is Corn? 
The following, 

York paper: 
clipped from a New 

Because the corn crop in the United States for the last season apparently can not be marketed satisfactorily either in the sack or “on the hoof,” corn holds the center of the economic—and even the po- litical—stage in America just now. “Just what is corn?” asks a bulletin from the Washington headquarters of the National Geographic Society. 
“The youngest farm lad will be sure he can answer that question fully,” con- tinuvs the bulletin, “But can he? 
“Tell an Englishman that a bumper 

corn crop is causing our farmers econ- omic distress and he will not think of fields of great, tall stalks and big golden ears, but of waving wheat and huge ele- vators. You must speak of ‘maize’ if you 
would have him understand. 

“Talk to a South African of either corn or maize and he will fail to get your meaning. He grows the same plant with its grain-studded cobs, but it is ‘mealies’ to him. So around the world you will find what we know as ‘corn’ growing un- der half a dozen aliases, while in other English-speaking countries ‘corn’ means 
something entirely different. 

“"Corn’ is an English word of long 
standing. Of old it meant any small, hard, granule. 'Pepper-corn’ is one sur. vival, while ‘corned’ beef is, surprisingly, another. ‘Corned’ meat gets its name from the fact that it was first prepared with coarse grains of salt—‘salt-corns,’ Even ‘acorn’ has had a misspelling legiti- 
matized hecause early Englishmen nat- 
urally mistook its derivation to be from ‘oak-corn.” 

“From its very general meaning ‘corn,’ used alone, came in time to mean the 
small grains of the cereal plants euch as 
barley, wheat, oats, etc.; and finally, in England and some of the colonies it usual- 
ly meant wheat. ‘Corn’ meant the cereals 
in general at the time of the colonization of America, and since ‘Indian corn’ was the predominant grain crop in the New 
World it soon monopolized the name. 

“To those who have not dabbled in botany, the classification of corn often reaching a height of twenty feet, as a 
grass, is a bit surprising. It is, however, 
just as truly a grass as the tiny plants 
that carpet golf greens, the succulent 
foliage that covers pastures, the scereala, wheat, oats, rice, and the like, or its closer kinsmen, the sugar-canes and the sorghums. Corn is often called a ‘giant grass.” It ig rather a conservative giant, though, beside its cousin, bamboo, ‘the 

grass that grows into the sky.” Bamboo attains a height of 125 feet and more. 
“The confusion in regard to corn in- creased by the existence of still other “corns.” ‘Kaffir corn,’ also a grass, and a cousin of Indian corn, is one of the grain sorghums. lt carries its round seeds not on ears but in an upright plume at the very top of its stalk where Indian corn has its grainless tassels, [t did not reach America until after 1880 
“Jerusalem” corn is somewhat like Kat- fir corn and the other grain sorghums (milo maize, durra, etc.), but its seed- clusters hang downward, the ends of the stalk being over. It, too, is an immigrant, “Broom corn is the queerest of the cousins that bear commonly the corn sur- name, and incidentally it is the oldest of the non-sugar-bearing sorghum to be cultivated in the United States. Brooms were made commercially in America from locally grown broom corn as carly as 1798, and the plant was grown for home broom making some years earlier, The seeds are of little value in broom corn, but the stems of the seed-clusters are ad. mirably suited to use in making brooms 
“Pop corn is merely a sort of drawf Indian corn bearing small ears studded with small, hard kernels, The latter have the property, however, of puffing or pop- ping when heat is applied. The hard outer shell bursts and the grain puffs out so violently that it turns itself inside out Millions of dollars in nickels and dimes have changed hands on American atreet corners because of the contortions of pop 

corn grains. 
“It is generally accepted that America gave Indian corn to the world. A few students have supported the theory that the plant came from Asia to Europe and from America to Europe at about the same time, soon after the discovery of America. There are no generally ac- cepted records of corn’s exsitence in Asia before the beginning of the sixteenth century, however, while it is known to have been cultivated in America for many centuries before the arrival of Columbus. “Since the fifteenth century corn has spread all over the world and is now an importamt crop in parts of all the contin- ents as well as in New Zealand and other islands. It is one of the most important food grains in parts of Portugal, Spain, France, Italy, Yugoslavia, and Rumania. In Burma the corn grain is a sort of by- product. The type grown there has fine, silky shucks or husks enclosing the ear. This is the highly prized product, It is used to wrap the ‘whackin’ white cher- rots smoked by Burmese men, women and babies.”
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K, D. Sherman is known all over the plant 
as Kay—a rather short name for such a long 
man, 

NEW RADIO 

A. Stromberg-Carlson radio _ recently 
purchased by the Fellowship club has al- 
ready been installed in the club house. 
The radio is for the use of any of the 
club members at the club, but persons us- 
ing it are not to try to adjust it in any 
way. The cabinet will be locked and 
when anything goes wrong the company 
from which the radio was purchased will 
repair it. 

Leave Some for the Fish 

A native of Ireland had been to Dub- 
lin to see a quack doctor who charged him 
two pounds for his advice, which was to 
go down to the seashore every morning, 
noon and night and drink a glass of sea 
water each time. 

One night, just before going to bed, he 
decided to go down and get a fourth glass 
of water. Just as he was dipping it out 
of the ocean, a policeman stepped up and 
demanded to know what he was doing. 
“ve had my three glasses today sir; but 
do you think | might have just one more 
tumbler full?” 

“Well,” said the policeman with an 
air of great importance, “I hardly think 
it will be missed.” 

1B 

A Company Stand-By 
When K. D. Sherman walked into the 

Staley plant thirteen years ago some of 
the men thought it couldn't be true that 
a man could actually he so tall. For Kay 
is at least three inches over six feet tall, 
and so well propostioned that he looks 
eccyfincecmniniciess 

Kay's entire thirteen years at the Staley 
plant have been in the starch shipping de- 
Parl neh Eble shastenterowntone! de- 
partment until now he is officially known 
as the superintendent of transportation. 
It sounds like a big job and it is as big 
as it sounds. 

Naturally, since everything manufac- 
tured at the plant must be shipped out, 
the man in charge of that shipping has 
his hands full, Puy Kay knows his job 
and is master of it, and as a result things 
run smoothly. 

His training has practically all been for 
such work, for before he came to the 
Staley company he worked with railroads 
in various capacities. 

If Kay has any hobby it is hunting. 
He always takes his vacation in the fall 
zo that he can devote several days to his 
favorite sport uninterrupted, and then 
celebrates the close of his vacation with 
a game dinner for some of his friends. 
During the cold weather, when he can't 
get out to hunt, he staye home and tries 
to break all radio reception records, 

Mr. Sherman is married to a graceful 
little woman who looks like a little girl 
beside her big husband, and much too 
young to be the mother of their four 
children. 

CHAMBERLIN SIGNS CARP 
Joe Carp, captain of the 1925 Millikin 

football team and generally acclaimed the 
greatest lineman in J. M, U. gridiron his- 
tory, signed a contract in February 
with Guy Chamberlin’s Frankfort Yel- 
low Jackets in the National Professional 
football league for the season of ,1926. 
Chamberlin, a former Nebraska end and 
a star with the old Staley eleven is man- 
ager and coach of the Philadelphia team 
and has known Carp for the past several 
years, and signed him while stopping off 
in Decatur on a trip back through Nebras- 
ka and on to the Pacific coast. 

Carp has worked at the Staley plant 
during his yacation ever since he entered 
college in Decatur, 

   A fashion note says that leopard « 
are to be very popular this winter. Especi 
ally among leopards.—The Passing Show. 

Who gossips with you about others, will 
gossip about you with others.—Uncle Lee.
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Flowers to the Living 

The biographical sketch of our Mr. Staley which appeared in the February number of the American Magazine has attracted a very considerable amount of attention, This is shown very strongly in the voluminous correspondence which has come to him since the article's pub- lication. Many of these letters are of the self-seeking sort, requesting endow- ments for various charitable institutions, positions, loans, etc. But in all this chaft there is an occasional grain of wheat— a full ripe kernel of unselfishness, appre- ciation and admiration. The following is one of the most charming. In conception and execution it is classic. It brushes the heights of written English. It is a masterpiece—a gem perfect and of the purest water. 
Dear Mr. Staley: 

[have read the article concerning you in the American Magazine, and I congrat- ulate the magazine on being permitted to carry on its pages the story of your 
superbly unfaltering courage. 

(congratulate the readers of the mag- azine on being permitted to catch even this glimpse of the heroic struggle which you fought for years along that road upon which so many lightly set forth— the story of that road on which only a hero ever reaches the fortress called suc- cess. 
But the thing which is not told in the article—the thing which you are too mod- est to tell—and which the writer of the article fails to tell—is this: You are a genius in business. And a genius in busi- ness, as well as a genius in art, ia born, not manufactured from common materials. The man of genius is born a genius—he is born a king. And he can not impart to anyone the secret of how to be born aking. The man of genius is born with 2 bigger brain, a stouter heart, more ar- dent energy, vaster patience than other men. He is born high on a mountain peak. 
His horizon is miles and miles and miles away, in whatever direction he turns his gaze; while others who are born lower down on the mountainside, can see but a little way before them, and not at all 

in more than one direction. 
The power by which you have attained success is within you. It can not be com- municated or imitated. There are no rules or laws by which an aspirant could rise to your pinnacle, no more than there are rules or laws by which the hopeful wielder of an artist's brush can become a Michael Angelo. 
Always, there are paint and canvas, and anyone is welcome to work a lifetime with 

them. But only one in a million who takes the brush and touches the canvas has within him the great diamond which illumines his brain (and we call it imag- ination)—that great diamond which fires his heart (and we call it courage). This great diamond is genius. it was born within you. All men salute kings—but even kings salute a genius. You are a happy man. 
With admiration and cheers, } am, 

