
THE STALEY 
JOURNAL. 
  

     



THE 

STALEY JOURNAL 

# 
! CONTENTS 

S It’s a Grand Big Day This 
Anmual Picnic ..c.0000000e 3 

Waco Firm jn New Home....... 13 

x TiEtappened| Len|StearstA conan] 
e 

f Staley Pienic Pictures... ..,..20-21 

j Editorial Bee seca eee 

f a 
v3 Bowling «2.00.60... 28-29 

  
A. E. STALEY MANUFACTURING CO. 

DECATUR, ILLINOIS



  

  

If I Were Twenty-One! 

E } a man of twenty-one, 
The stars should be my horicon! 
What strong men dream, f'd dare fo do. 
I'd drain the bowl the dreamer’s brew, 
And think the feat was smatl when through, 
iff were twenty-one! 
iVith trappings proud, and clink of steet, 
Leap ta the bugle’s silver peal: 
Make storied heroes walk to heel 
Of ime, the champion! 

  

  

WOULD do more than man has dane, 
Hf were twenty-one! 
The Lionheart should yield to me 
His coronal of chivatry! 
The will that was La Satie I'd be 
And Wallace, mighty Scot! 
Hereward the Wake should live again; 
Caesar, The Cid and Charlemagne, 
And he who cast the rosy stain 
Of tove that has not foved in vain 
On kingly Camelot! 

Ah, were I twenty-one! 

U GUESCLIN'S glory would I eear, 
© if l were twenty-one! 

My foes should die or fainting yield ; 
Pd be the song of camp and field; 
The knight with bright transcendent shield: 
ldebaran at war? 
The hero of the fireside tale, 
Wrapped in Romance's shining veil; 
A banderale fung tothe gates 

is would f be—and more? 

ND when I reached the set of day, 
OFA Felt ebb af strength and ecstasy), 

MAN pres nur Glory Lives!” fd say 
‘ould not shrink—not Tt 

Were Fa man of twenty-one, 
Vd do my all. 
And when twas done 
Pd hang my sword beside the su, 
And pass without a sigh. 
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nae | {3 A GRAND 
BIG DAY This Annual Picnic 
F there was any person in Planned for months in advance and talked 
Decatur who ever thought ghost months after it is over, the annual 
Staley Fellowship club pie Feyjozship club outing is the high point in Menten totanonn ec : g 

hersonunvoulH maven suited cea cae Scie 
sudden and complete conversion if he had gone within a block of Fairview Park 
August 24, Although the picnic, which has been an institution at the Staley plant 
for sixteen years, is never held until August, some of the ardent picnickers begin 
in May to ask when the exact date is. They want to plan their summer about 
that day. 

Judging from the thousands who attended the big spree this year practically 
everyone in any way connected with the company planned to be in town that day 
and have his relatives with him. It speaks well for picnic committees of all the 

years past that these big days remain big days in the lives of all Staley people. 
It is a tradition that it never rains in Decatur on Staley picnic day. This year 

we stood little chance of such disaster because it hasn't rained in Central [llinois 

These Three Biy Boys enjoyed the day and the pop and cach other, seemingly. Probably 
Jin Galloway, left, had just told one of his famous Scotch stories. Even so, Mr. Staley, Sr., 
center, wasn't going to let the pop get hot while he listened, Dr. W. A. Kutsch, right, is think- 
ing up one of his own to tell, 

 



  

all summer. There have been years when 
even the most weather-wise saw no Pos- 
sible chance to escape from a shower that 
day—but escape we did. One year picnic 
day broke gray and damp but before time 
for the first crowds to gather most of the 
clouds were gone. Another day, a few 
years ago, black clouds gathered and 
all the surrounding country was fairly 
drenched—but the park and the picnic was 
dry—and dusty—and happy. 

This year the weather was about as per 
fect as one could ask for. [1 was clear and 
bright, and warm without being so blister- 
ing hot that the holiday crowds wilted 
To be sure there was dust in the park, but 
what's a little dust on a big picnic day? 
There was plenty of shade in Fairview, 
and chairs and benches placed about the 
park provided comfortable resting and 
visiting spots. 

  

Anything as well established as this pic- 
nic must have some traditions grow up 
with it. One of the Staley picnic tradi- 
tions is the one mentioned above—the 
weather is always bright and pleasant. 
Another is this—people don't attend this 
picnic singly. They go in family or neigh- 
borhood parties. It is always held in a 
park large enough to accommodate many, 
many large family parties, and it is as well 
that it is. Only one who sees them can 
believe the size of some of those picnic 
baskets which make their appearance at 
this annual outing. But when a party of 
tiventy or thirty comes in the morning pre- 
pared to stay until bedtime, a few dainty 
boxes of sandwiches would he an insult to 
healthy appetites, 

  

The mothers of the families generally 
spend most of the day before getting ready 
for the event, and some man in the group. 
is delegated to get in a few bushel baskets 
or extra large paper cartons. When these 
are filled, and not until then, does the fam- 
ily feel that it will have enough food to get 
through the day. Two meals for holiday 
appetites, and something for the kids for 
in-between lunches, mean that big baskets 
and cartons are nane too large for the food 
to be taken along. 

Of course these big dinners bring the 
expected results. The next day there are 
always some children who feel mare like 
lying around the house than like playing, 
and quite often a few fathers and mothers 
decide, the day after, that they ate not so 
wisely as they should. But it comes only 
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once a year, and it is lots of fen—and part 
of the program. 

Plant and Office Closed for Day 

Another tradition which has grown up 
about this Big Day is that all business 
activity about the Staley plant and offices 
cease that day. It is the one day in the year 
when both process men and mechanics are 
off duty. Only a few wateliunen and the 
necessary firemen are kept on duty and they 
work in shifts so that they have time either 
in the morning or late in the afternoon to 
get out to the park and enjoy the fun. 

And then there is the tradition of the 
photographer, Each year he and his camera 
have been important parts of our big cele- 
bration, and although he works from early 
morning until daylight fails hint in the 
evening, and then dashes into his develop- 
ing room, he insists he eujoys every minute 
of the day. It is the only chance some of 
us have for being “snapped” in our holiday 
clothes. It is the one day in the year when 
Grandmother and Mother and the baby 
all get away from home together and they 
like to be photographed having a grand 
time, 

Best of all there is the tradition of Mr. 
Staley’s visit to the park. Ever since that 
first picnic in Faries park, Mr. Staley has 
spent at least all afternoon there—not be- 
cause he felt that he should but because he 
wants to. He gets a chance to visit with 
some of his olds friends he doesn’t see very 
often, and he has an opportunity to meet 
the families. Anyone who knows him as 
well as we all know Mr. Staley, knows that 
he goes because be has a fine time. The 
only time it is hard to get him to visit with 
you on picnic day is when he gets a 
good seat near a baseball game. Then he 

gets so deep into the plays that conversa- 
tion is out of the question. 

Fun from 8 A.M, ‘Till Midnight 

The very program of the day has become 
traditional, Year after year it is about the 

same, not because no one wants to bother 
to change it but because we like it that way. 
There is something for practically every- 
one and no dull moments in between. From 
eight o'clock in the morning until mid-night 
there are so many things doing that a poor 
reporter trying to keep up with things 
finally wisely gets an ice cream cone and 
settles down for a quiet moment (if pos- 
sible}. 

    

  

    

SEPTEMBER, 1933 [5]  



  

For the most part the entire program was 
centered in Fairview park, although it was 
necessary to have the goli play and the 
dances elsewhere, Golf, in the morning, 
was at the Country Club of Decatur, while 
the dances at night were at the Elks Coun- 
try aad the Staley Clubs. It wasn’t hard to 
find the picnic nor any of it's branch acti 
ties. One just went to that place which 
was a seething mass of people—and there 
it was. 

At the park there was baseball almost 
hourly, tennis practically all day, horse- 
shoe pitching from early morning until fate 
afternoon, foot races and contests all aiter- 
hoon, an hour's program of noisy side- 
splitting fun by the American Legion 
Clown band, and two hours’ good music 
by Goodman's band. And as one watched 
these games or listened to the bands, he ate 
ice cream or cracker jack or drank pop or 
near beer, all provided free by the club. 
So why shouldn't it be a success and the 
high point of the year? 

  

Boy Scouts — A New Feature 
This year an added feature of the picnic 

was the rather recently organized Staley 
Boy Scout Troop No. 9. The boys arrived 
at the park early in the morning, pitched 
their tent near headquarters and were on 
the job all day, They helped park cars, 
direct traffic, gave information, assisted 
the nurse and did a thousand and one 
other things which have to be done to 
keep such a hig affair going. 

The Boy Scouts on duty during the day 
were Jack Fletcher, Melvin Smith, James 
Cheyne, Junior Coons, Junior Fitch, James 
Stoutenborough, George Appelt, Prentis 
Harlin, Don Tipsword, Jack Potratka, 
Buford Gentry, Henry White and Ralph 
Lippencott. The Scouts were organized 
last spring, under the direction of a Fel- 
lowship club board, and this was their first 
opportunity to appear at a Fellawship club 
affair. 

Fifty Play Golf 
The annual golf play in the morning took 

abont fifty men and women to the Country 
Club of Decatur. Employes, their wives 
and guests were eligible for play, and while 
many scores were high everyone had a good 
time. Wayne Michel, who had general 
charge of the golf events, pulled a fast one 
by coming in with the low gross and taking 
home the Picnic cup. Wayne is rather a 
new golfer but he has been working at the 
game consistently and just before the picnic 
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took his vacation and we suspect spent 
muuch time on various Illinois courses. At 
any rate he walked home with an 83. 

Runner-up in the men’s play was a tie 
between Paul Torre and Julius Resch. 
Other prizes in this event were 
Low putts: A. E, Staley, Jr. and Buster 

Woodworth. 
High score: R. E. Greenfield. 
Low on blind holes: E. K. Scheiter, 

Howard File, Bart Wilson and Keith 
Talbott. 

High on blind holes: Neil Young, John 
Anderson, Frank Rogier and Rollin Staley. 
Scratch competition: Sixth, Frank 

Knowlton; Eleventh, Hollis Hise; Six- 
teenth, Frank Kekeisen; Twenty-first, B. 
Merritt; Twenty-sixth, Arthur French. 

Guest prize: Carl Naperski. 

Women Golfers 
‘The Journal cup, awarded each year to 

the woman who brings in the low gross, 
went back home to Frances Hines again. 
Frances won it last year after having lost 
it a year before. Tt becomes the property 
of the woman who wins it three years in 
succession, Helen Harder was runner-up. 

Other winners were: 
ij Cassie Maher. 

holes: Mrs. Charles Noble, 
Mrs. Frank Knowlton. 

High on biind holes: Jeane Ball, Kath- 
ryn Sheehy. 

Guest with low gross: Mrs. A. E. Staley, 
Jr. 

Outside guest with low gross: Mrs. 
Martha Backman. 

There were five baseball games during 
the day, and if you think Staley people don't 
care for baseball just watch the crowds 
gather about one of them. The big game of 
the day was played last. It was the game 
between the Staley team and the Junior 
Mechanics. Our high powered sports re- 
porter, who watched it play by play, has 
written a coloriul story of it, which we are 
printing here. 

That Picnic Ball Game 
What Staley picnic was ever held with- 

out that classic! This year the Staley Ball 
Team and the Junior Mechanics, teams in 
the City league played a regular scheduled 
game on the Fairview Park diamond, but 
it was not an N.R.A. affair (No Runs Al 
lowed). 

Both teams had players who are em- 
ployed in the plant and there was much 
good natured sivalry existing. They say 
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the final score was 12 to 9 in favor of the 
Staley team, the game being called on ac- 
count of darkness, but some of the fans 
were of the opinion that both sides had 
used all their reserves in this “derby” as it 
turned out to be. 

