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CHRISTMAS SHOULD MEAN
GREAT DEAL THIS YEAR

"I heard the bells on Christmas Day
Their old familiar carols play."

* * * *

I've sung it, in my own quavering way,
and heard it practically always, but re-
cently it dawned upon me that actually I
had seldom heard the bells—the Christ-
mas bells that writers of English Christ-
mas stories and poems are always men-
tioning. To be sure I was brought up in
a small town where an accepted part of
every church was a bell, and twice before
each service those bells rang.

In reality though I should say the bells
sounded rather than rang because, with
only a few exceptions, they were flat and
really not musical. But it added some-
thing to a Sunday morning, or the dusk
of a summer evening, to hear them—the
brassy Presbyterian bell near by, the big
booming Methodist bell blocks away, and
then, from a distance, the mellow sweet
bells which called the faithful to worship
in the little Lutheran chapel at the north
edge of town. Of course, I realize that
in the modern city, with its noise and
hurry, people might neither hear nor
heed church bells—but there are cities
where they still ring.

One of my pleasant memories of Mon-
treal is of the bells. There, after the old-
world fashion, change ringing of the peals
is a well developed art. No matter in
what part of the city one may be, Sun-
day is marked by the pealing of bells
from the many lovely churches which
dominate that lovely city. Sunday eve-
ning there isn't like every other evening
—for the chimes ring out across the hills,
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and feast days and holidays are ushered
in at mid-night with special peals of truly
silver tones. Christmas Eve should have
a special significance there.

I feel, that, the opinion of a great
many people to the contrary, Christmas
should have a special meaning this year.
The very fact that the world is seemingly
being over-run by hate and greed and
viciousness, gives added reason for re-
dedicating the movement for Peace and
Good-Will. This year should be a time
for celebrating Christmas—well, perhaps
not as usual, but at least in the true sense
of the day.

This year might, in fact, be the ideal
time to get away from the senseless mean-
ing Christmas has taken on and get back
to the real day. This year would be an
excellent time to put foremost the
thought—"What can I do to make this
world a better place" rather than to de-
vote time and precious energy to sense-
less giving.

For a number of years the so-called
Christian nations have led the trend
away from the true meaning of Christ-
mas. That may seem like a small thing,
but it doubtless is one of the many small
things which helped in the big trend
towatd selfishness, and lawlessness which
are the roots of most of our present day
troubles.

Accordingly our restoring the true
meaning to the Christmas season cannot
right the wrongs of the world, but it can
help to swing the trend that way. Cele-
brating Christmas in its true sense does
not mean discontinuing the giving of
gifts. Rather it means, if anything, giv-
ing more, but giving from the heart, and
with the idea of helping someone rather
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than paying back gifts received. Keep-
ing the true Christmas does not mean be-
ing solemn. Rather it means spreading
joy—true joy, and a lasting one.

One does not even have to spend much
money to be assured of a real Christmas.
Expensive baubles break and are dis-
carded and forgotten, but friendship and
love, and laughter and good-will grow in
the sharing, and in an ever widening cir-
cle, live on and on.

SOME WINTER THOUGHTS
ON HOME GARDENING

Women have long complained (or
bragged) that a woman's work is never
done. Let me go on record right now for
gardeners. Neither is theirs. Being just
rounding out the end of my first year as
an active gardener in my own garden I
know—oh how I know !—whereof I
speak.

Early last spring, while we were strug-
gling to get the grass started and then to
keep most of the weeds out of the fresh
new lawn, I consoled myself as T rubbed
my aching joints, that in a few months
I could sit back and relax. Ha! Ha!
That is one word which is not in any of
the garden catalogs I have read.

Just about the time the weeds, for this
season, seemed under control, and the an-
nuals were all planted, the regular sum-
mer dry spell set in. One can't sit around
and let things die for want of water, if
a hose is handy—so for about two
months life was a mad dash home every
evening, a quick change into old clothes
and a session with the hose and the pat-
ent lawn sprinkler unti l dark, or after.
It was during those months that I learned
that ladies who are responsible for lawns
never have a chance to dress up and trail
across them in dainty garments. They
trudge across them in muddy old slacks
dragging a muddier length of garden hose
behind them.

It did seem that after the fall rains
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came and the flowers were gone, that the
gardener could rest. But I had forgotten
that grass seed had to be sowed in Sep-
tember, and this being a dry fall, IT had
to be watered. Then—certain bulbs had
to be dug and put in the basement. That
took care of September and October.
But when November arrived it had its lit-
tle duties too. There were not only
leaves to rake, but there were bulbs for
early blooming to be planted, there were
some shrubs to be moved and the late
blooming perennials to be cut down and
covered. That is one reason why Thanks-
giving comes in November. Most of the
outside garden work is done then and
the gardener, much as he loves it, is
thankful.

Now, with December well along, the
ground is unworkable, but if I don't de-
cide on seeds and plants pretty soon, I
will be late getting them in next spring,
so I relax over a catalog—and am anxious
to start work.

MRS. STALEY WRITES
POEM FOR JOURNAL

Staley Journal readers are delightfully
fortunate in having the friendship of
Mrs. A. K. Staley, who as Emma L.
Staley, writes lovely poems. I say we are
fortunate in having her friendship for
Mrs. Staley writes from her heart the
things she feels about the things she
loves, but only gives them to her friends
whom she thinks really want them.

A few times before she has given us
poems for the Journal, upon the request

•of the editor and some kindly urging
from Mr. Staley. This month, I believe,
her touching Christmas verses, appearing
on the following page, were written for
the Journal with the Journal readers in
mind. Knowing this, and knowing how
dear Mrs. Staley holds all the things she
mentions—home and husband, her fam-
ily and peaceful quiet—we who read her
"Bells of Christmas" will find it all the
more charming.
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JBells of Christmas
By EMMA L. STALEY

I found a cottage bright, one winter night—
One Christmas eve, when drifts of crusted snow

Had caught and held the shaft of candle-light
From tapers in a window all aglow.

I found that cottage bright, one stormy night,
And in it friendly cheer that welcome brings.

I crept up closer to the warmth and light,
And felt the silent touch of homelike things.

The flaming logs of fragrant, knotty pine;
The tea leaves steeping in the luster pot;

The master half asleep at stroke of nine;
The china figures on the old what-not.

The fox-hound curled in comfort by the door,
That raised his head, and barked "Who comes? Who goes?"

Then wagged his tail; and stretched upon the floor
He fell asleep again, and twitched his toes.

The Christmas tree was trimmed, and laden low
With candy canes and shining silver balls.

I passed beneath the hanging mistletoe,
And touched the holly wreaths upon the walls.

Upstairs, I heard hushed whispers of delight
From little children put to bed too soon;

And sometimes in the silence of the night,
I thought I heard them stir and softly croon.

I find that cottage bright, each stormy night.
I keep the picture in my wandering.

I see again the guiding candle-light.
I hear the Bells of Christmas when they ring.
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OF FELLOWSHIP CLUB

START WITH HOLIDAYS
Parties, Plays and Concerts

Planned by and for Club Members

Like most individuals, and many or-
ganizations, the Staley Fellowship club
generally manages to get a great many
irons into the fire along about Christmas
time. The social season picks up consid-
erable speed about this season, and va-
rious club committees get into action in
earnest. This year, as usual, activities
which got under way in November, will
probably run through until spring.

Ever since its organization the Fellow-
ship club has made an effort to mean as
much to the families of the members as
possible. When it could be done, parties
were given for families, or they were in-
cluded in the regular club parties or en-
tertainments. This custom takes on spe-
cial meaning at Christmas when the big
party for the children is always an event.

Children's Party

This year the children's party is going
to be about the biggest ever staged. In-
cidentally, staged is used advisably there
because the party, like that of last year,
will be put on by a group of Staley em-
ployees' children for all employees' chil-
dren. The date of the big affair is Sat-
urday, Dec. 21, and the place is Johns
Hill High school. To accommodate all
the children, and most of the grown-ups
who want to see the show, two perform-
ances will be given.

In the morning the doors will open at
9:30 and the show will start at 10. The
afternoon show is scheduled for 1:30.
While both of these shows are being giv-
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en primarily for children, between the
ages of 4 and 15, inclusive, this year old-
er children and parents will be admitted
if they bring the club membership card
of the father or mother, whichever be-
longs. Younger children will be admitted
by tickets which will be distributed by
the foremen, after the manner usually
followed. . cuIdentical Shows

The two shows will be identical, but it
is urged that as many as possible attend
the one in the morning, since the audi-
torium probably will be taxed to its ca-
pacity both times. Parents who cannot
accompany their children need not worry
about them because there will be a group
of people there to see that they are all
right, and traffic police will be stationed
at all intersections near the school.

H. L. Chastain, who made such a suc-
cess of the children's Christmas program
last year, is again in charge, and is prom-
ising a similar, but greatly enlarged show.
Working with him is the Social Commit-
tee made up of H. Sims, Tom Moran, H.
Gepford, H. Scherer, J. Fisher and F.
Groseman. About 35 children, children
of Staley employees, with one or two tal-
ented employees, will put on a show of
dancing and music. Freddie Hensey will
be the director. In addition there will be
a movie.