4 Your Distant Admirer. 
  

Sign Your Name 
Within the last few months some you faithful folk have been sending in interesting and clever contributions to The Journal but you have not been sign- ing them. It has always been a Journal rule to publish contributions IF they are signed by the contributors, and to leave unpublished those which are not signed. Your signature will not be published un. less you so request, but it MUST be signed if your contribution ever gets into print. 
Just this last month we almost broke this rule—but not quite. Some one sent in a whole page, beautifully typed and cleverly written—but not a whisper of a name signed to it. We wanted to use it in this Journal but we simply couldn't, But it is so good that we are holding it, hoping that the writer will drop im, make himself known, and promise to send in a page equally as good each month. (We have a clear idea it is someone in the sales department.) 
So continue to send in contributions, but please sign them. No one will see the signature but the editor, but it is 

necessary that she see it. 

of 

  

A tramp asked for an opportunity to work for his breakfast and was told that he could chop, split and pile the wood in the back yard. In an incredibly short time he reported the work done and asked for his breakfast, The lady of the house could hardly believe him, but step- ping to the window she saw that the work was doiie and served him his breakfast. Said she, “I don’t understand how you did that work so rapidly.” 
Said the tramp, “Lady, that's easy. I just chop the wood and while ['m chop- pin’ it I tell funny stories and it splits its sides laughing.” 
In a few minutes the lady heard a loud noise and started up, “Don't get excited, madam,” said the tramp. ‘That's the English walnut logs splitting. They just saw the point to my stories, 
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The highly decorative and colorful cover on 
this month's Journal was designed by Erville 
Kacreher. Mr. Kaercher was a student at the 
Commercial Art school in Chicago at the time 
he did this work, and this design was awarded 
first prize in the group entered by his school 
in The Journal cover contest last year. This 
design is rather different from any whieh has 
ever been used before on The Journal, but be 
cause of that, as well as for its high artistic 
value, the jodges placed it first 

ANOTHER SURPRISE 
Here we had always thought Maggie 

Prell a spinster when the new city direc- 
tory comes along and calls her “Mrs. 
Prell.”” Maggie has worked here several 
years and this is the first we have heard 
of it. We should think she would at 
least change her name. 

BUYS NEW CAR 
One of the first new cars of the season 

has been purchased by our president, Mr. 
Staley. The car, a Packard with a custom 
built body, was built especially for the 
moter show in Chicago, and was pur- 
chased by Mr. Staley at that time. lt is 
beautifully finished and equipped and has 
attracted much attention since its arrival 
in Decatur. 

  

Sam Seibert says if he tried to remem- 
ber all the things the girls in the tray 
room tell him he wouldn't have room in 
his mind for anything else. 
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BACHELORS 

The following is said to be the senti- 
ments of our well known auditor: 

A strange thing are bachelors; created 
by God for the consolation of widows and 
hope of maidens, they are the rubber tires 
on the wheels of civilization and as neces- 
sary to society as scandal. Imagine a 
house party or a christening without a 
bachelor; they are God-fathers and God- 
sends. Bachelors are not merely single 
men but are men unmarried and eligible: 
old enough to be interesting, but young 
enough to be considered by fond mothers; 
rich enough to support a wife, but pre- 
fer to help support a club; in all they 
are men who remain unmarried by grace 
of their super-developed power of self- 
preservalion. They love women and 
freedom and have the strength and will 
to choose the latter. An ideal bachelor 
is good looking enough to make a jealous 
husband uneasy, yet not so handsome 
that other men despise him. 

The hazards of the game of love are 
all against the bachelor; so only the fit- 
test survive. If he accepts one invila- 
tion too many, holds a hand an instant 
too long, dares the moon once too often, 
he is gone—will be married in spite of 
himself, for women are designing. The 
true bachelor must carefully nurse his 
flame through the degrees of infatuation 
—the polite period, the attentive period, 
and the pre-climax. He will send notes, 
then candy, then flowers, and then a 
puppy. Suddenly he will stop—then fade 
away, for after a puppy the only logical 
gift is a ring, and the only safety is in 
flight 

Bachelor’s Soliloquy 
To wed or not to wed, 
That is the question: 
Whether ‘tis better 
To remain single 
And disappoint a few women 
Or to marry 
And disappoint one woman 
For life. 

~The Loving Cup. 
  

FROM MRS. WATSON 
I asked Mr. File to be sire to thank 

all the men who were so kind to give me 
the two beautiful books they had origin- 
ally intended for Harry. But to miss no 
one, | would like to express my thanks 
through The Journal. | shall always cher- 
ish these books and also remember all the 
other kindly things the men throughout 
the plant have done for me since Harry's 
death. Words really cannot express my 
appreciation. 

Mrs. Harry Wataon
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THIS IS A TRUE STORY 

One day Mrs. Facius of the tray room 
went over to the time office on some busi- 
ness, but Ed Smith was busy and had lit- 
tle time to give her. In the afternoon 
she went back again. This time she 
walked into hie office, pulled her hammer 
out of her sleeve, thumped it down on 
the table and said: 

“Now ask me to sit down.” 
He did, and they are better friends 

than ever now. 

Mrs, Abie Cable has returned to the 
sales department, much to the joy of 
her co-workers there. Mrs. Cable, who 
was formerly Pauline Nolen, worked in 
the sales department until her marriage 
this winter, but resigned at that time 
Now she finds that housekeeping can't 
keep her busy so she returns to us, and 
we are glad to have her. 

TO CONVENTION 
E. W. Martin, feed sales manager, and 

W. H. Barnes, feed sales manager, at- 
tended the meeting of eastern feed deal- 
ers in February. The meeting was held 
in Binghampton, N. Y. 

  

Marjorie White had a serious time one 
slippery February morning. She started 
for work in a rush, as usual, and of 
course fell down the front steps. As soon 
as she fell she knew what had happened. 
She had not only cut both knees, but had 
Tuined a really good pair of silk hose 
She had just time to rush back into the 
house, grab another pair and rush out to 
work. After she got here she took time 
out and had the nurse repair her knees 
but the hose were beyond hospital aid 

CALVIN L, AUGUR 

Calvin L. Augur, for many years known 
as a wealthy farmer and land owner near 
Mt. Auburn, died Thursday morning, Jan. 
28, at I1 o'clock in his home, 404 South 
Union street. His death was due to hard- 
ening of the liver. Funeral services were 
private at the mausoleum in Greenwood. 

C. L. Augur was born May 5, 1855, 
near Mt, Auburn in Mosquito township, 
where he was engaged in farming. He 
was married to Miss Louise A. Osborne in 
1877. He leaves his wife and son, R. O, 
Augur, treasurer of Staley Co.; also his 
sisters, Mrs. Mary L. Butcher of Mt. Au- 
burn and Mrs, Amanda Hill of Blue 
Mound; his brother. John W. Augur, of 
Mt. Auburn. He was a member of the 
Knights of Pythias. His business activi- 
ties had inchided banking in Mt. Auburn 
and Illiopolis, having served as president 
of the Illiopolis institution. 
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Night Life at Staley’s 
Under the title, “What Takes Place 

While City Sleeps,” the Hlinoisan, a local 
magazine, carried an interesting story of 
night hfe in the Staley plant. This is 
the first of a series of such articles which 
the Iinoisan will publish, an editor's note 
says. Extracts from the story follow 

  

A sign over a door says—Laboratory 
I enter. and climb a wooden stair to find 
myself in a large room filled with chem- 
ical apparatus. | introduce myself to my 
guide, and we start on a tour of the plant. 

A foundry, empty of life, its forges 
cold and silent; a great machine shop, 
huge cranes, lathes, wheels, machines, bars of steel and iron, and on the floor 
above electrical appliances in profusion, 
dimly lighted and silent, save that a lone 
mechanic in blue overalls is working with 
a piece of metal in a vise; a millwright’s 
shop and no workers. One by one they 
receive and dismiss us, and my guide in- 
forms me that these shops operate at night 
only in case of emergency. 

We pass a box car on @ switch track 
in the shadow of a building's concrete 
wall, The car ie being emptied of its 
cargo of shelled corn, which is to go 
into the manufacture of starch, sugar, oil, 
feed, glucose, and other products of the 
factory. Even while we are passing the 
car the corn is being elevated to an end- 
leas belt seven stories above, where a 
constant stream of white and yellow 
grains is hurried along to great vats to be 
soaked in sulphur-treated water. 

The guide opens a door, and we enter 
the grinder room. A high hum of motors 
greets our ears. Then into the oil house, 
where oil is pressed from the germ or 
heart of the corn to pour constantly in 
tiny streams through cracks in the Hoor 
into conduits to be carried away for stor- 
age. Into the feed house—and giant cyl- 
inders on lateral axles are turning con- 
stantly. 

Everywhere there is machinery, more 
machinery, giant machinery, until it be- 
comes a burden, a burden to be relieved 
only by the thought that by this means 
are millions of ergs of work being lifted 
from the tired shoulders of laborers. Ev- 
erywhere there is the sensation of count- 
less combined odors, sulphur water and 
soaked corn, hot steam and corn sugar 
liquor, acid and soda ash, electricity and 
coal smoke, starch and warm oil fresh 
from the heart of the corn, caustic waste 
and cool, fresh air 

My guide opens a door, and we step 
into a block of night borne through a 
canyon of atone. The cold walle of the 
buildings rise into obscurity against an 
indistinct sky. They are confining.
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This shows a portion of the plant, as it looks at night, 
The spot of light high up in the air at the extreme left is not the moon but the Staley Field. 
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The picture was taken from the 
big ball, electrically lighted, on top of the refinery, 

We enter the mill house. An endless 
belt is creeping up through circular holes 
in the floors. At regular intervals the belt 
carries an iron grip which the hands may 
grasp and a corresponding step on which 
one may stand, to be lifted up, one, two, 
three, four, five stories, —up through a 
long cylinder larger than a man’s shoul- 
ders; up through something like a long 
sewer tile broken and lighted at intervals. 
“It fa for employes only,” he explains. “It 
is called a man hoist, 

We open a door and step out onto a 
roof five stories above the ground. Flights 
of outside etairs,—and we re-enter the mill 
house to pass through room alter room 
where we take note of the silk shakers 
with starch adhering to their sides, divid- 
ere, stone grinders, driven by electricity. 
A few men here, but not many. 

