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Walworth Valve Steals Show 
at Chicago Exposition

The Walworth exhibit at the Chi
cago Exposition of Power and Me
chanical Engineering, which was held 
in the International Amphitheater of 
the Chicago stockyards from October 
4 to 9, inclusive, was generally ad
mitted by visitors to have been the 
outstanding display presented by 
manufacturers of valves and fittings. 
Large crowds of curious people were 
gathered around this exhibit from the 
opening to the closing of the doors of 
the amphitheater each day. A local 
employee reported fifty interested 
people viewing the Walworth exhibit 
at the time he attended the power 
show.

The center of attraction was the 
10" 1500# W.S.P., 900° F., Cast Steel,
O. S. & Y., Wedge Gate Valve. Its 
pipe ends are beveled for welding. A 
motor opens and closes the valve. 
Other features of the valve are a 
bleeder connection to reduce the steam 
pressure within the valve chamber or 
to take out the water formed by con
densation of steam and two by-passes 
which are controlled by a 1" and %" 
forged steel valves. Before this large 
10" Cast Steel Wedge Gate Valve was 
shipped from the Kewanee Works 
where it was made, workmen neatly 
mounted it on a polished hardwood 
platform, and as an ad writer would 
say, it had plenty of eye-appeal.

Also cn display were the Walworth 
regular line of brass globe and brass 
gate valves with screwed ends, wal- 
seal fittings, the new pattern Series 
300 C. S. Wedge Gate Valve, Lubri
cated Plug Valves, and “big three” 
Walworth wrenches (the Stillson, 
the Parmelee, and the Walco).

Kewanee visitors at the Chicago 
Exposition of Power and Mechanical 
Engineering were Ralph W. Salley of 
our Engineering Department and 
Claude Bates, Superintendent of 
Maintenance.

Keane Made Vice President
Mr. Edmund B. Keane was appoint

ed Vice President of Sales at the last 
meeting of the Board of Directors of 
the Walworth Company. The appoint
ment of Mr. Keane fills the vacancy 
left by the death of J. S. Mattimore, 
former Vice President in charge cf 
sales.
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Tops In Valves

Cast from electric furnace steel, this polished, 
machined 6,000 lb. valve must be a joy and a de
light to every valve builder’s eye, for it takes skill 
and craftsmanship and unusual mechanical re
sources to fashion a piece of work like this. Only 
a valve builder, trained in the art of working in 
steel, can fully appreciate the delicacy of the 
operations involved in its construction. This 10” 
valve for 1500 lbs. steam pressure and 900 degrees 
temperature is absolutely tops in valve building 
craftsmanship.

Kennish Back
Fred H. Kennish, Superintendent of 

the Foundries of the Kewanee Works, 
sufficiently recuperated from his re
cent illness to resume his duties on 
October 4.

Since April 1, 1936, Mr. Kennish 
has had charge of all foundries, core 
rooms, and the Malleable Annealing 
Department. His practical experience 
on many foundries job, coupled with 
his knowledge of modern shop meth
ods and efficiency makes him very 
valuable in our service.

The Walworth Craftsman along 
with every one in the plant welcomes 
Fred back and wishes him continual 
improvement in health.

—•—
That unsafe habit may cause an 

accident when you least expect it.
He thought he was safe, but it 

pays to be sure.

No’ 4

Eight Students Receive Di
plomas at First Annual 

Diploma Night
A vitalized commencement was 

tendered to the eight students who 
received diplomas from the Kewanee 
Works Training Division on Wednes
day, October 20, at the Waunee Farm 
Restaurant just south of Kewanee. 
It was the First Annual Diploma 
Night of the Kewanee Works Train
ing Course, which was started three 
years ago with an enrollment of four
teen students.

These present were the graduates, 
the Training Division Committee (E. 
W. Beckman, chairman, A. F. Griggs, 
and J. E. Kemp), and the instructors 
(Mauritz Peterson, Charles Cotton, 
Ralph Salley, Lawrence Cady, Fred 
Husman, John Allard, F. W. Priest- 
man, W. C. Ewalt, R. E. Rodgers, 
and H. P. Washburn).

