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HE city of Paisley, now really a suburb of Glasgow, has long been famous. Queen Victoria made the name
known all over the world. It was her
habit when called upon to make gifts of
courtesy or friendship, to avail herself of
the wonderful product woven at Paisley,
known as the Paisley shawls. This justly renounced product of the weavers'
loom has remained without rival or imitation for more than one hundred years.
Paisley claims fame on another score as
well. For about one hundred years it has
been the home of a corn starch factory

T

and there is still made in that little city
a very superior grade of corn starch.
Quite a number of years ago a beautiful
child was born within easy walking distance of this city known for its corn
starch and shawls. His fond and proud
parents named him after that great
Scotch king, James the First of England,
and Sixth of Scotland. This King James
was he who immortalized himself as the
sponser for the translation of the Bible
known as "The King James Version,"
which is now in common vise. Doubtless
these doting parents by a kindly parental
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prescience received a pro-knowledge of
the boy's future fondness for and reliance
on the Book of the Law. In later life
James became so proficient in reading
and quoting from the Holy Book that he
memorized whole pages at a time and his
friends frequently referred to the Bible
as the "James Version," not the "KingJames Version."
Suffice it to say that under the inspiration of this great name and strengthened
by good Scotch porridge, James developed
into a strong, rugged, adventurous man.
Well schooled in books, he later became
an adept in the study of human nature.
His adventurous disposition dominated
his early years. He soon exhausted the
interests of his own native hills with
their many ancient strongholds, historic
mountains and crystal rivers. Thence his
fancy lead him to wider fields. Anticipating the day when Great Britain and
France would prove staunch Allies, he
sojourned for a time across the Channel
becoming familiar not merely with the
large cities but also absorbing a real understanding of French manners, custom
and habits of thought in the rural districts. Becoming cloyed on a diet of
frogs legs, he journeyed into the country
of Spaghetti, viewed the smoking summit
of Pompeii, paid his obesiance to the
Pope in Rome, floated on the romantic
Canals of Venice, and wherever ho went,
absorbed from his surroundings a great

AS HE USUAT^LV LOOKS

grasp and understanding of human kind
in the large way.
Next we find James hobnobbing with
the Turks in Constantinople and his adventures in that city of harems cannot be
detailed at this time. He journeyed
through Palestine to the Pyramids,
through the Suez Canal on into India. In
the foothills of the Himalayas he sat at
the feet of the ascetic Buddists and drank
in their pure philosophy at its original
source. Thence by easy stages his quest
led him to South Africa, the land of the
Kohincor and the Cullinan, where he began to turn his knowledge of human nature to practical account. James had
charge of nearly a thousand breech clouted kaffirs digging in the blue clay of one
of the great diamond mines.
The great curse of the diamond miners
is in secreting valuable gems. Such was
the power of his magnetic eye that no
cringing kaffir ever dared to carry out
a secretly found stone to sell to the illicit
diamond dealers. Of course it is said that
James assisted this magnetic control by a
judicious application of sjambok, a species of bullock whip which originated
with the Boers and was an object of high
respect among the ignorant savages. Tradition rumors that James became an expert in the application of this useful instrument.
While engaged in this pleasant and
lucrative occupation the South African
war broke out. Imbued with the spirit of
William Wallace, James volunteered for
the most dangerous and desperate work
that offered. Because of his previous
training and mechanical skill, the British
commanding officer delegated him to
drive one of the armored locomotives
hauling men and supplies to the front.
Either by reason of his rabbit's foot or
more likely because of the Protecting
Hand extending over him on account of
his early religious training and devout
character, James escaped from his many
dangerous exposures without a scratch.
When the war closed, obeying the ambitious urge that ever pressed him onward,
he came to the United States and embarked in the manufacture of syrup. His
training and ability very rapidly forced
him to the head of that industry where he
remained for some years the unchallenged premier syrup man of the United
States. He relinquished this position and
undertook a mercantile venture in St.
Louis. From St. Louis he came to Decatur with the Stalev Company, beginning
as storekeeper. He soon became Feed
House foreman, then night superintendent. At present, James is assistant to the
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general superintendent, and a tower of
strength to the Staley Company.
It is a saying in this industry that once
a starch man always a starch man. This
aphorism is particularly apt in the case
of our friend James. Beginning at Paisley, Scotland, historic in the industry, he
traced a circle around the entire world
and eventually joins the two ends at De
catur by engaging in the newest plant to
make starch. The picture which heads
this article no more does him justice than
this brief sketch conveys a fair idea of his
abilities and sterling character. All who
know him rely on him, and his friends are
legion. His judgment is sound and true.
His loyalty is a shining star. His friendship is something to be valued above
diamonds and rubies.
NO PLACE FOR HIM
A Scotchman from Peebles emigrated
to Canada. The morning after his arrival he hailed a coal-black African on a
street corner. "Hoot, mon," he said,
"Can ye tell me whaur I'll find the kirk?"
It so happened that the African had
been born in Scotland himself and had
burr as bad as the Peebles man's. "Gang
richt up to yon house," he said, "Take
the richt turnin' and, losh, ye're there."
The white Scot looked dazed. "Aiblins
ye're frae Scotland yersel'?" he asked.
"Richt ye are," said the black Scot.
"Aberdeen's ma name."
"Hoo lang ha'e ye been over here?"
"Aboot twa year."
"Heaven save and help us!" said the
white Scot. "Whaur can I get the next
boat for Glasgae?"
Rill Morrison: Why does a chicken
come out of its shell"
John White: To enjoy the spring
weather, I suppose.
Morrison: No; it's afraid of getting
hard boiled.
—$-—
Never meet trouble half-way—let it
travel the full distance and it may wear
itself out.
0

The wise man spends money right; the
spendthrift, right and left.
WILLIAM ADMITTED IT
"I understand old man Simpkins was
very much opposed to his daughter marrying Bill Smith; called Bill a fool, and
all that sort of thing."
"That's true, and before he had been
married six months Bill admitted the old
man was right."

OAUGHT

COMING

THROUGH
WAY

THE

DOOR-

OUR JIM

There is a factory running daily
That is controlled by A. E. Staley;
And in that plant not far away
You will find a man named Galloway;
And all his friends are proud to say
That he came across the briney way.
His reputation has not a blotch,
And we know well our Jim is Scotch.
His eyes are blue and keen as steel,
And all can sure his friendship feel;
From early morn till late at night
Youll find that he's for just and right.
—C. E. Stuart.
Two pals both recently married were
comparing the merits of their wives.
"Ah, yes," said George, who was still
very much in love, my little woman is an
angel! She couldn't tell a lie to save her
life!"
"Lucky dog!" said Samuel, sighing.
"My wife can tell a lie the minute I get it
out of my mouth!"—London Tit-Bits.
The Detective: Give me a description
of your missing cashier. How tall was he?
The Boss: I don't know how tall he is.
What worries me is that he was $3,000
short.—Puck.
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A STALEY DREAM
closed my eyes forever. Dr.
IhisHAD
Fitzpatrick had finally had to give up
struggle with the f l u ; the last rites
had been performed, farewells had been
said and I was speeding toward the Unseen in an auto. Suddenly it stopped and
the chauffeur, at whom 1 now looked for
the first time, helped me to alight. He
was a short, chunky man dressed in black
livery with brass buttons, and spoke, I
noticed with an Irish accent. He took me
by the hand and calling his collie dog,
led me to the opening of a large cave. He
then politely told me I would have to go
on alone.
The passage was as black as midnight.
With fear and trembling 1 slowly groped
my way along the cold stone walls. Soon
I saw in the distance a dim light and
heard indistinct voices. As T crept nearer,
words became plain, "Don't run," "Stop
your pushing," "Get away from the clock,"
"Hello Smith," "You're fined two dollars,'
and so on. These familiar sounds made
me feel somewhat, at home, but I suddenly
found myself in the midst of an animated
throng,—frail forms with wings, demons
and goblins composed the heterogeneous
mob. What could this be, I wondered.
Then it came to me like a revelation. This
was.the Inferno of Dante, the lower world
of Aeneas, the great Hereafter of the
preachers. I looked sharply about for
Henry Dubes as he was also a victim of
the flu.
The woes which afflicted men in life
were personified in ghastly shapes and
followed the shades about, continuing
their horrid work. As I stood at the edge
of the crowd looking on, I saw approaching me a hideous form. And I knew at
once from its sickly grin that it was a
Pang of Conscience. I remembered I had
worked on Sunday and had not observed
the Sabbath. It made me shudder.
As I stood there writhing in my agony
before the avenging creature, a burlylooking creature took me by the arm and
led me off. He was rough and strong, but
somehow 1 fait safe with him as he reminded me of the big officer, Jim Towers,
who used to be about the factory.
Whether it was due to the rapid pace at
which we were walking or the change of
climate, I was unable to tell, but at any
rate I was becoming exceedingly warm.
Hence when my friend stopped in front, of
a, door with the sign, "Gents Fitting Establishment" above it. and advised me
that I had better get fitted out in something more comfortable than my black
suit. I was not at. all averse to the idea.