At this party the Staley band, under
the direction of Mark L. Ackerman Jr.,
will make its first public appearance. This
band is also made up entirely of em-
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Harrison Blades is an electrician, but he is making a very good job as a hobby-horse
doctor here.

ployees or members of their families. For
the dancers Tommy Wagner will play,
as he did last year.

Santa Claus Appears

Then, at the end of the program, Santa
Claus will appear and distribute treats
to the children between 4 and IS inclu-
sive, who will be given tickets which will
entitle them to the treat.

One other party will be given by the
club during the Christmas holidays. This
will be the holiday dance for club mem-
bers. It will be given Saturday night,
Dec. 28, in the ball room of the Orlando
hotel, with Johnny Dyar's orchestra play-
ing. Hours will be from 9 until mid-night.

To avoid that let-down feeling one
often has right after the holidays, the
Staley band is announcing a concert on
the Sunday after New Years. That will
be Jan. 12, and will be an afternoon affair
in Johns Hill auditorium. Like other
Staley affairs, admission will be free, and
the concert will be for club members and
their families. Mr. Ackerman and mem-
bers of the band have been working ev-
ery available moment on their program,

Paul Simroth has a small daughter so he
knows just how particular little girls are
about their doll carriages.
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Karl Simroth puts as much care and work
into these toys as he does into raising flowers
and plants.

and indications are that the affair is only
the first of a series of interesting and en-
tertaining musical events.

Planning Plays

At least two other entertainments are
being planned for later in the winter.
These are two plays which the Dramatic
club is planning. The reading committee
now has several plays, and will select two,
one to be given soon, and the other later
in the spring. The two plays given by the
club last year were such outstanding suc-
cesses that the club really has a high av-
erage to maintain this year.

Reconditioning Toys

Although it cannot come under the
heading of parties, there is another ac-

tivity which certainly brings lots of pleas-
ure. This is the work the Handicraft club
does each year in reconditioning toys.
In the fall they start gathering in toys
that children have discarded. Then every
possible moment between then and
Christmas the club members devote most
of their spare time in the club shop re-
pairing, rebuilding and painting these

Red Owens seems to think that little red wagons can be taken apart and put together
just as automobiles can.
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toys. When they have finished the toys
are as good, or better, than new.

These toys are collected by the Fel-
lowship club from members whose chil-
dren no longer play with them. After
they are rebuilt they are distributed at
Christmas to children who will love and
enjoy them, but would probably have no
toys if the Fellowship club did not send
them. The men work hard on these toys,
and give up a great deal of time they
could spend on their own gifts, but they
feel that the pleasure the children get
repays them for everything they do.

While these are the major activities
scheduled by the club, probably other
and smaller affairs will be given during
the next few months.

Staley Band Keeps Growing

New members are being added to the
Staley band every week, but the director,
Mark Ackerman, Jr., wants still more.
His goal is a 75-piece concert band—and
he feels sure he will attain it.

Looking forward to the first concert,
announced for January 12, Mr. Ackerman
is giving private lessons to various mem-
bers. Each lesson will be a half hour in
length and will be given at no cost to the
band members. All will be given in the
band room on the third floor of the Ad-
ministration building.

He will give lessons on Mondays
through Fridays from 12:30 to 1, from 5
to 6 and on Wednesdays and Thursdays
from 7:30 to 8:30. Rehearsals will be
from 7:30 to 9 on Monday nights in the
future.

Winter Is Over

Winter is over. We have that on goodo

authority. Henry Galley's family saw a
big fat robin out in their garden digging
for worms Nov. 29, and no one need tell
them it was one who hadn't left for the
south. They are sure that all the cold
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weather we had earlier in the month will
last a while and the robin has come to
announce the arrival of spring. (But
don't put your flannels away yet!)

Phil Kratzer was greatly missed about
the round house while he was ill in No-
vember.

Mrs. Minnie Sturgeon, pastry cook in
the plant cafeteria, actually did cut her
finger on the garage, although it sounds
peculiar. She was trying to catch a
chicken, in preparation for the family
Thanksgiving dinner, when she tripped.
In reaching to prevent falling she
grabbed the garage door, which is a metal
structure—and tore her finger. She did
have to go to the hospital, but she was
able to go to the family party the next
day, as planned.

Van Hook Is Back

W. R. Van Hook returned to his work
in the store room late in November after
several weeks in Macon County Sana-
torium where he was sent for rest and
observation. He says that he got plenty
of both and now is back with a clean bill
of health. Also he now has a thorough
working knowledge of the art of bed
making. One of the ways the patients
there get exercise is by making their own
beds, but they make them under the
eagle eye of a nurse, who sees to it that
they miter each corner and pull smooth
each sheet. Jack Howley says he knows
how its done. He learned in the army,
but there they make them smooth so
they will act as a perfect surface for a
quick game of dice.

Melvin Longbons, oil sales, and his
wife and son, drove over to I'ainesville
to spend the Thanksgiving holiday with
his brother, Tom and family. Tom is
office manager in our I'ainesville plant.
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F U G H U H
O F A L L W E H O L D D E A R

The following editorial appeared first
in the New York Times June 14, 1940,
and is being reprinted here because, in
simple language, it pictures this American
scene so clearly:

What's a flag? What's the love of
country for which it stands? Maybe it
begins with love of the land itself. It is
the fog rolling in with the tide at East-
port, or through the Golden Gate and

among the towers of San Francisco. It is
the sun coming up behind the White
Mountains, over the Green, throwing a
shining glory on Lake Champlain and
above the Adirondacks. It is the storied
Mississippi rolling swift and muddy past
St. Louis, rolling past Cairo, pouring
down past the levees of New Orleans. It
is lazy noontide in the pines of Carolina,
it is a sea of wheat rippling in Western

Men in tin- west yard decided they wanted a flag, which they bought, and each day
Charlie Ellis, scale house, runs it up in the morning and brings it down at night.
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Kansas, it is the San Francisco peaks far
north across the glowing nakedness of
Arizona, it is the Grand Canyon and a lit-
tle stream coming down out of a New
England ridge, in which are trout.

It is men at work. It is the storm-
tossed fishermen coming into Gloucester
and Provincetown and Astoria. It is the
farmer riding his great machine in the
dust of harvest, the dairyman going to
the barn before sunrise, the lineman
mending the broken wire, the miner drill-
ing for the blast. It is the servants of fire
in the murky splendor of Pittsburgh, be-
tween the Allegheny and the Monon-
gahela, the trucks rumbling through the
night, the locomotive engineer bringing
the train in on time, the pilot in the
clouds, the riveter running along the
beam a hundred feet in air. It is the
clerk in the office, the housewife doing
the dishes and sending the children off to
school. It is the teacher, doctor, and par-
son tending and helping body and soul
for small reward.

It is small things remembered, the lit-
tle corners of the land, the houses, the
people that each one loves. We love our
country because there was a little tree on
a hill, and grass thereon, and a sweet val-
ley below; because the hurdy-gurdy man
came along on a sunny morning in a city
street; because a beach or a farm or a
lane or a house that might not seem much
to others was once, for each of us, made
magic. It is voices that are remembered
only, no longer heard. It is parents,
friends, the lazy chat of street and store
and office, and the ease of mind that
makes life tranquil. It is Summer and
Winter, rain and sun and storm. These
are flesh of our flesh, bone of our bone,
blood of our blood, a lasting part of what
we are, each of us and all of us together.

It is stories told. It is the Pilgrims dy-
ing in their first dreadful Winter. It is
the minute man standing his ground at
Concord Bridge, and dying there. It is
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the army in rags, sick, freezing, starving
at Valley Forge. It is the wagons and
the men on foot going westward over
Cumberland Gap, floating down the great
rivers, rolling over the great plains. It
is the settler hacking fiercely at the
primeval forest on his new, his own
lands. It is Thoreau at Walden Pond,
Lincoln at Cooper Union, and Lee riding
home from Appomattox. It is corruption
and disgrace, answered always by men
who would not let the flag lie in the dust,
who have stood up in every generation to
fight for the old ideals and the old rights,
at risk of ruin or of life itself.

It is great multitude of people on pil-
grimage, common and ordinary people,
charged with the usual human failings,
yet filled with such a hope as never
caught the imaginations and the hearts
of any nation on earth before. The hope
of liberty. The hope of justice. The hope
of a land in which a man can stand
straight, without fear, without rancor.

The land and the people and the flag
—the land a continent, the people of ev-
ery race, the flag a symbol of what hu-
manity may aspire to when the wars are
over and the barriers are down; to these
each generation must be dedicated and
consecrated anew, to defend with life it-
self, if need be, but, above all, in friend-
liness, in hope, in courage, to live for.

Audrey Wood, orders, and Marian
Skelley, accounting, spent the week-end
of Nov. 30 in Chicago, attending opera.

Dok Hollis, our Chicago manager, has
talked so much about the horse show at
the International that Helen Harder and
Marge White decided to see if it was as
good as he said. Consequently they told
Dok to get them tickets and off they went
to see at least one show. They were not
able to be there the night Dok showed
his famous Intruder.
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H A W A I I A N C H A R M C H A N G E S S T A R C H

S A L E S M A N I N T O A P O E T . . . .

