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Look for the New
Gingham Wrapper

d. Folks that know what is prefer
Oh Henry! —the candy made the
home-made way. Big, generous
rough-hewn •—'made of the very
things that come out of your own
home kitchen. Look for Oh Henry!
in the new gingham wrapper.
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There s a Good Reason for Insisting On

POLAR BUTTER
and

POLAR BUTTERMILK
They re Better

Usually Broke!
Lin—Have you noticed any change in

Fred since he got married?
Vic (dryly)—Xo—nor on him. either!

The Sheik
"The new patient in Ward B is very

good looking," said the nurse.
"Yes," agreed the matron, "but don't

wash his face. He's already had that
done by four nurses this morning."

Lillie Willie questioned his grandmother
with an appearance of great seriousness:
"Ain't Rotterdam the name of a city,
Gramma?" "Don't say 'ain't', Willie,"
the old lady corrected. "Yes, Rotterdam
is the name of a city; why?" "It ain't
swearin' to say it, is it, Gramma?" "Don't
say 'ain't', Willie. Xo it isn't swearing
to say Rotterdam: why?" "'Cause if sis-
ter keeps on eatin' so much candy she'll
Rotterdam head off."

Bock—What brand cigarettes do you
smoke ?

Jock—I dinna ken. I'm tae polite to
ask.

Ain't Opera Grand
The celebrated soprano was in the mid-

dle of her solo when little Johnny said
to his mother, referring to the conductor
of the orchestra:

"Why does this man hit at the woman
with his stick?"

"He is not hitting at her," replied the
mother. "Keep quiet."

"Well, then what is she hollerin' so
for?"—Pure Oil Xews.

Mrs. Ralph Bean arrived Tuesday to
spend two weeks with her daughter, Mrs.
Jack Griffin.

Mr. Jack Griffin left Tuesday for a two
weeks' pleasure trip to Chicago.

After a city man has spent a winter
in Florida and made a census of the oc-
cupations of the winter inhabi tants he
quits worrying about the plight of the
American farmer.

Little Ellsworth is a funny
And eccentric l i t t l e waif.

Swallowed all his sister's money—
Said he was "playing safe."

—Pure Oil News .
Patronize Our

Tit for Tat
Wife (looking up from her newspaper)

—It tells here about a man giving his wife
a $500 necklace. Nothing like that ever
happens to me.

Husband (looking up from his)—I was
just reading about a man giving his wife
a pair of black eyes. Nothing like that
ever happens to you, either.—Pattons
Monthly.

When Justice Winks
The magistrate bent stern brows on the

defendant .
"You are charged with exceeding the

speed limit last night," he exclaimed. "Are
you guilty or not guilty?"

"Well, you can decide for yourself,
Judge." replied the prisoner. "I was in
that car you passed just before they
pinched me."—American Legion Monthly.

Not Bad
A Londoner has coming out of the gate

after viewing his first baseball game, when
he was stopped by a newsboy. The
American Scoreboard had recorded that
both teams had made a run in the first
inning and hadn't scored since.

"Say, Mister, what's the score?" cried
the newsy.

"Really, I don't know," came the reply.
"But it was some place up in the millions
when I left."—Toronto Goblin.
Advertisers



WE WANT YOU TO TRY

BREAD
HOLSUM or KLEEN-MAID

(ROUND TOP) (TWIN LOAF)

and CONVINCE YOURSELF of ITS GOODNESS

The Appropriate Flower
"Mr. Florish." blabbed the great Bad-

zib, emotionally, "I been dr ink- in ' , been
in poker games two days an' now I gotta
go home and face m' wife . I want shome
flowers."

"A difficult situation," responded the
florist. "Still, some appropriate blossoms
may assuage the lady's wrath. What
would fit her general characteristics?
Roses? Daisies? The delicate jasmine
flower?"

"Gimme shome tiger lilies."

The professor had just finished an even-
ing talking on Sir Walter Scott and his
works, when a lady said: "Oh! Profes-
sor, I have so enjoyed your talk. Scott
is a great favorite of mine."

"Indeed," said the Professor, "What
one of his books do you like best."

"Oh," said the lady, "I haven't read
any of his books, but I am so fond of his
Emulsion—I've used a lot of that."

Men Only
"Hello, Perkins, where did you get that

black eye?"
"Oh, it was only a sweethearts' quar-

rel."
"Sweethearts' quarrel? Why, your girl

didn't give you that, did she?"
"No; it was her other sweetheart."

"Throw up your hands, I'm going to
shoot you."

"What for?"
"I always said if I ever met a man

homlier than I, I'd kill him."
"Am I homlier than you?"
"You certainly are."
"Well, then, go ahead and shoot."

Elimination
The train was approaching Bumville.

"Say," a passenger accosted his neighbor,
"do you know Bumvil le well?"

"Yes, sir. Very well. I come here
at least twice a year."

"What hotel would you recommend?"
"Try the Liberty Hotel."
"Do you always stop there?"
"Xd. but I've stopped at all the others."

—Know St. Louis.

He Swore
Village Constable to villager who has

been knocked down by p a > M n g motorist—
You didn't see the number, but could you
swear to the man?

Villager—I did, but I don't think he
'card me.

It Might at That
Celia—Wonder where Lottie gets all

her cute clothes?
Angeline—Goodness only knows.
Celia—I'll bet goodness has nothing to

do with it.

The stout man on the scales was eager-
ly watched by two small boys.

The man dropped in his cent, but the
machine was out of order and only reg-
istered 75 pounds.

"Good night, Bill," gasped one of the
youngsters in amazement, "he's hollow!"

Boy (accompanied by smaller boy)—I
want a tooth out, an' I don't want gas
'cos I'm in a 'urry."

Dentist—That's a brave young man!
Which tooth is it?

Boy—Show 'im yer tooth, Albert!

"How did you find Bil l?"
"Kasy, there was only one jail in town."

Patronize Our Advertisers
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Xurse—Professor, a boy has arrived.
Absent-minded Professor — Ask him

what he wants.



There is a solemn stillness in the half-
waked air

Above the quiet blanket of the street,
Where snow, soft and new fallen, lies to still
The early morning tread of pious feet.

There is a hush within the lofty church,
Y\, mingled with the incense and the

myrrh,
Stand serried flowers and waving candle-

flames,
And all combine within one's thoughts, and

blur.

Yet through the gathering mists, we seem
to see

The journey of those wise men—old and
mild,

(\\t were their thought?) brought by a
wondrous star,

To kneel in tribute deep—before a new-
born Child.

—Cobb.
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Christmas at Cratchits—
being Cuttings from a Christmas Carol

B" Charles Dickens

Marley was dead, to begin with. * * * * Scrooge and he were partners for I don't
know how many years. * * * * Scrooge never painted out Old Marley's name.
* * * * O h ! But he was a tight-fisted hand at the grindstone, Scrooge! a squeezing,

wrenching, grasping, scraping, clutching,
covetous, old sinner! * * * * He carried
his own low temperature always about
with him; he iced his office in the dog-
days; and didn't thaw it one degree at
Christmas. * * * *

Once upon a time—of all the good
days in the year, on Christmas Eve—Old
Scrooge sat busy in his counting-house.
It was cold, bleak, biting weather; foggy
withal. * * * * The door of Scrooge's
counting-house was open that he might
keep his eye upon his clerk, Bob Cratchit,
who, in a dismal little cell beyond, a sort
of tank, was copying letters. Scrooge had
a very small fire, but the clerk's fire was so
very much smaller that it looked like one
coal. But he couldn't replenish it for
Scrooge kept the coal box in his own
room; and so surely as the clerk came in
with the shovel, the master predicted that

it would be necessary for them to part. Wherefore the clerk put on his white com-
forter, and tried to warm himself at the candle; in which effort, not being a man of
strong imagination he failed. * * * *

At length the hour of shutting up the counting-house arrived. * * * *
"You'll want all day tomorrow, I suppose?" said Scrooge.
"If convenient, sir."
"It's not convenient and it's not fair," said Scrooge. * * * * "But I suppose you

must have the whole day. Be here all the earlier the next morning."
The clerk promised that he would; and Scrooge walked out with a growl. The

office was closed in a twinkling, and the clerk, with the long ends of his white com-
forter dangling below his waist (for he boasted no greatcoat) went down a slide on
Cornhill, at the end of a
lane of boys, twenty times,
in honour of its being
Christmas Eve, and then
ran home to Camden Town
as hard as he could pelt, to
play at blind-man's buff.
* * * *
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Then (on C h r i s t m a s

morning) up rose Mrs. Crat-
chit, Cratchit's wife, dressed
out but poorly in a twice-
turned gown, but brave in
ribbons, which are cheap and make a goodly show for sixpence; and she laid the cloth,
assisted by Belinda Cratchit, second of her daughters, also brave in ribbons; while
Master Peter Cratchit plunged a fork into the saucepan of potatoes, and getting the
corners of his monstrous shirt-collar (Bob's private property conferred upon his son
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and heir in honour of the claj') into his mouth, rejoiced to find himself so gallantly
attired, and yearned to show his linen in the fashionable parks. And now two smaller
Cratchits, boy and girl, came tearing in, screaming that outside the baker's, they had
smelled the goose, and known it for their own; and basking in luxurious thoughts of
sage and onion, these young Cratchits danced about the table, and exalted Master
Peter to the skies, while he (not proud, although his collars nearly choked him) blew
the fire, until the slow potatoes bubbling up, knocked loudly at the sauce-pan lid to
be let out and peeled.

"What has ever got your precious father, then?" said Mrs. Cratchit. "And your
brother, Tiny Tim! And Martha warn't as late last Christmas day by half an hour".

"Here's Martha , Mother", said a girl, appearing as she spoke.
"Here's Martha, Mother!" cried the two young Cratchits. "Hurrah! There's

such a goose, Martha!"
"Why, bless you heart alive, my dear, how late you are!" said Mrs. Cratchit, kiss-

ing her a dozen times, and taking off her shawl and bonnet for her with officious zeal.
"We'd a deal of work to finish up last night", replied the girl, "and had to clear

away this morning, Mother".
"Well! Never mind so long as you are come", said Mrs. Cratchit. "Sit ye down

before the fire, my dear, and have a warm. Lord bless ye".
"No, No! There's father coming",

cried the two young Cratchits, who
were everywhere at once. "Hide,
Martha, hide!"

So Martha hid herself, and in
came little Bob, the father, with at
least three feet of comforter exclusive
of the fringe hanging down before
him; and his threadbare clothes darned
up and brushed to look seasonable;
and Tiny Tim upon his shoulder. Alas
for Tiny Tim, he bore a little crutch,
and had his limbs supported by an iron
frame!

"Why, where's our Martha?",
cried Bob Cratchit, looking around.

"Not coming", said Mrs. Cratchit.
coming.' said Bob, with a

sudden declension in his high spirits; for he had been Tim's blood-horse all the way
from church, and had come home rampant. "Not coming upon Christmas Day?".

Martha didn't like to see him disappointed, if it were only in joke; so she came
out prematurely from behind the closet door, and ran into his arms, while the two
young Cratchits hustled Tiny Tim, and bore him off into the wash-house, that he might
hear the pudding singing in the copper.

"And how did little Tim behave?" asked Mrs. Cratchit, when she had rallied Bob
on his credulity, and Bob had hugged his daughter to his heart's content.

"As good as gold", said Bob, "and better. Somehow he gets thoughtful, sitting
by himself so much, and thinks the strangest things you ever heard. He told me.
coming home, that he hoped the people saw him in church, because he was a cripple,
and it might be pleasant to them to remember upon Christmas Day who made lame
beggars walk and blind men see".

Bob's voice was tremulous when he told them this, and trembled more when he-
said that Tiny Tim was growing strong and hearty.

His active l i t t le crutch was heard upon the floor, and back came Tiny Tim before
another word was spoken, escorted by his brother and sister to his stool beside the
fire; and while Bob, turning up his cuffs—as if, poor fellow, they were capable of being
made more shabby—compounded some hot mixture in a jug with gin and lemons, and
stirred it round and round, and put it on the hob to simmer; Master Peter and the
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two ubiquitous young Cratchits went to fetch the goose, with which they soon re-
turned in high procession.

Such a bustle ensued that you might have thought a goose the rarest of all birds;
a feathered phenomenon, to which a black swan was a matter of course—and in truth
it was something very like it in that house. Mrs. Cratchit made the gravy (ready
beforehand in a little saucepan) hissing hot; Master Peter mashed the potatoes with
incredible vigour; Miss Belinda sweetened up the apple-sauce; Martha dusted the hot
plates, Bob took Tiny Tim beside him in a tiny corner at the table; the two young
Cratchits set chairs for everybody, not forgetting themselves, and mounting guard
upon their posts, crammed spoons into their mouths, lest they should shriek for goose
before their turn came to be helped. At last the dishes were §et pn, and grace was
said. It was succeeded by a breathless pause, as Mrs. Cratchit, looking slowly all along
the carving knife prepared to plunge it in the breast; but when she did, and when the
long expected gush of stuffing issued forth, one murmur of delight arose all around
the board, and even Tiny Tim, excited by the two young Cratchits, beat on the table
with the handle of his knife, and feebly cried—Hurrah!