There were a number of new arrivals being fitted there. With the aid of an attendant I arrayed myself in a cool-looking
asbestos suit and started forth.
As I reached the door, I was attracted
by the sound of an angry voice behind
me. Turning around, whom should I behold but G-. E. C. Poor George was in a
terrible fit of rage because he had been
laid away without his smokes. As I approached him, he was hurling angry epithets at the thoughtlessness of his friends
and the undertaker because they had neglected such an essential part of his daily
program and begged the attendant to send
back to the upper world for his Melachrinos. When he saw me he fell on my
neck and wept, murmuring, "My straw
tips, how can I live without them? Then
when I told him that he need not try to
live since he was already dead, he subsided and seemed satisfied.
When I stepped outside the door, I saw
•A girl standing alone. Upon second glance
1 saw it was Martha. She looked so sad
and forlorn, 1 said, "Hello" to her and
asked when she had come. She said she
had arrived only a half hour before. She
offered me her fan. I told her she had
better get a suit similar to mine as hera
tvould not be suitable for the weather.
After she was fitted out we agreed to go
on our way together and hunt up some of
our old friends who had gone before us.
All at once she burst into tears and when
I asked what was the matter, she told me
she was the daughter of a Baptist minister and was so ashamed because she
had gotten into the "wrong place." Her
father would be so mortified. I told her
to cheer up, I wasn't sure we were in the
"wrong place" and if we were, her father
would never know anything about it.
We followed the other shades and at
last came to the bank of the river Styx
which was lined with phantom forms waiting to cross. There was no bridge and
T could not understand how we were to
get, across, but presently I heard a whistle
—like the Staley whistle,—and a large
double-decked side-wheeler came in view.
Standing on the roof of the pilot house, in
a long coat and brown leggings, his longgray whiskers blown by the wind, was
Captain Charon. I thought at first it was
Jim Highley, since he too had been a flu
victim.
Charon scanned the shore with his
field glasses for a moment and then
cried, "All aboard." in a loud voice. When
the boat pulled out from the shore, the
string band (which to my surprise was
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Burtschi's String Rand) began to play
lustily, "There'll Be a Hot Time in the
Old Town Tonight," and then "The Wild,
Wild Women."
As the boat neared the other short!
we heard blood curdling barks and howls
and on landing came immediately upon
Cerberus, the three-headed dog which
guards the portal. Capt. Charon threw
him a piece of angel food cake which put
him to sleep and allowed us to pass
through a cave and enter the dwelling
place of the shades.
We came suddenly upon the tragic
scene of the final judgment, where Judge
Minos reigns supreme. In his dignity he
reminded me of Ellis, president of the
City Club. Every departed soul must
stand before his seat and answer for all
crimes committed on earth. The people
to be judged are arranged in long rows
far up the mountain side. The first row
was from Granite City, the next from
Clinton, la., then Chicago, and so on.
When the trembling soul comes before
this mighty tribunal he confesses everything and the judge thoughtfully considers to which place in Hades he shall be
assigned to suit his transgressions.
As Martha and I draw near, we saw
Grace Brilley approaching the Mercy
seat, and a man following sadly behind.
"Well what have you to say for your-

self?" the judge asked her in a loud
voice.
"Your honor," pleaded Grace in faltering tones, "I'll be quite honest with you.
I was, while on earth, a sample carrier."
"What!" thundered ).the judge, glower
ing at her.
"Just a sample carrier," she repeated
faintly.
"Did you ever dope the samples?" he
demanded in a mighty voice. "Or fill up
the bottles at one place instead of making the rounds?"
Her lips trembled, her head dropped,
and she murmured "Yes."
"Enough," roared the judge. "Officers,
take this sample carrier to Tartarus and
see that she does her duty while carryingsamples there."
The officers stepped forward, took her
by the arm and led her off. It was not
until then that 1 recognized the form ot
the man behind her as being the shade
of Heinie Broadbear. Since the judge
did not accost him, and the shade followed the girl and the officers to Tartarus, I concluded that Heinie was still
living on earth, but was following the
girl in spirit.
The judge then turned. to us as we
stood there watching the retreating figures.
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"Well," he growled, "What are you doing here?" I told him I was trying to
1'iud a place in the Decatur row.
"What are you going to say when your
turn comes?" he asked in loud consequential tones.
"I was a foreman at Staley's," I faltered.
"Ha, ha," he roared, "I know that place.
No more Tartarus for you, my man. Officer, give this man an acre in the broad
fields of Elysium."
Then when I got my senses together
sufficiently to thank him, I asked him if
I might take the girl Martha with me;
that she was a minister's daughter anrl
belonged there, I was sure. With a most
undignified wink at the Argo delegation,
he consented.
On our way to our future dwellingplace we had to pass through several divisions of Hades. First we entered the
abode of those who died in infancy. A
nurse was coming toward us wheeling a
pretty white baby carriage, and the
laughing baby in it I immediately recognized as Fred Klumpp. He raised hit;
little hand to me and said bye-bye as I
passed him.
Next we came to the home of those
who had been put to death under false
accusation. Here I met Jim Gilloway.
When I asked him what had been
brought against him, he sorrowfully told
me that he had been accused of trying to
raise a goatee like Bishop's. With him
was Bill Morrison whose accusation had
been that he was guilty of cruelty to

dumb animals; that he had nearly choked
a Ford to death at one time.
As we resumed our journey, we met a
shade whose appearance was strikingly
familiar. It was Josie Shellabarger. She
said she was a little afraid to go on to
the next place alone and was looking for
company. We told her we were glad to
have her go with us and started on.
We next arrived in the field of mourning, where dwell the shades of those who
have come to an untimely end on account
of love. Here I was surprised to find
four of my old friends at Staley's. They
were Frank Moore, Alma Garrett, Marie
Schuermann and Ed Smith. They seemed
very despondent, but, Ed cheered up
quite a little as soon as he saw one of my
companions. I gave them words of comfort and passed on.
Soon we came in sight of the gates and
walls of Tartarus. Sulphurous smoke
and such fumes as we used to get in the
Mill House arose from within. We hur>
ried past and a little farther on saw a
huge structure with a brown stone front
which the officer informed us was Pluto's
palace. Proserpine and Pluto were just
alighting from a new sedan (which
looked strangely like Bishop's) as we
passed, and Proserpine smiled sadly al
us and threw a bunch of violets which
she had been wearing at her belt to us.
Pluto made a thrust at us with his twoproiiged fork.
At last a beautiful vision met our eyes.
We saw stretched out before us green
fields through which ran the river of
Lethe, and white marble buildings rose
in the distance. We knew we had
reached Elysium.