Ground floor. We enter the power 
plant, with its great fly wheels and spin- 
ning turbines, its high hum of motors 
and whirring of wheels. My guide points 
to two handles against the wall. "The 
wild cat whistle,” he explains, and illus- 
trates by effecting an imaginary grip and 
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pulling his hand away from the wall as 
though to set the siren's wild cry on the 
midnight air. 

Weare at the refinery, Again the man 
hoist. At the fourth foor we take the 
freight elevator. Up ten more stories, and 
then a stair to climb. So to the roof and 
the gray-black sky. By a series of steps 
we gain the highest point on the building. 
The wind rushes icily. Sixty feet above 
us the Staley “moon” is poised, a dark 
ball on its staff. For some reason it is not 
burning now, To the north the mammoth 
smoke stack, ranking seventeenth in size 
in the world, rises like a graceful mon- 
ster to pour its wrath of smoke at the 
sky. Below acres of lights spread out 
over the city. Decatur is asleep. The 
lights are on guard. 

Back to the elevator. Down two stor- 
ies. A workman climbs inte the cab of 
an electrically controlled car suspended 
from overhead tracks. He is filling the 
big filters with bene black through which 
the corn sugar and glucose liquors must 
Pass to be partially purified. In another 
great room acid is added to cut the liquor, 
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LOOKS AT NIGHT 

  

A mere shadow to the right of the refinery is the big smoke stack, while the smaller stacks 
stand out more 
great distance at night. 

  inctly. 

only to be neutralized later by soda ash. 
Still rooms crowded with giant machinery. 
Still comparatively few workmen. 

Fifth floor. Onto the roof, and across 
a foot bridge toward the south. Below 
us switch tracks of the Wabash with here 
and there a freight car indistinctly out- 
lined against the dimly lighted ground. 
We enter the third story of the sugar re- 
finery and descend to the frst oor. Huge 
cakes of creamy white sugar, like a pro- 
jected picture of grandmother's soap day. 
Great wooden vals covering large areas 
of floor space and filled with the creamy 
substance cut carefully into cakes, like a 
child's picture of plates of candy in fairy- 
land, Large tanks with crystal syrup 
clinging like icicles to big cooling coils. 
Stalactites of sugar syrup. Here is work. 
Hundreds of cakes and scores of boxes 
and big barrels to move, and weigh, and 
check, and stamp, and store. Yet a few 
men do it. Efficiency and labor. 

Into the night again. Past the centrally 
located mill where explosions are most 
dangerous, where caution is ever present. 
Through the kiln house, where men lift 

Because il is always brightly lighted the ‘plant stands out 
The big ball of light is a local guide post. 
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heavy trays of wet starch, and electrically 
operated trucks wheel them to the great 
ovens for drying. Here, too, is work for 
men. 

In the starch room. Strong muscled 
men, some bare to the waist, are scooping 
great cakes of wet starch from long nar- 
row troughs into an endless conveyor. 
Each time they lift between 100 and 150 
pounds of the white substance. They 
must keep the kiln busy. 

Back to the laboratory, the controlling 
factor in the night life of the plant. It 
is two o'clock. My guide offers to make 
a “ipurity test” to illustrate one of the 
many checks that are kept on the fac- 
tory’s every operation. Test tubes, grad- 
uates, pipettes, blow torches, and com- 
pounds compounded, Blue, yellow, erys- 

  

tal. And orange the objective, In a book 
he sets hie findings. Iv is part of the 
company's permanent records 
Aman hobbles into the laboratory. He 

has met with an accident. His foot has 
been bruised by heavy machinery. The 
laboratory straightway becomes the fac- 
tory's night dressing room
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GIVE PARTY AT CLUB 
Mrs. Gertrude Knapp of the tray room 

and her sister, Miss Fronie Price, enter- 
tained a number of friends at a chili sup- 
per in the club house Feb. 13. After 
supper the guests danced and played 
games, 

Ray C. Thompson has recently been 
added to the sales department force as 
an assistant to Mr. Ives. 

Avery McGlade, millwright, who has 
been ill for some weeks, is greatly im- 
proved and expects to be able to return 
to work soon. Mrs. McGlade, who has 
also been ill, is better. 

Walter Knockamus returned from a 
trip to the old home town, West Salem, 
recently, and says crops down there look 
fine. [twill he remembered that accord- 
ing to Walter, things in West Salem are 
always fine, and much better than the 
corresponding things in other parts of 
the state. 

Wid Pollard is very proud of the fact 
that his oldest son, Ned, has been winning 
praise because of the way he dances the 
Charleston. Wid says he wasn't surprised 
at Ned, though, for he gets all his talent 
from his father. 

John Englehart, whe has been ill for 
several months, is still unable to be out. 

Gale Garrett, millwright, returned to 
work late in February after an illness of 
two weeks. 

Walt Morenz said that the fragrant bou- 
quet which the garage men sent him 
while he was ill did him lots more good 
than a bunch of roses would. The bou- 
quet which they tied up in white tissue 
paper and sent him was made of onions, 
and he ate them. They probably were 
thinking of the poem which begins: 
“L know there are onions in Heaven 
For they have such a heavenly smell.” 

Walter says the joke really is on the 
garage men, for his wife had just said 
that she must get some onions for him, 
when in came Red with the alleged bou- 
quet. 

Harry Walmsley rattled out of the plant 
one day in his famous Arbutus, the noisy 
Chevrolet, and rolled back in state the 
next day in a bright new Ford tudor sedan. 
No more car troubles for him, he eaye. 

SALES DEPARTMENT FLOWERS 

E. K, Scheiter—Jack-in-the-Pulpit. 
H. Morris—Four o'Clocks. 
Roy M. Ives—Morning Glory. 
E, W. Martin—Bleeding Heart. 
Maurice Jones—Johnny Jump-Up. 
Fern Murphy—Corn Flower. 
Frances Wheeler—Snap Dragon. 
Beasie Nyhart—Baby’s Breath. 
Harry Reavis—Pussy Willow. 
Margie Hodgins—Tiger Lily. 
Clarence Bowers—Clinging Vine. 
R. TKompson—Wandering Jew. 
Jennie Cochran—Century Plant. 
Mary Heffernan—Wild Rose. 
Roger Dawson—Sweet William. 
Paulene Cable—Abie's Irish Rose. 
Gertrude Hamblin—Marigold. 
Marjorie White — Old-fashioned Bou- 

quet. 
Kathleen Eppestine—Day Lily. 
Lucile Schula—Old Maids Pinks. 
Mildred Hill—Sunflower. 
Doris Hill—Passion Flower. 
Claire McLean—Black-eyed Susan. 
F. Kecheizen—Dutchman’s Breeches. 
Melvin Longbons—Forget-Me-Not. 
Javais Cochran—Orange Blossoms. 
Ernest Dempsey—Poppy. 
A. E. Staley, Jr—Desert Flower. 
Blance Longbone—Mistletoe. 
Gertrude Hebert—Buttercup. 
Although most of us were not aware 

of the fact, recently a world-renowned 
horticulturist was in our midst, and dur- 
ing his brief visit made some kindly ob- 
servations, From his deep study of plants 
and flowers, as well as human nature in 
all its complexities, we feel the above 
comparisons will be appreciated and ac- 
ceptable to all. 

We hesitated about publishing the 
above list for the reason that his short 
visit. would net permit delving more 
deeply and thoroughly into the character 
and personality of all, and for this reason 
wish to say if the flower opposite your 
name does not personify you, in your 
opinion, please be indulgent under the 
circumstances. 

Thank you! 
The Sales Reporters 

C. J. Albert told Ed Myers that he knew 
why Boob Keck looked so healthy in his 
Journal picture. It is because he has had 
several free chickens from some chicken 
roosts he could name if he wanted to. 

Some of the electricians have been buy- 
ing butter from Johnny Shyer. They are 
of the opinion that it walks to town, for 
it veems well exercised. 
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All of these men work in the feed house on one of the shifts. It just happened they were Hozkims days when the photographer happened along. In the tront row, from lelt te eh, they aze C, Daniels, Frank Burus, Evie Augustine, John Buechler, 5. Jones, John Derkhoig, Alvin Buechies. Joe Blakeman, Arthur Dougherty.’ Second row, Frank Stetiters, ‘George Ander son, Jack Hutson, Willis Mosby, O. A. Snelson (foreman), John. Grotian, Fred Young, Vern {ustus, Curtis Hughes. Top row, Otto Ietrich (assistant foreman), Charles Pugh, CO Slob. bletield, A. Keinborts, Otto Buechler, Wallace Beltman, L. E. Ward 

  

Mra. Hall, in the restaurant, says she Shubert—"‘Say, the radio was sure go- has heard that in the old days bartenders ing good last night. | got all the sta- watched, and when a man had had just tions.” s0 much to drink they threw him out, She The Millwrights—"Is that 80; did you is changing this a bit but following get the new station? through the same idea and in the future Shubert—“I sure did. What station when Carl Russell or Jack Howley or Red was that?” Thornborough or Boob Keck or Bert The Millwrighta—"Statian HELL.” Muthersbaugh has what she thinks is = enough cake or pie, out they go. Eddie Ibberson saya he knows what ‘he ——= is talking about when he says that the Since Mr. Newton Simpson has put his postmaster has no control over the rural car into dry dock, Shubert is stufing Spud carriers. Fle was postmaster in  Weet with cake and fruit to bribe him to take Salem the year that the postal receipts 

  

  

him home in his open-air Ford. there were $100,000. a 
Some of the women who have always Doug Williams always keeps his hands said that men are only boys grown big, in his pockets now when he comes inte were convinced of the fact when they the store room, and the boys there cay saw Lynn Davis at the last lyceum enter- they haven't missed a thing since he tainment. Every time the boys in the adopted this plan. front row stood up Lynn stood up, too. — sere “Why, Johnny, 1 do believe you are According to some of the sales depart- teaching that parrot to swear!” ment folk, the magic of the mistloe is "No, I'm not, mother,” the boy replied. still working in the telegraph office. “I'm just teaching it what it mustn't say." 
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  Bert Doore of No. 17 building is 80 proud of this fine family he can't keep from smiling. 
Standing next to Bert is bis daughter, lenna Bertha, 13, then Mrs. Doare, The three younger 
children are Annetta May, 8; Cecil Eugene, 7, and Dorothy Mira, 3. 