The Diploma Night differs from 
the Annual Certificate Night. Each 
June the Training Division holds a 
Certificate Night to award certifi
cates, which certify that the student 
has satisfactorily met the require
ments in one subject of study given 
at the Kewanee Works. Among the 
number who annually receive certifi
cates are many not enrolled in the 
three year training courses for pat
ternmakers, foundrymen, and machin
ists. But on Diploma Night the grad
uates, who have completed three 
years of training in the shop and 
foundry and have successfully com
pleted at least six subjects along 
their particular line of training, are 
awarded diplomas, which certify that 
they have terminated their training 
course and are now regarded as 
skilled workers in their particular 
line.

After all present had enjoyed a 
famous Waunee chicken dinner, a 
short program was presented. J. E. 
Kemp of the Kewanee Works Train
ing Division introduced the graduates 
in turn. Each graduate was called 
upon for a few words, and they gave 
a creditable account of themselves as 
after dinner speakers. Mauritz Peter
son commented on “How It Feels To 
Be a School Ma’m.” E. W. Beckman, 
Superintendent of the Kewanee 
Works, commended the courage, per
sistency, and application of the stu
dents who had finished the Training 
Course. A. J. Mather, Vice President 
and Works Manager, interspersed 
humor with homely wisdom in a
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speech treating “Pigskins and Sheep
skins.”

The program was followed by the 
presentation of diplomas to students 
who had completed the Training 
Course. Those who received diplomas 
were as follows:
Tony Balutis............................. Machinist
Benny Belsky...............Pattern Maker
Kenneth Donaldson................ Machinist
Stanley Marzalek................Foundryman
Robert Poison.....................Foundryman
Lloyd Reiff................................. Machinist
Pete Rimer................................. Machinist
Oliver Roberts............... Pattern Maker

Benny Belsky, who was injured in 
an automobile accident on September 
27, was unable to attend.

Yard Crane Ready for The 
Wintry Blasts with Two 

Coats of Paint
The painters under the direction of 

their foreman, Ivan C. Conrads, are 
busily engaged in painting the two 
yard cranes and their supporting 
structures. In applying the first coat 
red oxide was used as a prime coat. 
The finish coat will be of dull alumi
num for metal protection.

When the huge yard crane struc
ture was installed in 1902, it was the 
largest of its kind in the world.

Maintenance Dept. Glorifies 
Our Back Yard

One of the sights most pleasing to 
the eye today is the stretch of yard 
north of the Union Forge and Steel 
Finishing Departments from the Heat 
Treating Building east to the Power 
House. A general clean-up of this sec
tion of the yard started with the com
pletion of the new section of the grav
ity water main. Considerable track was 
removed and relaid about fifty feet 
north of its former location, elimi
nating two sharp curves and making 
the track more substantial. The over
head pipe lines that furnished air to 
the spare deep wells were taken down 
and installed underground. The Oil 
Storage Building was completely 
overhauled and painted as was the 
Pump House (Building No. 41). The 
yard was given a complete new grade 
by Nick (Keen Eye) Knezeric. Nick’s 
job was a masterpiece. The power 
line poles received a bright coat of 
aluminum paint, and now Building 
No. 43, the old cable lift house, is on 
its way down. Thus our back yard 
has been transformed into one of the 
most beautiful spots in the plant.

In and Out
Office Boy (to employer): “Mr. 

Betts, outside, wants to see the 
junior partner. ”

Junior Partner: “Not in; I owe him 
five dollars.”

Senior Partner: “Show him in; he 
owes me ten dollars.”

Another Eye Saved
In last month’s issue we showed 

how safety shoes protected the feet 
and here is how eyes are saved by 
goggles. This is Jim Walker of the 
Brass Foundry and that pleased look 
on his face is due to the fact that he 
has both his eyes. See that spot and 
those cracks on these goggles? Well, 
that’s where the molten brass struck. 
Jim says he will never be caught 
without his goggles when pouring. 
He also protects his feet and limbs 
against burns by wearing leggings, so 
here you see a safe workman and we 
wish we had more like him. We all 
dread physical injury and it’s a wise 
man that will take advantage of the 
safety appliances that are furnished 
by his Company. We furnish goggles, 
leggings and respirators free — and 
all we ask of our employes is that 
they use them.