There never was such a goose. Bob said he didn't believe there ever was such a
goose cooked. Its tenderness and flavour, size and cheapness, were the themes of
universal admiration. Eked out by apple-sauce and mashed potatoes, it was a sufficient
dinner for the whole family;
indeed as Mrs. Cratchit said
with great delight (surveying
one small atom of a bone
upon the dish) they hadn' t
ate it all at last! Yet every
one had had enough, and the
youngest Cratchits in particu-
lar, were steeped in sage and
onion to the eyebrows! But
now, the plates being changed
by Miss Belinda, Mrs. Crat-
chit left the room alone—too
nervous to bear witness—to
take the pudding up, and
bring it in.

Suppose it should not be
done enough! Suppose it
should break in turning out
Suppose somebody should
have got over the wall of the back-yard, and stolen it, while they were merry with the
goose—a supposition at which the two young Cratchits became livid! All sorts of
horrors were supposed.

Hollo! A great deal of steam! The pudding was out of the copper. A smell
like a washing day! That was the cloth. A smell like an eating house and a pastry-
cook's next door to each other, with a laundress's next door to that! That was the
pudding! In half a minute Mrs. Cratchit entered—flushed, but smiling proudly—with
the pudding, like a speckled cannon ball, so hard and firm, blazing in half of half a
quartern of ignited brandy, and bedight with Christmas holly stuck into the top.

Oh, a wonderful pudding! Bob Cratchit said, and calmly too, that he-regarded
it as the greatest success achieved by Mrs. Cratchit since their marriage. ' Mrs. Crat-
chit said that now the weight was off her mind, she would confess that she had had
her doubts about the quantity of flour. Everybody had something to say about it, but
nobody said or thought it was at all a small pudding for a large family. It would have
been flat heresy to do so. Any Cratchit would have blushed to hint at such a thing.

At last the dinner was all done, the cloth was cleared, the hearth swept, and the
fire made up. The compound in the jug being tasted, and considered perfect, apples
and oranges were put upon the table, and a shovelful of chestnuts on the fire. Then
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all the Cratchit family drew around the hearth in what Bob Cratchit called a circle,
meaning a half a one, and at Bob Cratchit's elbow stood the family display of glass.
Two tumblers, and a custard cup without a handle.

These held the hot stuff from the jug, however, as well as golden goblets would
have done; and Bob served it out with beaming looks, while the chestnuts on the fire
sputtered and cracked noisily. Then Bob proposed:

"A Merry Christmas to us all, my
dears. God bless us!"

Which all the family re-echoed.
"God Bless us everyone!" said Tiny

Tim, the last of all. * * * *
(In the mean time Scrooge has

been having an exciting experience.
During the night in his dismal apart-
ment, he has been visited by the three
spirits, the Ghost of Christmas Past,
The Ghost of Christmas Present and
The Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come.
These three spirits show the old man
how all the world loves and celebrates
the holiday at which he has scoffed, and
he is finally convinced that his whole
Plan of life has been wrong. And so we
come to the morning after Christmas.)

But he (Scrooge) was early at the
office next morning. Oh, he was early
there. If he could only be there first

and catch Bob Cratchit coming late! That was the thing he had set his heart upon.
And he did it; yes, he did! The clock struck nine. No Bob. A quarter past.

No Bob. He was full eighteen minutes and a half behind his time. Scrooge sat with
his door wide open, that he might see him come into the tank.

His hat was off before he opened the door; his comforter, too. He was on his
stool in a j i ffy; driving away his pen, as if he were trying to overtake nine o'clock.

"Hello", growled Scrooge in his accustomed voice as near as he could feign it.
"What do you mean by coming here at this time of day?"

"I am very sorry, sir", said Bob. "I am behind my time".
"You are?" repeated Scrooge. "Yes. I think you

are. Step this way, sir, if you please".
"It's only once a year, sir", pleaded Bob, appearing

from the tank. "It shall not be repeated. I was making
rather merry yesterday, sir".

"Now, I'll tell you what, my friend", said Scrooge.
"I am not going to stand this sort of thing any longer.
And therefore", he continued, leaping from his stool and
giving Bob such a dig in the waistcoat that he staggered
back into the tank again—"and therefore I am about to
raise your salary!"

Bob trembled and got a little nearer to the ruler.
He has a momentary idea of knocking Scrooge down
with it, holding him, and calling to the people in the
court for help and a strait waistcoat.

"A Merry Christmas, Bob!" said Scrooge, with an
earnestness that could not be mistaken, as he clapped him on the back. "A merrier
Christmas, Bob, rny good fellow, than I have given you for many a year. I'll raise
your salary and endeavour to assist your struggling family, and we will discuss your
affairs this very afternoon, over a Christmas bowl of smoking bishop, Bob! Make up
the fires, and buy another coal scuttle before you dot another i, Bob Cratchit!"



THE STALEY JOURNAL

Scrooge was better than his word. He did it all and infini tely more; and to Tiny
Tim. who did not die, he was a second father. * * * *

He had no further intercourse with spirits but lived upon the total abstinence
principle, ever afterwards; and it was always said of him that he knew how to keep
Christmas well, if any man alive possesseed the knowledge. May that be truly said
of us, and all of us! And so, as Tiny Tim observed, God bless us, every one!

IDhat Do Ijou U?anl for Christmas?

"What do you want for Christmas?"
We youngsters used to say—
To Mother, as the hours lagged by
Until Christmas Day.

"What do I want for Christmas?
Well—" thoughtfully she'd say—
"Just be good children, all of you."
That seemed a funny way
To answer such a question
Around Christmas Day.

But now that we are older
And have less time to play,
Our children some to us and ask
In the same shy childish way—
"What do you want for Christmas?"
And what do you think we say?

—Cobb.
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Qiuing Books
Ever since "the good old days" books

have been the old reliable gifts but so
manj- people, when they give books, give
just so much printed paper. Books make
the ideal Christmas present for persons of
any age, but they must be selected with
some care and thought.

There are always the popular best
sellers but as a rule one reading of such
a book—supposing of course that it is
fiction—is all that one cares for. Gifts
should be enduring and gift books, to
answer that requirement, must be selected
with care. For that reason, in buying
gift books, it is generally best to stay
away from the popular-for-the-moment
type and depend upon the standard
works.

It seems especially important that
books for children should be selected with
the greatest care. Perhaps no one gets
as much an enduring pleasure out of life
as the man who really enjoys reading.
But he cannot acquire that love late in
life. He must grow up with books of the
kind which will cultivate that taste.

It is not always easy for the layman
to know what books are best to buy,
either for children or grown-ups, and for
that reason we consulted the best author-
ities in Decatur on the subject—the staff
of the Decatur public library. Miss Min-
nie A. Dill, and her assistants, know
books as no other group in town and they
are always more than willing to help per-
sons who wish to buy. In the following
lists which they have suggested as gifts
for Christmas, they have given the name
of the authors, the publishers and the
price. Practically all of these books are
on sale in Decatur book shops, and any
which are not can be ordered with very
lit t le trouble.

FOR CHILDREN UNDER EIGHT
Adventures of Pinocchio, by Carlo
Lorenzini Ginn, $0.64

(A favorite story of a naughty puppet
who becomes a real boy.)

Child's Garden of Verses, by Robert
Louis Stevenson Rand, $0.75

(Probably the happiest poems ever
written for and about children.)

The Cock, the Mouse and the Little
Red Hen, by Felicite Lefevre

Macrae & Smith, $1.00
(An old tale retold, with colored pic-

tures. One of the best liked of little
children's books.)

The Dutch Twins, by Mrs. L. F.
Perkins. School ed. ... Houghton, $0.88

(Child life in Holland in story form,
simple and sincere in style. The draw-
ings are excellent.)
Twins of Many Other Lands, by same
author.

When We Were Very Young, by
A. A. Milne Dutton, $2.00

(Delightful verses with many pictures.)

FOR BOYS AND GIRLS FROM
EIGHT TO TWELVE

Hans Brinker, by Mrs. M. M. Dodge
Scribner, $1.50

(One of the most delightful stories ever
written for children, giving an accurate
picture of Dutch life and customs.)

Heidi, by Johanna Spyri, Lippincott, $1.50
(Experiences of a little girl who lives
in the Swiss Alps with her grand-
father.)
There are other editions of this book,
at various prices.

Home Book of Verse for Young
Folks, compiled by B. E. Steven-
son Holt. $2.75

(Large and well selected collection, in-
cluding not only the well-known stan-
dard poems, but others by modern
writers.)

Little Women, by Louisa M. Alcott
Little, $1.75

(This story beloved of every girl and
most boys, presents high ideals with a
frankness, humor and common sense
which is very convincing and whole-
some.)
Other editions at various prices.

Story of Dr. Dolittle, by Hugh Loft-
ing Stokes, $1.50

(A queer old doctor who loves animals
more than the "best people" turns his
attention to curing their diseases and
goes to Africa to check an epidemic
among the monkeys. Much droll humor
especially in the pictures.)
There are several sequels to this book.

Tom Sawyer, by Mark Twain
Harper, $2.25

(Reminiscent of Mark Twain's own
boy life in the little town of Hannibal,
Mo., on the Mississippi river.)

FOR GIRLS IN THEIR TEENS
Daddy-Long-Legs, by Jean Webster

Century, $1.50
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(Bright whimsical letters written by
Judy Abbott to the unknown bene-
factor who had rescued her from an
orphanage and sent her to college.)

Florence Nightingale, by Mrs. L. E.
H. Richards Appleton, $1.75

(Short life of the English "squire's
daughter" who became a hospital nurse.
Written with particular interest and
sympathy.)

Pride and Prejudice; illus. by Brock,
by Jane Austen. . Macrae & Smith, $2.25

(A witty comedy of manners which is
modern in spirit, if old-fashioned in
form. Elizabeth Bennet is one of the
gallant heroines of English literature.)

Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm, by
Mrs. K. D. Wiggin Houghton, $1.90

(The story of warm-hearted impulsive
Rebecca Randall's life at Sunnybrook
farm with her stern Aunt Miranda, and
of her later boarding school days.)

The Virginian, by Owen Wister . . . .
Macmillan, $2.50

(A capital study of the best type of
cowboy, intrepid, level-headed, accus-
tomed to rough living, but right hearted
and deserving a good woman's love.)

FOR BOYS IN THEIR TEENS
Call of the Wild, by Jack London ...

Grosset, $0.75
(Adventures of a St. Bernard dog in
the Klondike and his final reversion to
type when he obeyed the "call of the
wild" and became the leader of a pack
of wolves.)
Other editions at various prices.

Hunters of the Great North, by Vil-
hajalmur Stefansson ... .Harcourt, $2.50

(Mr. Stefansson sketches his early life
tells how he happened to begin his polar
exploration and recounts the impres-
sions and experiences of his first year
among the Eskimos.)

The Mutineers, by C. B. Hawes ...
Atlantic, $2.00

(Strange adventures among pirates and
mutineers.)

Story of My Boyhood and Youth,
by John Muir Houghton, $3.25

(Account of pioneer life in Wisconsin.)
Treasure Island, by Robert Louis

Stevenson Scribner, $1.60
(A romantic story of hidden treasures,
buccaneers and adventures by land and
sea.)

"We", by Charles A. Lindbergh
Putnam, $2.50

(A matter-of-fact unassuming account
of Lindbergh's career as an aviator
prior to his trans-Atlantic flight. This
straightforward story of achievement
as a result of concentrated effort is
worth every boy's reading.)

FOR GROWN-UPS
Covered Wagon, by Emerson Hough

Appleton, $2.00
(A story of the westward movement,
following a wagon train on its journey
to Oregon in '48. Unbridged rivers,
prairie fires, Indian attacks and news of
the gold rush to California are incidents
in the action.)

The Four Million, by O. Henry
Doubleday, $2.00

(Sketches of New York City life, show-
ing an acquaintance with its seamy as
well as its Bohemian side, and written
in a spontaneous, racy style.)

Man for the Ages, by Irving A.
Bacheller Bobbs, $2.00

(A story of the youth of Abraham Lin-
coln in which the conditions of the time
are pictured and the growth of anti-
slavery sentiment. It ends with Lin-
coln's election to Congress.)

Modern American and British Poet-
ry, edited by Louis Untermeyer..

Harcourt, $1.20
(Excellent anthology of modern verse.)