Ed Smith, that genial manager of the 
ior Mechanics, had plenty of legal ad- 

vice from his former neighbor in Ken- 
tucky, a Mr. Poik, hut it did not seem to 
do the work. Charley Fitch of the Staley 
team was jeoking for pitchers—he used 
four, First, Clark started the game, but he 
got wild and had to be taken ott, then 
Pacak tried his hand at finding the plate; 
he was wild (or wilder as you would have 
it), Then he tried the shortstap, the i- 
minutive but clever Coulson at finding the 
plate. 

The pitcher for the Mechanics said he 
hurt his finger and he had to be relieved. 
Young Max Craig, a coming southpaw, 
tried his hand at flinging them to the Staley 
boys, and he fared little better. The old 
horschide sure got a terrible workout at 
the game. If it wasn't chasing them be- 
yond the playing field, the old ball got 
kicked around like a miniature soccer hall. 
That aged fellow, Charley Nuehs, essayed 
to play first base, but Charley ought to 
uive some of the young fcllers a chance. 

Bobby Siweck continues to live up to his 
title “The Slugger.” Bobhy poled a homer 
out of the lot and on his next trip te the 
plate just to show the suspecting fans that 
it was not a gift he poled a three bagger, 
which could have been made another home 
run if Bob had not heen looking at his 
young wife to see how elated she was at 
the sensational performance of her young 

Apollo. 
Ed Smith was so interested in the per- 

formance of his players that it is said his 
pockets were picked, but to date Ed has 
made no report of what he lost (if any~ 
thing). As second baseman, this Wyant 
boy is a very capable switchmas. Who 
would ever have suspected that the master 
mind of basebail (Walter Morenz) would 
have passed Bus Coulson to get a chance at 
Nick Tarro. Well, we all make mistakes. 
and we hope our good friend Walter doesn’t 
do this very often, for Ed Smith's blood 
pressure was plenty hot that afternoon. 

Well folks, it was a picnic ball game, 
enjoyed perhaps more so by the picnickers 
than the players, for the people wanted 
something different and they went away 
satisfied, There were good plays and bad 
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plays, explanations of the rules of the game, 
ete., which are always “French” to the on- 
Jookers. 

Coach Tom Walsh of St. Theresa's 
Academy umpired this session and it is 
our humble opinion that he just about 
covered everything, for umpiring in the 
big show is no harder than an occasion of 
this kind. 

    

The other hard ball game was played 
between the Table honse and the Decatur 
Swans, with the Table house winning 18 
to 7. Three soft ball games were played 
during the day. In the first the Mechanics 
won from the Boiler Room 12 to 11; in 
the second the Laboratory won from the 
Engine Room 10 to 9 and in the third the 
Syrup house won from a mixed team 5 to 3. 

HORSESHOE PITCHING 
Some fine and fancy horseshoe pitching 

was seen by persons interested enough in 

that sport to walk over to the courts during 

the day. Prizes were offered in both singles 
and doubles play. Denton and Kanarien, 

that old favorite, tied for single honors and 

Dentan won in the piteb-off. Kanarien wan 
first place for the most double ringers in 
any one game. Miller won first place for 
the most single ringers in any one game. 

The doubles tournament was won by 

Denton and Heffington with Smith and 
McGlade a close second. 

Eight men qualified in the singles tourna- 
ment, placing as follows: 

Denton—98 points out of 50 shoes. 

Heffington—73 points out of $0 shoes. 
Kanarien—74 points out of 30 shoes. 
Rexroat—72 points out of 50 shoes. 
Roberts—64 points of out 50 shoes. 
Eckhofi—64 points out of 50 shoes. 
Miller—60 points out of $0 shoes. 
Teeters—60 points out of 50 shoes. 

CONTEST WINNERS 
During the afternoon various contests 

were held. The winners in these events 
iollow: 

Old time clog dance: 1, Jack Sanders; 2, 
Orville Chappell; 3, Gerald Fiteh. 

Charleston dancing: 1, Jefferson Sanders 
and Pearlene Johnson, 2, Lucille Tomalla 
and Louise Roderick; 3, Donald Hedges 
and Orville Chappell. 

Soft shoe dancing: 1, Emil Martino; 
Bessie Jones; 3, Josephine Roller. 

Wheel barrow race; Marian Conley, Or- 
ville Chappell and Loan Page. 

  
2, 

SEPTEMBER, 1933 lo]  



  

Sack race: Joe Pollock, Jeff Sanders and 
George Jones. 

Girls’ walking backward race: 1, Vanieta 
Gentry; 2, Pauline Jackson; 3, Helen Pol- 
Jock. 

Girls' 75 yard dash: Katheryn Pollock, 
Delois Fitch and Marie Wandt. 

OTHER ENTERTAINMENT 
The Legion Clown band is always an 

attraction in Decatur and this year its 
members seemed to try their utmost to 
pull funny stunts. Their audience was most 
appreciative. Goodman’s band also gave 
a program which was nist interesting 
and entertaining. Glen Howard's quartet 
sang several numbers and the team of 
tumblers irom the Y.M.C.A. gave a most 
exciting program. 

The two dances in the evening were 
attended by such crowds that for awhile 
dancing was almost out of the question. 
Lee Homebrook's orchestra plays at the 
Elks and Eddie Randle and his Seven 
Blue Devils kept things lively at the Staley 
club house. 

  

  

  

The Boy Scouts have a queer idea of 
a grand day. According to our nurse, 
Lucile May, who was detailed with then. 
on accident cases, their day was rather 
a flop. There they were with all sorts of 
First Aid equipment and knowledge, even 
a stretcher, and not a sou! got his head 
split open or broke a ‘eg or even fainted. 
A few very minor ents and bumps made 
up the day's injuries. 

When John Kuhns arrived at the golf 
conrse the crowd inquired—*Where is the 
elephant hunt?” Part of John’s golfing 
outfit consists of a hat built on pith-helmet 
lines. 

Did Mrs. Merle Yount enjoy the pinic? 
Well rather, since her son, John, and his 
wife came over from Springfield to go 
with her. 

Henry Staley, the year old son of our 
president, A, E. Staley, Jr, made his first 
appearance at a Staley picnic this year. 
He was escorted by his mother and her 
aunt. Mrs. Sylvester Ivens, and while he 
had little to say he seemed to be enjoying 
himself. His big brother, Gene, arrived 
earlier in the day with his father, and 
had a much livelier time. 
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R. E. Greenfield and Arthur French 
played their annual game of golf at the 
picnic tournament, each with the idea of 
winning high score. Dr. Greenfield won, 
as usual, but Mr. French gave him a close 
race. 

      

Mrs. Minnie Sturgeon enjoyed the picnic 
jee cream even if she was dressed in a 
lovely new voile frock. 

Ruby Marshall, seven year old daughter 

of Raymond Marshall, suffered mere with 

a broken heart than the arm she broke 

wu few da: before the picnic. But she 

got along so well that the doctor let her 

attend the picnic and then her heart was 

mended. 

  

It might be worthy of mention that 

Louis Kossieck took good care of his new 
car and when he went to the picnic re- 
membered where he parked it. 

Mac Jagusch struggled out into the 
open air late in the afternoon, his head a 
whirl of ligures on the amount of ice 

cream and pop consumed. It was Mac’s 

job to check deliveries in and out—and 

was he a busy man! One thing is certain 
Mac ate no ice cream and drank no pop 
for his supper that night. 

Said Eddie Eckhoff the day after, “Was 

there a picnic yesterday? All I saw was 

horseshoes flying through the air.” Eddie 
had charge of the horseshoe pitching and it 
kept him much, much busy 

One of our distingnished guests at the 

picnic was Mrs. L. C. Davenport, of 
Springfield. She is 84 years old but for 
eleven years she has never missed a Staley 

picnie and had no intention of missing this 

one. She always attends with her son-in- 
law and daughter, Mr. and Mrs. Jesse 
Tinch. This year the photographer caught 
the whole family while they were enjoying 

their outing. 

  

Lots of Esther Moody’s friends were 

disappointed when she didnt’ ride to the 

picnic on her tricycle. They saw her trying 
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it out the day before and thought she was 

getting it for the picnic. 

EH. P. Dunlap was all worried when he 

thought he had broken his “v iolin” finger. 

But, as he says, what can you do about 
wheu the president shoots a golf ball that 

hits you. 

  

‘Tommy Gogerty and Al Crabb arrived, 
as usual, together, and looking very happy. 
Tommy. said it was because they had 
eaten some of the fish for lunch that At 
caught on his trip the week before, Tommy 
said he appreciated it because it was such 
expensive fish. 4 

Bill Fenton wouldn't have stayed home 

from the picnic for the world. He took 

his bride out and introduced her to all 

his friends. 

  

Rol Staley was not wearing an Indian 

disguise the afternoon of the picnic. He 

just played golf too long in the hot sun 
that morning. Was his face red? 

  

Fred Kjumpp returned to Decatur for 
the picnic after having been gone two 
inouths. Fred is on a leave of absence, but 

has about decided he had better come 

back to work. Perry Lewis told Herman 

Herbert and Herman told Mrs. Robb and 

Mrs, Robb told Mrs. May and Mrs. May 

told Dr. Kutsch and Dr. Kutsch told Mr. 

Galloway and Mr. Galloway told me—that 

Fred had been married. Now he is going 

to have to track all down the line to quash 

the rumor for he blushingly insists there 

isn't a word of truth in it, 

Gene Morrow was torn between two de- 

sires on picnic day. Always when he has 

a day off Gene goes to Paxton, but on 

picnic day he always goes to the picnic. But 

he finally settled it, He dashed over to 

Paxton and back in his new car and then 

spent the late afternoon at the picnic. 

    

One didu't realize that the Broadbear's 

were Scotch until he saw the entire family 

drinking pop out of one bottle, passing it 
from one to another. 
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Lynn Davis discovered on picnic day 
that he had made a mistake when he urged 
his wife to take up tennis, She kept him 
playing practically all day     

  

Earl Stimmel spent the day tracking 
back and forth te the pop stand. 

Jane Nichols couldn't find a chair s 
she perched up on a table to eat her ice 
cream, 

  

Eddie Lalniers, wandering around alane, 
said that was the way they always worked 
it. He takes the family out and doesn't see 
them again until one of them gets sick from 
too much ice cream, fate in the day. 

Dudley Boren had the time of his life 
this year. He took his grand-son with him 
to the park. 

Mr. Staley arrived at the park accom- 
panied by Mrs. Staley and their grand- 
daughter Shirley Cowell. But Shirley got 
too active for them so while she tonred 
the park they rested in the shade. 

  

Several days beiore the picnic Edna 
Keck and Amelia Fuson engaged the ten- 
nis courts for two hours, expecting a crowd 
of sales girls out for the game. Came the 
morning and only these two appeared, so 
they played two honrs all alone in the sun 
—and were burned a brick red. 

  

obie, paper mill representative, 
who votes in Michigan, brought his wife 
and came down to the pienie, as usual. 

Red Thornborough had charge of de- 
livering ice cream to the men who stayed 
on duty at the plant and to all patients in 
the Macon Cotmty Sanatorium. A few 
Staley people who are patients there en- 
joyed their part of the picnic that way, and 
shared it with all the other patients and 
the nurses. And they didn’t have to struggle 
through a crowd to get it. 

[12]   

The pienie is over for them, but didn't they 
have a grand time? Started out all clean, but 
with pap aud ice cream and evackerjack and 
probably some fried chicken an the side, one’s 
lace will get soiled. Anyway it was a bis day, 
and white we may not have all looked like this, 
qwe were just as satisfied as these to loak. 

Mother Dies 
Mrs, Laura Vile died in her home in St. 

Lonis, Aug. 27, after a brief illness. She 
leaves seven children, one of whom, 
Howard File, is our chief chemist. Funeral 
services were conducted in Decatur. 