Our laundry starch salesman, S. S. Snell,
arrived in Honolulu decked in the traditional
flowers.

When S. S. Snell, our special products
representative, went out to Honolulu in
November he went to sell our laundry
starches, but practically before He had
landed in the Paradise of the Pacific, he
had been sold—on the beauty of the is-
lands. Met by V. G. Gilligan, manager
of the Machinery, Chemical and Supply
company, Staley's agents in Hawaii, our
hero was greeted by a bevy of lovely girls
who tossed leis of spicy and colorful
tropic flowers about his neck—but let
him tell it as he did in a letter to the
office:
DECEMBER, 1940

Here in the land of perpetual sunshine,
so the natives say, with hula girls strung
all around me, leis around my neck, a
malo1 around my opu- (I'll let you figure
that one out!) and all in all thoroughly
enjoying my stay as well as working my
head off. So, I thought you may want
to hear about my impressions of these
Islands, hence this letter.

Upon my arrival in Honolulu, I was
met on board the steamship Lurline, by
Vern V. Gilligan, president and manager
of the Machinery, Chemical & Supply
Co., who is our representative in the Ter-
ritory of Hawaii. He boarded the Lur-
line five miles from Honolulu Harbor;
reaching same via Young Brothers' tug,
just as the ship cleared picturesque Dia-
mond Head, the Gibraltar of Hawaii.
Then, true to all the old Hawaiian tradi-
tions and customs, I was enveloped in
fragrant wreaths, or leis, as they call
them here in Hawaii, of the spicy carna-
tion, tangy ginger, Maunaloa, the flower
of the mountains and fragile plumarias.
From the moment of my arrival to the
day of my departure, I was accorded
nothing but the warmest Hawaiian hos-
pitality for which these Islands have be-
come world famous.

Upon arriving at the dock, to the
strains of "Aloha"" or welcome as played
by the popular Royal Hawaiian band, I
was amazed to notice the activities that
presented themselves within the city . . .
army, navy, civilian activity! A sales-
man's paradise if there ever was one.

Immediately upon my being settled at
the hotel, my work began—work that has
proven most interesting and absorbing
and I might say here that in leaving Ha-
waii, I take with me many memories and
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impressions. Impressions I will carry
over to fellow associates who intend to
stop here at the Cross-roads of the Pa-
cific some day; but chief amongst these
impressions I find this to be the most
pronounced:

In every laundry, Army, Navy, terri-
torial, institutional, and commercial, I
found the supervisors as well as the work-
ers themselves anxious to learn ways and
means to make their plants run more effi-
ciently—to better themselves and their
work—and I found that expense was sec-
ondary—primarily was the betterment
of quality and operating efficiency.

I also had the pleasure of visiting the
laundries on several of the larger battle-
ships now stationed in Hawaiian waters
and was amazed to note the high quality
of work being produced under the very
congested conditions these laundrymen
have to contend with. Lack of space and
equipment are being overridden remark-
ably and their work compares most fa-
vorably with other laundries with much
more equipment and floor space. Again,
I find them anxious to learn and improve.

On these ships, as well as in every
laundry and dry cleaning plant I visited
and demonstrated our products to, I find
that the supervisors hold the utmost re-
spect and aloha for Mr. Gilligan. That
in itself is a most favorable reaction, be-
cause their confidence in him and his
suggestions smooths the path for a more
congenial reception of our products.
They look to him for ironing out the
kinks in their laundry problems and their
faith in his decisions is something to be
admired.

Incidentally, I want to state that I find
the Machinery, Chemical & Supply Co.
to be the only supply house in the Terri-
tory of Hawaii maintaining a complete
stock of laundry supplies, machinery and
specialties.

All in all, I must state that my work
has been most enjoyable. Everyone has
PAGE 12

worked hard to make this trip a success
and I have spent many enjoyable mo-
ments here in Hawaii, I will be glad to
be back again with the expectation of
again coming back to this Paradise of the
Pacific.

This sounds like a page from the liter-
ature put out by the Tourist Bureau or
the Chamber of Commerce, but for you,
my bosses out the A. E. Staley way, I
must say that I still am employed by
you and not plugging for the local Cham-
ber of Commerce.

Am sailing home the fifteenth . . . and
taking with me the memory of time well
spent in one of the fastest progressing
communities I have yet visited. Best per-
sonal regards to you all, I am,

Very truly yours,
S. S. Snell.

1 Malo—loin cloth made of grass and
worn by natives.

- Opu—waistline.
:: Aloha—meaning anything good.

Dr. and Mrs. R. E. Greenfield, and
Frank Rogier went to New Orleans in
December to attend the meeting of the
American Society of Chemical engineers.

Mary Alice McGuire, daughter of W.
H. McGuire, grain department, is plan-
ning to spend the Christmas holidays
with her parents in their home in Maroa.
Mary Alice, who graduated from the
University of Arizona last spring, re-
turned to Tucson this fall to work on
her Master's degree.

Henry Scherer liked the flowers and the
scenery in Mexico, but he has decided,
after spending his vacation there, that
the girls in the U. S. A. are really more
his type. So, Henry is back at work in
the mechanical superintendent's office,
and is still one of Staley's most eligible
bachelors.
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BIG BEAR S T O R E S re

Staleys Syrup in Mass Display

:*** *^* . . fefiL.

• • •- w

Orderly arrangement of vast stocks of food is one of the outstanding rules of the Big
Bear stores.

Our package division salesman, Paul
Kirkpatrick, was a very busy, but an ex-
tremely happy man not long ago. He
had sold Big Bear Stores, Inc., of Colum-
bus, O., their first carload of Staley's new
"SWEETOSE" (Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.).
Syrups, and when the order arrived he
worked with the Big Bear display men
in arranging a display in the company's
big Store No. 1.

This display, in which 250 cases of
syrup were used, was as effective as it was
DECEMBER, 1940

attractive. In a short time, however, it
had gone the way of all good merchan-
dise displays—the syrup was all sold, for
while 250 cases is a great deal of syrup
Big Bear Stores, Inc., is a big organiza-
tion covering a trading territory of enor-
mous proportions.

Still Young

The Big Bear system was organized
just six years ago, and its growth has
been rapid. Originating with a super
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market at the edge of the campus of the
University of Ohio the Big Bear system
soon opened other super markets through
Central Ohio and now serves a large ter-
ritory.

From the beginning the Big Bear com-
pany determined to give its customers
greater variety and better values than
many stores of similar size. Each store
is equipped to supply the complete food
needs of a family, with additional depart-
ments for candies, tobaccos and flowers.
The stores all have well lighted parking
places for customers' automobiles, and
for the convenience of customers who use
the street cars, one of the stores runs a
bus between the car line and the store.

Best Brands

While all of these things contribute
toward the success of a store the result
would not be satisfying unless the mer-
chandise on the store shelves was good.
From the start Big Bear has made it an
unbreakable rule to handle only the best
nationally known brands in all food prod-
ucts. The policy of the company has al-
ways been that if the customer feels that
her purchase is not satisfactory her mon-
ey is refunded. Close supervision of all
purchases by company buyers, and a test-
ing laboratory for shipments help keep
customers' complaints down to the mini-
mum.

•h i1- —h7iTM 1 1^^rW
' - fix *' riLL

Staley's Syrups were featured in this artistic and unusual display.
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T U R K E Y S S C I E N T I F I C A L L Y F E D T H R I V E

O N S O Y B E A N O I L M E A L F E E D S

I f you ate turkey for Thanksgiving, or
are eating it for Christmas, you probably
were helping, indirectly, the soybean in-
dustry, for turkey farms are good cus-
tomers for feeds in which Staley's Soy-
bean Oil Meal are used. Turkeys, like
many other things, are not what they
used to be. Until a few years ago the
farmer's wife raised—or tried to raise—
them, and wore herself out bringing them
up to market size. Now most of the tur-
keys on the market are raised on farms
devoted entirely to that industry, by
trained turkey herdsmen.

The story of such a farm recently ap-
peared in the Emporia (Kan.) Daily
Gazette and because the owners are
Staley friends and because the White-
Light feed they use has Staley's Soybean
Oil Meal as a component part, we are
using part of it here. This White-Light
feed is mixed by the Peabody Milling
Co., a subsidiary of Trusler Behymer
Grain Co. In part, the story from the
Gazette follows:

A year ago two Emporia business men,
Harold Trusler of the Trusler Behymer
Grain company and J. B. "Bus" Jensen,
of T. Jensen and Sons Produce company,
decided to investigate the business of
growing turkeys on a large scale. Trus-
ler had ideas on processing and supplying
feed for turkeys and Mr. Jensen who
has had many years' experience in buy-
ing and dressing and marketing turkeys,
also had some ideas on how to raise tur-
keys. The project was initiated by a trip
to Iowa in December by Mr. Jensen, who
investigated large-scale production and
marketing merits of a type of bronze
turkeys known as the broad-breast va-
riety.
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The Emporians, after Jensen's survey,
proceeded with their turkey project on
the premise that if finer turkeys than the
ordinary farm-yard varieties could be
produced in the tall corn country of
Iowa, as good or better ones could be
raised to maturity cheaper in the big
bluestem grass country in Kansas. Good
turkey lot drainage and fresh roaming
areas were points of necessary sanitation
which could be provided in the Kansas
Flint hills.