Son of the Middle Border, by Ham-
lin Garland Macmillan, $2.50
(A fascinating biography in which the
writer has made his boyhood and youth
merely part of an appealing picture of
the sturdy pioneer life in Wisconsin
and Iowa after the civil war.)

Sorrell and Son, by Warwick Deep-
ing Knopf, $2.50

(A story of deep emotions and sincere
characterization. At the close of the
war, Sorrell, a demobilized officer finds
himself out of work with a young son
to support. Unable to find suitable
work, he discards his gentility and be-
comes a porter in a small country inn,
willing to endure any humiliation in
order better to equip his son for life.

Vagabond Journey Around the World
by H. A. Franck Century, $5.00

(A picturesque and extremely readable
account of a young college graduate's
experiences in working his way, with
money only for photographic materials,
across the Atlantic and through Eu-
rope, India and Japan.)
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Uacation in Bermuda
T. C. Burwell, second vice-president

and traffic manager, with Mrs. Burwell
and a party of friends returned the middle
of November from a vacation spent in
St. Georges, Bermuda. It was the first
vacation that Mr. Burwell had taken for
a number of years and he came back most
enthusiastic over it.

While their visit to the island was a
li t t le too early for the official golf season
there, the Decatur party managed to get
in a few games. Motoring simply is not
done on the island but they made many
trips about to interesting points via the
old horse power method and found it
novel but enjoyable.

The men of the party did some fishing
and from the stories which they brought
back these trips were most successful.
However, in looking over the collection of
pictures they took it was found that the
fishing party posed before the camera
only with its bait and in the boat a? they
were starting. No pictures were taken
upon their return. We just raised this
question.

Bait on these fishing trips is lobster, a
seemingly wild extravagance to inlanders,
but a usual thing in Bermuda, according
to Mr. Burwell.

DIETETICS EXPERT GIVES HINTS
ON COOKING CEREALS

Hints about cooking cereals are found
in an article on breakfast foods by Lulu
G. Graves in the November Hygeia.

Best results are obtained by cooking
the breakfast cereal an hour or longer.
The long cooking brings out a pleasant
flavor and the intercellular tissues of the
grain are softened, says Miss Graves.

A double boiler is best for the cooking,
but a substi tute is easily made by placing
the vessel in which the cereal is being
cooked in a larger pan. A few nails or
a couple of metal forks in the larger pan
will keep water underneath the inner ves-
sel.

Sometimes it is a help to start cooking
the cereal when the evening meal is being
prepared. If space is small, use a pan
that will sit inside one in which another
dish is being cooked for dinner. A few
spoonfuls of water poured over the cereal
at night will prevent formation of a stiff
layer. If gas is used, it is an economy
to bring the cereal to the boiling point
and finish it over a simmering flame.

Our Hunter
(A friend in the east sent this in)

Ed. Scheiter, so they say,
Went a hunt in ' one fine day.
Took along his trusty gun,
Shootin' ducks—lots of fun.
On the Lake we heard him tell.
"Ducks are just as thick as h—1."
Eddie's nerves, at such a sight,
Weren't actin' zactly right.
Eddie squints his deadly aim
Purty close, but ducks were tame-
Pulls the trigger—Hully gee!
What an awful sight to see.
Farmer Jones at work nearby,
Heard the gun and gave a cry.
Rushin" down he spied our Fan
Gun in hand, a tickled man.
Farmer Jones was cussin' mad;
Told our Ed the work he'd had
Raisin' them ducks right well.
"Now you've shot 'em all to h—1."
Eddie's back in town today,
Hasn't had a word to say,
'Bout the shots he chanced to make
Shootin' on Decatur Lake.
Eddie says: "You bet your boots,
When I shoot I'll shoot the chutes.
Shootin' ducks out there ain't right,
But the fishin's out of sight."

CHANDLER-SMITH
Helen Chandler, of Patoka, and Harvey

Smith, millwright at the plant, were mar-
ried in the bride's home Friday morning,
Nov. 11. Only members of the two fam-
ilies were present.

Following the ceremony the couple
drove back to Decatur and left from here
on the train for Chicago, where they spent
their honeymoon. They are making their
home in Decatur.

The bride is the daughter of Mrs. W.
B. Chandler, of Patoka and until her mar-
riage was secretary of the Superior Mut-
ual Benefit Association. She is a cousin
of Mrs. Ethel Robb, forewoman of our
sewing room.

The bridegroom is the son of Mr. and
Mrs. E. L. Smith, of Decatur.

John White is proud of the fact that in
the 27 years that he has been working
at this plant he has never been late. John,
you remember, worked at this plant be-
fore it was Staley's, which accounts for
the 27 years.

13
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It is a long jump from the little one-story factory in which the Provident Chemical Works started
business, to the modern plant which it now occupies. Both huildings were in St. Louis.

THANKSGIVING GUESTS
R. P. Roseberry, of the grain depart-

ment, and Mrs. Roseberry had as their
house guests over Thanksgiving, Miss
Carrie and Miss Laura Ruppe, and Mrs.
Hammaker of Terre Haute, and Miss
Clara Roseberry of Lafayette.

SURE SIGNS OF WINTER
J. H. Galloway gets out his red sweater.
Newt Simpson puts on an extra coat.
Margy Robb gets her furs out of stor-

age.
Bill Price gets a new pair of top boots.
All golf players are to be found in their

offices all afternoon.
"I was late because I had to fix the

furnace."

NEW NURSE HERE
Mrs. Lucile Rammel May took over

the duties as nurse in our First Aid hos-
pital Monday morning, Nov. 14. She is
already making many friends here for
Mrs. May is blessed with a jolly yet
sympathetic manner which is invaluable
in her profession.

Mrs. Chandler, our former nurse, who
resigned a short time ago, left Nov. 14
for Detroit where she plans to make her
home.

Introducing Competition
A rooster by perseverance rolled an os-

trich egg into the chicken yard. He called
the hens and said: "Now, I'm not cast-
ing any insinuations or reproaching any
of you hens, but I just want you to see
what is being done in other places."

14
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Jin Old Business Friend
Practically ever since Mr. Staley has

been in business for himself, he has had
dealings with the Provident Chemical
Works of St. Louis. For many years Mr.
Staley was the customer and the Provi-
dent company the merchant. In those
(lays Mr. Staley was making and selling
baking powder and he bought his phos-
phate from the Provident company.

Then Mr. Staley branched out and fin-
ally began making starch, a very neces-
sary article in the manufacture of the
Provident company's wares and they be-
came his customer. So the fr iendship has
flourished through the years.

The Provident company was organized
in St. Louis in 1876 to manufacture cal-
cium acid phosphate. This is used in
making baking powder, self-rising flour,
pancake flour, etc. Through its labora-
tory and technical sales service, under the
direction of the chief chemist, Paul Logue,
the company has held to its high stan-
dards of quality while it has continually
widened its scope. Recently a new lab-
oratory has been completed which enables
the company to give still greater service
to customers and others whose problems
are allied with their own.

Mr. S. H. Thomson is president of the
company, a position he has held for many
years. He has been connected with the
Provident company for more than thirty
years. Val P. Kolb and F. R. Deutman
are vice-presidents and Ray S. Thomson
is treasurer. The original small building
has been replaced by a group of modern
concrete and brick structures which cover
a large tract of ground.

A WILD EXPERIENCE

Henry Trent and George Orrell of 17
building had an unusual and hair-raising
experience when they went hunting north-
east of Decatur recently. They were coon
hunting but before they could tree a coon,
or whatever it is that coon hunters do,
a wild animal with gleaming eyes and
long teeth, came rushing at them through
the wilderness and chased them almost
back to town. They are organizing a
company now to go out and locate this
wild beast. •••

E. C. Larsen was quite ill in Novem-
ber.

This is that much discussed banner which was
given to the group in the plant which had the best
safety record during the summer. Although Fred
Klumpp's picture found a resting place in the ex-
act center of the cross, Fred had nothing to do
with that. He shared honors with Mrs. Robb and
Leonard Smith in winning the banner, but sonic
of his "friends" put his picture there. The ban-
ner has now been placed in the time office.

IMBODEN, WITH STALLED CAR,
FAILS TO APPEAR WITH

MONEY FOR PRIZES
E. P. Imboden, head of the educational

department of the Staley Co., ran out of
gasoline Wednesday and failed to get to
the Macon county husking contest
Wednesday until it was over. He would
have been a welcome visitor, for he was
carrying six, nicely laundered $5 bills that
were to be used for paying prizes to win-
ners at the contest. He took the money
to the farm bureau and left it there with
E. H. Walworth, farm advisor.

•—From Decatur Herald.

Do You Know These Animals?
The most forceful—hydraulic ram.
The most dangerous—white mule.
The most prominent—hot dog.
The laziest—lounge lizard.
The wettest—blind tiger.
The most distressing—night mare.
The most despised—road hog.

John Kuhns—But why have you dated
this letter the 10th when today is only
the four th?

Mrs. Kuhns—Because I'm going to give
it to you to mail, my dear.

15
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Scenes Near Qouier Home in England

Mrs. G. E. Govier and Mr. Govier's father at his home in England,
and the Adam and Eve Inn, in Paradise, the home village.

16
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Paradise, Painsiuick, is Quaint Uillage

Scenes in Paradise. Left, below, stock for punishing prisoners; light, old butter market.
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Returns to America
After nine months in Europe Geoffrey

E. Govier has returned to the United
States and has resumed his duties with
the A. E. Staley Mfg. Co., in this coun-
try. During the time that he was abroad
Mr. Govier was doing some special work
with our newly organized British com-
pany, The A. E. Staley Mfg. Co. (Lon-
don) Ltd.

Before going to Europe last winter
Mr. Govier had been in our research lab-
oratory. Now his work is to be more
strictly with the sales department, for he
will be a service man working in the big
mill district in the southern part of the
United States. As most of his t raining
and research has had to do with the tex-
tile industry, he is a valuable man for the
place.

While he was abroad this year Mr.
Govier worked in this same capacity for
our British manager, Mr. H. Lionel Tyde-
man, and visited mills in England, Scot-
land, Norway, Sweden, Finland, Holland.
Germany and France. Mr. Govier is a
native of England and has lived and
visited in that country often. He is also
fairly familiar with conditions and mill
methods employed in Holland, France
and Germany, but the more northern
countries—Norway, Sweden and Finland
—were new to him.

Leaving England in May he arrived in
the Scandinavian countries in time to get
the ful l benefit of their six months of
daylight and he found it a novel, and at
times a rather disconcerting experience.
But while the people seem never to settle
down for a night's rest, according to Mr.
Govier, they are perfectly organized in-
dustrially, and their plants are models of
neatness, efficiency and modern manufac-
turing methods.

In Norway, especially, Mr. Govier
found the most unusual and surprising
conditions. There he found that elec-
tricity, generated by water power, fur -
nishes the power for mills. To be near
this water the plants are often built off
in the mountains, remote from any settle-
ments of any size, and almost inaccessible.
It was no unusual thing, he says, to walk
ten miles from the town to the mill which
he wished to visit. When he got there,
though, he found, not a primitive factory,
but a modern cotton mill.

And everywhere he went Mr. Govier

G. E. Govier

found a most cordial welcome. Often,
even in the largest plants, he was the first
salesman who had ever visited them. This
did not make the manufacturers wary,
however, but they threw open their plants
to him and offered service rather than
asked for it.

Late in the summer Mr. Govier re-
turned to England and after a short time
there, sailed in October for America. Mrs.
Govier, who accompanied her husband to
Europe, remained in England with her
parents, while Mr. Govier was on the
Continent. She came back to this coun-
try with her husband and is visiting
friends in Decatur for a short time before
leaving with him for his new southern
territory.

*
It was just a wayside shanty along the

P. D. Q. R. R. out West. The troupe
of wandering actors set their luggage
down on the platform to wait until an-
other train.

The villain of the outfit, having nothing
to do, strode over to where the antique
model of a station agent was parked.

"I say, stranger," he began, "do the ex-
press t rains ever stop here?"

"Wa-al," was the reply, "they did once
for Jesse James."—Red Cat.
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When he sent us this picture Mr. Sander wrote on the back, "entertaining an iguana", so we take
it that the long slim creature whose nose Mr. Sander is tickling, is one of those animals which ;ire
always dropping into one's lap when one sits out on the porch in the tropics. Mr. Sander is ;he man-
ager for Atkins, Kroll & Co., Inc., in Manila, and has charge of selling Staley products in that territory.

STALEY FELLOWSHIP CLUB
BOWLING LEAGUE STAND-

ING, NOV. 18, 1927

Teams Standing

Teams Won Lost P
Dumb Bells 8 1 8
Stool Pigeons . . . 6 3 6
Syrup Splashers 3 6 3
Radio Jays 1 8 1

Standing of PI
Players — Team Games

()sl)orne I) H
I uster S P
Davis S P
Morenze I) B
Wills R T
Ballance R J
Hufnagle — S P . ..