    

W. R. Van Hook took his vacation late 
in August so he could laugh at everyone 
else who had his so early in the season that 
he wanted another. 

Dr. W. A. Kuiseh. general superintend- 
ent, took his yacation the last of August. 
He and Mes. Kutsch and their son motored 
through Canada and down through Boston 
and New York. 

Mrs. Ethel Robb and Mrs. Edna Foster. 
sewing room, took a short vacation trip to 
Niagara Falls and had the time of their 
lives. 

Mr. and Mrs. W. F. Johnson and two 
sons, of Shreveport, La. visited friends in 
the Staley organization in August on their 
way to the Fair in Chicago. Mr. Johnsou 
is with the Shreveport Syrup company. 

  

  

lst Applicant: I suppose you knocked 
“em cold when you took that Civil Service 
examination? 

2nd Ditta: Yes, they gave me zero. 
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Waco Firm in New Home 

JACO, TEXAS, is rightfully 
proud of the new buildings of 
the Huabby-Reese company re- 
cently opened in that city. This 

company is one of the best known and well 
established wholesale groceries in the 
southwest. The new buildings consist of 
a two-story brick building in which are lo- 
cated the company offices, and a large 
three-story building where the storage 
plant and general stock are housed. Both 
buildings are thorouglily modern, so con- 
structed that very little artificial light has 
to be used during the day. 
When the company was established the 

organizers, C. M. Hubby, Sr., president, 
W. L. Reese, Sr, vice-president, A. G. 
Hubby and W. L. Reese, Jr. had no idea 
of going into the wholesale grocery busi- 
ness. Theit business was selling candies, 
and, as far as they were concerned at that 
time, it. would remain that. But things 
have a queer way of lrappening, and the 
outcome of any project may be ditierent 
from what is expected. The company be- 
gan to grow. It thrived. More stock was 
added at various tines and new lines of 
produets were handled. Before the or- 
ganizers iully realized it they were in the 
wholesale grocery as well as the candy 
hasiness. They have been ever sice. 

An old-time general store with merchan- 
dise ranging from horseshoe nails to wash- 
boards and shoes could be outfitted almost 

      

from start to finish by the Hubby-Reese 

company, Not only does the company 
handle a large stock of staple and fancy 

groceries and candies, but there are also 

many other artictes which do Sot come 

under the exact heading of groceries. 

The company, for instance, selis a large 

amount of school tablets, pens, ink, binders, 

note books and other supplies for school 

kids. These ave not groceries. but they may 
be purchased in almost any grocery store, 
or drug store, and the Hubhy-Reese cor 
pany can supply them, The company now 
has practically anything a retail grocer 

might want, excepting meats. The meat 

business is left exclusively for packers. 
Besides all kinds of canned and packaged 

foods, bottles of pickles, olives and many 
other items, the company will supply stores 
with brooms, sieps, floor was, tubs, oil 
cans, lamp chimneys, soaps, cigarettes and 
what will you have? 

  

      

   

Judge for Yourself 
“Ts he generous?” 
“He throws his money about Tike glue.” 

Smalt Boy: “Mother, may I get up at 
4 o'clack tomorrow morning?” 

Mother: “Why? 
S.8. “I want to play with my new en- 

gine before daddy gets up.” 

      

Jeane Ball, financiol department, spent her vacation camping near Rae's 
   bridge. ft aas a fishing trip chief to prove which Jeane cuught her famous 

drum perch, here pictured. Roy und Earl Deus, also in the party, really got 
some fish, if the pictur 
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te the left can be believed. 
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In a season of fish stories it would be Avery McGlade who would come for- 
ward with the biggest one. Avery former millteright now living in Panama, 
insists that he caught this “sinall” sword fish. He says while he fishes his son 
Jack, right, is getting ready for his future career. 

AVERY McGLADE WRITES 
it has been several years since Avery 

McGlade, millwright, moved to Panama 
to work in the government ship yards. He 
still remembers his Staley friends and re- 
cently wrote a letter so iull of messages 
to them, that it is being reprinted here: 

“I keep track of my old iriends through 
the Journal which I see often. Tell the 
boys I miss them so much at present, and 
give my best to the best man I ever worked 
for. Tell Frank Moore JT would like to 
have him here on at least one outing, and 
tell him to bring Meinert along when he 
comes. There really are too many to 
mention. 

“Tell Athert Hoffman [ haven't forgoi- 
ten his commission and when I come up, 
which I hope will be soon, I will bring 
it with me. I wish 1 were there now. 

“A hello to everybody.” 

A, O. McGlade. 
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Father Dies 

Glenn Waddell, cefinery, was called to 
Taylorville, Aug. 18, by the death of his 
father, William Waddell. Me. Waddell 
was 77 at the time of his death, and lived 
his entire life in and near Taylorville. 

  

Louise Bohn may be most demure when 
she presides at the coffee urn in the office 
cafeteria, but when she gets into a baseball 
conversation she is a changed maiden. 
Louise is a hot Cubs fan while her husband 
is just as enthusiastic about the Cardinals. 
When the two teams meet this fall the 
Boln family plans to be present, but 
probably on opposite sides of the grand- 
stand. 

  

The two things most worth having these 
days are a cigar lighter and a wife that 
both work. 
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HEADS FOOD PLANT 
Irene Y. Krieg, well known among food 

manulaeturers, has recently been made 
general manager of the new plant of the 
Ivanhoe Foods Company of Michigan. 
When the plant was opened in May 1932, 
Miss Krieg was made production manager. 
‘This year she was put in charge of the 
entire plant, with both production and 
local sales under her supervision. 

Miss Krieg had been engaged in edu- 
cational work with food industries belare 
joining the Ivanhoe ranks. For a number 
of years she was with Fleischmann's Yeast 
instructing bakery workers in methods of 
production and sale of baked goods. She is 
also well kngwn as a writer of articles for 
trade magazines. 

  

Ara Rawlings Waggoner visited at the 
office in August. Until her nmarriage Ara 
was stenographer in our industrial office. 
Recently she and Mr, Waggoner have 
moved to Lineoin, Ill 

  

Born to Mr. and Mrs. Lawrence Zeeb, 
July 25, a daughter, Sheron Lavon. Mr. 
Zeeb works in the yards. 

Look Qut for Squalls 

Tkey and Rachel took little Moses to the 

pictures. The attendant warned them that 

unless the child kept quiet they would have 

to leave and get their money back. 
Half-way through the principal film [key 

turned to Rachel and whispered, “Veil, vot 

do you tink of it?” 
“Rotten,” replied Rachel. 

“Yes,” answered Ikey. “Pinch de baby.” 

—Border Cities Star. 

  

Too Familiar Jabs 

“The word “tax,” we are told, comes front 
the Latin “taxare,” meaning “to touch 

sharply.” No further wisecrack is needed. 

—Roston ‘Transcript. 

A couple went to a lake for their honey- 
moon. ‘That afternoon they took a boat 
out upon the lake. The following morning 
the bride’s mother received a postcard 
which read: “Arrived safely. Grand row 
before supper,” 

“My!” she muttered, “I didn't think they 

would begin quarreling so soon.” 
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Mrs. Harold Lents had this picture taken 

in her wedding frock and hat, She was mar- 

ried Ang. 23. 

SCHIENE-LENTS 

At an early morning service Marie 
Schiene and Harold Lents were married 

Wednesday, August 23. The service, in 
St. Patrick's Catholic church, was con- 

ducted by Rev. Fr. Jeremiah Murphy. 

The bride wore a sheer white crepe 

frock with a small hat to motch. Her maid 

of honor, her sister Berneitta, wore rose 

color. Norman Lents was his brother's 

best man. Following the service a wedding 

breakfast was served. 

  

  

Mr. and Mrs. Lents have gone to house- 
keeping at 2096 East Giles street. Mrs. 
Lents is the daughter of Mr. and Mrs. 
Frank Schiene, of Decatur. Mr. Lents is 
the son of Mr. and Mrs. Eli Lents. Mr. 
Lents, Sr, works in the plant and the 
bridegroom has for several years been em- 
ployed in our credit department. 
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The Collins twins have grown considerably 
since this picture was taken, for they are four 
months old now. They were noi quite two 
when they visited the photographer. They are 
Marityn May and Marthalene Fay, but dow’t 
ask us which is which. Their father is Earl 
Collins, of the table house. 

   

Back to Old Job 
Johu Rodger, who has been employed in 

the accounting department, has gone back 
1o his old job with the Wabash railroad. 
He is a chemist in the water departinent, 
4 position he held before coming to Staleys. 

  

Malinda Wyckoff, messenger service, 
dragged back to work late in August after 
spending several delightful but busy days 
at the Fair in Chicago. 

Marie Robinson, accounting, had a grand 
time when she spent a week end at the 
World's Fair in August. 

Mystery Solved 
The minister met Tom, the village ne'er- 

do-well, and, much to the latter's surprise, 
shook him heartily by the hand. “I’m so 
glad you've turned over a new leaf 
Thomas,” said the good man. 

“Me?” returned ‘Tom, tooking at him 
dubjously. 

‘Yes, [ was so pleased to see you at 
the prayer-meeting last night.” 

“Oh,” said Tom, light breaking in on 
him, “so that's where I was, is it?”— 
Royal Arcanum Bulletin. 
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FORMER EMPLOYE DIES 
Ralph Williams of Pontiac Mich. died 

suddenly July 21. He was return 
his home from his work in. the 
Motors factory when he suffered a heart 
attack. dying instantly. In 1926 and 1927 
Mr. Williams worked on the carpenter 
gang at the Staley plant, and has many 
friends among Staley employes. 

He leaves his widow and three children. 
A brother-in-law, Boyd Cornthwaite, 
works in 16 building. 

Funeral services were conducted in 
Argenta, Ill, with burial in Friends’ Creek 
cemetery. 

   

  

There are those who swear that Subby 
Kalb, round house, polishes his car with 
Bon Asi 

  

Russell Dash, sales, spent a week 
August seeing the sights at the World's 
Fair. 

Gertrude Hebert, sales, had a hard time 
deciding which fair (o attend, so she spent 
part of her August vacation at the State 
Fair in Springfield and part at the World's 
Fair in Chicago.   

Jerry Ellegood, print shop, 
Angust week end in St. Louis. 

spent au 

Strong Arm in Demand 
Mrs. Huck: “I wonder, Mrs. Peck, if I 

could borrow your rag-beater.” 
Mrs. Peck: “I'm sorry, Mrs. Heck, but 

he doesn't get home till five o'clock. 
Cleveland News. 

      

Heury: “I hear yon stayed in a haunted 
house last night. What happened?” 

Joha: “About midnight a ghost came 
through the wall just as if there was no 
wall there.” 

Henry: “Good heavens! What did you 
do?” 

John: “I went through the apposite wall 
the same way.” —Ex.    

Customer: “I hear my son has owed 
you for a suit for three years.” 

Tailor: “Yes, sir: have you called to 
settle the account? 

Customer: "No, I'd like a suit myself on 
the same terms.”—Ex. 
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It Happened Ten Years Ago 

{In September, 1923, Staley Journal readers found these items of particular interest} 

HE Journal for that month—Septem- 
ber ten years ago—went to the dogs, 
as it were. It was the dog number 
and everyone about the place who 

had a pet dog had a chance to get its pic- 
ture published. Shep—the plant dog—had 
the place of honor in the Journal that 
month, Dorr Collins drew a pen and ink 
sketch of his head which was used as a 
frontispiece with a poem written for the 
occasion by C. M. Cobb, Edna Coyle, the 
editor, wrote the story of Shep’s life at 
the plant. Shep had been with the com 
pany since one cold morning in 1913 when 
Lonnie Delahunty, truck driver, had found 
him and taken him up on the big Alco 
track. Until his death, a short time after 
this article was written, he always guarded 
the big trucks and was a general plant pet, 
with headquarters in the garage. 
Some of the dogs and their small mas- 

ters pictured in the Journal were Pal and 
Howard Clarkson, Rags and Reed Schlade- 
man, Blacksmith Bill, owned by Jack Pol- 
Jard, Hans, Fritz and Pep, owned by Claude 
Fletcher, Pupper, owned by Jack MeMil- 
len, Buddy, owned by John Warren, and 
Snowball, owned by Jack Reynolds. There 
were also some pictures of Bill Heer and 
some of his favorite setters. 