JOHN T. LEHMAN Yes, Why? 

Jehn T. Lehman, 2545 East North “Oh, Jack, how you ha 
street, found helpless in his home because you went away to college! 
of a stroke of paralysis Jan. 31, died Mon rown, girlie, grown. 

growed since 

  

   

day morning, Feb. |, at 7 o'clock in St. “Groan? Why should } groan?” 
Mary's hospital, to which institution he Se : 
had been taken as soon as his condition Melvin Robinson of |7 building is try- 
hecame known, He had been employed in ing to live up to the dignity of being a 
the feed house at the Staley plant father to his new daughter, by growing 

The stricken man was conscious when a moustache. 
members of the police department entered a 
his home. He told them where they Mike Semelka took pity on a bird the 
would find four purses which contained other day and eut a growth off its eye. 
an aggregate of $1,869. Lehman knew Now the bird comes back to see him every 
exactly the number and denomination of day. 
all of the bills, as was verified by a count     
of the money. He owned several build Robes Keds terete eae ea beeninier 
ing lots and told the officers where deeds of nota the other night when she ran for 
and other papers could be found. the street car. At least Norman said it Lehman had been living alone in a feck: all his wi yoann 
amaliiRousaentiheircatisHonetetthisllatse. = shismeind ate cetch mace) her, 
When he was not seen Sunday by his eee ie 
neighbor, R. E. MePhail, he looked eee fen Serene ie 
through a window and saw the man lying did that he knows he would be at work on the floor. Fearing that he was dead, 90) 072 ; paced 
MEBUEIPR leaitielne nethicheestereagehe,, Sa? (stove nts welmonnine: 
house. 5 

J. T. Lehman had been a resident of art Stage ASS Hl 
Decatur for about 10 years and during Dilapidated Dodgework-——"Parden me, 
the major portion of that time had been sit, but have you seen a policeman around 
employed at Staley plant. Formerly he here?” : x 
had worked in the Corn Products plant Polite Pedestrian—"'No; I am sorry. 
in Pekin, Ill. His daughter, Miss Anna | D. D.—“Thank you. Now, will you 
Lehman, of Peoria, was called to Decatur kindly hand over your watch and purse? 
and arrived at the hospital before the end -   

   

  

came. Traffic Cop: “Come on! What's the 
—--— matter with you?” 

We hate o admit it, but even the best Truck Driver: “I'm well, thanks; but 
of us like 10 be petted now and then. me engine's dead.""—I'he Chase, 
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Perhaps it was this close association with heavenly bodies in her youth which made this lovely girl in the center such an angel. 
auditing department. 

ADDRESSES CLUB 
C. L. Walker, credit manager, ad- 

dressed the Decatur Lions club at its 
luncheon Feb. 8. Mr. Walker told the 
men of the workings and possibilities of a 
well organized credit department. 

O. B. Cook, of No. 17 building, is home from the hospital but is still unable to return to work. He has been suffering 
with erysipelas for some time. 

Robert Unfer of the purchasing office, waa ill for several days in February with 
a heavy cold. 

Leonard Smith insists thet he is not getting fat—it's just that red kerchief tied around his throat which makes his face look so full. 

Oliver Walters, formerly with the Sta- 
ley company, but now deputy sheriff, wan 
out locking for some of his former friends 
recently but couldn't find any of them. 

Of course you 
Dorotha comes from Sullivan, ‘but the city deesn't awe her one bit. 

28 

now her. It's Dorotha David, of the 

CELEBRATE ANNIVERSARY 
John White, general yard foreman, and 

Mrs. White celebrated their eighth wed 
ding anniversary Feb. 12. Relatives and 
intimate friends were invited to their 
home for the evening, and enjoyed a jolly 
time. 

Mrs. White received a complete set of china from her husband, and friends and 
relatives presented them with a great 
many gifts in honor of the occasion 

Our attention has been called to the 
fact that Mr. Galloway"is using a pencil 
so large that it must be sharpened by 
the millwrights. Mr, Galloway says pen- 
cile of such size are necessary if he ie 
to keep them. Ordinary ones, he says, 
when left in his desk soon find their way 
into the pockets of J. W. Morrison and 
Henry Dubes. 

Mr. and Mrs. T. C. Burwell spent the 
first part of February on a business and 
pleasure trip in New Orleans.
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Born—To Mr. and Mrs. M. H. Semelka. 
Jan. 30, a daughter, Avis Eileen. Mr. 
Semelka is an electrician. 

and Mrs. F. C. Barrett, 
Feb. 3, a daughter. Mr. Barrett ia the 
fireman on the grain dryers 

Born—To Mr 

  
Born—To Mr. and Mrs. Irwin Beilsmith, 

Feb. 6, a son, Bruce Orlan. Mr. Beilsmith 
works in the laboratory. 

Born—To Mr. and Mrs. Ralph Van- 
Horn, Feb. 16, a daughter. Mr. V: 
Horn works in No, 17 building. 

Van 

AUDITING DEPARTMENT PARTY 
Practically every one in the auditing 

department attended the party given in 
the club house Feb, 11. Both bridge and 
five hundred were played and later in 
the evening some of the more peppy 
souls danced. A delightful supper was 
served by some of the girls of the de- 
partment 

In the five hundred group Gilbert 
Boren won the first prize and Hollis Hise 
won the booby. Marguerite Dooley won 
the high honors in hridge and Dorotha 
David the low 

  
Every one wonders why, since Tom Hil- 

debrand has lost a ring, he won't claim 
the one the janitor found. 

Customers are demanding that the Sta- 
ley company use 15x20 letter paper in 
the future instead of 814x14, so that 
Clarence Bowers will have room for his 
signature. 
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©. L, Bates, for several years warehouse fore- 
man in the Chicago warehouse, didn't want 
Kis" picture. taken for The Journal until he 
could dress up. Although his name really is 
Bates, every one around the Chicago branch 
knows him a2 Slim, and he really fits the name 
for he is, But he keeps thin working so hard 
and regularly, his boss says. 

  

Shades of the Past 
Mrs, Galloway met a young lady friend 

while walking down the street and they 
stopped for a few minutes to converse. 

Lady Friend: “I suppose you carry a 
memento of some sort in that locket of 

“Yes, it is a lock of my hus- 
band’s hair.” 

Lady Friend: 
still alive?” 

Mrs. G 

“But your husband is 

vYes, but his hair is gone.” 

Myrtle Burley of the tray room lost 
her gum one day and searched through 
the waste basket for it. 

Frank Starbody, electrician, acquired a 
revolver and then decided that he didn't 
look up to such a weapon, so he set 
about to raise a moustache. Now he 
looks hard enough to carry a sawed-off 
shot gun. 

Green: “Does you ever drink mo’ den 
is good fo’ you?” 

Wood: ‘Lerdy! Lo: Ah can never 
‘ford to buy dat much!"—Judge. 
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One morning not long ago two little girls came into the time office, each car- rying two big dinner buckets 
“Well, little girls, whut can [ do for you?" asked the kindly Ed Smith, “Please, Mr. Smith, this is our father's lunch. Will you give it to him? We know he will be awfully hungry this noon. 
“Why, sure I'll give it to your father. You are Bill Qoton’s girls, aren't you? But why will be want all this food?” “Weil, you see, Mr. Smith, our dad got up so late this morning he didn't have time to eat breakfast if he got to work on time and he just would get to work 

on time.” 

  

J. A. Boggs, night foreman in the feed 
elevator, returned to work Feb. 15 after 
a month's illness with tonsilitis. 

Frank Blakeney, electrician, was ill for a short time in February.     

Homer Stuart, whe works on Glen Waddell’s yard gang, was ill for a short time in February. 

Some of Frank Starbody's friends are so affected by his mustache that they have 
taken it out in poetry, thus: 

Frank has a mustache long and light— 
Light in color, not in weight: 
He has round shoulders lugging it And tries to hide it with his mit. 
He uses it for a soup strainer 
And we are sure it's a germ container. 
When he sweeps the floor 
And raises a dust. 
He coughs and ancezes 
‘Till he's near to buat. 
He thinks we don't know 
That when he goes home at night 
He puts on such a comedy 
That his, wife near dies of fright; 
She doesn’t approve of such a joker 
And runs him from the house with the 

poker 
30



THE STALEY JOURNAL 

HIGH SCHOOL PARTY 

Newell Chandler, son of Mr. and Mrs. 
Harben Chandler, entertained a number 
of his high school friends at a dance in 
the club house Feb. 6. Late in the even- 
ing refreshments were served. Tillie 
Chandler, Newell's cousin, who is a stu- 
dent nurse at Burnham hospital in Cham 
paign, was an out-of-town wuest. 

R. C. Scherer is wondering who sent 
him that valetine he received. It pic- 
tures a rooster, with many feathers gone, 
whe says: “A trifle bald perhaps but, 
Oh Boy, I'm strong for the hens.” 

F, J. Kekeisen, Jr., is one of the new 
additions to the sales department. 

Mrs. Isaacs is thinking of joining an 
orchestra since she is learning to play 
the drem so well. 

Some one suggests asking Kennie Keck 
how the chuck worked in the corner 
brace. 

And Ruby says she will never wait at 
the church for any man 

  

It's all bosh this thing of people say- 
ing one must be a flapper, and thin, to 
learn the Charleston. Boob Keck is learn- 
ing it, and no one could call him a fapper 
and he isn't really thin. 

Charles Butler of {7 building has just 
returned to work from his mid-winter va- 
cation. He says that he got along fine 
with the housework. 