Guarding against counting their tur-
keys before they #ere hatched, the Em-
porians went into the business cautious-
ly. For the equipment they chose second-
hand materials and home-made make-
shifts instead of the expensive manufac-
tured brooders, feeders, housing facilities
and fencing.

To produce the 2,700 turkeys, Trusler
and Jensen selected equipment which
cost a total of $590.43. With second-
hand lumber, two old barns were fixed
up to shelter the young turkeys. Out-
door rough racks and roosting shelters
were built as cheaply as possible. The
equipment investment also included a
second-hand farm electric light plant for
lighting the sheds and grounds and an
old truck for feed and hauling, and other
miscellaneous items as fencing.

Hatched in Spring
The poults, baby turkeys, were hatched

in four batches during April and May.
Few of the turkeys died after the age

of three weeks. Much of the success of
the project and lack of deaths in the
flock, Trusler and Jensen accredit to the
care the birds received from Emmett Ca-
hoone, the turkey herdsman, and his as-
sistant, Merle Merritt.
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Cahoone, who has had much poultry
raising and feeding experience, almost
speaks the turkey language. For more
than six months he has virtually lived
with the flock and he talks turkey inces-
santly with the ranch managers and the
many visitors.

Diet Is Important

Mr. Cahoone has watched the diet and
exercising activities of his turkeys close-
ly. The feeds used were the prepared
ones of the Trusler-Behymer Grain com-
pany and the ordinary grains later in the
feeding season. Huge quantities of but-
termilk and oats comprised a large part
of the turkey diet during the early grow-
ing season. Mr. Cahoone frowned on his
winged wards from over-exercising in a
nearby large bluestem pasture. Range
running, he held, develops muscles and
makes the meat tough, while confinement
to dry lot feeding pens kept the birds
inactive and the meat tender.

For green feed the turkeys were oc-
casionally herded into young wheat. Mr.
Cahoone disliked his turkeys eating too
many grasshoppers and risk getting tape-
worms or other parasites. Over-feeding
on grasshoppers was not a big problem
this year as there was no plague of them.

Are Heavy Eaters

Mr. Trusler estimates that by the close
of the season the 2,700 fowl will have
eaten 150,000 pounds of food. This in-
cluded the prepared starter, mash, but-
termilk, oats and mixed grains. Corn
feeding was heavy after the start of the
fattening season.

During October and early November,
Mr. Cahoone complained that the weath-
er was too warm for the turkeys to eat
corn and to put on weight. During the
warm fall weather the birds selected oats
from the corn in mixed feeds, regulating
their own diets. Prolonged warm weath-
er checked their appetites.

Other consumption requirement of the
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2,700 turkeys has been large. Tanks of
chemically treated city water were
hauled from Strong City and on hot sum-
mer days watering the elephant herd of
an average circus was a small chore be-
side quenching the thirst of the Trusler-
Jensen turkeys. The turkeys during the
fattening season also gobbled down about
100 pounds of grit per day. Drinking
receptacles for the turkeys were carefully
cleaned and any ailing or injured birds
were immediately sent to the isolation
pen or "hospital".

Managers of the turkey ranch believe
not over a dozen turkeys were lost after
they became acclimated from brooder to
ranch life. Coyotes usually are a big
menace to Flint Hills fowl flocks. One
protection used at the big turkey ranch
was lanterns hung on the fences at night.

Dog Stops Coyotes

Best protection from coyotes were
three large stag hounds borrowed from
Emmett Roberts, Strong City rodeo pro-
moter. One of the hounds named "Red"
has a record of killing 80 coyotes. Dur-
ing the summer the hounds killed at least
one coyote that attempted to get a tur-
key.

The turkey guardians also slept near
where the birds roosted and mingled with
the flocks in daytime without the birds
being disturbed. One of the men care-
takers also slept in a shack near a tur-
key roost.

Turkeys in large flocks show varying
temperaments. The appea rance of
strange objects aroused curiosity, some-
times cause them to run or fly. Some
days they were listless and sulky. Dif-
ferent moods apparently are expressed
by different tones of gobbling in chorus-
ers. As the toms approached maturity
much of their time is spent in strutting
and extra gobbling. Low flying hawks
or airplanes caused the turkeys to stam-
pede.

Approximately one-third of the flock
THE STALEY JOURNAL



of 2,700 which recently blackened the
ranch hillsides, have gone to market.

William Van Dyke III

Will iam ('. Van Dyke, plant janitor,
is greatly improved according to latest
reports. Taken suddenly ill while at
work one day in November, he was
rushed to a hospital where he remained
for several weeks.

One of Staley's oldest employees, in
years of service, William has been with
the company since 1912. He came here
from Kentucky, and as he has always
told his friends, was given a temporary
job at the new starch plant. Xow, after
28 years, he has decided it probably is
permanent.

While there is no doubt but what he
is the quietest man who ever worked at

Staley's he is also one of the best known.
He moves about his work with absolutely
no fuss, and always is on hand when
needed. His many friends about the
plant have missed him while he has been
ill, and will be delighted to have him
return.

Two dead hawks hanging on the cos-
turner in his office did not just fly there
and die, of that Ray Scherer was quite
sure. Neither were they attracted there
by the small owl he had carried around
in his hunting coat the day before, as
some of the "friends'* about the office
tried to tell him. In fact, Ray is quite
sure he knows how the hawks got there
and who put them there, but no one will
admit it.

Hunting seemed like a good way to spend their vacation so Mike Diiggan. left, and George
Raney took time of then. Since they got the limit in pheasants it seems they were right.
Mike is in the analytical lab and George is an electrician.
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Two displays of Staley's products recent-
ly attracted attention in New England.
Above is the A. & P. Market Square store
in Lynn, Mass., with a window display of
Cream Corn and Cube starch. Manager
George Surrett is shown in the door. At the
right is the First National store in Attle-
boro, Mass., which had a big indoor display
oj the same two items. William Kelsall,
manager, stands smilingly by.

Kathryn Sheehy, secretary to Mr. File,
and Frances Mines, accounting, with two
other young women, took a southern mo-
tor trip late in November. They stopped
in Memphis and Natchez on their way
to New Orleans, which was their orig-
inal destination, and returned through
Biloxi and Atlanta.
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Pat Martin, planning department, says
it is all in the family, but really it is his
brother, Edmund, and not he who is
running the filling station. When word
got about—as word does—that Martin
had bought a filling station at Jasper and
North Pat was pestered by friends want-
ing to know if it was he.
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T E X T I L E M E N F E A T U R E D I N

C H A T T A H O O C H E E V A L L E Y T I M E S

A number of friends of the Staley com-
pany appeared in pictures used by the
Chattahoochee Valley Times in its twen-
ty-fifth anniversary issue recently. The
Times, which serves the six towns of the
valley, has a territory probably unlike
any other in the country. The Chatta-
hoochee serves as part of the boundary
between Alabama and Georgia, and in
the valley, through which the river flows,
are clustered some of the world's famous
textile mills, and their surrounding
towns. It is men connected with these
mills, friends of the Staley company,
who are pictured in this issue of the
Times.

The West Point Manufacturing com-
pany owns the five mills which are lo-
cated a short distance apart down the
valley from West Point, where the com-
pany's general offices are located. The
mills are Lanett, Shawmut, Langdale,
Fairfax and Riverdale, and in each case
the towns which have been built around
them have the same names. The idea of
building these attractive villages for the
mill workers in the Valley originated
more than 60 years ago with LaFayette
Lanier I. It was Mr. Lanier's idea that
decentralized industry would serve best
both the owner and the employee, and
the Six Towns, and their 30,000 people
are convincing the world that he was
right.

At Work and Play

This special edition of the Times
shows not only pictures of the mills and
the people at work, but it portrays the
DECEMBER, 1940

people at play—at the movies, at base-
ball games—and the Valley loves base-
ball—swimming, playing golf, fishing, at
barbecues. It shows one of the Six Little
Houses which the six Girl Scout troops
in the Valley use as meeting places and
houses in which to learn home arts. It
shows the Boy Scouts at their Pine
Mountain camp and their Pioneer camp,
and it shows the schools and churches
around which the Valley homes are built
and of which the people are justly proud.

Among the men who are pictured are
George H. Lanier, president of the West
Point company; Joe L. Lanier, his assist-
ant, and LaFayette Lanier III, superin-
tendent of Riverdale Mill. It pictures R.
W. Jennings, the well known "Mister
Rube", who is superintendent of Lanett
Mill, his son R. J. or Mister Little Rube,
his assistant, and another son, Joe, who
is the Fairfax superintendent. It is at
Fairfax Mill that the famous Martex
towels are made.