      

J. L. Anderson, general sales manager 
of the company, died in St. Lukes hospital 
in Chicago. 

Everyone attended the annual Staley 
picnic which was as big an event ten years 
ago as it is today. In 1923 the picnic was 
held in Nelson park. In the golf tourna- 
ment Roger Dawson won first place, E. K. 
Scheiter second, and P. D. Rollins and 
Howard File tied for third. There was a 
baseball game with E. C. Larsen as umpire. 
Some of the winners in the day's events 
were Maggie Prell, Fred Rucker, Mrs. 
Avery McGlade, Wilma Ellis, Viola Jones, 
Edith Fisher, Catherine Ooton, Vera Jag- 

usch, Margaret Strattman. In the canoe 
race the Snelson brothers won first place, 
Waltens and Greatline second, and Shyer 
and Walker third. 

  

Winners were announced in the garden 
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contest which the Journal was sponsoring 
that year. Winners in the vegetable group 
were Sam Martini, Louis Brand, E. C. 
Ragsdale and J. W. McMillen. Flower 
garden winners were Louis Brand, Mrs 
W. H. Bentley, J. W. McMillen and Mrs. 
Arthur Sigman. 

  

‘A lot of Staley people took their vaca- 
tious in Angust ten years ago, and auto- 
mobile trips were the popular form of these 
vacations, John White and his family 
motored to Niagara Falls and Erie, Pa. 
K. D. Sherman and his wife motored to 
Kansas City. H. L. Winings went “Ford- 
ing” about in Illinois. C. M. Cobb drove 
to a cottage on the Iflinois river for two 
weeks, and Dr. W. A. Kutseh made a 
grand circle motor tour including LaSalle, 
Chicago, and Davenport. E. K. Scheiter 
drove to Detroit and Maurice Jones drove 
around near Decatur in a brand new car. 
Mildred Hodgins and John Warren went 
with a camping party into Wisconsi 
Javais Cochran went to Missouri to vis 
Margaret Hebert went to Colorado aud 
Marguerite Dooley went to Mattoon. 
Herbert Scholes went to Taylorville and 
Lither Hiser camped at Faries Park, 

  

    

  

More and more girls were having theic 
hair bobbed. Added to the list in August 
1923 were Grace Pearcy (now Bales) and 
Alice White (now Wahnsley). 

Me. and Mrs. Larry Yunker celebrated 
their second wedding anniversary with a 
party in the club house. 

  

Claude Fletcher went to the rescue of 
a woman who was almost drowning in 
Lake Decatur. He saved her Sife but two 
others in the party were drowned. 

Making Colonel Bagey Blush 
“How's your daughter's golf?” asked one 

grande dame of another. 
“She says she is going around in less and 

less every week.” 
“1 don't doubt that. I asked about her 

golf.”—Louisville Courier-Journal. 
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Mary Doran, laboratory office, fairty beams 
when anyone mentions the Doran teins, her 
wieces. Here they are shown with their 
mother, Mrs. P. J, Doran. They are Jeanne 
and Joanne, and are about four months oid 
now. Their mother, the former Antoinette 
Spaeth, gives much of the credit for thei 
healthy appearance to the Staley syrup that 
has been part of their daily diet. 

The McKee Eleanor Talks About 
The fact that Otto S. McKee is working 

in the kiln house may mean little to you 
until you learn that Mr. McKee is the 
Ott about whom Eleanor Miller, purchas- 
ing office, talks so much. 

Maric Yonker is a recent addition to 
the accounting department. 

Allan Fuller, research, took his family 
for a motor trip to Maine late in August. 

Tough Luck 
‘Never go to law,” remarked the chap 

at the adj ng desk. “A friend of mine 
sued for an overcoat and lost his suit.” 

  

    Jones: “I’m worried: 
wife is down-town.” 
Brown: “Oh, she'll probably step inside 

some store.” 
Jones: “That's just it.” 

it’s raining and my 

[ra] 

CALIFORNIA VACATION 
Harry Reavis, our west coast represent- 

ative, and Mrs. Reavis are making all their 
Ilingis friends envieus by writing of the 
wonderful vacation they recently enjoyed. 
They spent two weeks on Balboa Island, 
California, where the heach, according to. 
Harry, is beyond description. 

H. V. Tupper, our Los Angeles broker, 
immer home on this beach and he 

and E. D. Baker, who was there at the 
same time, did their best to give the Reavis 
(amily a good time. There was tots of 
swimming and sailing, and one of the big 
thrills was deep sea fishing in a real fishing 
boat. In writing about the vacation Harry 
forgot just one thing—to include some 
pictures of the big fish he caught (if any). 

  

  

  

Margaret Hebert Mennel, sales, and 
Lucile Schutz, manufacturing office, were 
among the Decatur people who went to 

St. Louis iate in August to attend Munici- 

pal opera. 

M. M. Durkee, oil refinery, left the middle 
of August fora vacation motor trip through 
northern Wisconsin. 

The Unspeakables 
Mrs. Withers had been to the talking 

pictures for the first time. 
“Ow did yer like it, Nell?" asked her 

friend. 
‘All right enough, but to tell ver the 

truth, I'd rather aye been to one of the old 
unspeakable ones.” 

The Hoosier Motorist says, “Punetuate 
this, and it will not sound so crazy: 
“A funny little man told this to me 

fell in a snowdrift in June said be 
went to a ball game out in the sea 
saw a jellyfish float up in a tree 
found some gum in a cup of tea 
stirred my milk with a big brass key 
opened my door on my bended kuee 
beg your pardon for this said he 

But ‘tis true when told as it ought to be 
’Tis a puzzle in punctuation you sce.” 

“What did you do when your husband 
disapproved of your bathing-suit?” 

“Oh, I just laughed it off.” —Life. 
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WELCH-SHOBE 
Rosine Welch and Earl E, Shobe were 

married Thursday morning, Aug. 24 by 
Rev. Virgil Thompson, pastor of St. Panl’s 
Methodist church. ‘They were attended by 
Mildred Parmenter and John B. Nickey. 

Mrs. Shobe is the daughter of John 
Welch who for years has been a Staley 
mithwright. She was graduated last year 
from Decatur High school. The bride- 
groam is employed in 16 building. 

Everett Wright has been transferred to 
the mechanical engineering department. 

Kenneth Overfield is a new member of 

the office maintenance forces. 

Life's Chilliest Moment 

Experimenters are testing devices for 
cooling the atmosphere in dwelling houses. 
Have they tried the arrival of a big crowd 
of relatives along about dinner time when 
there is nothing in the house to eat?—Bos- 
ton Transcript. 

    

ated in    “Is it true that you were disapp 
love?” 

“Yes, the fellow accepted my first re- 
fusa! as final.” 

One of the girls was telling us that when 
she's good she’s very, very good, but when 
she's bad—she's better. 

  

We might call them the Three Californians. 

They look as if they tere ready to break into 
a song and routine. The gentleman on the left 

is E, D. Baker, while the one on the right is 

HV. Tupper, atso with the Baker Brokerage. 

And in the center, ladies aud gentlemen, is our 

own Harry Reavis, west coast representative 
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Mrs. Earl Shobe was Rosine Welch before 
her August marriage. 

Falk in Personnel Office 

Wilbert Falk is doing some extra clerical 
work in the personnel office. In between 
shifts he helps his brother in the filling sta~ 
tion they have been running, at the corner 
of Eldorado and 22nd streets. Their father, 
Otto Falk, is one of the old timers in the 

plant. 

Rubymae Kiely, auditing, spent the last 
week in August at the World's Fair in 
Chicago. 

Fleshings 
Old Lady (10 Tommy): “Surely your 

mother could find pieces of materia! more 
like your trousers when she patches them.” 
Tommy: “That ain't a patch; that's me.” 

A lady approached an Edinburgh sur- 
geon and asked him if he would perform 
an operation. 

“What for?” he inguired 
“Ob, anything you like. You see, I at- 

tend a lot af women’s bridge parties and, 
never having had an operation, I simple 
can’t take part in the conversation.”"—Lon- 
don Answers 

  

Fortune Teller (soulfully): Our spirits 
are in harmony. | can sense an aura about 

you. 
Patron: That ain't any aura, Lady; that’s 

hair tonic. 
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Insurance 
“Ot course he had no insnrance” 

—it is the common expression after 

an accident. [t seems particularly 

true of so many people who drive 

cars these days. Things we [eel we 
can get along without we are elimi- 
nating, but elimination of insurance 

seems poor economy. 
Insurance people say that the best 

salesman for their wares are the 

people who have figured in accidents 

of some sort, in which the man ¢ 

sponsible had no insurance, After 

some driver with no money and no 

insurance has practically ruined your 

car (and you) you begin to realize 

what a poor sport such people are. 

The poor sport class is-a bad one 

to be in, One way to keep out is 

to see that you can do your share 

if you cause trouble for the other 

fellow, 

    

Less Talk 
A man, or woman, I never 

is the one who is always telling how 
hard he works. The very fact that 

he has time to stand around and 

talk about it is good proof that he 

isn’t over-worked. If he really was 
a hard worker his actions would 

speak so loudly that his voice would 
not he needed. 

trust 

    

I have noticed that the men who 

accomplish the most during the day 
are the ones who make the least fuss 

about it. They may remark that th 

  

are busy, but they seldom go into 
detail ahout it, and they seldom toss 

things about or do much clattering 

as they work, Some of the busiest 

people about our offices are the sten- 

ographers, but they seldom stop 

work to tell us haw rushed they are. 

Obviously there are two good rea- 

sons why they don't. They would 

have to work longer to get through 

if they did, and they would soon be 

snowed under and unnec ry om 

the job if such a thing happened 

too often. They just work about 
quietly, and at the end of the day 
have the satisfaction of knowing 

that they have cleared away a lot 

of work. 
It might be a good thing for some 

workers to give more time and 
thought to the work in hand and | 

to impressing the public with their 
great responsibility. As a tule if 

you have a responsible position and 

All it well, the world in general, 

and your boss in par ticular, will soon 

find it out. Much as we may feel 

the world against us, there are not 

a lot of really unappreciated people 

in the world. 

   

  

    

  

Take Care of Yourself 

“Take care of yourself,” is grand 
advice. 

Lf everybody would take care of 
himself, we wouldn't need any poor 

  

houses, breadlines, jails or bank- 

Tuptey courts, 
Do you take care of your        

being so diligent in your wor 

you will be the first to be hired and 

the last to be fired? Do you behave 

yourself so that neither the neighbors 
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nor the police may complain of your 
conduct? Do you save a little money, 

so that in hard times you may have 
a reserve from which to draw? 

Many good people wreck their 
lives by too much worry and atten- 
tion to the troubles of others. What 
earthly good does it do the average 
man to excite himself about the high 
infant mortality rate in China? Let 
him nourish and train his own chil- 

dren to be healthy and industrious 
members of society. 

In every city there are hundreds 
of proprietors of businesses who 
are busily engaged in taking care 
of themselves. They are operating 
stores and factories, employing thou 

sands of people at good wages, and 
usefully serving tens of thousands of 
customers. They are in competition 
to see which can do the best job of 
taking care of himself. 

      

—Through The Meshes. 