PLENTY OF TIME

FELT PUFFED UP
An Irishman suffered from a stomach
ailment. The doctor was called in, and
on his second visit questioned his patient.
"Have you been drinking hot water an
hour before each meal, as I directed. If
so, how do you feel now?"
"Doc," said Pat, "I tried hard to do it,
but I had to quit. I drank for thirty-five
minutes, and 1 feel like a balloon."

"All the little boys and girls who wish
to go to heaven," said a Sunday-school
superintendent, "will please arise."
Whereupon all with the exception of
.Sammy Scruggs arose.
"And doesn't this little boy want to go
to heaven?", asked the superintendent in
surprise.
"Not yet," said Sammy.—Harper's MagINCOMPETENCE
Plumber (to girl who has taken up
plumbing to release a man for the front)
—Well, what cha forgotten?
Girl (proudly)—Not one thing.
Plprnber—You aint? Well, by cricket,
f'ain't surprised. T told the boss a woman
couldn't never make good at this business.—Cartoons Magazine.

Some people are always grumbling because roses have thorns. I am thankful
that thorns have roses.
TEMPTATION
When hungry fish invite me,
No more to school to plod,
Both Johnny and the teacher
Are moved to use the rod.
—Exchange.
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OUR MILLER AND HIS HOUSE
knows lhat we have the
EVERYONE
handsomest miller in the country, and

his Mill House is conceded to be equally
good looking. There are striking differences to be sure. The Mill House is of
flat-arch construction. Fred has a dainty
blue-blooded high arch. The Mill House
has steel framed windows—Fred can read
fine print without them. The Mill House
has windows at front and back,—Fred
modestly looks only one way. The Mill
House is but one step from the Soaking
House,—Fred is far from a soak. The Mill
House is a splendid reconstruction of an
insanitary and inefficient old Mill House;
Fred is a splendid, loyal American reconstructed from an importation from Germany.
An old German proverb has it that "A
miller is honest who has hair on his
teeth." This of course refers to the popular belief extruding down through many
centuries that a miller is apt to cheat his
customers by taking an unlawful toll. Our
Fred is an honest miller and though he
has no hair on his teeth, he flaunts a
carefully manicured and most fascinating

A M1T.J, ROOM THAT WE

mustache, which is apt to play havoc
wherever his merry blue eyes light.
Fred and our general superintendent
are old side partners, having been associated for more than 22 years. Fred learned
the wet milling trade as a young man
working in nearly every glucose and
starch factory that has been operated in
recent years. His post graduate course
was under the justly famous Jake Herde,
the Nestor of the trade.
Under Herde he not only learned to
grind corn most efficiently, but he also
received a broad training in logic. Herde
was, and happily still is, a sound philosopher, standing solidly on his own feet
and viewing the world cooly, dispassionately and yet with a certain dignified
amusement. Fred learned from him the
lesson of looking at every side of a problem, of passing with sure step from
known effect back to the certain cause.
Intuition has no part in his make-up.
With clear mind and loyal heart ne
guides the golden stream of grain on its
devious journey and at each step and
turning takes from it the toll of snowy
starch.

AUE AT,T, PROUD OF

Y.
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I.
When a man ain't got a cent,
And he's feeling kind of blue,
And the clouds hang dark and heavy
An' won't let the sunshine through,
It's a great thing, O my brethren,
Fer a feller just to lay
His hand upon your shoulder
In a friendly sort o' way.
II.
It makes a man feel curious,
It makes the tear drops start,
An' you sort o' feel a flutter
In the region of the heart!
You can look up and meet his eyes;
You don't know what to say
When his hand is on your shoulder
In a friendly sort o' way.
III.
Oh, the world's a curious compound,
With its honey and its gall.
With its cares and bitter crosses—
But a good world after all.
An' a good God must have made it—
Leastways, that is what I say '
When a hand is on my shoulder
In a friendly sort o' way.
—James Whitcomb Riley.

F R E D KT.UMPP,

THE

IIAXDSOME MILLER

And Fred is proud of his house with its
lofty ceilings, massive pillars and white:
glistening walls. Monolithic in construction, resting on ponderous foundations of
steel and concrete buried many feet below the ground, it is a very perfect example of fire-proof construction. Bronze,
cast iron and reinforced concrete, it
should grind corn for the Staleys "even
unto the third and the fourth generations" and let us hope that the President
Staley of that distant day is so fortunate
as to have for a chief miller one of the
presumably many descendants of our own
well loved Fred.«
"Agnes married a self-made man, didn't
she?"
"Yes, but she has compelled him to
make extensive alterations." — Boston
Transcript.
He—"Why don't you think twice before
you speak, my dear?"
She—"Because, if I did, it would give
you a chance to say it first."

HERMAN7
HERBERTS,
STO.VB DRESSER,
ESPECIALLY K N O W N FOR HIS VOCABU-
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"He did, sor," said Pat. "Sure, he
squeezed me throat til] I thought he
would make cider of me Adam's apple."
—»-—
"No," she declared, "I will never marry
any man who hasn't grit enough to go and
ask papa for me."
"That's all right, but you ought to remember that your father has a weak
heart and sudden joy has often been
known to prove fatal in such cases."
If some automobiles had as much gas
as their owners they would make a hundred miles a minute on a mountain road.
There is a difference between marrying
anyone you please and pleasing anyone
you marry.
Success is the art of being useful to
others and making others useful to you.
Would you call a man who is tied to his
wife's apron strings fast?
—-«-—
It is a wise doctor who prescribes a
nerve tonic just before he renders his
bill.

KARL KI.AtTSS, OXE OF KT,UMP1"S ASSISTANTS

AN OPENING FOR A YOUNG MAN
Ethel—"I'm afraid that bell means another caller."
Fred (imploringly)—"You know, there
is such a thing as your not being at
home."
Ethel (suggestively)—"Yes, and there
is such a thing as my being engaged.—
Tit-Bits.
—«—
IF SHE WERE A MAN
"Do yau think." he asked, "that you
could learn to love me?"
"Possibly," she answered, "but if I
were a man I'd hate to think I was an acquired taste."—Town Topics.
TO PREVENT SQUAR-BLING
There are chicken fanciers who don't
want their wives to find out about it.—
Roller Monthly.
—*—
A judge was questioning an Irishman
at a recent trial.
"He took you by the throat and choked
you, did he?" queried the judge.

CART, SUTTER, IN CHARGE AT THE
ELEVATOR

CORN
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BOLSHEVISM IN ILLINOIS
Said Lincoln, on the Bolshevism of his
day:
"Property is the fruit of labor.
That some men should be rich, shows
that others may become rich, and
hence is .just encouragement to industry and enterprise.
"Let not him who is houseless pull
down the house of another—but,
rather, let him work diligently and
build one for himself—thus by example assuring that his own shall be
safe from violence when built."
«T ET the legislature of Illinois tako
•L' warning. If it establishes a State
Constabulary I will call out every union
man in the State." This is the notice
Duncan McDonald, head of the State Federation of Labor, has served on the people
of this great commonwealth. It is a serious threat. Is the threat justified?
Let us consider for a moment the work
of the constabulary as it exists in other

states. The constabulary is a small body
of highly trained officers patterned after
the famous Northwestern Mounted Police
of Canada. There are in Pennsylvania
only two hundred of them and each rides
alone covering perhaps three hundred
square miles of territory. They do their
principal work in the rural districts away
from the city police where the only representatives of law and order are the village constables. If a murder is committed back in the mountains of Pennsylvania, they at once summon one of the
constabulary. They do not interfere with
well policed territory, although they have
that privilege.
The organization is completely detached
from politics. It is recruited from picked
men entirely on the basis of fitness for
the work. They are given a long and rigorous training. They are not in any sense
of the word strike breakers or strike police. They are custodians of good order.