Pictured at Desks

Pictured at his deskv also, is Frank
Williams, agent for the West Point com-
pany, and R. V. Wickham, superintend-
ent of the service division. Shown also
in informal poses are John A. Simmons,
superintendent of the Lanett Bleachery
and Dye works, John Ben Jones, super-
intendent of Shawmut Mill, and E. R.
Lahmann, superintendent of Langdale
Mill. Shown also is Ralph Kirkpatrick,
superintendent of the West Point Utili-
zation company.
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Southeastern Division Sales in Pack

*
Above—L. B. Moore, Gastonia, Above—Larkin II ' . Glazebrook

N. C., with South Carolina terri- Jr., Virginia representative,
tory, with Staley's since 1934.

Above — Chester W. C onion,
assistant to Mr. Glazebrook, lives
in Lync/iburg.

Above — Edward Stiirdivant,
North Carolina representative.

Above — D. A". Reeves Jr.,
Chattanooga, and the Alabama
territory.
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Above—Charles E. Robertson,
Beckley, 1C. !'<;., West Virginia
representative.
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age Division Handled by these Men

Above — G. A. dander, has Above — H. C. Anthony Jr., Above — E. II". Welker, who
'Georgia territory, and lives in Charleston, W. Va., assistant to /ires in Atlanta, is manager of
Macon. Mr. Robertson. this division.

Above—E. F. Haley Jr., \or-
jolk, Va., has southeastern Vir-
ginia territory.
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Above—II'. If. Kearney, .\iisli-
ville, is the Tennessee representa-
tive.

Above—E. F. Kerwin, recently
gone to eastern North Carolina.
Formerly in New England.
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Yvonne Masterson and Dale Tietze had a
November wedding.

Bonnie Stalls-worth and Leon Jess returned
to Decatur after their marriage in Missouri.

Married Nov. 9

Yvonne Masterson and Dale Tietze
were married in St. Charles, Mo., Nov.
9. They were accompanied by Mr. and
Mrs. Robert Jennings. The bride wore
blue velvet, with a corsage of white car-
nations and roses, and Mrs. Jennings
wore blue also.

The bride is the daughter of Mr. and
Mrs. J. A. Masterson, of Decatur, and a
graduate of Decatur High school. She is
employed in our sales office. Mr. Tietze,
son of Mr. and Mrs. W. H. Tietze of
Macon, is with the J. & R. Motor Sup-
ply company.

The young people are living at 1354
East William street.

Henry Dubes, assistant plant superin-
tendent, who has been in poor health for
some time, is still unable to return to the
plant. He is able to be up and about the
house now.
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Married in Missouri

At a double wedding Oct. 6 in Pal-
myra, Mo., Bonnie Stallsworth and Leon
Jess, and another young couple were
married. Mrs. Jess is the daughter of
Mr. and Mrs. Fred Stallsworth, of At-
wood, and has been working in our sales
stenographic department. Her wedding
dress was a dusty rose.

Mr. Jess is the son of Mr. and Mrs.
\Yilliam Jess of Tuscola. They are mak-
ing their home in Decatur.

Valentine Zeilinski, watchman, has
been ill for some time but is now home
from the hospital and showing consider-
able improvement.

Mrs. Fred Lackey, executive dining-
room kitchen, is in Decatur and Macon
County hospital taking some special
treatments.
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REFINERY FOREMAN AND WIFE
QoltSen

Mr. and Mrs. Honold had this photograph
taken this autumn in the sun room of their
home.

On Dec. 10 Mike Honold, foreman of
our refinery, and his wife, celebrated
their fiftieth wedding anniversary. Mrs.
Honold insisted that no particular cele-
bration be planned but relatives and
friends refused to let the' day pass un-
noticed.

Married in Peoria while the bride was
still in her teens, the young couple set-
tled down there, expecting to spend the
rest of their lives in the city in which
they had always lived. The bride's fa-
ther worked in the old Peoria sugar house
and when he found that his daughter was
going to marry young Honold he got him
into the business too.

Better Job

Mike took to the business with such
vim that he soon was offered a job in
DECEMBER, 1940

in Pekin, but although that town is not
quite ten miles from Peoria, the young
couple thought a long time before they
decided to move that far from home.
Later they were to move even farther,
for in a short time he was offered a still
better job in New Jersey. It was from
there that he came to Staley's, more than
20 years go, to open our refinery, a build-

Mike Honold looked like this when he
and Alice Wallace were married in Peoria
50 years ago. He will be surprised when he
discovers this likeness in the Journal. He
thought it was hidden forever—but even
after fifty years women will do surprising
things, as he probably knows.
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ing over which he has continued to pre-
side ever since.

When the Honolds moved to Decatur
they moved at once into a comfortable
cottage in East Olive street. There they
still live, but the cottage, under their
ownership has been enlarged and im-
proved past all recognition. A sun room
and a steam heating plant have added
considerably to the appearance and com-
fort of the interior, while a neat garden
in the rear, planted with roses, and kept
like the house, unbelievably neat, adds
beauty.

Like Company
Neither Mr. Honold nor his wife have

been in the best of health the last few
years, but both are much better now.
They say quite frankly that if their
friends want to see them, they can come
to their home—and their friends do.
"But I tell them,'' says Mrs. Honold,
"that they will have to leave early. Mike
still insists upon getting up at 4 o'clock
in the morning, just like he did when he
had to get to the factory by 6.''

Mrs. Lyle Wiegand lived in Chicago until
her marriage to one of the boys in our Stand-
ards department.

The Samplers have been doing pretty well in the Staley League this winter. Those seated
are Larry Kuhle, G. Bowman and E. Plonssard. Standing are Harold Hinds, Orville Belle
and Andy IVIiitc.
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Glander's Crime Life
Accidentally Revealed

One of the quietest, most courtly men
in the Staley organization is G. A. "Gus"
Glander, package salesman in the south-
eastern territory. Because of that, all of
his friends were surprised beyond words
when they heard recently that he had
been caught with a stolen watch on his
person. On is the correct word too, for
the watch, when Gus was apprehended,
was dangling nonchalantly by the chain
from a button of his coat.

It all happened when Joe Cafiero,
prominent packer in Savannah, invited
Gus to join a party of intimate friends
and good fellows, who were going to
come boxing matches in the Savannah
auditorium. Gus was delighted. He
dotes on boxing matches, and he has
been around with Joe and the boys
enough to know that he likes their par-
ties. He not only was delighted—he was
flattered. Those boys really know every-
one, and to go with them is something
(He realized later just how much it did
mean.)

Well, the party gathered, proceeded to
to the auditorium, and the first events on
the card got under way. Just before the
big, main event there was an intermis-
sion, and Joe suggested they go out into
the lobby for a—er-bracer, or something.
Hundreds of others had the same idea,
and there was considerable milling about.

It was in this mob that Gus felt a slight
tug, so he says, at his coat, but thought
nothing of it. After he had elbowed his
way out of the crowd, he looked down
and there, imagine his surprise—was a
strange watch and chain. Just then there
was a bit of commotion over in another
corner where a gentleman was announc-
ing in no uncertain terms that he had
been robbed—his watch had been stolen.

It was then that Gus realized just how
fortunate he was to be with a group of
men whom everyone knew as upright
DECEMBER, 1940

citizens. They vouched for his honor,
backed up his story—and forced him to
give the watch back to its owner.

Jimmy Shows 'Em

J immy Carter is almost unbearable,
according to the group with which he
went hunting one Sunday recently. He
didn't even take a gun, but because he
felt sorry for Stanley Dejanes (Stanley
looked tired and had carried his gun all
day without getting anything) Jim of-
fered to carry the gun a while. He had
hardly taken it, when a pheasant flew up
and he shot it. Right then Stanley got
over being tired and demanded his gun,
so Jim gave it back. Almost at once,
some more birds flew up. Stanley fired
—and the pheasants flew away. Accord-
ing to Jim that happened several times,
with the same result, and now because
he talks about it, he finds himself not
too popular in certain circles.

Lawrence Trolia joined the Navy and left
for camp the day he was old enough. His
father is Martin Trolia, who has worked in
our starch department for years.
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There are rumors that W. H. Randolph, Sr. (he is the one on the right) journeyed all the,
way from his home in New Jersey to Atlanta to have this picture taken. The fat man on
the left is W. H. Jr., the lovely blonde is his daughter, Virginia Randolpth Fisher, and the
center of interest is her son, Glen Fisher, Jr., and the Junior Randolph's first grandchild.
Probably young Glen will grow up to work for the Staley company as his grand-father and
great grand-father do.

Robert Ilarlin, oil refinery, keeps these pictures of his sons where he can see them, while
he is home recovering from a severe and prolonged attack of arthritis. At the left is his
son, Charles (right) and a friend at Chanute Field, Rantoul; center is James Olin, 14
months old, and at right is Printiss, just out of high school.
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Married in St. Louis

Charlotte Stogsdill, of our order de-
partment, and Lyle Helm went to St.
Louis Nov. 23 and were married there
shortly before noon. The ceremony was
performed by Rev. O. H. Fisher, in the
home of the bride's cousin, Theresa
Meier. Miss Meier served as maid of
honor and the bride's brother, Otis, was
best man.

The bride, daughter of Mr. and Mrs.
S. L. Stogsdill, of Cerro Gordo, wore
soldier blue with black accessories. Her
flowers were talisman roses and asters.
The maid of honor wore green velvet.