% 

No Lesson 

The pity of our past three years’ 
experiences is that many of us have 
gained a false impression of moral 
and ethical values. 

People say, “What's the use,” of 
being thrifty, practicing high ethics, 
square dealing, serving customers the 
best we know how? Look where it 

got us. 
As a matter of fact it was not these 

fine old virtues that got us into the 
mesg; it was the lack of them. True, 
some of those who helped wreck 
what has been poetically called the 
economic structure have had the ap- 
pearance of possessing some or all of 
these virtues—but only the appear- 
ance. Four-square dealing with so- 
ciety is still the best policy. 

  

—The Imp. 
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"Constructive Loafing” 
It is most gratifying to born day- 

dreamers when nen whom the world 
has called successful, advocate loaf- 
ing. “Constructive loafing”—it might 

be called—and it is getting to be 
quite the thing. When you are a bit 
out of tune with your surroundings, 
when the task immediately at hand 
is not attractive, you can put it aside 

and sit in idle contemplation. 
Theoretically, of course, you are 

contemplating your task, inviting a 
favorable frame of mind for taking it 

up. Actually you may be trying to 
solve that murder mystery you are 
reading, or planning your next fish- 
ing trip. The important point is to 
look contemplative—rather as if you 
were weighing a mighty question. 

It really isn’t such a bad practice, 
either, providing, of course, that the 
habit of “constructive loafing” 
doesn’t become so fixed that it is a 
permanent condition. A little loafing 
now and then, an oceasional just 
sitting, clears up lots of questions 
much more quickly than hours of 
wearing discussion and planning. 

  

  

  

    

For a Lingering Death 

Always drive fast out of alleys. 
Always pass the car ahead on 

curves or hills. 
Always speed. It shows people 

you itre a person of pep. 
Always dash ont from parked cars 

in the middle of the block. 
\lways demand half the road, the 

middle half. Insist on your rights. 
Always cross the street once you 

have started, whether there is a car 

coming or not. 
Always race with locomatives ta 

crogsings. Engineers like it. It breaks 

the monatony of their job, 
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Howard Winings, trafic, aud his family saw motortains aud ocean, as well us 

some good tall corn on their vacation trip. They matored to California. The 

fall corn was grown in California by a former cornbelt farmer wha wants the 

middle west to see what the west coast ean do 

SISTER HERE 

J. M. Lindsey, our building supet ntend- 

ent, took his vacation late in August while 

his sister, Mrs. Raymend Hill, of Seattle. 

Wash., was in Illinois. Mrs. Hill, a former 

Decatur girl, stopped on her return trip 
home from France, where she had been 
sent by the government with a party of 

yornen who had sons and husbands buried 

in France. Her husband was killed in 

action during the war and was buried over~ 

seas 
While Mrs, Hill was in [linois she and 

her brother and a sister in Peoria had their 

      

first reunion in twenty-seven years. The 

family also made a trip to the World's 
Fair together while she was here. 

  

  

Al Lukey, traffic, went to Chicago jor 
part of his vacation in August. 

Mrs. Walter Kent, personne! office, spent 

a week end in August at the Fair. 

H. L. Chastain, engineers, spent a week 

ond in August at the World's Fair. 
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H. H. HUMPHREY 
HH. Ilumphrey died in St Mary's 

hospital Aug. 18 after an illness of some 
time, He had been employed at the plant 
since 1919, and was well known 1a most 
of the plant employes. His nickname about 
the plant was “Skeeter” and to many he 
was known by no other name. He had 
been in jailing health for some time. but 
had not been forced to give up his work 
until a few weeks before his death. 

He was born in Indiana in 1885, but the 
iamily moved to [linois when he was a 
small boy. Since a small boy he had been 
a member of the United Brethren church, 
He was also a member of the Odd Fellows 
and the Encampment. ‘Twenty-two years 
ayo he was married to Florence Hopewell, 
who died in 1929. 

Mr. Humphrey leaves one daughter, 
Maxaline, of Decatur, two brothers, and his 
grandmother. 

  

    

We wish to thank the Staley Fellowship 
club and all Staley iriends for the beautiful 
Nowers and comforting expressions of 
ympathy, They will always be remem 
yered with deep gratitude 

Mrs. John Buechler and children. 

  

  

  

Eleanor Miller, purchasing, not only saw 
the World's Fair but most of Chicago and 
surrounding country in the two days that 
she was in the big city in August 

  

We wish to thank the Staley Fellowship 
club and other Staley friends for their kind- 
ness at the time of the death of our baby. 

Mr. and Mrs. James Carter. 

Inherited 
“Isn't this antique furniture gorgeous? [ 

wonder where Mrs. Batts got that huge old 
chest? 

“Well, they tell me her mother was the 
same way."—Purple Parrot. 

   

A recent convert in a colored church 
was very anxious 10 prove his piety and 
he went to the preacher and told him sa. 
The preacher then asked: “What do you 
want to do?” 

The convert replied: “Ah is ready to 
do anything de Lord asks of me so long 
as it's honorable.” 
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This picture of Mr. Humphrey was taken 

in the plaut late last winter. 

TRIP TO OZARKS 
D. E. Buzzard lett the print shop for 

two weeks in August while he and his 
wife and daughter, Florene, motored to 
the Ozarks and the western part of Mis- 
souri. They bad a delightfol trip, visiting 
many points of interest. A fitting climax 
was a baseball game in St. Louis, with 
Babe Ruth as the star attraction. 

Who Wouldn't Be? 

John Barker, the town marshal of Har- 
risonville, Kan., avers that he overheard 
the joliowing conversation between two 
little girls who are not eld enough to go 
to school: 
“What makes a horse act naughty when 

he sees an auto?” one asked. 
“I's this way.” replied the other. 

“Horses is used to seein’ other horses 
pullin’ rigs, an’ they don’t know what to 
think of 'em goin’ along without a horse. 
1 guess if you was to see a pair of trousers 
walkin’ down the road without a man in 
‘em, you'd be seared, too." 

  

It's never been di 
who live beyond 
money, 

  

covered where people 
their income get the 
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Bart Wilson, left, will make no more hatf 

way arrangements for going te ball games 
He promised two of his friends baseball 

tickets if they could furnish the conveyance 

to the game. They did. It was a garbage 

wagon! But Bart was game and went in th. 

GETS A MUSKIE 

Al Crabb came back from a fishing trip 

in Canada in August, and after much urg- 

ing told that he did Janda muskie. He spent 

his entire vacation at Lake of the Woods, 

where fishing is perfect, and from the tales 

he tells his vacation was a success. He 

said the big fish put up auite a fight and 

he almost landed in the water before it 
was over, but after viewing his catch he 

decided it was worth the trouble. 

  
An aged couple had been sitting in 

of the fire a long time without speaking. 

At length the husband inquired: “What 

were you thinking?” 
The wife replied: “I was just thinking 

how long we had lived together and that it 
couldn't go on forever like this and the 

time will soon come when one of us will 

have to go.” 
“Yes,” assented the old man, “but it’s no 

use to worry about that now.” 
“No,” was the reply, "but I was just 

thinking that when it does happen I would 
like to go to California to live.” 

‘ont 

She: Being in love is just wonderful, 
isnt’ it? Does everyone that’s in love feel 
the thrill we do? 

He: Ob, yes, of course they do. 
She: Do they, really? Well, it’s alto- 

gether too nice for the common people. 

[26] 

IN PRINT SHOP 

Emma Scharnett, who has recently been 

added to the print shop forces is the 

daughter of Otto Scharnetzki for many 

years a Staley employe. Until ill health 

made it necessary for him to retire he was 

employed in the mill house Miss Schar- 

nett comes to the Staley company from a 

downtown printing shop. 

Frank Shaw and Raymond Van Gundy 

have recently been added to the list of Karl 

Simroth’s gardeners. 

Bud Bresnan (officially B. J.) is now 
with the millwrights 

Glenn Smith (Smitty to us) is learning to 
be a millwright under the tutelage of 

Frank Moore. 

Bill Qoton is back to work again in the 

feed house after a long illness. 

They were comparing ideas about foreign 
cities, and one man said: “London is the 
foggiest place in the wortd.” 

“Oh, no,” said the other, “I've been in 
jougier places than London.” 
“Where was that?” asked his friend. 
“T don’t know where it was,” came the 

reply. “It was too foggy.” 

  

  

“When the judge ruled that Bjones had 
to pay alimony, how did he feel about it?” 

“Chagrined.” 
“And how did his wife fee! about it?” 
“She grinned. 

  

Robert Rov Spicer, 3, decided to take his 

young sister jor a ride. Sister, Phyllis Irene, 
Zwas a year old Aug. 19. Their father, Phil 
Spicer, works at Elevator C. 
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CARSELL-FENTON 
Virginia. M. Carsell and Willian R. 

Fenton were marcied in their new home 
Saturday afternoon, Aug. 19, at 5 o'clock. 
Rey. Verne Oglesby, pastor of the East 
Park Baptist church, read the ceremony. 
The attendants were Mr. and Mrs. Edwin 
Berry, The bride wore a frock of light 
blue crepe and carried bronze roses and 
delphinium while her matron of honor wore 
crepe of a darker shade and carried pink 
roses 

Following the ceremony a wedding din 
ner was served in the home of the bride's 
brother-in-law and sister, Mr. and Mrs. 
G. C. Hackman. Guests at the ceremony 
and the dinner included the bride’s parents, 
Mr. and Mrs. Hugh Carsell, oi Moweaqua, 
the bridegroom’s parents, Mr. and Mrs. 
William Fenton of Decatur, and other 
relatives. 

The young people are making their home 
in an apartment at 238 South Union street. 
Mr. Fenton has been employed in our ac- 
counting department for several years. 

    

George Walker, sales, took a week of 
his vacation in August. He says that since 
he and Mrs. Walker are fortunate enough 
to have a lot of country relatives near De- 
catur, they spent most of the time visiting. 

Helen Newman is a new stenographer 
in the sales department. 

Tectful Tot 
Minister (calling): “And what does your 

mother do for you when you've been a 
good girl?” 

Margery: “She lets me stay home from 
church.”—Boston Transcript. 

  

The policeman’s son was learning music. 
“How many beats are there to the bar in 

this piece of music, dad?” 
“Faney asking a policeman a question 

like that,” said the boy’s mother. “If you 
asked your daddy how many bars there 
were to the beat he might have been able 
to tell you!” 

Rert: “I shot the tiger in India. It was 
a case of me or the tiger.” 

Gert: “Well, the tiger certainly makes 
the better rug.” 
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Mr. and Mrs. William Fenton were married 
in their new home. 

DANCES IN CHICAGO 
Murl Schull, packing house office, was 

one of a group of Decatur dancers who 
gave several programs in Chicago for a 
week in August. Under the management 
of Grace Bowman Jenkins they danced at 
the Floating Theater at the World's Fair 
and another evening in the Joseph Urban 
Room at the Congress hotel. Vincent 
Lopez arranged the Congress program. 

At the Fair 
Uncle Eli and Aunt Jecusha managed to 

sell § cows and get money enough to take 
them to the Chicago Fair. They were de- 
termined to be there on the opening day. 
There was, of course, a terrific crowd whea 
they got off the bus at the entrance gates. 

Uncle Eli had insisted on taking a heavy 
basket of funch along so they would not 
have to pay those “city” prices for what 
they ate. Aunt Jerusha had been carrying 
it. When they arrived at the gates, Uncle 
Eli turned to his wife and said, “Jerusha, 
you better let me carry the lunch basket— 
we might get separated in the crowd.” 

  

Minister: “Now, Macpherson, why dow’t 
you fight azainst your longing for drink? 
When you are tenipted, think of your wife 
at home.” 