Spicer — S S ...
Ellis S S
Lofgten S P
Owens — R J
Fitch D B
Larson — D B
Schler — S P
Smith Ed 1) 11
Finch — S S ...
Moran — R J
Hamilton — S P , . .
Keck — D B

Grant— R T .

8
8

. . . 9
9
4

. . . 8
9
3
7
9

. . . 4
8
i

. . . 9
8

. 4
. . . 6

}
3
1

. . . 3
4

. . . 4
5

High
ct. Aver. (lame
89 472 571
66 456 556
33 520 592
11 449 540

ayers
Aver. High (lame
152 173
145 171
137 196
133 160
127 164
125 146
124 161
122 145
121 127
118 149
116 153
116 164
115 139
114 130
111 146
105 128
97 109
93 119
91 104
88 120
84 84
82 96
79 90
78 88
78 88

Ten Ijears Ago
(These items appeared in The Staley

Journal of December 1917.)
The Staley Fellowship gave its first

annual ball and John Reynolds, elec-
trician, won the prize for the best waltzer.

The total membership of the club was
170.

"Who's Who" for the month was James
Highley, of the packing department.

T. C. Burwell left his position with the
Wabash railroad and took a position in
the traffic office at the Staley plant.

I want to thank the Fellowship club
and the machinists for the flowers sent
at the time of the death pf my father.

J. M. Greenwood.

WANT TO FIGHT?
If you want to fight or know anyone

who does get in touch with Scotty Butler
of 17 bui lding or his manager, Henry
Trent. Scotty is claiming featherweight
honors and is anxious to stage a bout
soon. Possible adversaries for him, who
have been suggested, are Luther Humis-
ton and Harvey Thompson.

Since Jack Howley's family has grown
to include three small daughters, it has
grown too large for the old home. So
Jack has recently purchased a large eight
room house on North Edward street.

Speak not abroad another's faults
'Till thou hast cured thine own,

Nor whisper of thy neighbor's sins
'Till thou art perfect grown.

General—Where are the dogs of war?
Captain—In the pup tents.
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Christmas Resolutions
Everyone talks a lot about making New Year resolutions, but even

when they are made they wear out by the time December rolls around.
.And just now, approaching the Christmas season, it would seem that some
resolutions, that will last at least a month, are needed. People have rather
generally cut out wide-spread giving of Christmas presents—including in
their gift list all their acquaintances—but most of us still give too reck-
lessly.

It might do most of us good if we would resolve to give gifts only
to those whom we really love, and make those gifts something which
the person to whom we are giving them really wants. What is more to
the point, make these gifts something which we ourselves can really afford
to give. Installment plan buying of Christmas gifts wrecks the whole
Christmas idea, for no one can really enjoy giving something which saddles
him with a debt for months. When the joy of giving is taken out of the
gift, the whole spirit of the thing is broken.

Seemingly a good resolution would be, "I will give, with my whole
heart, to those whom I love. I will give the best gifts I can. If the person
to whom I give loves me as I love him, my gift, no matter how small, will
please him."

Help the Neu? Man
The new man you see working in your department today finds the

surroundings strange to him. He may not be familiar with the apparatus
or the material he is handling. The work he is doing is different from
anything he has done elsewhere.

He has not been among you long enough to get acquainted, so conse-
quently he needs your help.

You have been in this plant for a long while and are familiar with
the work that both of you are engaged in. If you see that the new man
is in doubt and inclined to hesitate, give him a l i f t and show him how the
job should be done. But be sure you show him the safe way.

Don't let him take a chance due to his unfamiliari ty with this par-
ticular job.

Let us extend to the new man a willing and a helpful hand, remem-
bering the feeling we had the first day on the new job.—Monsanto Current
Events.
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Safety in IPinter
Bu, Fred R. Stone, Safehj Director

With cold weather approaching closer
each day, together with its contingent
rain, sleet, snow, and ice, it behooves all
of us the more to be on our guard, in
regard to safety. We must be on the
alert, continually, for the increased haz-
ards these winter conditions bring about.
We must watch our step coming to the
plant in the morning, during the day,
while at work, and when we leave at
night. In other words—alwavs.

The hazards of slippery walkways, run-
ways, and so forth, covered with ice or
snow, or worse still patches of it, where
we might be over-confident in our foot-
ing, are many. Many bad falls, sprained
backs, and bumps are due to these con-
ditions. These are very painful injuries
and quite often develop into long, drawn
out disability.

Still another cause we must look out
for, is from exposure to weather, due to
improper or insufficient clothing. A man
improperly clothed is in continual danger
of getting hurt. Cold, numb hands, and
senses are one great source of danger,
causing the dropping of objects, materials,
and tools. Also, a man is much more
liable to sickness, such as colds and in-
fluenza. These diseases weaken the re-
sistance power of man, and one so weak-
ened has not the alert, wide awak senses,
the stored up vitality, which is so neces-
sary to ward off accidents. We all know
that a man who is sick, or who has been
sick, is far more apt to be injured than
one who is well, hale, and hearty.

So let us all be very careful in regard
to our health, wear plenty of warm cloth-
ing, good sound shoes to keep the feet
dry, and warm gloves to keep the hands
from becoming numb. Do not expose
yourself to undue neglect, just trust to
luck you won't be the one to suffer.

Keep your eyes open for all dangerous
places, report them to the Safety Depart-
ment and they will be given prompt at-
tention. Any icy, slippery condition that
can be remedied by cinders or cleaning,
should be reported immediately. Foremen
are responsible for conditions in and
around their respective buildings. They
can help materially by keeping a sharp

lookoi't for all dangerous, unsightly loca-
tion?, within their authorized territory.

We must stress again the very great im-
portance of reporting all injuries to First
Aid at once. Lately some of the fellows
have become careless in this respect, and
have regretted it. A scratch or bruise
treated immediately after it happens, very
seldom, if ever, amounts to anything, but
to let it run without treatment, often de-
velopes into a bad case of infection or
worse—blood-poisoning.

Just recently, two cases have come to
hand, which very surely proves it does
not pay to take chances on cuts, or any
other injury, no matter how small, or in-
significent. A man bruised his hand be-
tween two barrels. It was indeed slight.
He did not do anything with the injury
until a week had lapsed, when he finally
came to First Aid with the beginning of
a bad infection, which developed into a
third degree felon, one of the most pain-
ful things a man can have. He lost about
six weeks of work and in addition may
have a partially stiff finger for life.

The other man ran a splinter under his
toe nail. He pulled it out himself, and
thought no more of it. Nine days later
he reported to First Aid and started treat-
ment for a bad infection under the nail.

These two concrete cases were sited
just to show that it is extremely danger-
ous to think that you will be the lucky
one—will not have any trouble with an
injury. Many times we hear fellows joke
about their injury and making the remark
that they would not go to the first Aid
with it as it was too small. I'll leave it
to the reader to be the judge as to
whether it pays or not. Usually, the
man who thinks it is not worth while to
report is just the one who has a sad
awakening.

Jay-Walkers
"Which is the quickest way to St. Vin-

cent's hospital?" shouted the jay-walker,
standing in the middle of the street as
motorists tried to avoid hitting him.

"Stay right where you are!" yelled back
the traffic policeman.

The motorist isn't always to blame.
21
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In olden days, it was considered
peculiarly lucky when Christmas
Day was Sunday as it is this year.
A curious old song preserved in the
British Museum runs thus:

"Hark ye! I warne you all beforne,
If that clay that Christ was borne,
Fall upon a Sunday;
That Winter shall be goode to see,
Hut Create winds aloft shall be;
The Summer shall be faire nnd drye;
Pease shall grow far neath kindle skye.
A good time all things to don;
lint he that stealeth shall be found so-me.
What child that day shall be borne be,
A great lord he shall he."

Another popular belief was that
if the sun shines bright at noon on
Christmas Day, a plentiful crop of
apples may be expected in the fol-
lowing year.

In those "brave days of old" the
Christinas feast was a feast indeed.
At one end of the long table was a
boar's head, upon a gold or silver
platter; at the other end was a pea-
cock, with all its gorgeous feathers
on and its beak gilded, sitting upon
another great gold or silver platter;
but these two were more for deco-
ration than actual food. The real
feast consisted of roasted or boiled
geese, capons, pheasants, mutton
and venison, served in profusion
wi th many kinds of sauces. Mince
pies were a favorite dainty then as
now. When "Little Jack Horner
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sat in a corner, eating a Christmas
Pie," it was mince pie he was eat-
ing. They were known as Christ-
mas pies, and with them a song
went around the company. Here is
a bit of it:
"So now is come our joyfulst feast;

Let every man be jo l ly ;
Each ro^m w i t h ivy leaves is drest,

And every post with holly."

Without the door let sorrow lye;
And if for cold it hap to die.

We'll bury it in a Christmas pie,
And ever more be merry."

One indispensable dish at Christ-
mas or at any other feast was Fru-
menty. That was a sort of pucl-

Iding made of boiled wheat, milk,
leggs and sugar, and was served

with venison or mutton. It was
this dish that King Arthur's cook
was carrying across the courtyard
to the dining hall, when an eagle
dropped Tom Thumb into it.

Christmas morning is different
from every other morning upon
which the sun rises.

Christmas is happiness. It is
youth. It is joyousness.

Christmas makes every one so
hear t fu l that he melts his year-old
shell of anxiety, and comes forth
feeling like this:
"Though others' purses he more fat.
Why should we pine or grieve at that?
Hang sorrow! Care will kill a cat,
And therefore let's be merry."



HOUSEHOLD
^Almost Time for Christmas Cookies

Closely associated with the thought of Christmas every woman in
charge of a home has the thought of special food for the holiday. Perhaps
it should not be, but custom has made it so, and we, being perfectly human,
and all more or less lovers of good things to eat, are not anxious to change
the custom. For many years, until we were firmly set right by a British
relative, we cherished the idea that the only true English celebration of
Christmas was to have a big meal of roast fowl and plum pudding, the lat-
ter served in a blue blaze of brandy.

And being reared in a community in which most of the people were of
German parentage we as firmly believed that in Germany the holiday was
celebrated chiefly by eating mountains of perfectly beautiful and delectable
cookies of all shapes and si/.es and dressed up in all colors of sugar icings.
While we have had those childish bubbles pricked we still hold that a good
old English plum pudding is the only proper finish for the Christmas feast,
just as a dish of unusual l i t t le cookies, ever handy, adds the finishing touch
to the visit around the tree at the close of the day.

The real German cookies are generally made a week or even longer in
advance of the big holiday, and in such quantities that a modern kitchenette
is much too small to start the proceedings in. Often, too, unless one's
taste is just attuned to the flavor, some of the seasonings used in these
cookies are not as pleasing to the American palate as they are to the native
German. But if it is cookies one wants, regardless of nationality, she need
go no further than the boundries of her own country. With one or two
basic recipes, plenty of dried fruit and nuts and fancy cutters and imagina-
tion, she can make a variety which would satisfy any good frau.

SLICED NUT COOKIES
li cups Staley's oil
1 cup white sugar
1 cup brown sugar
3 eggs, well beaten
1 cup chopped nuts
5 cups flour
1 teapsoon soda
1 teaspoon salt
1 teaspoon cinnamon or other spices.
Cream oil and sugar, add eggs slowly,

mixing thoroughly. Add nuts and then
dry ingredients which have been sifted
together twice. Shape into a roll about
three inches in diameter, place in greased
pan and leave in the ice box over night.
When ready to bake, slice very thin and
bake in a hot oven. These cookies need
not all be baked at once but can be kept
for a few days, if desired

LADY FINGERS
1 cup flour
i cup powdered sugar
4 eggs
i teaspoon baking powder
Pinch of salt.
Sift flour, baking powder and salt three

times. Beat egg yolks un t i l thick, add
sugar and beat until lemon colored. Add
sifted flour and then fold in stiffly beaten
egg whites. Drop in finger length strips
on baking sheet and dust with powdered
sugar. Bake about twelve minutes. When
cool lay in pairs, placing flat sides to-
gether, with following filling:

4 cup powdered sugar
1 tablespoon hot water.
Add water to sugar, mix thoroughly

and spread on lady fingers, placing them
together quickly.
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ORANGE DROP COOKIES
i cup oil

1 cup sugar
4 egg yolks
Grated rind of 1 orange
i cup orange juice

3 cups pastry flour
i teaspoon salt

li teaspoons baking powder
i cup nut meats (chopped).

Cream oil and sugar. Add beaten egg
yolk, then orange rind and juice. Beat in
flour, salt, baking powder, sifted together.
Add the nuts. Drop by teaspoons onto
greased baking sheet and bake in moder-
ate oven. When cool cover wi th orange
frosting.