They can do anything in the Staley 
laboratory—even trim hats. 

I want all members of the Fellowship 
club to know how much | appreciated the 
flowers sent me during my recent illness. 

Gerald Leaser. 

I wish to thank the Fellowship club for 
the flowers sent me during my recent ill- 

Joe Lahme. 

I want to thank the Fellowship club for 
the flowers sent me and the kindness 
shown during my recent illness. 

Forrest Marmor. 

Staley Fellowship Club: 
We. the members of Branch No. 317 

National Association of Letter Carriers, 
wish to thank you for the use of your 
club house on the afternoon and evening 
of Jan. (6. 

Ralph H. Baldwin, Sec’y. 
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chief engineer in charge of the rail 
struction for the Ceorgian Maganese Com 
in Tchiatouri, Russia. This cap he is wearing. 
which makes him look at least a foot taller 
this his usual ¥ix foot plus, is a gorgeous ai 
fair of Persian lamb and was made far him in 
Georgia. He says everyone wears them over 
there and he had to have one, too. He said 
it attracted so inuch attention in Germany and 
England that he finally put it away for awhile 

  

CHESTER CANNON LEAVES 

Chester Cannon, who for the last few 
years has been the auditing department 
messenger, left the company in February. 
Chester is yoing into the bakery business 
with his mother, with the hope of some 

day supplying all his Staley friends with 
bakery goods of his own cooking. At 
present they will have their bakery in 
their home.
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WASHINGTON PARTY 
Mr. and Mrs. John Klump entertained 

the Card Craft club at a pot luck supper 
in the elub house Feb. 22. After sup- 
per Five Hundred was played. In addi- 
tion to the regular members of the club 
there were several guests from Mowea- 
gua. 

C. A. Keck, master mechanic, was ill 
for several days late in February. His 
illness made it necessary for the Kecks 
to cancel plans they had made for the 
celebration of their twentieth wedding an- 
niversary on Feb. 20 

Tom, the checker, is a nauthority on 
the subject of which end of the axle the 
gear goes on. 

Claude Cox, of the auditing depart- 
ment, shaved his mustache off before he 
went home to Pana. He said he did it 
so that the home town boys wouldn't kid 
him. The men in the auditing department 
said he did it so that his father wouldn't 
see it. 

What is the difference between a peri- 
odical drunkard and a Scotchman? 

The periodical drunkard is not always 
tight. 

  
The story is 

Smith met the 
told that one morning Ed 
night men going home as 

he was coming to work, but he met them 
a half mile from the plant. He decided 
something was wrong but didn’t realize 
what it was until he got to the plant and 
saw the hands of the clock nearer 8 
than 7. fee 

Pete Graf always follows the girls, but 
by so doing he had to walk an extra 
block one cold morning recently, He ah- 
sent-mindedly got off the street car when 
a bunch of girls did, and only after the 
car went on did he notice that they were 
not Staley girls 

  

     H 
2 

  

Mac Jagusch, of the tool room, is extremely 
proud 6f this cozy litle home, and with just 
cause. The house stands at’ the corner of 
Prairie and Seventh streets and is most al- 
tractive. Mr. and Mrs. Jagusch built it last 

“Quiet and efficient” are good words to use 
when talking about the new messenger boy 
for Mr. Augur's office, Avery. McKinney is 
his name, but he is always on hand when he 
is wanted, 20 it really fot necessary’ to call 

  

CELEBRATES BIRTHDAY 
Mrs. Saloga, wife of Jack Saloga. pipe 

fitter, celebrated her twenty-first birthday 
Jan. 29 with a family party. She received 
a number of lovely gifts. 

Donald Wise, who has been with the 
company for several months, will take 
Chester Cannon's place as auditing de- 
partment messenger. His place as mes- 
senger is being taken by Gerald Sheehy 

  

Would They Stay? 
“Who's in that hen house?” shouted 

the irate owner, as, hearing a noise in the 
night, he rushed out and aimed a sho 
gun atthe door. “Speak, or I'll shoo 

“Ain't nobuddy in here,” responded a 
faint and trembling voice from the inside. 
“Ain't nobuddy, sah, ‘ceptin’ just us 
chickens.” 
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When she was a little girl, J. E, Allen's 
daughter was proud of her wonderful hair. Her 
father, who works in the feed elevator, says she is some older now but she ix still a mighty fine girl 

MRS. JOHN PENSINGER 
Mrs. John M. Pensinger of Cerro Gor- 

do died ‘in the Decatur and Macon Coun- 
ty hospital Feb. 16. Death was caused 

y pneumonia. Mrs. Pensinger was the 
mother-in-law of Thomas Longbons, of 
the Staley auditing department. She 
leaves her husband, three sons, Roy, Elar- 
ry and Kenneth, and one daughter, Mrs. 
Longbons. 

Bob Urfer is anxiously awaiting spring 
and the first good gardening day. He 
has been spending all of his evenings 
this winter reading seed catalogs and 
drawing garden plans, and now all he wants is spring weather—and a few seeds 
and bulbs. If hie plans mature he will 
have a garden that will rival the famous 
Shaw's in St. Louis. And Bob is a de- 
termined little bit so he probably will 
carry out his plans 

  
John Warren of the Chicago office and ts, Warren came down 1o Decatur in February to ouperintend the moving of 

their household goods to Chicago. Al- though they have heen in Chicago for 
several months, they had not moved their 
furniture there. 

Ruby May Grindel, whe has been in poor 
health for some time, is leaving soan with her 
mother for Texas. There, it 1s hoped, Ruby 
May will regain her health. Her sinter, Jewe 
younger than she, also suffered 4 painful in’ 
jury net long ago when she fell and broke her 
arm. ‘heir father works in the feed house. 

  

  

  

Come to the Point 
“David, ver are my glasses?” 
On your nose, fadder. 
“Don't be so indefinite     

    

Charley Fitch talked some of going on 
the stage as a clog dancer, but since he 
has had the metal plates taken off his 
heels he has changed his mind. 

Bill Ooton says hé is going to have a 
picture taken of his whole family. We 
would suggest that the photographer use 
one of these cameras they use to take 
convention pictures. 

Marie Rice is a good girl and can prove 
it by the mud on her shoes. 

W. H. Barnes had a fall one slippery 
morning in February. His apartment 
house has stone steps and when hé slipped 
and fell on them the steps refused to give. 
His head was not quite so hard, and 
suffered more than the steps. He was 
able to come on to the ofhce, however, 
and by noon was up to his usual howl of milk.
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This is the way Edith Weeks looked maybe 
ten years ago when she was all dressed up. 
Some hat, isn’t it, and notice the coy curl 

DANCE AT THE CLUB 

Thirty couples were entertained at an 
informal dance in the club house Feb. 12 
by Mr. and Mrs. Luke Gassaway, Ethel 
Van Etta and Julius Grabenhofer. The 
“Gas House” quartet furnished part of 
an enterlaining program, and Luke dem- 
onstrated some new Charleston steps. 

Carl Oakes tried to prove that he was 
the champion high jumper of the machine 
shop and now he has a sprained wrist 

Henry Potrafka went to a Polish wed- 
ding recently. Henry says at these wed- 
ding celebrations the host feels insulted 
unless his guests drink plenty of the fruit 
juices served. He says he has never in- 
sulted a host yet. 

  

Mrs. Grace Pearcy Bales has returned 
to the auditing department. Mrs. Bales 
formerly worked in the auditing depart- 
ment, and all of her friends there wel- 
comed her back 

Forrest Marmor of starch packing, who 
was ill for several weeks, is returning to 
work the first of March. 

Fate may be unkind to Ernest Dempsey 
but not Mary Heffernan. Ernest bet Mary 
his all—a street car ticket—against all 
she possessed—three cents—that he would 
walk all the way to work the next morn- 
ing. The next morning the ground was 
covered with a layer of ice. Now, read 
the first sentence again. 

    
Harry—“No one understands me.” 
Carrie—"No wonder, your mother was 

a telephone operator and your father a 
train announcer.”* 
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SORORITY DANCE 
Marvel Johnson and Helen Delaney en- 

tertained their sorority, Theta Lambda 
Gamma, at » dancing party in the club 
house Feb. |. Valentine decorations were 
used, and refreshments were served. Miss 
Delaney is the daughter of J. C. Delaney 
of the refinery. 

Marie Rice finds that there are plenty 
of Sir Walters around to aid a lady in 
distress. One stormy February eveting 
when her Ford refused to leave its park- 
ing place, and Marie was having all sorts 
of trouble, Fred and Arthur, the drafting 
room twins, and Bill Price, the thorough- 
going janitor of the manufacturing de- 
partment, just simply coaxed it into ac- 
tion. 

John Fulton, who received his early 
electrical training with W. HL. Broadbear 
‘n the Staley shop, visited the plant on 
business in February. Johnny is now 
with Westinghouse. 

Mr. Smith, who runs the elevator in 
the refinery, says there is a limit to all 
things. Even good-natured men get mad 
sometimes, he says, and when they do, 
things fy. Doc West, of course, thinks 
Smith is not as mad as he appears. 

Gestge Coles, blacksmith, was ill fox 
two weeks in February but is back at 
work now. 

What's Wrong with This Story 
“Will you please drive off the track?” 

asked the motorman. The truck driver 
promptly reined to one side. 

“Thank you ever 50 much,” added the 
micterman, with a smile. 

“You're very welcome,” responded the 
truck driver, “but you must pardon by 
seeming carelessness. l had no idea your 
roraruetnee 

  

  
When Ernie Gentry, machinist, was a gay 

young spark, he was gay. That was before 
Ernie acquired a family and began wearing 
glasses,
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Warren G. MeArty logks quite tke a little 
man here, in his longies, doesn't he? He is just 
four years old. however, so he has a long way 
to yo. He ie the son of Ms. and Mrs. H. B. 
Medrty. 

Eddie Lashinski and Art Vaughn, elec- 
tricians, are taking boxing lessons. Their 
demonstrations are good.   