Macpherson (thoughtfully): “When the 
thirst is upon me, I am absolutely devoid 
of fear.”—Tit-Bits. 
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Newell Shriver, yards, is now what might 
be called a goggle fan. Wearing them when 
chipping cement has always been part of the 

job int since they saved him an eye injury and 
maybe blindness one day recently, you couldn't 
get him to look at cement without them on. A 

Piece af cement hit his goggles and cracked 
the glass but could not break it—and Newell 

still has two good eyes. 

  

BACK AGAIN 

Several familiar faces are appearing in 
the engineering department again. Among 
them are Paul Stevens, Joe Thompson. 
Edwin Falk and Merwin Armentrout. All 
oi the boys have worked in that department 
before, Evidently they like it too, for 
when they start out in the Ford truck, 
dedicated to their use, they sing so lustily 
that the general public thinks it is equipped 
with a radio. 

  

Magistrate (to woman involved in matri- 
monial dispute): Did you and your husband 
quarrel on Friday night? 

Wite: And the uext day pay day! Cer- 
tainly not! 

Kid Brother: “Is it vi 
said—that you're a self-made mani 

Suitor: “Yes, uty boy; but what makes 
you ask?” 

Kid Brother: “I was just wondering what 
made you give yourseli such a iunny face.” 

cht what my sister 

    

GIRLS' BOWLING PLANS 

The announcement that there were not 
cnough women in the Staley organization 
interested in bowling to organize a league 
caused much grief this fall, Later the day 
was saved when two leams were organized 
and put into the Women's City League. 
The City League is made up of eight 
strong teams from various business tirms 
abont the city, and by the end of the season 
most of the teams have rolled up ¢x- 
tremely good averages. The two Staley 

teams are entering the League with aver- 
ages of 8(8 and 809, 

One team is made np of Gertrude 
Hebert, Augusta Walter, Frances Hines, 
Jean Ball, Eve Leaser and Margaret Met 
nel, On the other team are Vivian Pierce, 
Javais Cochran, Helen Harder. Bernice 

Martin, Faye Brausen and Nita Wisher. 
Gertrnde and Vivian will captain the 
teams. 

The League bowls on Tuesday nights 
at 6:15 in Hill's Bowling alley. So far the 
Staley girls have selected no names for 
their teams but probably they will be given 
names of some of our products. The cap- 
tains are Gertrude Hebert and Vivian 

Vierce. 

  

‘An Jrishman, an Englishman and a 
Scotchman were out of work. They trav- 
eled together in search of employment and 
came to a farmer's bouse and applied. Che 
farmer said whoever could tell the biggest 
lie could have the jab. The Englishman 
said he went to the North Pole in a tub 
The Scotchman said he swam to the South 
Pole. The farmer then asked Pat: 

“\Vell, Pat, what's your lie?” 
“Begorra, sir,” said Pat, “I believe these 

lads.” Pat got the job. 

    

Miss Flat: | would thank you not to go 

around slanming my looks, when the fact 
is my face is my fortune. 

Miss Sharp: I didn't slam you. All I said 

wag that if your face was your fortune as 
vou said it was, you ought to be arrested 

for passing counterfeit money. 

    

[rate Business Man: You book agents 
make me so mad with your confounded 

nerve and impndence that [ just can’t find 
words to express my feelings. 

‘Agent: Then I’m the very man you need. 
I'm selling dictionaries. 
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BOWLING PLANS 
By the middle of September, at least one 

Staley bowling league will have started it’s 
winter activities, The Major League has 

ns made and is looking forward to a big 
winter. As usual this league will have 
iwelve teams in the held and will take over 
Hill's Alleys each Wednesday night irom 
7 until 11. Harry Lichtenberger is presi- 
dent of the league and Bus Woodworth is 
secretary. 

The minor league is not as definite about 
it’s plans but probably it will get under 
way later in the month. This league is 
made up of six teams. [rwin Cox is presi- 
dent and Howard \Winings is secretary. 

ast year this league bowled on Thursday 
nights. 

The laboratory league is still not or- 
ganized. Last year it flourished with four 
teams and a lot of fun and noise, but this 
year plans are indefinite and it may not 
be reorganized. Most of the men in that 
league bowled in one of the other Staley 
groups. 

   

        

Leaving a fashionable seaside hotel, a 
weathy but niggardly man was surrounded 
by servants, all expecting tips. 

Getting past this batch he stepped into 
a waiting car, the door of which was held 
by the honse-porter, who thrust out his 
palm. 

You're not going to forget me, sir? 
jwired, anxiously. 

The departing guest grasped the out- 
stretched hand and shook it. 

“No,” he said, in a voice charged with 
emotion. “VI weite to you.” 

  

  

he 

  

You can't get a picture of Jackie Hasenfietd 
unless you get a picture of her dag too. fackie 
is the daughter of Delmar Hasenfield, of the 
able house. 

SEPTEMBER, 1933 

  

Delmar Hasenfield, table house, goes out 
and catches this three-pound catfish, and his 
daughter, Unis, holds tt up for all te admire. 

PENNSYLVANIA VISITORS 
tors at the plant and office in August 

included a party from Peunsytvania. The 
party included Mr. and Mrs. L. Van Ant- 
werp and their three sons and the wife of 
one of the sons. They were en route from 
their home in Wilhamsport to Chicago to 
attend the Fai Mr. Van Antwerp, Sr. is 
with the Armour Leather company. 

    

Henry Dubes, night superintendent, and 
Mrs. Dubes, spent their vacation by motor- 
ing to Colorado. 

Pick: So your wife chased you into a 
closet when you got home the other night 
so late from the Owl Club? 

Peck: I'll say she did. 
Pick: What did you do? 
Peck: [ locked myself in—and she com- 

manded me to come out. 
Pick: Did you do i1? 
Peck: You can just bet I didn’t. Ain't T 

the boss in my own house? 

Small Brother: Mr. Golden, are you a 
baseball player? 

Mr. Golden: No, Willie, Pri nat. T know 
very lite about the gamue. 

Wille: Then why did Sis tell Ma that 
you were such a good catch? 
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Reverty Ann Augustine is a slick little 

platinen blonde, who reserves her special 

Smiles for her dad—EBric. She is six years old. 

Hter father is an oiler, working for Leonard 

Smith. 

SHIRLEY JEAN CARTER 

Shirley Jean Carter died in the family 

home Aug. 7. She was born Aug. 5. She 

was the daughter of Mr. and Mrs. James 

Carter, her father being ae of the night 

cleaning staf in the office building 

When Howard File came hack from 

Michigan he dido’t say a vord about the 

fish that got away. He varied the prograi 

by telling about, the big one the other 

fellow caught 

  

Double Duty Overcoat 

Jones (purchasing a mew overcoat): 

“But I can't wear this, It’s three sizes 

too big.” 
Mrs. Jones: “Remember, dear, it has to 

yo over the radiator of the car iu cold 

weather. That’s what we have to consider 

  

“Where's you get the black eye?” 
“Oh, I got into an argument with a wise 

guy about driving in traffic.” 
“Why didn't you call a traffic eop?” 
“He was a traffic cop.” 

Him: “My treasure!” 
Her: “My treasury !”—Philadelphia Eve- 

ning Bulletin. 

[30] 

TENNIS ACTIVITIES 

Dr. Pau! Shildneck surprised no one 

when he won the singles tournament which 

ended in August. He won this title by de- 

feating Doxie in the finals. Doxie defeated 

Art Harris and then Lowell Gill to reach 

that position, while Shildueck defeated 

Guy Goodwin and Charley Dietz, In the 

consolation bracket, John Rodger was wine 

ner in the finals, winning from Lynn Davis. 

Davis reached the finals by defeating Clark 

Gide!, and Rodger had reached that point 

by defeating Bud Bresnan. 
Others entered in the singles tour nament 

were Harry Lichtenberger, Jack Hufnagle, 

Henry Scherer, Bill Bishop, Al Lukey, 

Mac McFadden, and Marion Bergandine. 

Later in August a doubles tournament 

was started which will be finished some- 

time in September. It is a highly compli- 

cated tournament in whieh each pair plays 

each other pair entered, and a C.P.A. finally 

announces the winner. Officially it is 

known as a Round Robin tournament. 

Pairings in this tournament are—Shild- 

neck and Hufnagle, West and Lichten- 

berger, Doxie and Harris, Bishop and 

Gidel, Gill and Scherer, G. Goodwin and 

Davis, Rodger and Dale, Gray and Mc- 

Fadden. 

Marie Robinson, who has been on the 
messenger force, has been transferred to 
the accounting department. 

Arthur French, research laboratory, 

spent two weeks in August on a motor trip 

through the north. 

Nothing Left to Do 
“Uncle, did God make Santa Claus?” 
"Yes." 
“Did He make the whole world?” 
“Yes, it is so recorded.” 
“In six days?” 
“Yes, my boy.” 
“And it’s all done and finished, Unel 
“Yes.” 
“Well, Uncle, what business 

now?” 

  

is God in 

  

‘A man usually enters a speakeasy op- 

timistically,” comments a reformer. “And 

comes out misty optically.” — Passing 
Show. 
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CAN YOU BEAT THIS? 
For fifteen years Claude Fletcher, ma 

chinist foreman, has held all speed records 
at the plant. In 1918 Claude drove from 
Decatur to Indianapotis in 65 minutes (he 
says). This summer a contender for the 
honors appeared when Lynn Davis ac- 
quired one of the new fast little Fords. 
Lynn had considerable to say to Claude, 
and others, ahaut the speed possibilities 
of his car and hinted in his not-so-subtle 
manner that Claude’s speed crown was 
slipping. 

But whatever Claude may have thought 
he acted somewhat in the manner of the 
well known fox. He announced that per- 
haps Lynn's car could break his record. 
Anyway he wanted Lynn to try it, and he 
proposed to go along on the trial trip. 
So—the boys embarked, the engine whirred 

nd they were off. At the end of 32 minutes 
they were in Springfield and Claude was 
putting in a long distance call for his wife 
in Decatur. 

A little later—a very little later—Claude 
opened the door of his lake-side cottage in 
Decatur just as his wife taking the 
telephone off the hook. 

“Central says Springfield is calling me,” 
she announced. 

“Don’t bother,” says Claude. “I put in 
the call, but I'm here now so I can tell 
you all about it” 
SO—where does the speed crown now 

belong? Also who gets that trophy Jim 
Galloway gave Bill Morrison several years 
ago for heing the plant’s teller of tallest 
stories? 

      

Not Se Good 
“Your name,” said the officer at the 

station. 
“Sam Jones,” replied the army trom- 

bonist. 

  

“Your rank,” said the officer. 
“T know it,” sighed Sam. 

There’s a bright side to everything, 
But it gives no joy or fun 

To see the shine upon the suit 
We've worn since 731. 

—Boston Transcript. 

  

“T've been a soldier in every part of the 
world and never received a scratch.” 
“What is this power you have over 

svomen?”—Reserve Red Cat. 
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One picnic day, several years ago, these 
three maidens fair were wuch in evidence, 
Pauline Wright Carter, left, now works in the 
packing house, aud Maggie Prell, right, is 
forewoman there. Margaret Moran Stout is 
no longer with the company. When this 
picture was taken, all three girls worked in 
the ay room, 

  

RETURNS FROM EUROPE 
Seal Burwell, fourteen year old son of 

T. C. Burwell, returned to Decatur the last 
of August after the most glorious two 
months of his life. Accompanied by Harry 
Bloomquist, four years his senior, Seal 
spent most of the summer touring Europe. 
The boys sailed from a southern port, but 
returned the northern route, touching New- 
foundland. When they docked at Balti- 
more, Harry Bloomquist’s parents met 
them and the boys had a grand finish to 
their jaunt in the form of a motor trip 
through some of the inost interesting parts 
of the east. 