Orange Frosting
1 egg yolk
1 orange rind grated
2 tablespoons orange juice
2 cups powdered sugar
i teaspoon salt.
Beat egg yolk, add orange rind and

juice. Blend with powdered sugar, cream-
ing thoroughly. Add salt.

SUGAR WAFERS
J cup granulated sugar
i cup Staley's oil
1 egg
1 cup flour
Flavoring.
Cream oil and sugar, add well beaten

egg and flavoring and then the flour,
gradually. Drop from the end of a spoon
on greased sheet and flatten with moist
knife. Sprinkle granulated sugar over
the tops of the cookies and bake in a
moderate oven. Nuts, cocoanut, spices or
chopped fruits can be added to the batter
if desired.

GINGER COOKIES
1 cup brown sugar
i cup Staley's Golden table syrup
1 teaspoon soda
§ cup Staley's salad and cooking oil
1 teaspoon ginger
1 teaspoon cloves
1 teaspoon cinnamon
1 cup buttermilk
2 eggs
i teaspoon salt
Flour to make pour batter.
Mix sugar, oil and Staley's syrup; add

soda to syrup first, then spices, milk and
beaten eggs; add flour and salt and put
in oiled pan and bake in hot oven.

FILLED COOKIES
2i to 3 cups flour
1 cup sugar
3 teaspoons baking powder
i teaspoon salt

1 egg
i cup Staley's oil
i cup milk

1 teaspoon flavoring.
Sift together 2J cups of flour, the sugar,

baking powder and salt. Drop in egg
unbeaten, add milk, oil and flavoring and
mix well. Add enough additional flour
to make dough stiff enough to roll with-
out sticking. Roll thin and put one tea-
spoon of filling on one cooky, covering
this with another and pressing the edges
together.

Raisin Filling
1 cup chopped raisins
i cup sugar
i cup water
1 teaspoon lemon juice
1 tablespoon flour
Mix ingredients and boil until thick.

Fig or prune filling or any thick jam
makes a good filling.

*
PEANUT DROP CAKES

1 cup flour
2 teaspoons baking powder
i teaspoon salt
i cup sugar
i cup chopped peanuts

1 egg
i teaspoon flavoring

2i tablespoons milk
3 tablespoons Staley's oil.
Reserve a few whole peanuts to gar-

nish the tops of the cakes. Sift dry in-
gredients together, add peanuts and mix
well, then add egg unbeaten, milk and
stir until well mixed. Drop on oiled tins
a teaspoonful at a time, some distance
apart. Garnish with whole peanuts. Bake
in a hot oven. Recipe yields about two
dozen cookies. (A little more flour may
be required.)

CORN FLAKE MACAROONS
1 egg white
4 cup Staley's syrup
1 cup cocoanut
2 cups corn flakes
Flavoring
Boil syrup to soft ball stage. Pour it

over the egg white stiffly beaten. Fold
in cocoanut and corn flakes and bake in a
moderate oven fifteen to twenty minutes.
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Our London Home
In the first of a series of articles on

the beautifying of London, Wickham
Steed writes of Adelaide House in the
current issue of the Review of Reviews,
of London. Mr. Steed, famous English
journalist, is editor of this well known
English publication. The building he has
selected for this article is one of the new-
est and most modern office buildings in
London and is the one in which the
offices of the A. E. Staley Mfg. Co.
(London) Ltd., are located.

Mr. Steed heads his article "Where
Business is Pleasure" and calls the archi-
tect of the building "a poet in the city".
He says, "Buying the site of a tumble-
down old edifice at the corner of London
Bridge, he sought the aid of distinguished
architects. * * * They set to work and
erected, in three years and at a cost of
750,000 pounds, what is now Adelaide
House.

"They scarcely guessed the difficulties
that awaited them. Before the founda-
tions could be laid, the remains of three
successive 'London Bridges' had to be
removed, the earliest of them dating from
the seventh century. A piece of one of
the oak piles on which the northern end
of this earliest London Bridge rested is
now preserved in Adelaide House. When
these obstructions and the rubble and ac-
cumulations of centuries had been cleared
away, 900 piles of between 45 and 55 feet
in length were driven right through the
Thames ballast and well into the blue clay
beneath. On these foundations was
placed a thick concrete raft, heavily rein-
forced with steel grillages; and on this,
again, the structure itself was built in
stone, steel and concrete."

The building as it stands today is only
part of what the owners hope it to be
some day. The plan is to extend it east-
ward along the river front, with a tower
in the center. Also if the building laws of
London can be altered to permit it, two
more stories will be added. It is now 11
stories high. While much thought has
been given to the artistic side of the
building, the practical side has not been
neglected. Special attention has been
given to the construction to prevent vib-
ration from the nearby streets and floors
of the buildings are all of wooden blocks.
The street back of the building has been
paved with rubber blocks to insure quiet

from that quarter. We wonder what a
worker would do if he were suddenly
transplanted from this ideal atmosphere
of Adelaide House, to an office in the
Loop in Chicago.

The building is so planned that day-
light penetrates everywhere. Dirt is
eliminated by burning oil in the boilers.
The building is also equipped with elec-
tric heating mains so that tenants may
take their choice. A vacuum cleaning
system, signal lights instead of bells on
elevators, an abundant supply of running
water, and letter chutes on each floor are
innovations in London which have been
welcomed by Adelaide House tenants.

But the thing to which all Adelaide
House people point with greatest pride
is the roof garden. The roof has been
completely transformed into a garden,
with flowers and vines and fruit trees and
even a putting green for enthusiastic
golfers. Flagstone paths, flower bordered,
lead one through as lovely a garden as
one could expect to find in any English
countryside—and all eleven stories above
the heart of London. No wonder Mr.
Tydeman, our British manager, was high-
ly enthusiastic over the new London home
of the Staley company, when he told us
about it on his visit to us a few months
ago.

SUTTON-BROWNLEE
Irene Sutton and Clyde E. Brownlee

were married Nov. 14 at 7:30 in the eve-
ning. The ceremony was performed in
the home of the bride's parents, Mr. and
Mrs. Lon Sutton. Rev. C. E. Pease, of
Edgar, 111., a cousin of the bride, read the
service in the presence of twenty relatives
and intimate friends.

Following the ceremony there was a
reception at the Staley club house, for
sixty guests.

The bridegroom is a cabinet maker at
the Walrus Mfg. Co. plant. The bride's
father works in No. 17 building.

HAS FRACTURED BONE
Herman Koshinski, who works with

Newt Simpson, is still suffering from the
effects of a peculiar accident in which he
received a fractured collar bone. A con-
fused driver of a car ran onto the side-
walk and Herman, who happened to be on
the street, was struck and injured.
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The Dumlt Bells and Radio Jays are two of Staley's bowling league teams. To be perfectly frank,
they are not the best bowlers in town, but they do enjoy themselves. Top Row—Larsen, Osborne, Arney,
Morenz, Grant Sr. Bottom Row—Fitch, Wills, Owen.

CALENDAR FOR NOVEMBER
Nov. 1—Fred Kessler goes to Spring-

field to see the Indians.
Nov. 2—H. T. Morris finally decides to

re turn to Decatur.
Nov. 3—Marie Rice does a graceful but

painful flop down the restaurant stairs.
Nov. 4—Viola Goodman appears in the

purchasing office in a new satin dress.
Nov. 5—Dorotha David has trouble

starting a Ford, only to find that she is
trying to start the wrong one all the
time.

Nov. 7—Gus Staley comes back on
Monday morning with more duck h u n t -
ing stories than ducks.

Nov. 8—John Kuhns goes to a Fellow-
ship club lyceum entertainment and is
given the title of Doc.

Nov. 9—Bill Heer prepares to go h u n t -
ing.

Nov. 10—Leonard Smith wins at bridge
and almost breaks up the furni ture .

Nov. 11—Harvey Smith upsets the dope
by getting married.

Nov. 12—Everybody leaves early for
the Illinois-Chicago game.

Nov. 14—Roy Hartman decides that his
vacation is over and comes back.

Nov. IS—PAY DAY.
Nov. 16—Great slaughter of rabbits for

annual hunt dinner.
Nov. 17—Fred Rucker decides that the

next time he will wash the dishes in Lake
Decatur.

Nov. 18—Otto Sutter writes an almost
informal letter.

Nov. 19—Kathleen Starke has a b i r th-
day.

Nov. 21—Bob Ekins exposes his bridge
knowledge.

Nov. 22—Art Harris gets his glasses
broken in a mysterious manner.

Nov. 23—Wednesday—Doc West's day
to work.

Nov. 25—Howard File is about ready
to bring his famous Chevrolet back into
use again. He announces that he has
been rebuilding it.
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Our Products
Complete list of products made from

corn, by the A. E. Staley Mfg. Co.:
Confectioners' Starch for Gum Drops and

Jelly Beans.
Confectioners' Starch for Moulding Pur-

poses.
Transize Brand Gum for Sizing Silk.
Crude Pearl Starch.
Powdered Starch.
Edible Starch.
Redried Baking Powder Starch.
Paper Makers' Starch.
Brewers' Refined Grits.
Special Warp Sizing, Textile Starch.
Eclipse Brand Thin Boiling, Textile

Starches (8 varieties, 20 to 90 fluidity).
Trojan Brand Alkali Starch for Bakers.
Stayco Gum for Sizing Paper.
Stayco Coating Gum for Wall Paper.
Stadex for Paste and Glue.
Poster Paste for Bill Posters.
Eclipse Brand Textile Finishing Starch.
Eclipse Brand Laundry Starch.
Dusting Starch for Rubber
Special Starch for Dextrine Manufac ture .
Crude Corn Oil.
Salad and Cooking Oil.
Soft Soap.
Soap Stock.
Corn Gluten Feed.
Corn Germ Meal.
Dextrose.

Baumc.
Baume.
Baume.
Baume.
Baume.

Staley's Crystal White Syrup.
Staley's Golden Table Syrup.
Staley's Maple Flavored Syrup.
Staley's Sorghum Flavored Syrup.
Staley's Honey Flavored Syrup.
Sangamo Corn Sugar—70% Reducing

Sugar.
Cameo Corn Sugar — 70%

Sugar.
Tanners White Sugar—70% Reducing

Sugar.
Alamo Corn Sugar—80% Reducing

Sugar.

Corn Syrup 41C

Corn Syrup 42°
Corn Syrup 43°
Corn Syrup 44°
Corn Syrup 45°

Reducing

Sam, the dumbest dining car waiter has
again sprung into the lime-light. The
other day a diner said to him: "Waiter,
I want pork chops with fried potatoes,
and have the chops lean." To which
Sam replied: "Yas, suh; which way, suh?"

Anita Wolf had this picture taken chiefly for her
friends, the men in the Staley tin shop. Anita,
whose father, S. F. Wolf, is a tinner at the plant,
had infantile paralysis more than a year ago and
since then has been badly crippled. Doctors sug-
gested that braces might help, but before Anita's
father saw his way clear to get them his friends,
the Staley tinners, had stepped in and provided the
li t t le girl with a pair, which greatly aided her. She
has both her crutches in this picture, but since the
picture was taken she has been able to discard one.
Anita is seven years old and now that she has her
braces and can walk better, her greatest ambition is
to start to school.

Three Scotchmen were having dinner.
At the conclusion of the meal, which had
been nicely served, they concluded that
the waiter was entitled to a tip.

The amount decided on was so insigni-
ficant that when it was handed to the
waiter he viewed it, then stalked across
the floor and indignant ly threw it out
of a nearby window.

The little party immediately adjourned,
and bid each other good-night — but with-
in five minutes they again met — under the
window.

It turned cold once and John Kuhns
got out his leather coat. Now he is go-
ing to wear it straight through the winter
in spite of the thermometer.
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These are the three reasons why Cap MorthlaiivJ,
of the pumping station, thinks this the finest world
imaginable. Mrs. K. L. Shaffer is the daughter of
Cap and Mrs. Morthland and ever since baby days
has been her father's pal. Her two babies now
shadow Cap as she always has done. Margaret
Elizabeth, who is three, answers to the name of
Cricket when her grandfather calls. Georgia is just
a year old. Both little girls have their birthdays
the first week in December.

BIRTHDAY SURPRISE
Some of lier friends in the sales de-

partment gave Kathleen Starke a surprise
party on her birthday, Nov. 19. The
party was given in her home. As an
additional surprise the girls brought the
honored guest a set of l inen napkins.

Margaret Hebert had a slick way of
getting candy bars for nothing. She
passes a compliment on the owner of our
restaurant—and is given the candy bar.

When our H. T. Morris came back
from his trip through the south and east
this fall he had a sore cheek. He said
he thought something must have bit him
while he was in swimming in Florida.
Speaking of Flaming Youth—

Clarence Bowers was all enthusiastic
over their new apartment because the
kitchen is so small that he can't get into
it .