Mr. Helm is the son of Mr. and Mrs.
Frank Helm, of Oakley. He is with the
Oakes Products company and the young
people have taken an apartment at 828
East William street.

and Staley's, for a short visit in Novem-
ber. Ruth and her husband and daughter
now live in Litchfield.

Ruth Overfield Gordon, who formerly
worked in the plant, returned to Decatur,

War-like Peace Day

It may have been Armistice Day on
the calendar, but most of the Staley
people who were away over the holiday
found it a day of battling the elements
if they were driving home during the
now-famous storm. Bessie Case and
Mary Weesner, driving home from Mar-
ion, Ind., drove through practically all
kinds of weather, from a warm rain, to
a driving snow and a wind of cyclone
ferocity.

Helen Harder bucked a wind from
Iowa which threatened to blow her and
the car into the ditch. Lucile and Baldy
May, returning from a southern vaca-
tion, had the wind behind them, but the
steadily dropping temperature made
them regret their return.

While the Lubricators are not at the top oj the list of Staley bowlers they have a good
time. In the group, seated, are Walter Meinert and E. Cunningham. Standing are F. Hard-
castle, G. Karlowski, Maurice Askins and M. Smith.
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The Staley Fellowship Journal, for
December, 1920, Nathalie Hankemeycr,
editor, featured a Christmas poem writ-
ten by C. M. Cobb, purchasing agent.
Much space was devoted to the activities
of the football team which had defeated
the Chicago Tigers, the Minneapolis
Marines, the C h a m p a i g n A m e r i c a n
Legion, the Hammond, Ind., team and
tied the Rock Island Independents.

The Transportation club, with a great
many out of town guests, enjoyed a
luncheon with the Staley company as
host, and C. C. LeForgee and G. E.
Chamberlain as speakers.

That same month the marriages of
Buster Wood worth and Claude Thorn-
borough were reported, Avory McGlade
left to play ball in Panama, Alice White
went to work in the sales department,
Zita McKee took over the switchboard,
Mable Payne came to work in Mr.
Augur's office, and Hank Potrafka an-
nounced the birth of a son.

The Staley Journal for December,
1925, Ruth E. Cade, editor, carried a
story by Howard File on the new, but
rapidly growing rayon industry. Also
pictured in this issue was the Staley float
which took a prize in the Armistice Day
parade.

Announcement was made of the mar-
riage of Pauline Nolan and Abie Cable,
and that of Dorsey Gragg and Bernard
Walker. At the same time it was an-
nounced that Blanche McDonald was
taking Pauline Nolan's place as secretary
to Mr. Morris.

Radios were still such a novelty that
when C. M. Cobb purchased one for his
home, mention of the fact was made in
the JOURNAL.
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The Staley Journal for December,
1930, Ruth E. Cade, editor, carried a
Christmas story made up from cuttings
from "The Sketch Book." A biograph-
ical sketch of W. H. Randolph, Sr., car-
ried photographs of him and his son, W.
H., Jr. The same issue carried news of
the basketball team which was winning
honors for the company under the coach-
ing of Gene Roberts. The Staley Credit
Union also came in for its share of pub-
licity when the report was published,
showing considerable growth since its or-
ganization five months before.

Lucile May, nurse, was welcoming
patients in the new hospital, formerly the
offices of the general superintendent. Bus
March almost qualified as a patient when
he added up his bowling scores for three
games and got a total of 45.

Rodney S. Thomas, who had been in
the London office for some time, had
gone to the south of France for a vaca-
tion.

Mrs. H. T. Morris, wife of our feed
sales manager, is recovering after an ill-
ness of two months. She is back home
now from the hospital.

Herman LeRoy Al-
len and his birthday
cake were photo-
graphed on his second
birtliday in Novem-
ber. His father works
in the boiler room.
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Bruce Irwin Hill
Im.t 11 knowing look
for a nine months old
hoy. f l c is the son of
Mr, and Mrs. Roy
Hill, his father work-
ing in the yard depart-
ment. His mother was
formerly Hylia Sim-

Michael Sheldon
Griffin is a long name
for a year old boy, so
the young man here
pictured answers gen-
erally to Mike. His
father is F. S. Griffin,
Staley feed salesman,
and the family lives in
Kent, 0.

Carol Ann Cloyd,
only 11 weeks old, was
quite interested in
what her father was
doing. Father is Rob-
ert Cloyd, orders.

Becky Sue, Norman
is the idol oj her
grandfather, Joe Pyg-
man. Her father, John
\orman, is supervisor
of music in the public
schools in Monticello,
and her mother, the
former Madolyn Pyg-
man, is a dancer and
musician, but devotes
most of her time now

to her young daughter.

DECEMBER, 1940

Praises Mountain

Tn her column "What Not" in a Green-
ville, S. ('., paper, Marjorie Harr O'Steen
often uses poems she writes. Mrs.
O'Steen, wife of William O'Steen, Staley
industrial sales representative in South
Carolina, has gained more than local
fame with her column. In a recent one
she used the following poem she had writ-
ten about the mountain near her home:

Thank God for a Mountain

Oh, it's good to walk on the mountain
When the time is at the fall
And about the mountain's shoulders
Is draped a Paisley shawl.

The sumac leaves are as red as blood
And acorns fall with a mighty thud,
The hickory trees are an honest yellow,
And there's gold on the path that leads

to the wellow.

The pines stand straight, a glorious green,
You see their shadows in between.
The sunsets are purple and brazen and

bold,
The locust trees are a palish gold.

The valley is brown with a smear of red
And grain in a field is a little green bed—
Thank God for a place that's high and

tall,
Thank God, for the mountain in the fall!

Lisle R. Brown, who has been ill for
several months, is now showing definite
improvement, and seems to be well on
the road to recovery.

Born—To Mr. and Mrs. Russell Dash,
Nov. 24, in Decatur and Macon County
hospital, a son. Russell is in the sales de-
partment, and his wife, who was former-
ly June Lukes, worked in that same de-
partment before her marriage. This is
their second child, but first son. He has
been named Ernie Russell.
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Occasionally on warm days Mrs. Murphy
brings the birds out of doors to enjoy the
suns/tine and air.

Raising Canaries Is
Murphy Family Hobby

A great many families have a canary,
some have two, but the John J. Mur-
phys seldom have less than SO and gen-
erally have more. Mr. Murphy, watch-
man at the plant, says the birds really
belong to his wife, but he seems to know
a lot about them and their care. He
knows that they seldom have any except
Hartz Mountain birds, and that they
have not only the familiar yellow, but
they have white ones and an occasional
green one.

Specially built cages are kept in a
sunny warm spot in the basement, and
specially prepared food is given them.
The heat in the bird room is kept at as
near a constant temperature as possible.

While the birds are singers they are
also mimics and must be trained to sing
properly. To do this Mr. Murphy does
not sing for them himself, but puts a
phonograph in the room with them,
playing records which they will follow.
Also young birds are put near older birds
which are good singers.
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Says Lucile May: "The child is small
—he is under-nourished."

Answered Bill Bishop: "Oh do you
think that always follows? Our son is
small too, but I am sure he has always
been fed well.''

But Lucile always has an answer:
"Sure, he probably has, but your son has
a runt for a father."

E. R. Tipsword, packing house, has
gone back to Decatur and Macon County
hospital for additional treatment. He
has been ill since last August.

H. C. Majors, bank messenger, has
driven a company truck long enough to
know how important gasoline is. Ac-
cordingly he has recently leased a station
at the northeast corner of Jasper and
Prairie and is inviting his friends to call
—and buy gas.

Announce Wedding Date

Late in November Mary Ellen Oetzel
announced Jan. 4, 1941, as the date she
has set for her marriage to Raymond
Roarick. The ceremony will be per-
formed at 4 o'clock in the afternoon in
the First Methodist church.

Isabel Jordan Marries

Early in December Isabel Jordan,
sales, announced that she and Thomas
McNamara had been married since July
10. The ceremony was performed by
Rev. Father Summerhauser in St. Charles
Bernard Catholic church in St. Charles.
Mo.

The bride is the daughter of Mr. and
Mrs. James T. Jordan, of Clinton, but
has been making her home in Decatur
while working for the company. Mr.
McNamara is the son of Mr. and Mrs.
Joseph McNamara of Decatur, and is
employed at the Gebhart-Gushard com-
pany. They have an apartment at 249
North Witt street.
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"Words by Any Man
To All Other Men"

We failed to think this funny, but the
men who read it said it was swell. It
was written by the editor of "The Ham-
mermill Bond"—

There ought to be an ordinance pro-
hibiting women and men from working
in the same office during winter.

In a typical office, the temperature to-
day is sizzling at ninety. The male of
the species is a living inferno. His under-
shirt is soggy, and his pants stick to the
chair. He takes off his coat, opens his
vest and loosens his tie. He is still un-
comfortable. He suggests opening a win-
dow or turning down the steam, but the
girls howl him down.

Wow. The office was never this hot in
summer. When the mercury hit eighty-
five in August, the ladies complained.
Now it is ninety and they are cold. What
would those dames ever do in Alaska?
Oh for a nice cool August afternoon!