I N T E R I O R VIEW. NEW SHOPS UNDER CONSTRUCTION
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GLIMPSE OF THE

NEW GENERA!, ELEOTRIO TURBO-GENERATOR W I T H NIGHT
NEER GEORGE YOUNG IN CHARGE

The rich corporation, if it feels called upon to defend its property from attacks of
riotous strikers, is permitted to hire the
necessary protection. The state constabulary does not furnish guards under these
conditions. They are in fact the friend
and protector of the poor man. The
working man who has to leave his home
unguarded except as the members of the
family may protect themselves, finds his
refuge in the state constabulary. The
unions need not fear any oppression or injustice from this wonderful body of men.
They are neither for nor against unions,
a,nd membership is made up of men
drawn from the working classes. The
service is too arduous to please the silk
stocking. The pay is too small to be attractive to the adventurer. In Pennsylvania the constabulary is recognized as
the greatest agency for peace and order
in the state. If its retention were put to
a popular vote it would undoubtedly carry
by an enormous majority. The honest
laboring man is a strong friend to the
state police. The blatant demagogue who
draws a fat salary from a labor union
makes oratorical capital of the constabulary. He paints them in glaring colors
as the hired slave drivers of monopolies.
Both the opulent labor leader and the
opulent manufacturer, or capitalist, have
in common one real grievance against the
constabulary. The mounted policeman
patrols the great state highways and ar-
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rests automobile speeders with absolute
impartiality.
If, in case of strikes, union pickets commit criminal acts, they promptly feel the
strong hand of the mounted police. No
honest union man can enter a serious objection to this stern justice. Only the arrogant bolshevist who claims for himself
and his like immunity for their own acts
of cruelty and spoliation dare raise his
voice in protest. These men are like the
Germans, they claim to believe themselves supermen not subject to the common rules of humanity and civilization.
If any other prominent man in the
State of Illinois, any other man who controls or influences a large voting popula
tion should openly proclaim violent warfare against the people of the State if its
representatives did or did not do a cer
tain thing, the spirit of rebellion would
overwhelm such opposition in a moment.
As it is, the ordinary citizen has grown to
feel a sort of apathy or tolerance toward
the excesses of speech and action originating in labor union leaders and is too
apt to dismiss them as not worthy of notice. On the contrary these irresponsible
leaders who spout rank radicalism for the
furtherance of their own personal political ambitions, are sowing a. dangerous
seed in ignorant minds. They are producing a condition which, if allowed to
(Continued on page 15)
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SUNNY JIM
who has 14, exceeding him by 5. Three
of the younger ones are shown below.
He always eats a bright red apple or
two at the foremen's meetings instead
of condescending to the Nebos and
Sweet Caps to which the most of the
foremen regularly adhere. The apple
diet seems to agree with his complexion,
since the color of his face is but a shade
paler than the apples which he eats. And
in spite of the 9 children, and the fact
that his hair is turning slightly, he is the
picture of .rugged health and seems as
young and active as any of his own rollicking boys.
He is carpenters' foreman, and pronounced by those who know anything
about carpentry, a "good man." At present he is chiefly engaged in building
forms for concrete, pouring the concrete,
and taking the forms down again. His
most especial friends are John White
and Gene Morrow, and by this time you
must surely have guessed that his name
is Jim Burge.

When asked if he had a picture of his
children which could be printed in the
Journal, he asked, "What do you want to
do, fill up the book?"
As a matter of fact, in the number of
children, he ranks about second in the
plant, Walter Fisher of the Kiln House,

A Frenchman was waiting at a railroad
station in Ireland when a couple of natives sat down beside him.
Said one—"Sure, Pat, it's down to Kilmary I've been, and I'm on me way back
to Kilpatrick."
"Ye don't say so," said the other. "It's
mesself that's just after being down to
Kilkenny, and I stop here a bit before I
go to Kilmor."
"What assassins!" exclaimed
the
Frenchman. "Would that I were safely
back in France!"—John Bull.
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BURKEY, FILE AXL) GILL

THE PILL MERCHANTS
If you are sick or feeling ill
And you are craving for a gill,
And if your knees are getting weak
Or you are hoarse and cannot speak;
If you need physic or a pill
Consult Burkey, File and Gill.
If your nose is out of joint
And your friends you disappoint,
If your feet are swollen blue,
Or your sweetheart is not true;
If you're going to make your will
Consult Burkey, File and Gill.

position to take charge of the chemical
department of the Consolidated Mfg.. Co.
of Toledo. Here he broadened his experience by being associated with the
manufacture of a varied line of foods.
He came back to us February 5 to
take charge of our research department.
From present indications he has found
his true forte. To those gifted with
curious and enterprising minds the
realm of the unknown presents an irresistable lure. This is the truth whether
the terra incognita lie far from civilization, in strange climes, amidst unnamed
mountains and unchartered rivers or
whether it be the observation of unrecorded phenomena, the invention of new
or different, products, reaching out into
the unknown for unnamed treasure.
The science and art of making starch
from corn, although well established and
generally understood, has thus far advanced only to such an elevation that
the trained imagination can look out
over a land of promise, a land flowing
with milk and honey.
Howard is now feeling the urge of the
unknown. From seven in the morning
until late at night he is delving for nature's hidden treasures. Already a shining nugget has rewarded his efforts.
With his broad preparation and his
natural ability, we are confident that he
will produce brilliant results.

If you have an ugly snout,
And you're troubled with the gout;
if your liver is so white
You drink castor oil at night;
If you're a man without a will
Consult Burkey, File and Gill.
THE RESEARCH DEPARTMENT
Our old friend Howard File is once
more pulling an oar with the Staley
crew. Howard wandered away from us
during the hard winter of 1914-15.
A product of the Millikin University,
he was the first chemist employed by
the company. He learned the technique
of the starch business under the able
tutelage of Mr. Kelling. When the plant
closed in 1914, File took a position with
the state laboratory for the testing of
foods. Later his services were secured
by Montgomery, Ward & Co., first as
chemist and later as buyer in the grocery department. He resigned from this

ELIJAH.