"It was that red-haired man—there he
is right now"—and the stranger pointed
out Charley Fitch. First time we ever
knew that Charley was a carrot-top.

LYCEUM ENTERTAINMENT
Alton Packard is the next entertainer

on our Fellowship club lyceum course.
He comes to the Decatur High school on
Wednesday night, Dec. 14. Mr. Pack-
ard's entertainment is different from any-
thing we have had on our club course for
several years. He is a cartoonist, but he
talks as he draws and his program is
highly entertaining.

Admission will be free as usual, and
the program will start at 8 o'clock.

*
Fred Rucker says that never again will

the family dishes look like a lot to him.
After washing dishes at the club house
for a half day, nothing short of dishwash-
ing for a regiment would look like work to
him now.

Bill Morrison is sit t ing up nights now
to establish a radio record which will
break that claimed by Ferris Osborn. At
last reading we gave the crown to Mr.
Morrison.

The Low Down on Golf
An anonymous writer gives to an eag-

erly awaiting world the following report
from the Committee on Golf Research:

"Golf is a form of work made expen-
sive enough for man to enjoy it. Golf
is what letter-carrying, ditch-digging and
carpet-beating would be if those three
tasks had to be performed on the same
hot afternoon in short pants and colored
socks by men who would not otherwise
walk a block to see the Statue of Liberty
sit down.

"It is the only known game that a man
can play for 25 years and then discover
that it was too deep for him in the first
place. There are 18 'greens' on a golf
course; each green is a small parcel of
carefully selected grass costing about
$2.67 a blade and usually placed between
a brook and several unfinished excavations
by some fiend in human form, doubtlessly
chief adviser to Satan.

"After each hole has been played the
golfer adds up his score, subtracts four
and says: 'Made that one in par, shall we
play for SOc on the next hole, too, Ed?'
A peculiari ty of the game is that even
expert mathematicians cannot add above
87 on a golf score card.

"At the end of the game each golfer
joins the others in the locker room, sings
'Sweet Adeline', then goes home and
spanks his son for telling lies."
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JLnd Here's the
Last month we ran 102 questions in the

Journal—questions which the personnel
department uses—and we and Andy Per-
cival have had many calls asking for the
answers. Andy sent the answers over to
us recently, but he told us to say that in
some cases there is more than one answer
either one being equally correct. Here
they are:

1—Novelist; 2—Illinois; 3—1914; 4—
Indiana; 5—Historian; 6—Vermont; 7—
Spain and France; 8—Roosevelt: 9—
Princeton; 10—Texas; 11—New Jersey;
12—New York; 13—Illinois; 14—Noah
Webster; IS—Peace prize; 16—A warm
ocean stream of the North Atlantic; 17—
Christ; 18—1 5 9 13 17 21 25 29; 19—Do
unto others as you would have them do
unto you; 20—Christ; 21—Historian; 22—
Twelve; 23—Paul, John, Mark, Luke;
24—A la-carte—your choice from the
menu. Table d'hote—Take as it is served.
25—Famous negro educator; 26—Railroad
builder of the northwest; 27—Samuel
Clemens; 28—A severe double bit used on
fractious horses; 29—Yes; 30—Premier of
Italy; 31—Books reflect the value; 32—
Solar system regulates; 33—Founder
Christian Science; 34—Los Angeles Evan-
gelist; 35—-Victoria; 36—Liquor (Kansas
Crusader); 37—Caesar and Mark An-
thony; 38—Ferdinand; 39—Tennis; 40—
Salvation Army leader; 41—Proving
grounds for sentimental songs. New
York; 42—Uncle Tom's Cabin; 43—
Statesman and famous after dinner speak-
er; 44—Irving Berlin; 45—Riots; 46—
Russia; 47—Scotch; 48—High Commis-
sioner of Baseball; 49—Cartoonist for
Chicago Tribune; 50—Nevada; 51—Fran-
cis Scott Key, War of 1812; 52—Dixie;
53—Hindenburg; 54—Government oil land
manipulations; 55—Italy; 56—Sixteen;
57—Lincoln and Garfield; 58—Two square
miles; 59—Benjamin Franklin; 60—Eng-
land, God Save the King; 61—France;
62—Fraud, coupled with unsanitary con-
ditions; 63—Leader of the Philippine in-
surrection against the United States; 64—
Cleanliness; 65—Proctor-Gamble Com-
pany, Ivory Soap; 66—Man in Lower
Ten; 67—Unofficial gathering of ballots,
usually conducted by news periodicals to
see which way the "political winds" are
blowing; 68—?; 69—Indiana; 70—Near
Palestine, No apparent outlet; 71—Thou
shall not kill. Thou shalt not steal. Thou

Richard Lynn Condon is the bright-eyed son of
Mr. and Mrs. Edward T. Condon. Mr. Condon is
the man who has much to do with buying and sell-
ing of company real estate, and his many friends
here are glad to meet his son.

shall not bear false witness against thy
neighbor. (Ex. XX); 72—Segregating
whites and negroes on cars engaged in
public transportat ion; 73—California—In
1849 party of immigrants perished there;
74—A university is a collection of col-
leges; 75—Elaslicity of currency; 76—A
negotiable instrument, usually given in
payment of merchandise, anticipating pay-
ment at a definite fixed fu ture date; 77—
Polish statesman; 78—Group bargaining
between employers and employees; 79—
Father of American football; 80—Frank-
lin; 81—Virginia; 82—Approximately 6,-
000,000; 83—1918; 84—Horace Greeley;
85—Alexander Graham Bell; 86—Famous
inventor; 87—Plant wizard; 88—Movies
(Scandal); 89—France; 90—2nd baseman,
New York Giants; 91—$5.00; 92—Article
X; 93—Pennsylvania; 94—I have gone
home; 95—No; 96—Oregon and Maine;
97—Rockefeller (Ford); 98—Humorist;
99—Cigar maker, Jew; 100—Spain; 101—
King of Swats; 102—3.1416.

«*
Born—To Mr. and Mrs. Ralph Howell,

Nov. 22, a son. Mr. Howell is a chemist
at the plant.

••
The girls in the print shop were at-

traled by Henry but there still seems lo
l)e some attraction for him in the manu-
facturing offices. At least he makes a
trip a day up there. ^

Jay Emm in "Peoples Gas Club News"
says:

Schubert had a horse named Sarah,
Rode her in the big parade,

When the brass band started playing
Schubert's Sarah neighed.

Bill Heer was absent, as usual, during
the first few days of the quail season.
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Four generations of the Kalips family had their pictures taken together recently. The grandfather,
Daniel, celebrated his 92nd birthday soon after this picture was made. With him in the picture are
his son, Harlow, who is seated next to him, his grandson, Leo, who is standing, and his great-grandson,
Leo Jr., four years old. Harlow Kalips is a switchman in the Staley yards and Leo Sr. is employed
at the grain elevator. Daniel Kalips came to Macon county from Pennsylvania 60 years ago, driving
overland in an ox cart. For many years he had a wagon-maker's shop in Macon. Now he makes his
home in Taylorville with a son.

A SAD CASE
Perhaps we shouldn't mention it here

but it seems best that his fr iends know
about it. It concerns our time-keeper
and his health. While most of us have
thought that he was perfectly well, some
of his more intimate friends have dis-
covered that he is subject to attacks com-
monly known as fits. The expression
"throw a fit" suits this case, too, as Wen-
dell, the new office boy can testify.

Although Wendell had been warned of
Ed's condition, he evidently angered him
one evening recently and Ed threw not
only a fit but waste baskets and several
other things. In the fu ture Wendell says
he will always handle Ed not only with
care but with gloves.

Wolves come in packs—so do camels
(not an advertisement).

HAS VACATION
Eva Leaser, of the grain department,

had part of her vacation in November and
spent most of it in Chicago. She and
her husband, Jack Leaser, drove up to see
a football game there Nov. 20.

••
When Harvey Smith got married in

November that made one less bachelor
at the plant. Frank Moore is beginning
to feel rather lonesome down there in
the mil lwright shop now.

••
Wendell, new office boy in the manu-

facturing department, is a caddy in the
summer. He hasn't said that he would
but we rather think that on dull days he
might be persuaded to give some of the
golfers a few pointers on stance, etc.

•••
Warris—Let's go hun t in ' 'coon?
Spuhler—1 ain't lost no 'coon.
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"THE IRONY OF FATE"
When the call went out for nimrods

true and tried the auditing department in-
cluded one of its old vets and crack shots
—Kermit Shively, whose past records
make those of old buffalo hunters pale
into nothingness.

Armed to the teeth Kermit started out
early and was gone all day and dur ing
his absence there was much argument as
to how many truck-loads of rabbits and
quai l he would bring back.

And then the sad thing happened.
Damp, downcast and disillusioned, the
huntsman returned with what he declared
was a snipe, his friends declared it a rail
and his enemies insisted was a wren. Ask
Kermit about it and then make a quick
get-away.

CONNER-DAVIS
Mary Conner, of Beecher City, and

George I. Davis, who formerly worked in
the sugar house, were married in Beecher
City, Saturday night, Oct. 29. The brother
and sister-in-law of the bridegroom, Mr.
and Mrs. John Davis, were the attendants.

The bridegroom recently left the Staley
company and has purchased a restaurant
in Beecher City. He and his wife will
make their home there.

Leonard Smith says he would really
enjoy bridge if there was just a joker in
the game.

I wish to thank the traffic office and
the Staley Fellowship club for the flowers
sent me during my recent illness.

H. L. Winings.

Aspiration
Let me be a little k inder ; let me be a lit-

tle blinder
To the faults of those about me; let me

praise a l i t t le more;
Let me be, when I am weary, just a little

bit more cheery;
Let me serve a little better those that I

am striving for.
Let me be a litt le braver when tempta-

tion bids me waver;
Let me strive a l i t t le harder to be all tha t

I should be;
Let me be a little meeker with the brother

that is weaker;
Let me think more of my neighbor and

a little less of me.
-—Anon.

Int roducing Mr. anil Mrs. \L-\vt Simps:m and the
dog. Although there are two dogs in the picture
there is only one in real life. Both Mr. and Mrs.
Simpson had their pictures taken with their pet.
Our friend Newt insists that he cares not at all
for the pup, but from this picture we would judge
differently.

Newt, as everyone at the plant knows, super-
vises the mixing of all concrete and although he
never seems to hurry he covers a great deal of
space each day.

GOODE-MATLOCK
Elizabeth Goode and Dan Matlock were

married in Decatur, Oct. 25. The bride-
groom is one of the oldest employes of
the Staley company, having been em-
ployed at the corn elevator practically
ever since the plant was opened.

\Ve wish to thank the Staley Fellow-
ship club and the men of 16 and 17 build-
ings for their kindness, and flowers at the
time of the death of our son and brother,
Everett.

Mr. and Mrs. C. S. Harris
and Family.

C. E. Pennington. of 17 building, owes
his youth and beauty to bicycle riding it
it said. Now watch us all buy bicycles.

Richard Covington, of the corn ele-
vator, has returned from a trip to Nash-
ville, Tenn., where he was called by the
il lness of his wife. She was somewhat
improved and Mr. Covington brought her
back to I l l inois with him, although it will
be some time before she is completely re-
covered.

Turkey Grant is all ready for winter,
having purchased a new cap with car-
flaps.
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Dan Moore touk a real vacation in the fall when
he went pheasant hunting down in Kansas. He
was what one might call proud of his day's kil l ,
but he wanted the dog to share honors wi th him.

SISTER DIES
Mrs. R. P. Koseberry was called to

Terre Haute Nov. 3 by the death of her
sister, Mrs. Alice Wishard. Funeral ser-
vices were conducted in Terre Haute
Nov. 5.

They say that the thing that made Ruth
Morstatter of the tray room, faint in
church, was the sight of the collection
plate. It had been a long time since she
had been at services and the sight fright-
ened her.

On a recent duck hunting trip Ed
Scheiter shot two birds, but only one of
them was a duck. That is just good prac-
tice, he insists.

Joe Daily wants it distinctly understood
that it is the load of business cares on his
mind and not age which makes him for-
get where he has parked his car.

•••
Good Idea

"You must be sixty."
"I admit it."
"And learning to dance at your age?"
"Well, I want to grow old gracefully."

—Louisville Courier-Journal.

WEDDING ANNIVERSARY
Mr. and Mrs. A. H. House!, 1037 East

North street, celebrated their 50th wed-
ding anniversary Sunday afternoon. Oct.
30, in their home. A group of relatives
and friends was present to wish the
couple well.