What a thrill Lucile must have experi- 
enced when a certain “some-one” in true 
cave-man style said, “I can force you to 
love m (The thrill that comes once 
in a life time.) 

   

E. C. Larsen, our chief engineer, found 
these in a Scotch newspaper and passed 
them on to us for our Scotch friends: 

“A Glasgow man, coming down to Lon- 
don on business, took a room at an hotel 
in Westminster. Before he went to bed 
he took out his watch to wind it up, as 
usual, when he glanced outside and dis- 
covered that he could see Big Ben from 
his window. So he didn't wind up his 
watch.” 

“An old Aberdonian woman had nursed 
her dying husband for a fortnight, but 
one day she made up her mind that out 
she must go on an errand. So telling her 
husband where she was going, she said: 
“An’ if ye feel like ye was slippin’ awa’, 
Jock, mind ye snuffle oot the caundle 
afore ye gol” 
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PARKER-SWARM 
Elsie Parker of the sales department 

and Clarence Lee Swarm were married in 
the First Baptist church in Decatur Sat- 
urday afternoon, Feb. 6, at 5 o'clock. 
Rev. T. Harley Marsh, pastor of the 
church, read the service. This was the 
first service of any kind to be held in 
the new church building 

The bride is the niece of Miss Emily 
Parker, of Decatur. She was graduated 
from Decatur High school and later 
worked in the high school office. "For 
the last two years she has been employed 
in the Staley sales department. She is 
a member of Lambda Tau Delta. 

Mr. Swarm is the son of Mx. and Mrs. 
C. A. Swarm, of Decatur. He was edu- 
cated at Millikin and Washington Univer- 
sities, and is a member of Kappa Phi 
Sigma. 

Following a wedding dinner in the 
Swarm home, the young couple left for 
St. Louis where they will live. Mr. Swarm 
is a district manager for the Fuller Brush 
Co., with St. Louis as his headquarters 

Mrs. Grace Bales is extremely proud of 
that young son of hers. He is named 
Richard, and although he is still quite 
young—not three months old yet—he is 
a most unusual child, his mother says. 

Mrs. Earl Wheeler, wife of Earl Wheel- 
er of No. 16 building, has been quite il! 
but is better now. 

Mary Louise Payne says just because 
she called their office the acquarium is 
no reason why they should be called poor 
fish. 

Roxie Poland of the credit office, was 
called to her home in Fillmore by the 
illness of her father, late in February, He 
is now in a hospital in Hillaboro and is 
improving, and Roxie is back in her office. 

W. L. MOFFAT DIES 
W. L. Moffat of Buffalo, N. Y.. died 

suddenly in that city Feb. 15. Word of 
his death did not reach his Staley friends 
until after the funeral, which was held 
Feb. 18. 

Mr. Moffat, a member of the Churchill 
Grain and Feed Co. firm, had recently 
visited the Staley plant and had many 
friends here. He was the broker for the 
Staley feed department in Buffalo also. 

His many friends at the plant were 
grieved to learn of his death. 

It ain't some money set aside 
On impulse once awhile, 

But steady savin’ day by day 
That builds the steady pile.
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SUNDAY SCHOOL CLASS 
One of the classes of the English Lu- 

theran Sunday school had a pasty in the 
Staley club house Feb. 8. 

The following ticket has been drawn 
up subject to the will of the voters: 
Mayor—Hank Potrafka. 
Treasurer—Turkey Grant. 
Chief of Police—John Clark. 
Fire Chief—Cap Enlows. 
Night Captain—Mac Jagusch. 
Street Commissioncr—Red Thornbor- 

ough. 
City Engineer (not civil) —-R. ©. Hart- 

Probation Officer—Homer Neal 
Sewer Inspector—Newt Simpson. 
Building [nspector—Bill Pollock. 
City Clerk—Ed. Smith. 
Motor Cop—Jack Howley. 
Milk Inspector—Tom Gogerty. 
Cat Cateher—Bill Ooton. 
Town Crier—Bob Patton. 
Detective Chief—Jim Galloway. 
Prohibition Officer—Van Hook. 
Scavenger—Jim Swigart. 
Health Officer—Doc West. 
Chief Electrician—Heinie Broadbear. 
Dance Hall Inspector—Ragadale. 
Public Property Inspector —E. L. 
Smith. 
Radio Inspector—Don White. 
Plumbing Inspector—Earl Dehorty. 
Zoning Ordinance—Bill Roberts. 
Game Warden—Bill Heer. 
Theater Inspector—Doug Williams. 
Sanitary District—George Leonard. 
Weight Inspector—Banning. 

Louis—"No. you go over there so [ 
éan_get my work done.” 

Crash—as if a filing cabinet fell. 
lence. ; 

  

Si- 

    

Brewer—"Well, he gets mail addressed 
to Col. R. P. Roseberry,” 

Hight—"Yes, and that’s not all. After 
his name are the letters V. C. W. That 
means Veteran of the Civil War, doesn't 
ane 

Roseberry—"Ob, Bert, you know [ 
wasn't in the Civil War, don't you)” 

Muthersbaugh—"'Sure, you weren't. 
You were too old to go. That's why,” 

   

Old Sailor: “Yes, mum, that's a man- 
o'-war.”” 

Lady: “How interesting! And what 
ie that little one just in front?” 

O. S.: “Ob, that’s just a tug.” 
Lady: “Or. yes, of course, tug-of-war; 

I've heard of them.” 

A life without a friend is a life without 
a sun,   

Although he Is serving his thicd term in the 
Mingis State Legislature as representative from 
the 28th district, John Clark’ manayes to de- 
vote'a good deal of his fime to hix other job, 
which is helping Henry Potrafka look after the 
Staley tenant houses. John was born in Penn 
sylvania but has lived much of his life in De- 
catur, and when he and Walter Grant start tell- 
ing stories of old Decatur, no one else has a 
chance. John worked for the Decatur Coat 
company, years ago when his lather was bosy 
there and continued working in the mines until 
a few years ago, He left the coal company 
just about two years ago when he came to 
Stuley’s. 

MRS. JOHN HEGER 

Mrs, John Heger, mother of Jerome 
Heger, died in her home in Decatur Feb. 
15 after a long illness. Mrs. Heger was 
born in Ohio in 1862 and moved to De- 
catur fifteen years later. In 1862 she 
was married to John Heyer, who, with 
seven children, survive her. 

The children are “Jerome, formerly at 
Staley's, Veronica, Frank, Clair, Mrs. 
Charles Freeman, Mrs. Carter Stowell and 
Mrs. W, F, Heynen. 

Charles. A. Heynen, the five months’ 
old son of Mr. and Mra. Frank Heynen, 
and a grandson of Mrs. Heger, died the 
day before she did. A double funeral 
service was held for the grandmother and 
the baby in St. Patrick's Catholic church, 
and they were buried in the same cas- 
ket.
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One of the litle Pyyman twins playing with 
his wagon. Looks as if he were out on the 
farm or in Mt. Zion 

Carl Waltens is dieting. Carl has de- 
cided that he is getting too fat so he is 
cating only five meals a day now, and 
his lunches are never much more than a 
bow! of bread and milk. Carl should be 
real aylph-like soon. 

  
J. W. McMillan, 

gang No. |, 
ruary. 

foreman of rigging 
was ill with lumbago in Feb- 

Dale Tish of Ed Bork’s gang, was ill 
during February. 

  

Pete Peters say that he and Martin 
Snitzemeyer rode a freight train together 
recently and although Martin said it was 
his first experience, he rode ax if he had 
traveled that way before. 

If Lynn Davis will promise to include 
“Post Office” on the program at the party 
he is talking about several girls in the 
general office say they will be glad to go. 

Fred Stone, Jr.. of the safety office, 
was ill for a few days in February with a 
severe cold. 

“Whiskey for Influenza,” announces a 
headline. I'm quite willing to make the 
exchange.—The Passing Show. 
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STOVE TO PINES 
Members of the Staley Fellowship club 

have made the Pines Community associa- 
tion a present of a six-hole coal range, 
which has been set up in the kitchen of 
the association's new home in the Nelson 
park club house. 

    
Age is a quality of mind. 
If you have left all your dreams behind, 
If your blood is cold, 
If you have ceased to look ahead, 
If all your ambitions’ fires, are dead, 
Then you are old. 
But if from life you take the best, 
And if in life you put the jest, 
If love you hold, 
No matter how the years go by, 
No matter how the birthdays Ay, 
You are not old. 

A man in Piccadilly, Manchester, on 
a very cold day was throwing a rug over 
his Ford bonnet. A little boy who was 
watching him finally shouted, “It's all 
right mister. We have seen it.” 

  

Mra, Earl Wheeler wishes to thank the 
men of No. 16 building for the beautiful 
plant and extends to them her apprecia- 
tion for their kind wishes for a speedy 
recovery. 

Wanted—To Exchange. New rubbers 
for old. Bring in your old rubbers and 
1 will give you a new pair for them. 

Tom Bowman. 

Spud Moran—"Say, Mrs. Facius, are 
those Pearl's?" pointing to the beads Mrs. 
Facius was wearing. 

Mrs. Facius—"Sure they are pearls.” 
Spud—"Well, then, if they belong to 

Pearl, why are you wearing then?” 

John Landreth, whe works at_the coal 
dock, was ill for several days in February. 

Ruth Doyle of the grain department 
was standing by the candy counter in the 
restaurant one day when a man stepped 
up and asked for “Baby Ruth.” 

5. A. Neal returned to work in the kiln 
house late in February after an absence 
of three months due to illness. Mr. Neal 
had been receiving treatments for his eyes 
when he fell and fractured his hip. This 
latter injury caused him to be away from 
work so long. He is now entirely recov- 
ered. 

Mrs. Beck, wife of Mark Beck of the 
packing house, is recovering from an op- 
eration for appendicitis which she under- 
went a few weeks ago 

 



Did You Know That— 
During the war, German battleships 

were named after jokes so that the Eng- 
lish couldn't see them? 