The female has a right to be cold. The
top of her dress is low and the bottom
is high. Underneath this flimsy garment,
I am told, the female wears not enough
to blindfold a horse. Her torso is pro-
tected from chill by a few ounces of
rayon.

The female, however, wears a mini-
mum of clothes so she will be comfort-
able in summer. Let us go a step further

to remind her she continues wearing
them in winter to make others uncom-
fortable.

When the female ventures forth into
outer air, she protects her nearly-naked
carcass with two hundred dollars worth
of animal skins. Bundled in more furs
than Admiral Peary ever wore, the fe-
male promptly becomes an outdoor crea-
ture when she leaves the office.

She wants the heater turned off; and
she insists on lowering the car window so
she can enjoy the cold air. Hmmmmm.
Doesn't that air invigorate one? But
definitely.

The poor male, who has suffered all
day because of this shivering she-male
suddenly turned athlete, must remain a
gentleman. He pulls his cloth collar two
inches higher, utters a sigh and his
thoughts are unprintable.

And so, year after year, this tempera-
ture battle between the sexes boils on
toward that zero point of total misunder-
standing. The male blames the female;
and the female blames as usual. It is a
vicious arctic circle.

There will be no solution until the male
and the female occupy separate quarters
in winter. This would enable the girls to
enjoy their daily steam baths without
interference from some perspiring, curs-
ing male who wears too many clothes
anyhow.

Recently when a group of Slaley package division men got together Henry Fichbohm,
Boston, took some candid shots. The smiling gentlemen whom he photographed are A. W.
Fodor, J. C. Nolly, Don Snyder, Jim Roach and Hall Kirkpatrick.
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Wilber Writes Article
For Elevator Magazine

An article on the keeping quality of
corn, written by H. C. Wilber, superin-
tendent of our Elevator C, recently ap-
peared in "Grain", a magazine for grain
elevator superintendents. With the title
of his article ''Keeping Quality of Corn
Unpredictable" Mr. Wilber wrote:

Although the general consensus of
opinion seems to be that 13.0 to 13.5%
is a safe figure for the moisture content
of corn, one cannot really predict on a
long-scale basis from this single fact.
There are too many other factors that
are just as important as moisture content
and even more so since they affect the
moisture content so greatly. Even the
odd .5e/f might make a great deal of dif-
ferent in keeping quality. It is at the
point of 13.5% moisture content that
the curve representing the natural respir-
ation rate of corn turns rapidly upward.
Also the respiration rate of moulds, fun-
gi, etc., that infest all grain have a respir-
ation curve that somewhat coincides with
that of corn. There it is—to be safe one
must be so near danger that a fine lot
may be turned into a sour mess in a few
days.

The real trouble is that no two lots
of grain are the same, weather and stor-
ing conditions vary, and moisture con-
tent itself may vary within the single lot.
Such factors as the maturity of the lot,
the infestation to which it has been ex-
posed, the probability of an admixture
of some sort, and the ever-changing tem-
peratures, humidity, wind conditions,
etc., which are bound to wreak havoc
with planned moisture control, add to
the headache of the conscientious Super-
intendent.

Several of the state universities includ-
ing Illinois, Iowa, and Kansas have made
records for the grain man to use and
curves and charts have been produced
through much research, but still the
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grain man has to go so much on the ap-
pearance, feel, and smell of the individ-
ual lot; his main reliance is still his ex-
perience, (which usually means previous
hard luck), his intuition, and the tem-
perament of the particular batch of corn
which he happens to be coddling at that
moment.

Excellent Records

Five Staley people, who are taking
night school courses at James Millikin
university this winter, made A in their
courses during the first six weeks. There
are about forty Staley people enrolled in
five business courses.

Writes Health Article

An interesting and accurate article was
written recently by W. G. Reynolds, our
director of personnel, for Executives, a
publication put out by the Metropolitan
Life Insurance company. Mr. Reynolds
wrote on "An Effective Industrial Health
Program", telling of the program which
has been followed so successfully here.

Living in the suburbs is great, gen-
erally, but on the morning in November
when we had a heavy sleet storm our
purchasing agent, C. M. Cobb, almost
came to work without his breakfast.
Reason—in his suburban home he has
only the newest electrical equipment—
and that morning the sleet pulled down
some of the wires.

Mrs. William Lowen is .recovering in
Uecatur and Macon County hospital
after an extremely serious operation.

A tourist asked a Texas hotel manager
what attractions the city offered.

"A helium plant," replied the hotel
man; "the only one of its kind in the
world."

The tourist thanked him and said, "I
hope it is in full bloom."
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Dies While at Work

When Robert Schmidt died suddenly
while at work in the plant the night of
Nov. 12, the Staley company lost a
trusted employee of 18 years' service.
Mr. Schmidt had been with the company
since 1922 and most of that time had
worked in the soybean plant. He was at
work, as reel operator, when he suddenly
collapsed and died. Later his family said
that, while he had not been ill, he had
not been in the best of health that day
before he came to work.

Born in St. Louis in 1874, Robert
Schmidt and Rose Marie Nigly were
married there in 1902. Later they moved
to Champaign, but in 1922 they came
to Decatur and he went to work in the
plant.

He leaves his widow and four daugh-
ters, Mrs. Lillian Penter, Mrs. Rose
Sensibaugh, Mrs. Helen Boyd and Mrs.
Myrtle Jacobs. He also leaves a brother,
two sisters and two grandsons.

Funeral services were conducted in
Moran's chapel, with burial in Graceland
cemetery.

I greatly appreciated the kindness of
the Staley Fellowship club and the girls
in the syrup house and packing house,
at the time of the death of my brother.

Tillie McGlade

The kindness shown us is more deeply
appreciated than we have words to ex-
press.

Mrs. F. R. Young and family.

I wish to thank the Staley Foremen's
club, the foremen, the men in the ma-
chine shop and those in the round house,
and the Fellowship club for thoughtful
kindness shown at the time of the death
of my father.

Dave Dryclen.
DECEMBER, 1940

Jerry Ward Dies

Jerry Ward, who had worked in the
plant at various times since 1914, died
in a hospital in Jacksonville, 111., Nov.
21. He had been ill for some time. He
was born in Shelbyville, 111., in February,
1881, and had lived in this section of
Illinois all of his life. He came to the
plant first in 1914, but left, returning
permanently in 1921. Most of the time
he worked in the packing house.

He leaves his wife, to whom he was
married in 1937, and two half sisters.
Funeral services were conduc ted at
Moran's.

We wish to thank the Staley Fellow-
ship club and our other Staley friends
for the kindness shown at the time of the
death of our father.

Mr. and Mrs. Gerald Leaser.

Fred Young Dies

Fred R. Young, 56, employee at the
plant since 1923, died in St. Mary's hos-
pital late in November. He had not
worked for several months because of
failing health, and the last three weeks
he spent in the hospital. He formerly
worked in the boiler room but recently
had been a watchman.

He was born in Decatur May 4, 1884,
the son of Fred R. Young, who now lives
in Moberly, Mo., and Mary Green
Young, who died sometime ago.

He married Matilda McGarry in 1920.
Besides his widow and father, he also
leaves two sisters, both living in Moberly.

Funeral services were in St. Patrick's
church, with burial in Calvary cemetery.

Father Dies

Dave Dryclen, machinist foreman, was
called to Charleston, 111., late in Novem-
ber by the death of his father, Oscar
Dryden.
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Ellis Baby Dies

Judith Irene Ellis, 8 months old, died
in the family home, on Rural Route 3,
Nov. 10. She was the child of Lynn
Ellis, packing house, and Mrs. Ellis. Be-
sides her parents she leaves one sister,
Marcia Ann.

Moody Logan Dies

Moody Logan, veteran Staley em-
ployee, died in a hospital in Jacksonville,
111., Nov. 10, after a long illness. He
had retired from active duty more than
a year ago because of his health, and
last fall suffered a stroke.

Born in Patoka, in the southern part
of Illinois, he had lived there and in the
central part of the state before coming
to Decatur at Staley's in 1916. After a
short time he left the company, but in
1921 he returned and had worked here
continuously between that time and his
retirement. Most of the time he worked
in the feed elevator.

Mr. Logan leaves his widow and one
daughter by a former marriage, Mrs.
Gerald Leaser. He also leaves two
brothers and three sisters. Funeral
services were conducted in Salem, 111.,
with burial in Eastland cemetery near
there.

I wish to express to the Staley Fellow-
ship club and other Staley friends my
appreciation of their kindness at the
time of the death of my husband.

Mrs. M. G. Logan.

We wish to thank the many Staley
friends and the Fellowship club and the
Staley company for many acts of kind-
ness during our recent sorrow.

Mrs. Robert Schmidt and family.

English Instructor: "Are you smoking
back there, Mr. Wells?"

Wells: "No sir. That's just the fog
I'm in."

Moody Logan, who died recently, had long
been a familiar figure about the plant.