Mr. and Mrs. Housel were married
Nov. 1, 1887, near the Edgar-Douglas
county line. Rev. Columbus Boyer of the
Disciples of Christ, performed the cere-
mony. They made their home in Edgar
county for many years, later moving to
Wayne count}'. They have been in De-
catur 10 years, during which time Mr.
Housel has been employed by the Stale}'
company.

Mr. Housel was presented with a purse
of gold by his fellow workers at Staley's
as a token of friendship. Mr. Housel is
now 75 years old, and his wife is 67. The
couple received flowers and other gifts
from the many relatives and friends.

The only two living children of the
couple were among those present Sun-
day in the home. They are Oscar Housel
of Sullivan, and Mrs. Alma Baumgartner
of St. Louis. Six grandchildren and one
great grandchild also were present.

FATHE'R DIES
John Greenwood, machinist, was called

to Millersburg, Ind., Nov. 13, by the
deatli of his father.

I want to thank the Staley tinners and
the Fellowship club for the flowers sent
me during my illness.

\V. H. Deffenbaugh.

We wish to thank our Staley friends for
the kindness shown us during our recent
bereavement.

Mr. and Mrs. Adin Kienborts
and Family.

H. L. Winings, of the traffic office, re-
turned to work early in November after
undergoing an operation for appendicitis.

Mrs. Bertha Gowdy and her small
nephew were standing" at the curb in
St. Louis recently when a policeman
asked them: "Do you children want to
cross the street?"

*•
Isn't He Mean?

Elsie—I wonder why they call a man's
wile his better ha l f ?

Bob—Just to keep her from th ink ing
she's the whole thing.
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DINNER FOR THE GANG
As a result of a bet and much insistence

upon the part of some of his friends,
Haworth Simpson, of the electrician gang,
gave a stag party in the club house Nov.
17. A chicken dinner was served. Newt
Grolla is the man who seems directly re-
sponsible for the party.

The C. E. Goodman family has decided
to try city life for the winter and has
taken a house on North Fifth street, not
far from the plant. Mr. Goodman, who
is a watchman at the west gate, and Viola
who works in the purchasing office, find
that they can sleep a little later in the
morning now, and leave the family Ford
at home.

There have been rumors to the effect
that Gertrude Knapp went to Springfield
the other day for matrimonial reasons.

I wish to express my deep appreciation
for the beautiful chrysanthemums sent by
the Staley Fellowship club at the time of
my mother's death.

Dorothy Baker Suddarth.

Mr. A. E. Staley, Sr. went to New
York the last part of November to at-
tend the regular meeting of the Wabash
Railway Co. directors. He is a member
of that board.

We'll admit that Red Thornborough
had us guessing along with the rest of
the crowd when he began talking about
the tiny red-haired baby at their house.
We didn't know either that she was just
visiting there.

DOG M - \6 I E V E R T H l N G - M ' M o - r T A .

DELIVERS ^— ^*—-*^^ RABBIT
THE RABBIT

\ I

J. \V. Luellen was all ready for a meeting of the
Dokeys when this picture was taken. He not only
had on his grand bonnet but he had on a long tailed
coat, which doesn't show so well in the picture.
Mrs. Luellen is not a member of the famous society
but she got into the picture anyway.

Questions and Answers
Q.—What is the difference between

learning golf and motoring?
A.—In golf you hit nothing, and in

motoring you hit everything.
Q.-—What was the speed crank's last

t ru thfu l statement?
A.—"Now watch the speedometer hit

sixty."
Q.—What is the one thing in the world

you can't buy when you need it most?
A.—Accident insurance. You have to

buy it when you don't need it, or not at
all.

Q.—What is the best way to prevent
the diseases caused by biting insects?

A.—Do not bite the insects.
Q.—How long should you cook spa-

ghetti?
A.—About ten inches.
Q.—How can I tell the horse power of

a car?
A.—Lift the hood and count the

"plugs."
Q.—Where is the best place to get auto

parts?
A.—At the railroad crossing.
Q.—What is the hardest job you know

of?
A.—Trying to sell buggy whips to Ford.

—Oil Weekly.
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Slim Mull is does not look like an old-timer, but this picture is proof that he is. This was vaken
back in the old days—4919, in fact—when the pipe line was being laid between the new pumping station
at the river, and the plant. Slim, who knows the Staley sewer system better than most men know their
alphabet, was in charge of the gang, of which this group in the picture is part. But what makes Slim
feel his age is that not a man in the picture, aside from himself, is still at the plant. SHm, by the way.
is the man in the center rear with the marvelous cap and big gloves. He always did go in for unusual
clothes, for instance, that fur coat he wears now.

MRS. J. E. BAUGHER
Mrs. J. E. Baugher of Windsor died

Friday, Nov. 18, in the home of her
daughter, Mrs. H. G. Rose, 1237 North
Pine street. Mrs. Baugher came to De-
catur for treatment in Macon county san-
itarium and after a few weeks in that in-
stitution went to the home of her daugh-
ter, where her death occurred.

She was born Sept. 4, 1872, in Douglas
county, Missouri. She was married to J.
E. Baugher Jan. 2, 1889. She leaves her
husband and four daughters. Mrs. H. G.
Rose, Mrs. Robert Keeler and Miss Maye
Baugher of Decatur, Miss Regina Baugh-
er of Windsor; her son, Emery S. Baugh-
er of Decatur, her brother, Rev. W. B.
Sine of Rock Island. Mrs. Baugher was
a member of Windsor Christian church.

Maye Baugher, her daughter, lias been
employed in the Staley sales department
for some time.

YOBSKI-YOBSKI
Florence Yobski and Paul Yobski were

married in Decatur Saturday afternoon
Nov. 19. Mrs. Yobski has been em-
ployed in the tray room and Mr. Yobski
is on the sheet metal gang.

Modern Mothers
Little Willie (pointing at hippopotamus

in Zoo)—What th' hell's that?
Fond Mother (slapping Willie's h a n d )

—Dammit, haven't I taught you not to
point at things?—Yellow Jacket.

MRS. IOLA BAKER
Mrs. lola Baker died in Kansas City,

Nov. 1, at the home of her daughter,
Mrs. Fred Suddarth. Mrs. Suddarth,
before her marriage Dorothy Baker, was
formerly editor of The Staley Journal.

Mrs. Baker's body was brought back to
Decatur for burial, funeral services being
conducted from the Dawson & Wykoff
chapel Nov. 3. Representatives of the
Staley Fellowship club, all old fr iends of
Mrs. Suddarth, attended the services.

••
Mac, messenger for the auditing de-

partment, created quite a diversion one
noon when he became so interested in
the story he was reading that he fell off
his chair. Even then he kept on reading
un t i l someone told him he had changed
positions.

Wendell Stokes has taken Henry
Schultz' place as messenger in the manu-
facturing department. Henry left that
job the middle of November to start up
the trail learning the printer's trade.
Henry is already started on his new
career in the Staley company printing
office. —••—

Maggie and Freda have learned, by
experience, that one does not fry chicken
without grease.

•
Bill Bishop said he wished for a camera

the night Ivan Wieland came out to see
them and held their young son for the
first time.
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AN OPEN LETTER
Nov. 8, 1927.

The Staley Journal.
Decatur, 111.

Messrs. Duane and Pope:
Being a constant reader of your Jour-

nal, I have long waited for an opportunity
presented in your November Journal,
page 32.

I cannot help but take advantage of
either one of these two fine personalities
judging from their pictures.

Therefore, please accept my application
as an interested little Miss, and permit
me to submit my photograph for exam-
ination.

Yours very sincerely,
Lil l ian Goldstein.

Nicholas C. Teddy,
1 Graves St.,
Rochester, N. Y.

Swede Eckles, of 17 building, is having
his hogs insured by Frank Rucker. He
hasn't told Frank so, but he plans to kill
them all as soon as the insurance, with
double indemnity in case of accidental
death, goes through. Frank is having
quite a time figuring out rates so it may
be a long time before the deal is fin-
ished.

••
C. W. Gallager, of the supply gang,

and Turner Stuart, of the same gang,
were ill in November.

SORORITY PARTY
Lambda Tau Delta, business sorority,

gave a breakfast for some special guests
in the Staley club house Sunday morning,
Nov. 20.

Vivian Pierce was the guest of her
brother Marion, at the Illinois-Chicago
foot-ball game at Champaign, Nov. 12.

Notice the water coolers in the manu-
facturing department offices? No, it
wasn't a professional artist who painted
them that glowing red. It was Bill Price
who slapped the brush around so effec-
tively.

Students and teachers from the Mason City, III. , high school visited the plant Jate in November.
Many groups from schools and colleges in all parts of the state visit us each year, but this is one of the
largest we have had for several weeks.
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If you want a place put in perfect order call on
these two order hounds—the firm of Webster &
Hume. As the old song has it, "Webster is the
tall one and Hume is the short one." They have
charge of the biff warehouse and keep it in such
perfect order that one feels, as he walks down the
aisles of pumps and presses and bags of starch and
kegs of nails, that he is in a vast cathedral, or to
be most modern—a big movie theater.

Lowell Gill had his vacation late in
November.

Basket Ball Team
With a fu l l schedule for the season

ahead of it, the Staley basketball team got
off for a good start by winning its first
three games. The first game was with the
Illinois Power & Light company and re-
sulted in a 54 to 23 victory for the Staley
team. The second game, played Nov. 15,
resulted in a 30 to 7 defeat of Osgood's
by Staley's. In the third, Staley's vs.
Standard Oil, the score was 35 to 29.

On the Staley squad this year are: Guy
Mathews, who has taken charge of the
team, Lahme, Sattley, Long, Wise, Wai-
tens, G. Smith and Laughlin.

Following is the schedule of games for
the rest of the season: Dec. 1, Staley vs.
M. V. S. S.; Dec. 8, Staley vs. C. B. & Q.;
Dec. 15, Cash Co. vs. Staley; Dec. 27,
Faries vs. Staley; Jan. 3, I. P. L. vs.
Staley: Jan. 17, Staley vs. Osgood; Jan.
24, Staley vs. Standard Oil; Feb. 2, Staley
vs. M. V. S. S.; Feb. 9, Staley vs. C. B. &
Q.; Feb. 16, Cash Co. vs. Staley; Feb. 23,
\\~abash vs. Staley; Feb. 28, Faries vs.
Staley.

Yes, that dress Vivian Pierce has been
wearing lately, is red.

Fred Kessler's fair friends in the south
seem to like him well enough to remem-
ber him, anyway. They sent him some
cotton blossoms recently.

Bob Fatten is always telling about the grand people down in Mmvi-aqua, and recently he brought
some of them up to the plant. After we had met them we decided Bob was right. In the picture are
Simon Primmer, well known farmer and cattle man from Moweaqua, and his two sons, Mark, on the
extreme left, and Herman on the right. Herman lives in Ainsworth, Xeb. Mr. Pattonour, well known
store room foreman, stands next to Mr. Primmer, Sr.
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EDWARD POPE
The many fr iends of J. \Y. Pope, our

Atlanta, Ga., representative, were greatly
shocked and grieved to hear of the sud-
den death of his youngest son, Edward,
November 1. The young man, just twenty
years old, was driving between Ocean
Springs, Miss., and Mobile, Ala. There
was a dense fog and at an unexpected
turn on the road his car went over an
embankment, killing him instantly.

Edward Pope was born in Waukegan.
111., Oct. 17, 1907. He was educated
at the University School for Boys in
Atlanta where he was always prominent
in school affairs. It was while he was a
student there that he organized the T. K.
O. fraternity. After leaving school he
became associated with the Stodghill
Manufacturing Company and was a mem-
ber of the firm at the time of bis death.
He was on a business trip for his firm
when he had this tragic accident.

The funeral services were conducted
from the home of his brother, Reginald
Pope, in Atlanta. The rector of All Saints
Episcopal church, of which Edward was
a devout member, had charge of the
services and burial was in West View
cemetery.

Edward leaves bis parents, Mr. and
Mrs. J. W. Pope, one brother, Reginald
Pope, who was formerly with the Stale}'
company, one sister, Mrs. Gordon Taft of
Omaha, a niece, Cynthia Pope Taft, and
a nephew, Reginald Pope Jr.

The family wishes to express through
The Journal its appreciation of the many
expressions of sympathy received from
Staley friends.

Jack Fletcher, so the story goes, was
waiting for the rabbit to stop running
before he shot it. There is no use in not
playing safe, he thinks.

Just like the wedding pictures in the old family
album, isn't it? Of course you recognize the bride-
groom although he was just 19 then. Do you won-
der that he fell in love with this lovely maiden?
We might suggest that she had enough flowers on
her hat for two, but as that was several years ago,
and she now has grandchildren, that hat probably
was about proper in its time.

BREAKFAST PARTY
Girls in the tray room had a Sunday

morning breakfast in the club house Nov.
13.