THE
I'KOPIIRT,
LISTENS
HENRY, T H E P R E A T H E R

TO
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A FEW REASONS FOR "SAFETY"
M. P. O'Brien, Safety Engineer.
\E calls in one month for
•i*. one industry employing about 1,000
men and located not a thousand miles
from Decatur, recently amounted to more
than $600. This statement may mean
much or little, depending on the nature of
work carried on in this particular plant.
But the almost daily presence of the
ambulance in the factory yard carrying to
the hospital or home some employe injured in his work, is one of the chief reasons for the growth of the safety idea.
There are, perhaps, two underlying pirnciples which have caused industrial managements to install safety organizations
and to regard them as important factors
in plant operation rather than as a sort of
necessary evil or fad of some few harebrained theorists. They are humanitarianism, or the regard for the well being of
their employes, and efficiency in output.
The early work in safety consisted of a
few crude machine guards generally put
on against the wishes of the operatives
and therefore unpopular. Frequently they

interferred with efficient operation and
accordingly were received with little enthusiasm by the management. But in the
course of time, a few mechanical guards
were developed which not only kept the
operative from harm, but by a little studyin efficiency, helped to increase output.
Today a machine is not considered complete unless all dangerous moving parts
are guarded, and instead of fighting the
guard, the employes are actually demanding them.
Along with the guarding of dangerous
conditions came the study of economical
operation and today the sciences of safety
and efficiency are very closely related.
Any employe of the A. E. Staley Mfg. Co.,
who was in our employ two or three years
ago will remember the hostility exhibited
toward efforts made for the safety and
welfare of the workers here, but the very
men who held back the hardest are the
ones now insisting on the things which
to them at that time seemed most foolish.
The statement has often been made
that only about ten per cent of the accidents are due to mechanical hazards and
our record for the past year bears this
out to a certain extent. As a matter of
fact, less than one per cent of our accidents during the past year have been
caused in this way. The rest have been
caused by carelessness either of the injured party or his fellow employe. This
accounts for about 75 per cent of our accidents and the balance through so-called
occupational risks, or those which are
unavoidable. The ones classed as unavoidable are those such as splinters,
particles in the eyes, etc.
These figures will continue to be simply uninteresting statistics, such as any
collection of figures are to the ordinary
run of men, unless we learn the lesson
they teach which is simply the necessity
of practicing safety in every part of our
work; doing the best we can to show our
fellow workman by our example that it is
to his interest as well as ours to do so.
In selecting a husband it is better to
be sure you are right than to be sure you
are not left.
What a lot of trouble that girl Miss Cal
Culation has caused.

A PAIR

OF

H A T i l ) \ V O R K I N G i'AI.g

The real optimism and real courage
are in the man who will face the facts.
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OUR ARCHITECT
man shows how much his ability is respected.
He was born in Chicago, and finished
courses in general, civil, electrical and
mechanical engineering at the Lewis Institute there in 1912. Thereafter he was
employed with the Burrell EngineeringCo, and the Three Americas Co., designing grain elevators and flour mill nfachinery. He spent considerable time scheming how "to take the beans from the
girls" who were assorting them without
letting them, know he was doing it. That
sounds like an underhanded trick, but the
fact of the matter is he was just trying
to find out which of the girls were doing
the work. Later he designed tools for
the Miehle Printing Mfg. Co., and worked
a short time for the International Harvester Co., and the Western Electric before coming to his present position.
The end of the war has made things
look different in the drafting room. Before November 11, Mr. Larsen was doing
all the work himself, and the large room
seemed very unoccupied. Now, perched
on the stools along the high tables are
five assistants: C. A. Metz, R. J. Odean,
W. Walters, C. R. McDonnell and R. E.
Hagen, whose time is all needed fof the
large amount of construction which is
planned for the near future.

K. C. LiAKSEN, CHIEF DRAFTSMAN

BOLSHEVISM IN ILLINOIS
(Continued from page 11)
run its course, would threaten the very
existence of our Government. Let us trust
that our legislature in Springfield will be
animated by that spirit which is responsible for the liberty we enjoy and refuse to be disturbed by threats of violence
in the performance of their plain duty.

"TTTILL the dog houses on the Kiln
VV House voof he made of wood or
concrete?" asked one of the foremen of
the general superintendent. Mr. Chamberlain puffed his cigaret for a moment
and then pushed one of the series of buttons on his table.
What did clothes moths live on in the
The man who answered the call and
the question was E. C. Larsen, the archi- Garden of Eden?
tect who turns out the blue prints for the
Time is your chief asset. Each moStaley Company and who advises whether the floor or roof will stand the loari ment is a golden treasure and the way
you spend it shapes your life.
of new machines or improvements.
Mr. Larsen has been employed by the
It isn't gray hairs that count, but gray
company for two and a half years. Like
two or three others about the plant, matter.
whose names don't need to be mentioned,
A nail is no good until it is driven.
he is inclined to be quite bashful, and
sometimes becomes so embarrassed that Don't be a nail.
he can scarcely get his mouth open wide
Play is merely work that you don't
enough to talk. But this is an indication
of modesty and of qualities which fre- have to do.
quently go with modesty, steadiness and
A diplomat is a man who remembers
reliability.
The undisputed way in
which his opinion is accepted by the fore- his wife's birthday but not her age.
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PLANT

TALK

WEDDING BELLS
The wedding of Miss Hazel Estell of
the Accounting Department, February
15, came as a surprise to every one, herself included. The man in the case,
Marvin Randall, of the U. S. N., arrived,
unexpectedly the previous Wednesday
morning on a furlough, and they decided
to set the date for Saturday. Both had
formerly lived in Blue Mound. Mrs.
Randall will remain in the Accounting
Department at least until her husband
receives his discharge from the Navy,
following his overseas service.
The card party with which Miss Verna
Robertson of the Traffic Department entertained the girls of the office early in
February gave the girls the idea of forming a little social club of their own. And
when they were entertained two weeks
later by Miss Lillian Montgomery of the
Sales Department, they decided to meet
every three weeks for a good time together.
William Ricliee, foreman of the Table
houses, returned to work last week after
a three months' siege with influenza and
its after effects. Every one was glad to
see him back again.
Mrs. Frieda Turner of the Accounting
Department, left last week to go to Peoria where her husband is living. Edmund Scheiter is taking her place.
Mr. Augur reports that he had a fine
time in St. Louis.

EVERETT BROWN, ELECTRICIAN. NOW IN
ARMY OP OCCUPATION

Russell R. Houghton from Camp Lee,
Petersburg, Va., has been visiting his
brother, J. C. Houghton, for a few days
on his way home.
—»—
W. A. Neely of the Packing House has
been in Greensville, Ky., recovering
from the flu. Frank Morris was on the
sick list for awhile, too.
William Coppenbarger of the Feed
House is in the hospital with pneumonia.
Jake Ernst has returned after a short
illness.
Added to the sick list are Truman
Flenner, Frank Steele and Jim Burge.
All have the flu.
The electrical department doesn't believe in doing things by halves. W. E.
Gifford and Jack Reynolds, both members of it, are each rejoicing over the
arrival of baby girls in their homes last
week.
Mr. Auer is glad that he doesn't have
to make any more Food Administration
reports because he was fearing they
would 1)3 the death of him.

T

(' H O I K J H T O X ' S FOUR YOUNGSTERS
ARE VERY EVIDENTLY A M E R I C A N S

E. M. (Bud) Robb must be happy now
that he is back in civilian clothes (so
earnestly wished for) and again in the
Accounting Department at Staley's. Our
former paymaster was discharged from
the Xavy a short time ago and returned
to us the first of this week.
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KECKS REPRESENTATIVES IN SERVICE

MAX
RBIOH.
SIGNAL
CORPS, CAMP SHELBY,
MISS.

RALPH
A.
WIT,SON,
W I T H A R M Y OF OCCUPATIOX.

JOHN A. SALOGGA, SEAMAN
GUARD
AT
GREAT LAKES.

In the last letter which Alma Garrett
received from her husband, Gale, he
says that he will probably return by
June or July. He is still in Prance with
Water Tank Train No. 302.
—»—
Mrs. W. P. Kelly of the Tray Room
has received word that her son, Thomas
Lee Kelly of the 47th Coast Artillery has
arrived in the United States after ten
months' service in Prance.

!•• li E [ ) K R O P I, A .
FRANCE.

IX

E R N E S T P. RBIOH, NOW
OPERATING IN EUROPEAN WATERS.

band is still in France. Lee formerly
worked in the Kiln House.