“Daddy, 
red 

what makes your nose so 

    

‘Glasses, my son, glasses. 
“Glasses of what, daddy?”—Exchange, 

He: ‘You watch the signboards and 
see what town we're coming to.” 

She: “This must be Polarine.’’—Col- 
lege Comics. 

Naughty, Naughty 
At a concert held in an old country vil- 

lage the old white-haired rector was in 
the chair 

The old gentleman announced each 
song, and caused some smiles: when he 
took up the program and said, “The next 
will be that beautiful song, ‘Put Me in 
My Little Bed,’ by Miss Jones, accom- 
panied by our worthy curate, Mr. Brown.” 
—Selected 

Skidding Day is here— 
Check up on your brakes and see that 

they tighten up equally on both wheels. 
Carry your skid chains and put them on 
when the road is wet. 

Let it never he said that your thought- 
lessness caused another's injury. 

Somebody's Mother. 
She might have heen 

mother when she wishes 
street to use the crosswalk. 

Tell 
the 

yours. 
to cross 

W. L. Robinson suffered with a severe 
cold in February. 

  

‘Three grades, Jim Sleigh calls these three, 
but that is coo’ technical for us, We know jt 
is three of the men from the New York of- 
fice, and that two of them are trying to make 
the’ other one look insignificant. The man 
on the left is W. H. Randotph, $1. The little 
chap in the middle, who really isn’t so little, 
ie Charles Boyden, and the would-be giant is 
Neal Muse: 

An Acrobat 
Sergeant (drilling awkward squad)— 

“Company! Attention, company! Lift up 
your left leg and hold it straight out in 
front of you!” 

One of the squad held up his right leg 
by mistake. This brought his right-hand 
companion’s left leg and his own right 
leg close together. The officer seeing this 
exclaimed angrily: 

“And who is that blooming galoot over 
there holding up both legs?” 

Safety 
Lies slumbering here, one William Ladd; 
His speed was good, but his brakes were 

bad. 

Bill Jones was given a six-foot drop; 
He paid no heed to the traffic cop. 

Here’s Mary Jane. but not alive; 
She drove her car at forty-five. 

Little Hiram Strong—another to go: 
He leaned too far cut of trolley window. 

The radio fans of the boiler room are 
meeting the [5th of each month in Vic & 
Fritz hall, the meetings to open at 7 p. 
m. and close at 5 a.m. All radio fans 
invited. 

Walter Rankin, President. 

Jack Parker of the boiler house is now 
a full-fledged member of the insomnia 
club since: he has become a radio fan.



  

I Hear in the Moon— 
That 

That 

That 

That 

That 

That 

That 

That 

That 

That 

That 

That 

That 

That 

That 

That 

That 

That 

Miss Jewett Morrison had a miracule 
afternoon; 

as she was standing close to the curt, 
Choo-cho hit her where the bustle 

Father Morrison was a witness of th| 
“to the hospital where Dr. Tait bre 
radiator. 

Edmund Smith, your fun-loving Kentuckian tn tne Wine vices wo were 
greatest practical joker in your plant. 

Smith, like most practical jokers, enjoys a laugh on the other party, but when 
the worm turns and the joke is on him, he gets hostile and malicious. 

last week Carrie Nation from the tray room called at the time office three times 
for her pay check. Edmund was having one of his joking spells and pre- 
tended he did not have her check, but when the irate lady brardished her 
hatchet your temperamental timekeeper was as meek as a lamb. 

  

Julius Grabenhofer, the official plant guide, is studying the liberal arte and sci- 
ences preparing for the mental test. 

he can talk for hours about the heavenly bodies, the sun, moon and stars, the 
velocity of sound and how fast a ray of light from the sun travels. 

listening to Grabenhofer talking, you will wonder how one small head can carry 
all he knows, yet the rumors persist he failed to solve the simple problem— 
How old is Ann? 

Fronk Schubert is an expert in his line but, like every genius, he is troubled 
with absent-minded spells occasionally, 

Sunday morning he made a flying trip to one of the nearby foundries to splice 
an endless belt 

after he returned to the plant he was informed by your timekeeper the foundry 
Superintendent phoned for hjm to return and take the belt off the steam pipe. 

the executive committee had a stormy discussion about Cap. Whitten's request 
for an awning above his castle door. 

the verdict was: Captain will get the awning providing he promised faithfully 
and on his word of honor as a gentleman to keep his eyes open. 

undoubtedly Cap takes forty winks daily, yet his friends say he sleeps like a 
hare with one eye open. 

windy March is approaching and the male bipeds are getting ready for a spell 
of sight seeing on North Water Street. 

just_a few years ago the Scotch Highlander dressed in kilts and tartans was 
talked about and ridiculed by the fickle crowd. 

though the Scotch are a much maligned race, every fair-minded mortal will 
admit the Scotch dress was much longer and not so close fitting as the modern 
up-to-date flappers. 

Yours truly, 
THE MAN IN THE MOON. 
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Helping the Undertaker 
“Docter, don’t you find it inconvenient 

to travel way out here in the country to 
see me?” 

“Oh, no; 1 have another patient near 
here, so I kill two birds with one stone.” 

He Earned His Dollar 
The newly-weds on their honeymoon 

had the drawing room. The groom gave 
the negro porter a dollar not to tell any- 
body on the train they were bride and 
groom, When the happy couple went to 
the diner for breakfast next morning all 
the passengers snickered and pointed and 
eyed the couple knowingly. The groom 
called the porter and demanded: “Did 
you tell anybody on the train we were 
just married?” “'No, sir,” said the dusky 
porter, "I told em you all was just good 

friends." —The Blotter.   

A Lazy Man's Illness 
Husband—"l have an awful headache, 

dear, [think I'll lie down.” 
Wife—"What you need is more exer- 

tise. Why don't you take the axe and 
get busy on that woodpile?” 
Husband—"Oh, it isn’t a splitting head- 

  

  

ache, dear.” 

Uncle: “Well, you little rascal, how 
many times were you whacked at school 
today?” 

Tommy: “Dunno, uncle. I don't take 
any notice of what goes on behind my 
back."—B. C, A, News.   

An old negto, when brought before the 
judge, was asked if he were the defend- 
ant. 

Pointing to his attorney, he said, “Dah 
de defen’ant. I's the gent'man what stole 
de chickens.” 

They, were looking down into the 
depths of the Grand Canyon. 

“Do you know,” asked the guide, “that 
it took millions and millions of years for 
this great abyss to be carved out?” 

“Weil. weil!” ejaculated the traveler. 
“I never knew this was a government 
job."—News and Views. 

Gentleman Bill 
A spinster living in a London sub- 

urb was shocked at the language used 
by workmen repairing telegraph wires 
close to her house. She wrote to the 
company, and the foreman was asked to 
report. This he did in the following 
way: 

“Me and Bill Fairweather were on this 
job. I was up the telegraph pole, and 
accidentally let the hot lead fall upon 
Bill; “It went down his neck. Then he 

““You really must be more careful, 
Harty.’ "—London Daily Express. 
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IT 1S NOT 

—to apologize, 
to begin over, 

—to admit error, 
—to be unselfish, 
—to take advice, 

be charitable, 
be considerate, 
keep on trying, 
think and then act, 
profit by mistakes, 
forgive and forget, 
shoulder a deserved blame, 
—but it always pays. 

ALWAYS EASY 

  

—to 
—to 
—to 
—to 
—to 

to 
—to 
  

Cold Logic 
To Elbert H. Gary, the head of the 

United States Steel Corporation, ia cred- 
ited the most apt reply to a question of 
stock value. 

“Do you think steel stocks will go up 
or down?" a woman once asked him. 

" was the answer, “I think they 
and still, and_ they 

    

Safety First 
A hotel manager coming along the 

corridor, saw the “boots” kneeling on 
the floor and cleaning a pair of boots 
outside a bedroom door. 

“Haven't [ told you that you are not 
to clean boots in the corridor, but to 
take them down stairs?” 

“Yes, sir. 
“Then why are you doing it?” 
“Because the man in this room is a 

Scotchman, sir, and he's hanging on to 
the laces.” 

Literally 
Old Lady (visiting state prison): “I 

suppose, my poor man, it was poverty 
brought you to this.” 

Counterfeiter: “On the 
mum, I was just coining money. 
(Miss.) Advertiser. 

  

contrary, 
“Utica 

No Tell-tale Prints 

“Safety first,” remarked the detective's 
son, as he donned rubber gloves to raid 
the jam closet—The American Legion 
Weekly. 

No Joke 
There is no use to try to joke with a 

woman. The other day Jones heard a 
pretty good conundrum and decided to 
try it on his wife. 

“Do you know why | am like a mule?” 
he asked her when he went home. 

“No,” she replied promptly, “ [ know 
you are, but | don't know why. 

Opportunity never ceases to knock at 
the door of the man with money to in- 
vest.



James J. Moran 
For Ambulance 

Service 

Telephone Main 577 

Cor, Water and Eldorado Streets 

  

To Helen Bach 
Here's a Ford story you haven't heard, 

which may have some bearing on the 
Forward movement: 

Ie happened in a church. The pastor 
had taken for the topic of his sermon, 
“Better Church Attendance.” 

The pastor held that the automobile had 
taken more people away from church than 
any other thing. He concluded with the 
explanation: “The Ford car has taken 
more people to hell than any other thing 
that [ can mention!” Whereupon an old 
lady in the congregation hegan to clap her 
hands and moan: "Praise the Lord! Oh, 
praise the Lord!” 

“What's the matter, sister?” asked the 
pastor. 

“The Ford never went any place that 
it couldn't make the round trip,” she 
answered, “and | am sure that all those 
unfortunate people in hell will be back.” 

Headwork 
Mrs. Hill—“l always encourage my 

husband to loll in an easy chair, and park 
his feet on top of the radiator.” 

Mrs. Nash—'‘Why so thoughtful?” 
Mrs. Hill—"When he goes to bed, there 

is usually about $4 in small change in the 
chair.” 