Syl Ivens took a vacation during the
first part of the quail season and chased
the birds over the southeastern part of
Illinois. He claims to have had wonder-
ful success.

Louis Schwartz celebrated his birthday last summer with a fami ly reunion. Many relatives came
from Indiana for the event. Louis is shown in the picture with his small (laughter in his arms.
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t Hear in the Hloon—
That the Syrup Splashers, first night champion bowlers, are living up to their repu-

tation. The name Splashers is very appropriate.
That Sylvester Ivens made a record the first night. Next day he strutted around like

a game cock. He seemed to think that everyone he met or passed was saying,
"There goes the record breaker."

That sad to tell, since the opening night of the tournament the Splashers have not
won a game. Their champion, Ivens, is the proud possessor of the booby prize.
Their alibi is they forgot to wash the syrup off their hands.

That of all the contrary, cantankerous, malicious and venomous animals in existence
the white mule should have the blue ribbon.

That he laughs like a hyena, roars like a lion and squeals like a tiger. When aroused
to anger he hisses, spits and strikes with his claws.

That on rare occasions he is peaceful and quiet. Give him a drink and his venomous
nature predominates. Standing on his hind legs he roars his challenge of mortal
combat to his human enemies. Malice is the ruling passion of that gol-darned
white mule whether drunk or sober.

That Eddie Lonergan can trace his ancestors back five thousand years before the
Christian era.

That the lost tribe of Benjamin wandered or strayed to the Emerald Isle and settled
in the county where Lonergan was born and raised.

That Eddie is not sure what race of people he descended from. He says he detests
money tenders, yet he persists in buying nickels for three cents, which goes to
prove instinct is a surer guide than reason.

That JacK rletcher sometimes has human traits, especially when he is hunting quail
armed with his trusty riot gun.

That Edward Borchers says, "My candid opinion is that Fletcher will not shoot game
birds while flying or running."

That Jack will follow a covey of quail for hours. When the poor birds are ready to
drop Fletcher sprays them with No. 4 buck shot. His alibi is, "I don't hurt them,
I kill them."

That Bill Heer, your syrup mixer, would get a national reputation if he tried to tell
the truth for once in his life.

That he is a notorious prevaricator. He claims to be a descendant of the noble Vons
who ruled the Netherlands two thousand years before the birth of Christ.

That Heer believes humans must be born again. He has a faint recollection of being
overseer of the work at the building of the pyramids of Egypt, and centuries later
held a responsible position in King Solomon's harem.

That Robert Patton and his friend, Gene Wylie, have purchased several acres of farm
land in the neighborhood of Harristown, several miles outside of Decatur.

That Bob intends to plant fruit trees and several grape arbors on his property. Wylie
has not made his plans known so far, says Patton.

That back to nature is one of Bob's pet hobbies. He likes to see the alfalfa grow,
the fruit trees in bloom and the birds nesting in the trees. In his youthful days
he could imitate the mocking bird, sing like a nightingale and warble like a canary.

Yours truly, THE MAN IN THE MOON.



IRISH LINENS
Finish Quality Guaranteed

Fine Linen Damask Tablecloths, 2J/2 yds. by 2 yds.,
187 (approximately $4.40) each.

Fine Linen Damask Tablecloths, 3 yds. by 2 yds.
207 ($4.86) each.

Fine Linen Damask Napkins, 22" by 22", per dozen,
187 ($4.40).

Fine Cambric Linen Handkerchiefs, ladies, per doz-
en, 87 ($1.95).

Fine Cambric Linen Handkerchiefs, men, per dozen,
147 ($3.40).

Fine Linen Damask Afternoon Tea Cloths, 54" by
54", and Six Napkins, all with Blue or Gold
Borders, 157 ($3.65) per set.

ALL PRICES F. O. B. BELFAST

SHANDON LINEN CO.
1. ULSTER STREET BELFAST, IRELAND

Men
I like men.

The}1 stride about,
They reach in their pockets

And pull things out.
They look important,

They rock on their toes,
They lose all the buttons

Off of their clothes.
They throw away pipes,

They find them again.
Men are queer creatures.

I like men.
—Dorothy E. Reed in Poetry.

Girls
I like girls.

They like to bluff;
All they have in their purse

Is a powder puff.
They look so attractive.

They walk on their toes.
They're always complaining

They have no clothes.
One week they are bobbed,

The next they have curls;
Girls are queer bimboes.

I like girls.
—W. A. O'Neill in the Conning Tower,

N. Y. World.

A Model Child
Teacher—Do we eat the flesh of the

whale?
Scholar—Yes, ma'am.
Teacher—And what do we do with the

bones?
Scholar—\Ve leave them on the side of

our plate.

Popularity
"They are all crazy about me here,'"

said the asylum attendant.
-»

Waiter—Would you like to drink Can-
ada Dry, sir?

E. Bracken-Brackenavitch—I'd love to,
but I'm only here for a week.—Judge.

A London cinema now allows dogs to
be admitted free of charge. In conse-
quence of this it is rumored that several
Scotsmen are learning to bark.—Punch.

The Lightning Calculator
American (in London, struggling with

English currency, to wife)—Darling, how
much is seven and six?

Darling (brightly)—Thirteen!—Life.
*•

It's no use to look for eggs in the cuc-
koo clock.

Patronize Our Advertisers
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COBB&ODOR• •
IN S U R A N C E
R E A L ESTATE
HOME BUILDING
We Will Afonciate YOUR 'Business

239 WEST MAIN STREET
PHONE MAIN 1160

Fact or Fiction
"The tightest corner I was ever in,"

said the sailor, "was in the South Seas.
I had stripped and jumped overboard for
a swim, when a shark made for me. I
took out my jack-knife, opened it, and
dived. Coming up. I stabbed the shark
underneath in several places until he float-
ed away, dead."

"But," said the listener, "if you were
stripped, how could you find a knife?"

"Garn!" was the sailor's withering re-
tort; "it isn't a yarn you want. What
you want is a bloomin' argument."

•+
No employe wants ninety cents for each

dollar he has due on pay day—neither
does an employer want fifty minutes for
an hour. Think it over.

A Scotchman bought two tickets in a
lottery and won the grand prize of ten
thousand pounds sterling. When he was •
paid off he was far from elated, and a
friend asked:

"What's the matter, Sandy, that you are
not happy?"

"Thinkin' what a waste of money -it
was to buy the ither ticket," he explained.

Hitting the Low Spots
Hemmandhaw—Do you travel much in

that old flivver of yours?
Shimmerpate—From coast to coast.
Hemmandhaw—Goodness! Have you

really gone from Maine to California in
that boat?

Shimmerpate—Oh. no. I mean I coast
down one hill and then tow it up another
one and then coast again.—Youngstown
Telegram.

Stop! Look! Listen!

—For That Next 'Dance

Try Kennie Keck and

His Orchestra

Fairview 2878

The Last Lines
We editors may dig and toil
'Till our fingers are sore;
But some poor fish will always say:
"I've seen that one before."

—Blue Dragon.
•

Downstairs a board creaked, a foot
scraped over a chair and there was the
tinkle of silver! Mrs. Bingham suddenly
sat up in bed and pulled vigorously at
her sleeping husband's arm.

"Whassa matt—," he began.
"Shh!" she whispered. "Burglar down

stairs—take your gun and go down and
get him, at once."

Mr. Bingham trembled and the hair
rose on his head, but he was a quick
thinker.

"Sure," he said, "I'll go right down.
It's probably the girl burglar who has
been robbing houses around here—a sweet
looking little thing who always kisses her
way out of trouble when she gets caught.
I'll go right down."

"John! Your place is with me! You
stay RIGHT HERE!"

«
Economy

Employment Bureau Manager •— So
you'd like to employ a mason. What kind
do you want?

Employer (a Scot)—I'd like to have
one of these free masons I've heard so
much about.—Wall Street Journal.

Virginia—That rouge certainly looks
natural. I thought for a long time that it
was your skin.

Helen—Well, it's the next thing to it.

The "Speaker" Sex
"Is your wife still at home?''
"Hell, no; she's louder there than any-

where else."—Exchange.

Fortune Teller—I see a tall, stout wo-
man between you and your husband; she
follows him about wherever he goes.

Client—I'm sorry for her, then—he's a
postman.

Patronize Our Advertisers
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James J* ivioran
For Ambulance

Service

Telepkonc Main 577

Cor. \Vater and Eldorado Street*

Poor Old U. S.
A small boy was taken by his father to

Washington to visit Congress. He was
much interested in the chaplain, who al-
ways opened the sessions with a prayer.
Both in the Senate and the House he had
observed this procedure. Finally, he
asked:

"Papa, why does the minister come in
every day and pray for Congress?"

"You've got it all wrong, son," replied
his father. "The minister comes in every
day, looks over Congress, and then prays
for the country."—Outlook.

Rub—I've driven this car six years and
never had a wreck.

Dub—You mean you've driven that
wreck six years and never had a car.

Warmed Over
Sweet Young Thing (to friend)—Really

good-looking boys are so scarce these
days I think I ought to make mine do
another year.—Christian Leader.

Automobile Salesman—This controls
the emergency brake. It is put to use
very quickly in case of emergency.

Sweet Young Thing—I see; something
like a kimono.

•
Son—Mother, who put that statue un-

der the sink?
Mother—Shh! That's the plumber!—

The Enamelist.

'* Say It WVtA Flowers "

F L O W E R S
BY FAST MAIL AND TELEGRAPH

HOURAN'S
Water at North—Phone M. 581

Definitions from a Freshman's Notebook
Blizzard—The inside of a hen.
Mountain Range—A large cook stove.
Oxygen—An eight-sided figure.
Dispel—To spell incorrectly.
Butter—A billy goat; Buttress—a nanny

goat.
Frontispiece—A headlight on a Ford.
Furlough—A fur-bearing animal.
Monomaniac—A man with only one

wife.
Mistake—To steal something.
Observatory—A place where flowers are

kept.
Tonsorial Parlor—Where you go to

have your tonsils out.
Joan of Arc—One of Noah's daughters.

—The Red Seal.

Farmer—Why did it take you so long
to put the bridle on that horse?

Farm Hand (from city)—I had to wait
until he yawned to get the bit in his
mouth.

"Your singing took me back to my girl-
hood days," she cried.

"Really," murmured the artiste. "I had
no idea my voice could carry so far."—
Answers.

*
"What did the boss say when you told

him you sat up all night with the baby?"
"He asked me if she was a blond or

brunette."
Patronize Our
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Confession
Madge—Have you ever felt utterly dis-

graced in public?
Janet—Why, yes. my husband goes out

with me occasionally.

First Working Girl—I've been on this
job now for five months, and the boss has
never got fresh with me once.

Second Working Girl—My Gawd! Why
don't you quit?

••
Quite Snappy

Bore—I don't know how it is but I
feel all wound up tonight.

Hostess—That's funny. And still' you
don't seem to go.—Webfoot.

Pauline Hallford, a student at Millikin
university, worked in the sales depart-
ment for a short time in November.
Advertisers



Choice
The Aristocrat of Chocolates
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Morehouse & Wells Company
134 E. Main Street—Phone M. 40 Seventh at William—Phone M. 43

We Test Your
TUBES FREE!

m •
Cunningham
Tubes...

..$1.75
4.50

RADIO

"You' re There With a
— Band Box Model

The Crosley Band Box is a 6 tube set, cab-
inet of frosted brown crystaline. Single
dial control, and all parts shielded,
pick up the faintest
signals, illuminated dial

ingl
Will

Headquarters
/or Radio Needs

Eveready
Batteries...
7111-A $ .50

772-B-4S ... 3.75

770-B-45 ... 4.75

486-B Layer-
bilt 5.00

1.75

.60.$55 771-C-4J

Our Seventh Street Store Is Your Store

Christmas

^-A Desk for
His or Her Den

No. 4648— Double Pedestal, 48 in. wide, 30'/£ in.
high, 26 in. deep, walnut or mahogany, each $70.00

No. 4636— Single Pedestal, 36 in. wide, 30'/£ in.
high, 26 in. deep, walnut or mahogany, each $50.00

Other desks in A/>/>le Green, Royal Parchment or Chinese Red, all in
tiro lone colors, from $55. OO to $77. OO— Boo/teases and chairs to match

The Review Printing & Stationery Co.
Review Building DecatUf, Illinois Review Building

Patronize Our Advertisers



Pure Food Starches
Mill Starches

Thin Boiling Starch
Confectioners Starches

Cream Corn Starch
Laundry Starch

Soy Bean Meal
Soy Bean Health Flour

Soy Bean Oil
Stayco Gum

Poster Paste

Corn Syrups (Unmixed)
Corn Sugars

Table Syrups
Corn Gluten Feed

Perfect Protein Feed
Corn Germ Meal

Corn Oil
Salad and Cooking Oil

Soft Soaps