With the pep it has displayed all winter, the undefeated Staley Indoor Baseball team beat the I. T. S., 6 to 3, 'last
Thursday night. As usual, Happy Jack
kept the bases warm; Watkins displayed
his clever pitching, and Miner was there
with the goods. The game was fast
throughout and promises well for the
Roy A. Sailsbery, who used to work in championship for Staley's.
This was the first game of the second
the yard, has written to acknowledge his
Christmas check. He is on the Texas time round and a fairly good sized crowd
border, along the Rio Grande with Co. gathered in the Y. M. C. A. at 7:30 to
root for the Staley team.
C, 37th Inf., at Laredo, Tex.
The following is the schedule for the
rest of the games:
In acknowledging the check for her
March 3—Staley's vs. Muellers.
husband, Mrs. Lee Armistead, has writMarch 10—Staley's vs. Leader Iron.
ten from Tuscumbia, Ala., that her husMarch 13—Staley's vs. Mueller Shops.
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R O A S T S
Keck: Give me a cigaret, .lack. What
kind have you got? Nebos?
The reason that Jim Galloway hangs
around the Oil House so much lately is
because he has heard some one call the
germs Scotch peanuts.
Something besides a ground hog was
out February 2. Somehow he got loose,
and jumping on a box car in the Wabash
yards, sought to demonstrate his ability
as an orator. James Galloway, O. R.
Stiffey and Ike Ragsdale got a little afraid
that he might want to come inside the
yard, and Jim Towers was ordered to patrol the fence for a couple of hours; but
evidently a place with a fence around it
did not look good to him for he departed
with a sweeping bow.
Russell Martin is the "candy" kid of
the tray room. The girls say the squirrels don't know where to find him.
In spite of the thick fringe of starch in
his eye lashes, Bob Foster never lets a
tray with nails in it get through. His
sharp eyes catch them every time and he

•a*

brings them back to the girls with a
smile on his face which extends from ear
to ear.
—•»-—
Mrs. Shaffer's soldier friend has come
back and Anna will soon be leaving the
tray room.
Sowash's feet are so big that the
safety engineer has ordered him to install
red lights on them at night.
—-«—
Ragsdale, Oil House foreman, arrived
at the foremen's meeting on time for adjournment, February 5. Generally he
meets the men coming down the stairs
after adjournment.
—-»-—
K. D. Sherman, foreman of the Packing
House, is the most elongated man in the
plant. The men on the packing floor have
often wondered why he always looked up
the elevator shaft. They asked Bill
White to solve the mystery, which he did
after a few minutes thought. He says K.
D. looks up the shaft to see what the
men on the fourth floor are doing.
—»-—
Bob Patton is inebriated with the exuberance of his own verbosity, remarks
one of the philosophers of the plant.
—*—
E. G. Leaser and Nathaniel Smith are
great admirers of the Highty Flighty
Girls. Every evening you will find them
at the theater in the front row of seats,
named bv the theater-goers, "Bald-Headed Row." Both of them can tell wonderful rainbow stories.
—» —
Johnny Shyer, our young electrician,
says there is a magnet in the Storeroom
which affects him
wnicn
him strangely. JPoor
Johnny's resistance power is a,bout exhausted.
Nick Grace says he is proud of that son
of his, young Nick. A great combination
—Old Nick and Young Nick working for
the Staley Company.
Mabel Leaser was agreeably surprised
when she opened the door of the closet
in the Time office and discovered Bill
Morrison fully dressed.
—-^—
O'Brien, safety engineer, is an extremist on safety first. He ordered Fitch,
foreman of the Tin Shop, to install a
guard on Newt Simpson's gold tooth.
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Morrison will make an affidavit to the
effect that it is a natural growth.
_^_

It has been suggested that the Staley
Company get into communication with
the Keely Institute to get prices on the
drink cure.
They say Nick Grace is running a show
over in the new warehouse and has
named it the "Nickle Odeon." Rut really
the name should be "Nick unloading
'em."
Sam Sibert is back on the pension list
while the sewing machine is being repaired. He says sewing by hand is like
taking a vacation after using the machine.
Bill Ooton has sent his goat to the poor
farm. Some of the boys were accusing
him of being a native of Arkansas. He
says he was born in Vandalia.
_^_
Isaac Warmouth got married, but he
has been up town courting since.
Earl Leek's pet aversion is English
sparrows. He says they are not civilized.
—*-—
Have you noticed Bishop's goatee,—
how it changes with the weather? When
a storm is brewing it shows all the colors
of the rainbow.
—*—
Rurkey has become so religious lately
that even the post cards he receives begin with a prayer.
We are wondering why Morgan O'Brien
has so many fire drills, say the Packing
House boys. Perhaps he thinks we need
the practice.
It takes Ed Lonergan to load the cars
at the Shipping House. All you can hear
is, "Bring 'em in. Where you been at?
What delayed you? Back 'em out," till
the car is loaded.
—»—
Ask Byno how he likes Dr. Nisbeth for
a family doctor.
Bob Patton seems to want to qualify
for a commission in the army. He has
bought a pair of new, non-skid, army
shoes.
—-»-—
Stiffey, Peed House foreman, was
wrongly accused of swallowing one of the
dryers. He positively states that Dr.

All the boys in the Auditing Department are trying to raise mustaches in order to be in style now. Even Adolph
Leipski carries a bottle of Glovers
Mange Cure as some one told him that
three applications daily for two weeks
would cause his mustache to sprout.
What effect will it have on buckeyes,
Adolph?
We suppose there won't be any ball
games this season, since Sylvester Ivent
has lost the nine that were on his upper
lip.

SPRING HATS
of

Value, Style and Quality
On display at

The Misses Dawson's
HAT SHOP
119 E. William Street
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Isaac Warmoth of the Packing House
asked his friend it' he still lived on Water
(meaning Water St.). "No, we have bread
now that the war is over," his friend replied.

me," are his favorite expressions accompanied with the usual motions of the
head and body. All the girls swear by
him and say he is a prince of good fellows.

Andy Peterson of the Shipping Department has quit the Board of trade and
started to raising hogs.

Duncan, he came here to woo,
Ha, ha, the wooing of it.
His sweetheart Mabel he quickly traced,
Ha, ha, the wooing of it.
Their meeting it was sweet, sublime
Their eyes were wet with salty brine
At last brave Duncan smiled again.
Ha, ha, the wooing of it.

Walter Knock-em-loose is sure a good
trucker, but he has too much speed.
-Q

Our friend Bennett, the conveyor man,
had a dream that he was taking a bath in
the Gulf of Mexico, but was rudely awakened when some one threw a pail of water on him.
__^

Ragsdale's eyesight is failing. Wo
would recommend a pair of glasses.
—$—
Johnnie Hill is aspiring to be a lightweight champion, but our friend Bennett
has already flung his hat in the ring for
the same honors.
O'Brien: Don't you think that exhaust
steam ought to be taken care of with a
trap of some kind?
Mr. Chamberlain: Oh, Boob has already taken care of that with an alcohol
trail.
Bishop went to the garage the other
morning and found a Skeeter sitting near
his car.

Duncan was a lad of grace
Ha, ha, the wooing of it.
Mabel was a piteous case,
Ha, ha, the wooing of it.
Suffice to say that each had charms
He clasped a goddess in his arms
Forgotten were all war alarms,—
Ha, ha, the wooing of it.
—With apologies to Burns.
^

One foggy, dim and misty day, Henry,
Bill and Jim could be seen meandering
about the plant. Suddenly Jim says,
"Boys, I've found a sea serpent." Henry
laughed and Bill says, "You've got to
show me." So they took the animal to
G. E., who said it was just a little garter
snake and thus settled the dispute without the shedding of blood.