     

  

The More the Merrier 

A very High Church missionary—a good 
and devoted soul—was sent out to the 
Adirondacks, where most of the people 
had grown up Baptists. An old man of 
that persuasion died, and his family wanted 
him buried from the church. The mission- 
ary, uncertain whether he might use the 
church for an unconfirmed sectarian, tele- 
graphed to the bishop, asking what he 
should do. Back came the cordial answer: 
“Bury all the Baptists possible.” —Bindery 
Talk. 

“I hear that dear old Fred has married 
his former wife’s sister, I thought he was 
keener on Jennie.” 

“Tie was, but he didn’t want to go to the 
trouble of getting used to another mother- 
in-law.” 
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C. A. Moore, Texas buik salesman, is the genflemaw in white ut the 

left. This group was snapped while Mv. Moore and luis fausily were 

with some other friends were about the Saturnia, Hatian finer, in the 

New York harbor. The Moore's spent their vacation in New York 

‘and had a glorious time. Mrs. Voore is shown at the right with her 

som, Clifiord A. Jr., and Ann Clair standing on either side of her. 
The high point in the trip for C 
ringside seat he had af the Sharkey 

"IE | WERE TWENTY-ONE" 

That unusually masterful poem on page 

two of this month’s Journal is being run 

anonymously at the request of the author 

Aside irom it's true literary value the 

poem is given a place of prominence in the 

Journal because the author took Mr. 

Staley, Sr. as the subject. His life-long 

battle against great odds and his refusal to 

admit defeat at any turn seemed to the 

author to make him a most fitting model 

for such verses. 

Happy Slaw says these garden failures 

this year are tough on fathers who have 

football players in the family. His Joe, 

a member of the Roosevelt Junior High 
team, has already started training—which 

means his appetite is increasing in size. 

Paul Torre and Don Hansen, research, 

and their wives, spent the last week in 

‘August at a lake resort in Michigan. 

(32) 

"a, Sr, was the $60.00 complimentary 
fight. 

Wayne Michels Visit Fair 

Wayne Michel, mechanical superintend- 

ent's office, took one week of his vacation 

in August. Most of the time he and Mrs. 

Michel spent at the Fair in Chicago, but 

probably they managed to get in 2 few 
games of golf too. 

Lisle Brown, laboratory, took his va- 

cation late in August. 

Marie Willis is transferred from mes- 

senger service to the sales clerical force. 

New messengers in the office are Marion 

Skelly, Dorothy Anderson, Audrey Wood 

and Sue Voelker. 

Ned Bowers is our new postal clerk. 
Formerly Ned was a messenger in the 
office building. 

Wayne Gray is back with the company 
again, in the mailing and messenger de- 
partment. 
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"GOT NO SHOES” 
If it is true that “all God's chillun got 

shoes,” then John Warren, in onr Chicago 
office, belongs to that gentleman who 
reigus below. To be sure John did have 
shoes-—as late as the morning of the day 
in question he leit his home on the South 
Side well shod in new boots. But the day 
was long and hot and some place between 
his office north of the Loop, and his hame, 
decidedly south of that husy district, John 
and tis shoes became separated. 

To cut ont all agony of suspense, we 
will simply say that John got home bet 
his shaes didn’t. Never given much to 
conversation, our friend has said little 
about the matter. He remarked, rather 
vaguely, that a shoe pinched—but other- 
wise the fate of the shoes is not known 
The only definite thing about the whole 
affair is that, John who left home in shoes 
in the morning, returned home in the eve- 
ning without them, Is just one of life’s 
little mysteries. 

    

  

    

When he saw in the paper that Sally 
Rand was completing her contract at the 
World's Fair in Angust, Jack Huinagle 
remarked, “Another reason I’m glad I took 
iny vacation in July.” 

Carl Oakes, machinist, went to Ports- 
mouth, Ohio, late in June, called there by 
the death of his brother, Roy Oakes. 

Jane Cloyd no longer runs a messenger 
route about the olfice. She is reliei tele- 
phone operator and also works in the finan 
cial department 

   

    

Have you noticed that happy grin on the 
face of 1#. B. Moutray, as he goes about his 
work at the refinery? Weil, here is the reason: 
Smail, four mouths old Jean Carrell Moutray. 
his granddaughter, is his big moment. Her 
father, Clarence, is en the extra board. 
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C. B. Cooper, aur bulk division broker in 
Houston, says this is what they call a fair 
catch in Texas. They were caught in Don 
Martin lake, near Monterey, Mexico, where 

fish are plentiful, and, according to Mr. 
Cooper, the country ix Paradise itself. These 
black bass are part of the fifty his party kept 
ont of the four hundred canght 

    

Henry's Amours 
Henry Scherer was so anxious to find 

ont the status of his girl's affections that 
he couldn't wait to find a daisy to pluck. 
He took a sunflower that Gertrude Seher- 
barth had brought to decorate the plant 
cafeteria and plucked the petals one by one, 

While Lucile May took a week’s vacation 
in August Zola Cade took her place as 
nurse in our First Aid hospital 

Shocking Politeness 
“How did you knock him 

  

Motorist: “I didn’t. I pulled up to let 
hin go across—and he fainted.”—Passing 
Show (London). 

  

  

Mr, Slowboy: [Jove you more than I can 
tell you, Angelina 

Angelina: How about let 
diamond solitaire do the talking? 

   

What has becomes of those old-fashioned 
speakeasies that were so hard to get into? 
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Always the Same 

As I walked among the paths this morn- 

ing, plucking flowers, [ found, in the yel- 

Tow heart of a lady-slipper, a little brown 

bee. My first impulse was to shake him 

out of his honeyed abode, but as I looked 

at his velvety body and sunlit rainbow 

wings a feeling of foolish tenderness surged 

over me. Perhaps there were baby bees at 

home that would starve if Papa bee did 

not bring hack honey; and how useful the 

little creature was, carrying the pollen from 

flower to flower—so I moved on, leaving 

him unmolested. But even as I turned 

away thinking these pure, sweet thoughts, 

the danined thing stung me.—E, M. Nelson 

in Smart Set. 

  

  

Father: “I won't have you standing at 

the door with that young mau of yours.” 

Daughter: “But I only stayed for a 

second.” 
Father: “Nonsense! 1 distinctly heard 

  

  

the third, fourth and fifth. '—Good Hard- 

ware. 

The difference between some men and 
mosquitocs is: Mosquitoes begin to bore 
when they are silent. 

[34] 

WAREHOUSE CHANGES 
foe Lahme, who has been in the ac- 

counting department, has been transferred 

to the warehouse. He will be in charge 

there, succeeding Percy Robinson who has 

heen teansferred to the store room. 

  

Safety First 
Contractor: “Don't you see that sign, 

‘No Work Today’ ?” 
Colored Applicant: “Yassah, das why 

ah applied!”—Typing Tips. 

Pat and Mike were detailed for scout 

duty overseas. The commanding officer 

ordered them to conceal themselves ina 

cow's hide and pretend to graze over to- 
ward the German trenches. Pat was given 

the front legs and Mike the hind legs. 

All went well until Pat-received a prod 

from his buddy. 

“Come on let's get out of here,” hissed 

Mi 
“What's the matter?” inguired Pat. 

“Matter!” snorted Mike. “Migawd, here 

comes a German with a milk pail!” 

   

Nurse: “I lost sight of the child, ma'am.” 
Ma'am: “Good gracious! Why didn’t 

yon speak to a policeman!” 
“T was speaking to one at the time, 

ma’am2?——American Mutual Magazine. 

  

“And you have had the same servant for 
two years?” 

Ves,” replied Mr. Crosslots. “She says 
she doesn’t believe in changing after she 
has gone to the trouble of teaching a family 
her ways.”—Washington Star. 

  

Wile: “When you came home last night 
you said you had been to the Grand with 
Mr. Jones. Now you say it was the Troc- 
adero. Why did you fie?” 

Husband: “When T came home L couldn’t 
say Trocadero!” 

Flapper Flo: “Teacher, Géorge Wash- 

ington must have bad a wonderful mem- 

ory.” 
Teacher: “Why so, Flora? 

Flo. “Cause, "most everywhere you go 

you see a monument erected to his mern- 
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On Time, Tommy 
Tommy Moran dashed down the drive- 

way and into the oflice building one morn- 
ing early in August, shedding coat and hat 
as he ran. He ducked into the basement 
door, streaked down the corridor—and at 
the elevator door came face to face with 
J.ouis Kossieck just coming to work 

“What's the hig rush?” questions Louis. 
“Why ask,” wheezes Tommy, “Man look 

at that clock.” 
They both looked. The ciock pointed 

to just 25 minutes after 6. Tommy was 
due at his desk on the next floor at 30 
minutes after 7. Yes, he got there on time. 

   

A First Family 
“My family can trace its ancestry back 

to William the Conqueror.” 
“Next you'll be telling me that they came 

over with Cohimbus.” 
Certainly not! My people had a boat 

of their own!"—Grit 

“What was the narrowest escape you 
ever had?” a gushing society dowager 
asked of a weather-beaten old army officer 
at a dinner dance in Washington, 

“Well, I've had many a close call in my 
time,” said the veteran, “but the luckiest 
escape I ever had was right after I gradu- 
ated from West Point. I had agreed to 
elope with a girl on a certain night—and 
she backed out because it was raining.” 
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Sound Asleep 
“Now, Robert,” said the teacher, dilat~ 

ing on the virtue of politeness, “if you were 
seated in a car, every seat of which was 
occupied, and a lady entered, what would 
you do?” 

“['d pretend I was asleep,” was the un- 
hesitating reply—Lafayette Lyre. 

The New Deal 

Bank Depositor: “Hello! 
come of the old cashier” 

New Cashier: “He's gone away.” 
Depositor: “For a rest, I suppose?” 
Cashier: “No, to avoid arrest.” 

What's he- 

  

    

A sailor began to brag about his “boss,” 
wha, he said used to be in the navy. 

“In the navy, was he?” said the man. 
“What was official capacity?” 

“Four or five quarts,” answered 
sailor. 

  

  

the 

“Oh, if ouly Mother Eve hadn't been so 
fond of apples—the world might have es- 
caped a lot of trouble.” 

“Eve wasn’t so fond of apples—but that 
was the only forbidden fruit.” 

“Buddy, if you had to enlist agaiu for 
overseas duty, what branch of the service 
wonld you go in?” 

“The peace delegation.” 
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After the Coin 

Tommy had swallowed a penny and his 
mother was alarmed. 

“Helen,” she cried to her sister in the 
next room, "send for a doctor; Tonimy has 
swallowed a penny.” 

‘The terrified boy looked up imploringly 
“No, mamma,” he interposed “send for 

the minister.” 
“The minister?” asked his mother in- 

credulously. “Why the minister?” 
“Because papa says he can get money 

out of anybody.” 

      

‘The two simplest souls in the village de- 

sired to marry. 
Tn order to help them the minister put 

in rather more instructions than usual. 
When they reached the middle of the 

service he whispered to the kneeling 
couple: “Follow me up the aisle,” and pro- 
ceeded to the altar. 

‘As he reached it he looked around. An 
astonishing sight met his gaze. The bride 
and bridegroom, with as much dignity as 

ible, were approaching on all-fonrs. 

  

Less Trouble 

Father: “Willie, were you quiet) at 

school today?" 
Willie: “I'l! say so! 1 went to sleep soon 

  

as | got there, and the teacher said she'd 

punish anyone who woke me up!” 

Polite Little Person 
in the wrong seat, sir.” 

Burly Individual (reassuringly) : “You've 
got nothing to be afraid of mister, so long 
as you don't try to move me.” 

I’m afraid you're 

    

Popular Masquerades, 
Rehold the pretty cotton plant 

With blossom white and full, 
They pick the downy stuff and lo 

They sell us suits of wool. 
  Spokane Review. 