  

    

Desperate 
A weary-looking fellow who had opened 

all the doors looking for work, happened 
to see a huge police advertisement, 
headed: 

“MURDERER WANTED” 
Well" he said, scratching his head, 

“it's better'n nothing, anyhow. I'm go- 
ing in and ask for the job!’—Richmond 
Times-Dispatch. 

    

  
Professor—''Why weren't you in class 

  

    

  

Monday?” 
Student—"I have an excuse, sir.” 
Professor-~"Yes, I've seen her, and a 

pretty poor excuse, | call it."—-Washing- 
ton Dirge. 

The Modern Age 
“Good morning,” accosted a salesman. 

“Are you the lady of the house?” 
“Nope,” snapped the woman at the 

woman at the door. "My daughter's out 
playing tennis. 

Claiming that motorists are becoming 
contemptuous of the standardized stop, 
look and listen signs at rail crossings, a 
correspondent of the Michigan Public 
Utility Information bureau suggests that 
crossing warnings be “jazzed up” a bit 
to attract better attention. Here is what 
he suggests: 

Come ahead. You're unimportant. 
Try our engines. They satisfy. 
Don't stop. Nobody will miss you. 
Take a chance. A train can hit you 

only once. 
Thousands get by safely. You should 

worry 
It’s all right. There's a doctor around 

the corner. 

Moving Along 
"Niggah, has yo’ jined dish heah Ku 

Klux yet 
“Naw, but dis heah Ku Klux has: been 

tryin’ to jine me fo’ de las’ fo’ miles an’ 

  

  

  

a half.”"—Nashville Tennesseean, 
Student: “To whom was Minerva 

mapped 
Professor: ‘My boy, when will you 

learn that Minerva was the Goddess of 
Wisdom. She never married,” 

The village grocery crowd was discuss- 
ing the sudden death of a neighbor who 
had left a large and helpless family. “And 
the worst of it is,” said old Uncle Ezra, 
“Not a one of his boys has the head to 
fll the old man’s shoes.” 

Some Cook! 
Two gentlemen of color were discussing 

their wives’ culinary abilities. 
"Man," boasted the first, “dat wife 0° 

mine am so good dat when she makes 
co'n pone, hit taste jes like “angel-food 

yo’ moufl" retorted the other. 
t never et nothin’. When mah 

wife, lodine, cooks up a passel o' beans, 
Ah feels jes! like goin, out an’ huntin’ me 
a job.” 

  

Page the Cat 
The small boy's head bobbed up over 

the garden wall, and a meek little voice 
asked: “Please, Miss Brown, may | have 
my arrow?” 

“Yes, dear, certainly,” the next door 
neighbor answered, “Where did it fall?” 

“T think,” was the reply, “it's stuck in 
your cat.” 

Patronize Our Advertisers 
a2



  
  
  

There's a Good Reason for Insisting On 

POLAR BUTTER 
and 

POLAR BUTTERMILK 
—They're Better 

  

          

Probably Needed One 

Thrilled Spinster——"He just rushed 
right up te me, crushed me to his bosom, 
and kissed me. It's lucky you came up, 
Mr. Policeman. 

“Yeah, on'y [ ain't a policeman, I'm ‘is 
keeper.” 

  

  

There are thousands to tell you it cannot 
be done, 

There are thousands to prophesy failure, 
There are thousands tq point out to you 

one by one, 
The dangers that wait to assail you. 
But just buckle in with a bit of a grin, 
Then take off your coat and go to it; 
Just start in to sing as you tackle the 

thing 
That “cannot be done” and you'll do it. 

—Firestone Non-Skid. 

Samson had the right idea about ad- 
vertising. He took two columns and 
brought down the house. 

“I was surely embarrassed the other 
night when | made a break in front of my girl.”    

‘Oh, chagrinned?” 
“No, she laughed.” 

Following Instructions 

A man arrested for murder bribed an 
Irishman of the jury with a hundred dol- 
lars to hang out for a verdict of man- 
slaughter. The jury was out for a long 
time but finally came in with the desired 
verdict. The man rushed up to the Irish 
juror and said: 

m much obliged to you, my, man, 
Did you have a hard time?” 

es,” said the Irishman, “a devil of a 
time. All the rest wanted to acquit you.” 
—Exchange. 

Dear Old Lady: 
school, my little man?” 

The Little Man: "I like it clased, lady.” 
—Passing Show. 

How do you like 

Patronize Our 

Last Hope 
Two gentlemen of Hebraic extraction 

were walking down the street one day 
when one of them started feeling fran- 
tically in his many pockets. His friend 
inquired, “Mawruss, vat iss it de matter?” 

"Silverstein, [ tink I lost a tventy dollar 

“Vell, have you looked in all de pock- 
ets?” 

“All but dis von,” Mawruss replied, as 
he painted to the breast pocket of his 

Nell, vell,” said Silverstein, testily, 
don't you look in dat von?” 

“Because if it ain't dere [ drop dead." 
Yellow Strand. 

“yy 

In the Country 

Clerk (to farmer who is shopping in 
the city)—“How about a nice bathrobe, 
uncle?” 

Customer—"Nothin’ doin’ young man! 
When [ take a bath I don't wear no 
clothes.” 

There Are Others 
A high school boy drives to school ev- 

ery morning in a much dilapidated ma- 
chine 

hat kind of a car you got there, 

R. F. D.." was the answer. 
R. F. D.—What the heck?” 

“Yip. Resctted from the dump. 
Portland Express. 

    

‘A Game We All Play 
Two small boys were puzzling their 

brains to invent a new game. At last 
one of them said, eagerly: “I know, 
Billy; let's see who can make the ugliest 
face.” 

“Aw, go on! was the reply. 
what a start you've got!” 

“Look 

Men who have little business are great 
talkers. 
Advertisers



Some Difference 

I am twenty-five cents, 
I am not on speaking terms with the 

butcher. 
Iam too smal} to buy a quart of ice 

cream. 
lam not large enough to purchase a 

box of candy. 
am too small to buy a ticket to a 

movie. 
lam hardly fit for a tip, but—believe 

me, when [ go to church on Sunday, | 
am considered some money.—Yale Panel. 

A native minister in India was telling 
the missionary in charge of the district 
that a sparrow had built a nest on the 
roof of his house, 

“Is there anything in the nest yet?” 
asked the missionary. 

"Yes," replied the Indian, proud of his 
English, “the sparrow has pups.”"—Phila- 
delphia Bulletin. 

They sat at a table, he and she, and 
gazed into each other's eyes, while he 
mechanically consumed the food which 
was set before him. 

“Ah,” she said, “lam glad you like 
it, Mother says that there are only two 
things I can make properly—potato salad 
and marmalade tart.” 

“Indeed,” said he, “and which is this?” 
—Lustige Blaetter. 

  

Nafziger 
Butter Cream 

Bread 
At Your Grocer 

  

The Flavor is Baked In”   
S-elling’s not just talking, 
A-nd getting folks to buy: 
L-eading them to want something, 
E-xplaining how and why, 
S-alesmanship is more than that, 
M-ore work and more fun, too: 
A-dvancing modern methods— 
N-ew ways, but tried and true, 
S-ervice given, willingly. 
H-ard work—a cheerful grin— 
L-t's making friends, for that is what 
P-uts you in line to winl 

John W. Hall News, 

A child and a match make a dangerous 
pair. Two little heads without a care. 

  

Morehouse & Wells Co. 
  

Hardware 2 Radio Sporting Goods x House Furnishings 
  

as well as to create the new. 

BURPEE’S GARDEN SEEDS 
“SEEDS THAT GROW” 

Burpee's seeds are the best seeds that grow. 
where it will mature nearly to perfection. 
tinued to select and improve the existing varieties of vegetables and flowers 

All Burpee’s Garden Seeds carried in bulk. 

BURPEE’S SEEDS ARE GUARANTEED 

Each variety is produced 
For fifty years Burpee’s have con- 

  

GRASS SEEDS 

   

We carry the finest grass seeds ob- 
tainable for lawns. 

: Per Shady Place Mixture. |. 
Kentucky Blue Grass. 60c bt. 
M. & W. Mixture 

Prime White Clover Seed, 75 per tb. 

FERTILIZERS 
Don't farget to furnish the neces- 

sary plant food for your lawn, gar- 
den, shrubs, plants. ete. We ‘carry 
the proper fertilizers for every use. 

Sacco Plant Food, Darling's Lawn 
rower, Switt Vigoro, Bone Meal, 

Sheep Manure, Hydrated Lime. 
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FARLEY CANDY 
COMPANY 

Pan Work : Lozenges : Hard Candies 
Chocolates 

AE 

712-720 North Franklin Street 

CHICAGO 

    

  
REVIEW PRESS 

TRADE NAME SINCE 1888 

CREATIVE SPECIALIZING IN. 

CO-ORDINATIVE COLOR PROCESS 

PRINTING CATALOG, PAMPHLET, 
RRaycvanmamo RAILROAD. DIRECTORY 

feevice Ged EDITION PRINTING 

  

DESIGNING :; ENGRAVING : BINDING 

BANK AND OFFICE SUPPLY DEPT. 
Globe-Werntche Book Cases Milwaukee Ofvce Chairs 

Globe-Werntche Filing Devices and Supplies 
Commercial Furniture Co, Linceln Office Suites and Desks 

Tatum Loose Leat Devices and Supplies 
Herring-Hall-Marvin Safes and Vault Doors 

EVERYTHING FOR THE OFFICE 

REVIEW PRINTING & STATIONERY Co. 
Decatur, Illinois 
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Staleys 
PRODUCTS 

FROG 

  

      

Pure Food Starches 

Mill Starches 

Thin Boiling Starch 

Confectioners Starches 

Laundry Starch 

Soy Bean Meal 

Soy Bean Health Flour 

Soy Bean Oil 

Stayco Gum 

Core Binder 

Corn Syrups (Unmixed) 

Corn Sugars 

Table Syrups 

Corn Gluten Feed 

Corn Germ Meal 

Corn Oil 

Soft Soaps 

MM
 

                    
  
                  
 