Ragsdale, the smiling proprietor of the
Oil House is some magician. He expels
every particle of oil from the germs and
it comes out pure olive oil. bottled and
labeled, ready to be shipped to all South
American countries and Indiana. He
also has a picture house and Jim Towers
comes regularly to look at them.

Logan set himself on an incubator, but
as nothing has hatched yet, we await
the outcome.
—*-—
Feed House: Stiffey and Ooton, Props.
Dealers in Feeds, Cut Straw and Molasses. From their smiles, business
seems to be flourishing. They had a
vacuum pan last Monday, but the vacuum seemed to be in somebody's head instead of in the pan. However, about 1
o'clock, Jim Galloway succeeded in getting it back in the pan, and now Fritzie
and Joe seem to be able to keep the
vacuum in the proper place.
—-»-—
Mrs. Newt Simpson had to make a trip
out to the plant one morning last week
because her husband had very carelessly
gone off to work and left his teeth behind.

C. L. Walker, bookkeeper, is a modern
Chesterfield. It is highly entertaining
to watch him doing the Alfonso and
Gaston act when he has occasion to ask
any of the fair sex about their work. "I
beg your pardon, madame," or "Pardon

Mrs. Allie Rogers of the tray room
was sick with pneumonia for two weeks,
and the girls of the department sent her
flowers. Now that she has been laid off,
it remains for Mrs. Kelly and Miss Perjomie to keep the girls merry.

Bill White's rosy cheeks are the envy
of the girls of the tray room.
A man who trades horses and always
gets the better horse would soon have
the best horse in the country. How then
could he trade for a better one? Ask
Houghton how he managed to do it. as he
asserts he used to do in his younger
days.
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There's Percy Hill, the boy from Blue
Mound,
No larger short horse can be found—
In fact, they don't grow in a good man's
town.
Hut Percy will make good, so the Kiln
House boys say
Because he runs bills that his friends
have to pay,
He promised a dollar on the nineteenth
day.
But when the collector came all Percy
would say
Was, "Wait boys, uni.il I get another
- pay."
So we took up a collection to pay his
bill,
To ask him again, us boys never will.
Stiffey fell over himself a few days
ago and skinned his knee, but seems all
right now a,s he has laid his crutches
aside and now walks with both legs.
Casey's windmill is working fine and
seems to be a great improvement over
the old style of feed grind.
Johnnie Rrosam is a great financier.
He raked in five dollars some time ago.
— >-—
Otto Hertrich of the Feed House, has
been better known during the last month
as "Daddy" than as "Ott," due to the
application of "Daddy" to him by a
sample carrier.
—»-—
If you want to buy oranges, call on
C. O. Bennett of the Feed House. His
orchard is in California.
There's Happy Jones you might think
some fool,
But he's always delayed because of
his mule.
You might think he traveled when him
you meet
From the looks of the suit cases on his
feet.
He is a good worker and never does nap
And when at work wears a little
jockey cap.
Said Percy to Happy one morning fair,
"Let's treat .our buddies all on the
square."
—»-—
The carpenters and millwrights are
always delighted when they get a call to
do some work in the Steep House.
—*-—
Bill Pollock is so easily embarrassed
that he can't work in the Lump Starch.

He shakes his head sadly, saying that
there are too many girls there.
—•—
Byno Bush of the Packing House has
been learning to sew up bags; he thinks
himself quite expert; and demonstrated
his ability to his wife one night by sewing up her apron.
Earl Leek is still suffering with sparrowitis, and lately he has had another
malady, appraiseritis,
—•—Feed House has
Goodman of the
knocked all the hair off his head from
dodging under the tressel on the pipe in
the stairway.
Some one has suggested that Tom talk
in cooler language when he has company.
A fleet of rafts—*—
was set afloat when
the Mill House was flooded last week.
Fred sent Eibo Frerich out to see if he
could find enough dry land for the sole
of his foot. Eibo returned with an olive
branch,
—,—
Fred Klumpp believes in kindness and
lives up to what he believes. He sometimes assists the conductor on the street
car to ring up the fares, after the motorman has jumped off down here on East
William St.
—-^—
Bennett conveys the hay and straw
around but sometimes he shuts his eyes
awhile just to rest them and lets the
straw pile up. Then Jones takes his
little fork and digs around, and when
Bennett opens his eyes he says, "Where
did you get all that straw?"
—»-—
Ask a friend for advice; ask a stranger
for charity; ask a relative for nothing.
Adam is the ony man who cannot claim
that he inherited his bad traits.

<J. E .YOH E

108

E A S T P R A I R I E AVE.
DEC A T U R . I LL.
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The OPEN COLUMN
AND SO WK STAND IT
No one wants to kick about the restaurant because;
Just think how high the prices are everywhere else;
.Just think of the nice white table cloths
and fine service;
Just think of the wonderful soup;
Just think of the large amount of meat
received with each order,
(If you are a vegetarian, you should be
thankful);
Just think what the doctor said about
not eating too much;
But what you might do with that sixty
cents if you didn't have to eat,—
Well, just think.
—E. A. G.
HE'S ALL TO THE HIGH SPOTS
Eddie Lonergan, known as Pat,
Is a pretty nice man wherever he's at.
He's rather short, but has large feet;
And there's his (ace,—just as red as a
beet.
But you take Eddie the year around
And a better car man cannot be found.
He is on the job from morning till night,
And when the sacks are loaded, they're
loaded right.
He is a man who works his brain;
To place them straight is a part of his
game.
And for a partner they all choose
Our friend Eddie, who don't drink booze.
And Jonas Orrell, the safety man,
Works with Eddie whenever he can.
A few more words and then I'll be
through;
You'll find these men in Warehouse No. 2.
—E. L. Patterson.

McCOYS
' Exclusive Millinery
Street and Dress Hats
Moderately Priced
125 E, W I L L I A M STREET

LOUIS BRAND
"They have converted the Missouri in^
to a transport and expect to sail for
Brest, France, in a few days for a cargo
of doughboys, so my chances for a dis
charge are mighty slim," writes Louis
DIVINITY FUDGE
3 cups granulated sugar.

Whites of 3 eggs.
V-2 cup water.
1 cup white Karo syrup.
1 cup nut meats
1 teaspoonful vanilla extract.
Process: Beat egg whites to stiff
froth. Mix sugar, syrup, and water and
put on stove to boil. Boil until a tiny
hair-like thread will cling to the spoon.
Then stir one-half this mixture into the
whites of the eggs and beat while the
other half boils real fast. After the eggs
have been mixed thoroughly add the
rest of the boiling syrup and beat very
hard and fast. When it begins to stiffen
add nut meats and flavoring. Butter a
large meat platter and turn candy into
it. When cool cut into squares and
serve. Instead of cutting into squares,
the candy may be dropped from a spoon
on to the platter, when it begins to get
stiff.
This recipe was submitted by Mrs.
Hershel Humphry as one of her favorite
recipes. We shall be glad to publish
other good recipes if they are sent in to
us.—Editor.
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WHY I LIKE TO WORK AT STALEY3
Being limited to but three hundred
words in writing on this subject, I will
try to give briefly my main and principal
reasons in connection with the above
title.
In my short trips through the factory
and about the yards thus far, I have concluded that in my effort to acquire information regarding the operation of certain machines or mechanical devices and
the manufacturing procedure of the variout products included in the Staley
Company's output, I have been exceedingly successful, due principally to the
congenial and friendly disposition of the
foremen and employes with whom I have
spoken.
Within my particular department I
nave been very favorably impressed by
the broad and receptive manner in which
the "powers that be" consider logical
suggestions which means eventually one
hundred per cent efficient organization.
Perfect organization.
as every one
knows, is the fundamental requirement
for inevitable success.
The plant itself is located in a city
known throughout Illinois for its hospitable and friendly citizens. This is naturally a, very essential attraction in order
to thereby uphold one's social pleasures
and enjoy his leisure hours of recreation. And I can frankly admit that 1
have not yet discovered anything con
trary to the splendid reputation of the
city of Decatur.
It is also decidedly apparent that the
Staley Mfg. Co. is a concern determined
lo progress in leaps and bounds, and it
is undoubtedly quite an inspiring realization for an employe to appreciate that
his daily efforts will most assuredly be
registered with a "Winner."
RALPH E. HAG EN,
Engineering Department.