Behold the humble alley cat, 
A thing for jests and knock: 

Around my fady’s neck his skin 
Ts changed to silver fox. 

—Macon Telegraph. 

   

  

Rehold the tiny baby steer, 
A cule, the awkward thing 

For him good money we will pay 
‘As chicken a la king. 

—Buffalo News. 

  

The preacher's stall son was being 
quizzed by an elderly visitor one day. 

“Does your father ever preach the same 
sermon twice?” he was asked. 

“Sure he does,” the small boy replied, 
“put he hollers in different places.” 

  

  

Sez You! 

“After all,” says a polit 

Hritain and America speak the same lan- 

guage.” 
Oh, yeah?—The Humorist (London). 

Sign in a small Ghetto restaurant in 
New York City: 

“Coffee three cents.” 
“Coffee, five cents, but coffe 

  

“Did you tell Mr. Bleinlich that he is 
the father of triplets?” 

No, he is still shaving.” 
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Junior Chooses a Career 

“My sou,” began his fond parent, “do 
you realize that you will soon be nine years 
old? Have you by any chance decided upon 
a career?” 

“What's a career, 
Junior. 

“T meant to ask if you have decided what 
you want to be when you grow up?” 

Junior pondered a moment, and then 
replied: “Yes, Daddy, I want to be an 
Indian.” 
“An Indian!” gasped his father, “Great 

Scott! Why do you want to he an Indian?” 
“Because,” the boy answered, earnestly, 

“when you're an Indian you don’t have to 
wash your face and hands, and nobody can 
tell if your neck’s dirty, and if you dow’t 
want to talk ta people you just grunt.” 

— Exchange. 

Daddy?” inquired 

A New York theatrical promoter adver- 
tised for a singer of Chinese songs iv an 

orchestral medley. There were plenty of 
applicants for the job. One of them, unmis- 
takably an Lrish lad, especially interested 

the theatre man who quizzed him. 
“But you aren't a Chinaman,” the theatre 

man protested. “Can you speak Chinese?” 
“Sure I can. Go ahead, ask me some- 

thing in Chinese.” 
It pays to know your stuff when you try 

to outwit an Irishman. 

Sure Hoodoo. 

“Animals do not know what it is to be 

superstitious,” declares a clergyman. But 

we have yet to hear of a mouse that will 
pass a white cat on the stairs on a Friday. 

—Humorist (Londan). 

Mrs. Flynn: “This neighborhood seems 
pretty noisy, Mrs. O’Brien.” 

Mrs. O'Brien: “Yis, the only time there’s 
any peace here is whin the trucks go by 
a? drown the noise.” 

  

Boy: “Mother, may I go out with the 
other boys and look at the comet?” 

Careful Mother: “Yes, Jimmy—but don’t 
go too close.” 

  

She: “Are yon smoking or swinuuing?” 
He: “Both—'til a wave hits me—then 1 

don't know what I'll be doing.” 
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ITS NEVER 
\N TH’ PAPERS 

The Great Siweck 
SoFT BALL PITCHER 

A Catostrophe 
Mr, D. went to the Club, leaving Mrs. 

D. entertaining a caller who was well 
known as a scandal-monger and mischief- 
maker. When he returned, he poked his 
head inta the drawing-room and said, with 
a sigh of relief: “That old cat’s gone, I 
suppose?" 

‘As he uttered the fast word, he encoun- 
tered the stony stare of the guest. For an 
instant there was a profound silence. Then 
his wife came to the reseue: “Oh, yes, 
dear,” she said. “I sent it to the cat's home 
in a basket this morning.” 

The Three R's 

A newly-made citizen asked = what 
Americans meant by “the three R's.” A 
wag told him that these three R’s followed 
us through life. At 25 it's Romance, at 
45 it’s Rent, and at 65 it's Rheumatism 

Captain (to foreigner applying for a job 
on board ship): “Have you ever been to 
sea before?” 

Applicant: “Were yer thinking [ came 
over from Ireland in a cab?” 

(371



Easy 
A passer-by stopped to wateh an old man 

in his garden weeding. 
“Which weeds do you 

easiest to kill?” he asked. 
“Widow's weeds,” answered the old man. 

“AIL you have to say is ‘wilt thou,’ and 
they wilt.” 

consider the 

A man was driving an old, dilapidated 
touring car through the city. His wife was 
sitting in the back seat. As he approached 
a busy crossing, a traffic officer held up his 
hand, but the car rolled right ahead with- 
out stopping until it had passed the traffic 
officer. The officer walked over to the car 
and said to the driver 

“Say, what’s the matter with you any- 
way? Let me see you try them brakes.” 

“Tvs na use, Officer—the brakes on this 
car ain't no good—they won't work.” 

“Oh, they won't, won't they? Let me 

see your license.” 
“License? I ain't got no license.” 
His wife in the back seat was very ner- 

vous. She saw that her husband was get- 
ting in deeper and deeper, and wanting to 
help him out, she said: 

“Officer, don’t you pay any attention to 

      

a word he says—he's drunk."—Boston 
Past. 

He Stayed offer Schoo! 
Teacher: “Johnny, I’m surprised! Do 

you know any more jokes like that?” 
Johnny: “Yes, teacher.” 
Teacher: “Well, stay after schoool.” 

  

Frish: “Going to do anything this alter 

noon, old man?” 
Frosh: “Well, I was thinking that if 

vou'd lend me your roadster, ten dollars. 
and your girl, ['d go for a ride.” 

  

Mr. Dollar (arriving at a dinner party 
with family}: “Please announce Mr. and 
Mrs. Dollar and daughter.” 

New Butler (announcing in loud voice}: 
“Three bucks.” 

Giant; “I hear the sword swallower is 
on a diet.” 

Dwarf: ‘Yes—he hasn’t eaten anything 
but pocket-knives for a month.” 

[38] 
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TOMATOES ONA SOUR MILK 

DET- 

in Defense 
Counsel for the defense and prosecution 

had finished their speeches. The crowded 
court awaited the judge's summing up. 

Presently he leaned forward and glared 
hard af the thickly set man in the dock. 

“Prisoner at the bar.” he said, “it bas 
been proved that you cutered the building 
on the tenth. You tore up a huge safe and 
lowered it out of the window to the ground. 
Furthermore, you tore the door of the back 
entrance to the building off its hinges. 
What is your answer to that?" 

‘The prisoner shrugged his shoulders. 
“Well, your lordship,” he returned, 

did it in a moment of weakness 

  

    

  

“Tot hat iss nize fit, aind't ir?” 

“Yes. But suppose my ears get tired?” 
Frisco Employes’ Magazine. 

  

Always 
Call 4901 

Helping to 
| REDUCE Cost 

We are glad to have been able, 
in hundreds of cases, to assist 
in reducing the burden of cost. 

J J MORAN & SONS   
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Life's Inequalities 
He was a good-natured Irishman, and 

was one of a number of men employed in 
crecting a new building. The owner of the 
building said to him one day: — 

"Pat, didn’t yon tell me that a brother of 
yours is a lawyer?” 

“Yis, sor,” replied Pat. 
“And yon a hod carrierl The good things 

of life are not equally divided are they?” 
“No, sor,” said Pat. “Poor fellow! My 

brother couldn't do this to save his loife!” 

    

The policeman’s son was learning music. 
“How many beats are there to the bar 

in this piece of music, Dad?” 
“Fancy asking a policeman a question 

like that,” said the boy’s mother. “If you 
asked your daddy how many bars there 
were to the heat, he might have been able 
to tell you.” 

A pretty girl fell overboard, and her 
lover, with her on the excursion, leaned 
over the side of the boat as she rose to the 
surface and cried, “Give me your hand!” 

“Please ask father,” she answered as 
she sank for the second time, 

Certain insuperable obstacles can easily 
prevent one’s obeying orders. 

Murphy, a new cavalry recruit, was 
given one of the worst horses in the troop. 
“Remember,” said the instructor, “no 

one is allowed to dismount without orders.” 
The horse bucked and Murphy went over 

his head. 
“Murphy,” yelled the instructor, “did 

you have orders to dismount?” 
“T did.” 
“From headquarters?” 
“No; from hindquarters.” 

Gentleman: “What would you do with a 
nickel if I gave you one?” 
Hobo (sarcastically): “Get a new suit, 

mister, an’ some supper, an’ a night’s 
losiging, an’ breakfast an’ dinner tomor- 
row.” 

Gentleman: “My good fellow, here's a 
quarter. Go and support yourself for the 
rest of your life.” 

Jones: “Now look here. It’s two weeks 
since I tent you my umbrella.” 

Strong: “Yes, but it has rained every day 
since I borrowed it.” 
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What the Country Needs? 
‘A man stepped up to a grocer’s cigar 

cotnter and bought two ten-cent cigars. 
A Scotsman who was waiting to be served 
pushed forward. 

“You sell those cigars three for a quarter, 
don’t you?” he asked. 

“Yes,” replied the grocer. 
“Well,” said the Scotsman, producing a 

nickel, “I'll take the other one.” 

Hunger Marcher; “How far is it to 
Washington?” 

Farmer: “Well, it’s about 60 miles as the 
crow flies.” 

Marcher: “Yes, but how far is it if the 
darned crow has to waik and carry a pack 
with him?” 
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Every day’s 

a grand day... 

  

in the Beech-Nut Home! 
There's plenty of pep for all the family in 
delicious, aourishing Beech-Nut Quality 
Foods! Try tbem—there's a flavorful 
Beech-Nut product for every occasion— 

e 
AT BREAKFAST 

Beech-Nut Sliced Bacon 
Beech-Nut Coffee 

FOR LUNCHEON 
Beech-Nut Tomato Juice 

Beech-Nut Pork and Beans 
Beech-Nut Carsup 

AFTERNOON TEA 
Beech-Nut Cream Crackers 

Beech-Nut Jellies 
BeechNue London Assortment 

AT DINNER 
Beech-Nut Cheese Walers 

Beech-Nut Tomato Juice Cocktail 
Beech-Nut Cooked Spaghetti 

Beech-Nut Chili Sauce 

FOR SUPPER 

Beech-Nut Appetizer 
Beech-Nut Butter Wafers 

ON PICNICS 
Beech-Nut Peanut Butter 

Beech-Nut Mustard Dressing 
Beecb-Nut Whole Wheat Grahams 

BETWEEN MEALS 

Beech-Nut Chewing Gum 
Beech-Nut Mints 

Beech-Nut Fraic Drops 
Beech-Nut Chocolate Drops 

Beech-Nut 
FOODS OF FINEST FLAVOR 
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HERE IS THE ONLY 

  

  

A Booklet 

es 

“The Art and 

Secrets of 

Chinese 

Cookery” 

FREE 

  
    
  

OF CHINESE FOODS— 
PACKED BY AMERICAN 
MEN AND METHODS 

The La Choy line of Chinese foods is 
complete—but not bulky. Every es- 
sential Vegetable and Sauce is in 
attractive containers of a size to suit 
your needs. 
You can buy a prepared La Choy 
Chop Suey or Chow Mein—all ready 
to heat-and-eat. It is made in our 
spotless kitchens and packed in en- 
amellined tins to preserve the full 
flavor and aroma. 
Should you prefer, it is easy to pre- 
pare plain Chop Suey or Chow Mein 
with La Choy Sprouts or extra fancy 
dishes with La Choy Mixed Vege- 
fables. An easy to follow recipe is 
printed on each label. 

LaChoy Food Products, Inc. 
Detroit, Michigan 

    

 



    

  

  

Kw OT ONLY MAKES DELI. 

~— CIOUS DESSERTS BUT 

IDEAL FOR EVERYDAY USE 7 

IN THICKENING GRAVIES, | 

SOUPS AND SAUCES. | 

      

STALEY SALES CORP. 
DECATUR, ILLINOIS 

 