Mrs. Rosalia Bell

Mrs. R. Bell died suddenly in the fam-
ily home in Cerro Gordo Dec. 1. Funeral
services were conducted there Dec. 3.
Mrs. Bell, who was a widow, leaves
nine children. A daughter, Margaret
Girl, works in our plant cafeteria, a son,
Orville, works in the yards, and another
son, Roy, is a boiler maker in the plant.
One daughter is the wife of Homer
Stuart, in the plant, and another is the
wife of Henry Dubes, assistant plant su-
perintendent.

Dudley Boren returned to Decatur
late in November after several weeks in
a hospital in Rochester, Minn., where
he had undergone an operation. He is
greatly improved and was able to return
to his work in the electrical shop, early
in December.
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"And how is your good wife, Sultan?"
"Oh, she's all right, but the other for-

ty-nine are more fun."
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The Williamson Feed Mills, of Jacksonville, Fla., gave some state historians permission
to take pictures in their plant recently, and the finished picture showed one of the truckers
moving a bag of Staley's meal. Williams use both Staley's Corn Gluten and Soybean Oil
Meal exclusively in mixing their high grade feeds. George Howard, of Howard Brokerage,
saw the picture and begged it away from B. H. Williamson. Then our dependable Dave
Douglas sent it on to the Journal.

"I can't quite diagnose your case. I
think it must be drink."

"All right, Doctor. I'll come back
when you're sober."—House Dope.

She: "When you drink, what do you
have for a chaser?"

He: "My wife, naturally."

"Daddy, what is a bachelor?"
"A bachelor, my boy, is a man who

didn't have a car when he was young."

"Polygamy would never work in this
country."

"Why not?"
"Think of getting several wives in a

kitchenette at one time."

Doctor (after painting sore throat):
"Three dollars, please."

Patient: "Three dollars! Why last
week I had my kitchen painted for two-
fifty!"

"Do you mean to tell me that Jack and
Mary have been married?"

"Of course."
"Why, I thought Mary was one of

those modern girls who didn't believe in
marriage?"

"Well, that's what Jack thought, too!"
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Wifey: "Mrs. Smith has had three new
hats since I bought this one."

Hubby: "Well, dear, if Mrs. Smith was
as pretty as you she wouldn't be so de-
pendent on milliners."
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Olivet "Happy" Slaw, office janitor, brought in some pictures of the "children" the other
day, but they seem to be rather groiim-np children. Joe, right, works in our refinery, \Villia,
left, lives in LaGrange, and Mary Taylor lives in Detroit.
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DAD-BLAME THIS THING .
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Don't Just Buy

Christmas Seals

There is one letter that most of us ac-
cept as a tradition of Christmas. It is the
letter that brings us our Chirstmas Seals.
Year after year we receive it. We send
our money. Why? Because we know
that something of value to all of us is
being done with the money we send.

Few of us though, take an active in-
terest in how our money is spent to fight
one of our most dreadful enemies—tuber-
culosis. The horror of this disease is fad-
ing gradually. That is enough for most
of us. We read each year of the declining
death rate. Perhaps we even know that
deaths from tuberculosis among people
of all ages have been reduced three-
fourths since 1907—the first year of the
Christmas Seal Sale.

We have forgotten the despair that
once struck us when we heard the ver-
dict—consumption. We know NOW that
DECEMBER, 1940

tuberculosis, if discovered in time, can be
cured. We know that the tuberculin test
and X-ray provided means for finding
early tuberculosis in time to cure it.

This year the tuberculosis associations
throughout the country are asking us to
do something in addition to giving our
dollars. Their request is reasonable and
their having to make it, ironical. They
are merely asking us to drop our attitude
of complacency toward this disease.

Although remarkable progress has
been made in fighting tuberculosis, it is
still not under control in this country.
More persons between the ages of 15 and
45 are killed by tuberculosis than by any
other disease. And these are the young,
active, productive years of life. Sixty-
four thousand persons in this nation died
from tuberculosis last year. That means
that the disease killed 175 each day, or
one person every eight minutes.

The control of tuberculosis is not yet
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MATERIAL LEFT WHERE.
SOMEONE MAY FALL. OVER IT

^ ISNT FUNNY-

accomplished. It can be eradicated. It
will be eradicated—if we regard this dis-
ease as an enemy that can be completely
conquered through the combined efforts
of scientists, medical men, health depart-
ments, tuberculosis associations and ev-
ery single individual in this country.

There is no vaccine for the cure of
tuberculosis. There is no drug for the
cure of the disease. Education of the
public about tuberculosis—its cause, pre-
vention, cure—are our best weapons.
This education must be universal. Tuber-
culosis is an infectious disease and can
be in an advanced stage before the victim
is aware he has it. During the months
or years that tuberculosis hides behind
apparently healthy looks, it is destroying
the victim's chances for recovery and is
also spreading the germs to many others.

Such facts as these about tuberculosis
are general knowledge. It is an accepted
fact that the disease is not inherited, that
if found early, it is curable, that no child
—no home—is safe until all children—
all homes are safe. To educate a nation
and at the same time finance medical re-
search in its search for more and more
knowledge about tuberculosis takes mon-
ey. The public is the sole means of sup-
port of tuberculosis associations in this
country, but we give only small contri-
butions. One, two or five dollars seems
little enough to donate to a cause that is
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working to give us and our children—a
chance to live out our lives, free from
the danger of tuberculosis.

Responsible locally for carrying on the
work of tuberculosis education, preven-
tion and care, is the Macon County Tu-
berculosis & Visiting Nurse Association.
Through the sale of penny Christmas
Seals, from Thanksgiving till Christmas,
this agency hopes to raise funds to carry
on its work during 1941. Last year in
Macon County, Seals—
.. . helped to spread knowledge about

tuberculosis, its cause, prevention
and cure,

. . . paid for nursing care for tuberculous
patients,

. . . assisted at clinics,

. .. provided X-rays and tuberculin tests,

. . . helped to find unknown cases of the
disease.

Visitor: "My, what pretty hair you
have, Dottie. You get it from your moth-
er, don't you?"

Dottie: "I guess I must a' got it from
Daddy; his is all gone."

A former banker opened a service sta-
tion and his first customer asked for ten
gallons of gas.

"Where are you going?" inquired the
ex-banker.

The customer explained in detail and
then the ex-banker asked:

"Don't you think you could get along
with five?"—Baltimore Sun.

"Any of you lads know anything about
shorthand?'' said the sergeant to a bunch
of recruits.

There was a quick response. Six of
them fell out at once.

"Righto. They're shorthanded in the
cookhouse."

So the six spent the morning peeling
potatoes.—Tit-Bits.
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HOW THAT MAN WILL

RAVE ABOUT THESE
GLADIOLA DINNER ROLLS!

— ff/afu

1 c milk 1 t salt
2 T shortening 2 T sugar
1 T lukewarm water

1/2 cake compressed yeast
3'/2 c sifted GLADIOLA FLOUR.

1. Scald the milk, add shortening, salt, sugar;
allow the mixture to cool to lukewarm.

2. Dissolve yeast in tablespoon of lukewarm
water; add to milk mixture, stirring well.

3. Add Glad io l a Flour to liquid gradually,
stirring after each add i t ion , un t i l a soft
dough is formed.

4. Turn out onto lightly floured hoard; knead
until dough is smooth and elastic.

5. Place dough in lightly greased bowl, cover
lightly, leave in warm place until it doubles
in bulk.

6. Knead dough again until it can be easily
handled. Mold into rolls; place in wel l -
greased pan.

7. Let rolls rise again until double in bulk;
bake in hot oven 15 or 20 minutes, until
done.

— AND, Mmnimm! ARE THEY LIGHT!
You'll get a new thrill out of baking when you start using
a PREMIUM GRADE flour — a n d that 's exact ly what
Gladiola is — a premium grade flour at the price of regular
flour. Remember, next time, ge t . . .

GLAPIVLA FLUl/R
FANT MILLING C O M P A N Y • Sherman, Texas
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A high grade assortment of

Chocolates
with a wide variety of centers. A
real quality box, reasonably priced.
A steady Seller for many years.

Furnished in \'?, 1, 3 and 5 pound sizes. Cellophane wrapped.

Moid

An attractive box, yet conservative

enough to sell in the finest stores.
Has been a good seller since 1935.

..:
Furnished in 31/2 and 8 ounce boxes. Also 1, 2*/2 and 5 pound sizes. Cellophane wrapped.

Also available—a fine variety of 3^/2 and 6 ounce, 1 and 5 pound Christmas boxes.

We specialize in Christmas, Easter and other seasonable one and
five cent items. . . . Send lor samples and prices. Our sa/esman will
be glad to call and show you the line.

DANTE CANDY CO., INC.
517-23 No. Halsted St., Chicago
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S P E C I A L
3 LBS. CANDY FOR $1.00

] Ib. Old Fashioned Peanut

Brittle, 1 Ib. Chocolate Cov-

ered Brazil Nuts, and 1 Ib.

F i r e Bo i led , 100% Pure

Sugar Peppermin t Stick

Candy, fresh from factory.

Will parcel post to any point

in the U.S. Checks or Money

Orders accepted.

MEADORS MANUFACTURING COMPANY
Greenville, S. C.



all our

friends

toe extend the

0reetings

of the

The A. E. STALEY MANUFACTURING CO.