THE VALUE OF THE STALEY FELOWSHTP CLUB
The Fellowship Club is of great value
and importance to the many employes of
the Staley plant, and those who are not
members should enroll 'at once.
The advantages in this club are: first,
in case of sickness the employe is paid
five dollars a week; second, in case of
death, the employe's family receives one
hundred dollars; third, the club is a very
good means of bringing the employes
closer together; fourth, the Fellowship
Journal which is published every month
and presented to the employes is very
good, it is a journal which shows the
splendid spirit of the plant and of the
men therein. Fifth, the rates of this
club are the cheapest insurance that
could possibly be had anywhere. Sixth,
all of these things which are valuable in
bringing about a better and more efficient working unit for the betterment of
the plant and Decatur can be had for the
small sum of only fifty cents a month.
Just think of it. And after you have
studied over the situation and find that
you are not already a member of this
fast growing Fellowship club, the best
and wisest thing for YOU to do is to enroll at once. Don't delay for you may be
the next one to need the benefits that
come from this club. Remember "that
money in need is a friend indeed," and
enroll at once.
MRS. O. L. PASCHAL,
Winner in the Employes' Wives' Contest.
We always feel better qualified to give
our opinion of the other fellow if we first
discover the other fellow's opinion of us.
—&—
That which conieth to him who waiteth
is seldom that for which he waited.

PLUMBING
HEATING
LIGHTING
When in trouble, call

E. 1. Harris & Co.
PROMPT SERVICE
313 N. MAIN STREET

DECATUR, ILL.
COPY'
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NOW THE CHILDREN
Will have a chance to win five dollars. The contest this month will
be for employes' children who arc
not more than 13 years old. They
might write on "Why 1 Like (or
Don't Like) My Teacher," "On a
Railroad Train," "A Vacation
Trip," "A Picnic or Camping
Party," "Playing Marbles," or any
other subject which they may
wish. The article should be handed in or sent to Mr. R. T. Sowash,
the gate man, or to any of the foremen not later than March 19.
Ralph E. Hagen of the Engineering Department won the prize in
the employes' contest, of last
month, a,nd Mrs. O. L. Paschal won
first among the wives of the employes.
We have just discovered a bigger fool
than the man who knows it all. He is the
fellow who will argue with him.

Sun., Mon., Tues., Wed., March 2,
3, 4, 5
MABEL N O R M A N D
In Mickey.
Thursday, March 6
H A L E HAMILTON

In Johnny on the Spot
Fri., Sat., March 7 and 8
BERT LYTELL
In Faith.
Sun., Mon., March 9 and 10
ENID BENNETT
In Fuss and Feathers
Tues., Wed., Thur., March 11, 12, 13
WILLIAM S. HART
In Branding Broadway
Fri., Sat., March 14, 15
BERT LYTELL
In The Spender

Sun., Mon., March 16, 17
BRYANT WASHBURN
In The Way of a Man With a Maid
Tues., Wed., Thur., March 18,19,20
NAZIMOVA
In Out of the Fog.

If you're the man who wants but little
here below, you'll get what you want.
—«—
Patronize "our" advertisers.

Fri., Sat., March 21, 22
ETHEL
CLAYTON
In The Mystery Girl.
Sun., Mon., March 23, 24
DOROTHY DALTON
In Hard Boiled

James J. Moran
for

Ambulance
Service
Phone Main 577

Tues., Wed., Thur., March 25, 26, 27
In

MARGUERITE CLARK
Mrs. Wiggs of the Cabbage

Patch.
Fri., March 28
MAY A L L I S O N

In Peggy Does Her Darndest
Sat., March 29
EDITH STOREY
In As the Sun Went Down

Sun., Mon., March 30, 31
318-20 N. Water St.

WALLACE REID
In The Dub.

I HEAR IN THE MOON
That
That
That
That

a man is not asleep when he is dreaming;
Nathaniel Smith wears blue goggles when he is sleeping,
his sleeping couch is not sanitary,
George Young says the cooties have been doing the goose step on it.

That. Sam Lynch has recovered from the comatose state he inherited,
That last week he made the rounds of the new Table House in six hours,
That he ought to be encouraged by Bill Morrison's advice to keep up the good work
That you are wondering what kind of conspiracy Bishop and Houghton are hatching.
That last Monday they were seen fifty times in the store room and ninety times in
the new garage;
That James Towers solved the mystery: Bishop had his new sedan on exhibition.
That Henry Halterman is your steam trap Sherlock Holmes;
That every day he detects one which is a bad actor,—
That Charles Keck has declared war on him.
That Bunting is going to Salt Lake City on a. pilgrimage;
That the vigor and vitality of the man is wonderful,
That he owes it all to Swamp Root, that excellent medicine.
That a friend in need is a friend indeed;
That Fred Klumpp's friend arrived from Pekin at 3 a. m.
That Fred came back from Hades at 13 a. m. the following day.
That Stanley was the greatest African explorer;
That Eibo Frerichs is the next greatest,
That his case is a pure, unadulterated call of the wild.
That Morrow is not an admirer of Bluebeard;
That he believes in distributing candy to the fair sex,
That a fairy's nod or smile would make him empty all his pockets.
That Sylvester Ivens looks good in his new uniform,
That it is brand new and was not made in Germany.
That ma.n and all his ways are vain.
Yours truly,
THE MAN IN7 THE MOON.

The Seamed Waistline
Is the Latest Thing in

SPRING
SUITS
We are getting in lots of
them, all sizes and for
all ages.

RYAN & HIGGINS
Clothing, Shoes and Furnishings
Eldorado and Jasper
We Cash Staley Pay Checks

Rastus and Sambo were sitting next to
each other on the street car going home.
Rastus nudged his companion as he
cocked one eye up at the Pood Administration poster displayed on the other
eide of the car.
"See "at 'ere sign up 'ere? Sez 'Waste
less, save more".'"
"Ah sees it." answered Sambo, looking
up.
"Well, Ah'd jest lek to know," returned
Rastus "How we'se gwine t' save it when
yuh can't git none."

SOME WITNESS
The prosecuting attorney had encountered a somewhat difficult witness
Finally he asked the man if he was acquainted with any of the men on the jury.
"Yes, sir," announced the witness,
"more than half of them."
"Are you willing to swear that you
know more than half of them?" demanded
the lawyer."
"Why, if it conies to that, I'm willing
to swear that I know more than all of
them put together."

Light and Dark Syrups, Brown and Powdered
Sugar again in stock
Richelieu Coffee 30c and 40c a Pound

Fred Kipp Wholesale & Retail Grocer Co.
,

Largest Grocery on the East Side.
Buy in Large Orders and Save Money.

Telephones 267, 268 Broadway & Eldorado Sts.