Allie Davis Drops In
Among the plant visitors this month 

was A. E. Davis, better known in the 
old days ai-ound here as Allie Davis. 
He was at one time in charge of the 
brass packing section of the Stock- 
house. Later he was in the order 
department.

Allie has been away from the plant 
for seventeen years. He had a lot of 
fun meeting the old-timers in the 
plant and office. His popularity of 
former days seems to continue here 
as evidenced by the reception he got 
as he went about the plant.

Allie is now engaged in the res
taurant and oil business in Union 
Springs, N. Y., where he operates 
two restaurants and an oil station. 
He looks fine and is doing quite well.

He was accompanied on his trip by 
his nephew, Phillip Wilson.
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Paid Vacations and Three 
Cent Wage Increase Are 
Granted to Employees 

of Kewanee Works
In response to the requests of the 

Valve and Fitting Workers’ Union of 
Kewanee, Inc., the Walworth Com
pany on October 4 announced a three- 
cent per hour increase in wages and 
a paid vacation plan for 1938. Work
ers were overjoyed with the news and 
many expressed their intentions of 
meeting the liberal policy of the Wal
worth Company with increased effi
ciency and lower production costs on 
the part of each employee.

A series of conferences between A. 
J. Mather, Vice President of Wal
worth Company and Manager of the 
Kewanee Works, and councilmen of 
the Valve and Fitting Workers’ Un
ion of Kewanee, Inc., resulted in three 
major agreements between the com
pany and the Union.

The agreements finally reached 
were:

1. The present agreement with 
the Company is extended to De
cember 31, 1938.

2. A three-cent per hour in
crease in wages will be made 
effective October 11, 1937.

3. There will be a one-week 
vacation shutdown in 1938. All 
employees with three years’ con
tinuous service are to receive full 
pay. Employees of two to three 
years’ continuous service are to 
receive three-quarters pay. All 
employees of one to two years’ 
continuous service are to receive 
one-half pay.
Reinhart Tesch, President of the 

Valve and Fitting Workers’ Union, 
was immensely pleased that the re
quests of the Union were granted, 
because he and his cohorts have pio
neered the idea of paid vacation for 
the industrial worker in this locality.

The three-cent per hour raise brings 
wages to the highest level ever paid 
in the Kewanee Works.

New Crane Bucket
The operators of the locomotive 

crane are all smiles these days, be
cause a new clam shell grab bucket 
has been pui'chased for use on the 
locomotive crane. After nineteen years 
of service, in which time it has han
dled 14,500 cars of material, the old 
bucket has been retired due to ex
pensive repairs which it continually 
needs if used for such heavy duty 
work.

The new bucket has a lVz cubic 
yard capacity, which will handle 25% 
more material than the old bucket. It 
is of heavy construction, which is 
needed for unloading from railroad 
cars.

It’s better to prevent than to la
ment. Hereafter, I’ll report accidents 
at once.

—..................-A
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Hundreds Congratulate 
Rockes on Golden Wed

ding Anniversary
August C. Rocke, inspector in our 

Brass Finishing Department, and his 
wife celebrated the fiftieth anniver
sary of their wedding day on Friday, 
September 24. All day long the cou
ple held open house at their residence 
*j.t 624 E. Fourth Street and hundreds 
of people came to give their felicita
tions to Mr. and Mrs. Rocke, who 
stand high in the estimation of every 
one in the community.

Mr. and Mrs. Rocke were married 
at Lacon and resided in Fairbury, 
111., before locating here about thirty- 
two years ago. Mr. Rocke has been 
associated with the Walworth Com
pany more than a quarter of a cen
tury. He started to work at the Ke- 
wanee Works in 1906 and since that 
time has put in thirty-one years of 
continual service.

Mr. and Mrs. Rocke are the parents 
of seven children, Mrs. James O’Con
nor, Mrs. Albert Rogers, Charles A. 
Rocke, Mrs. Bert Minks, Mrs. George 
A. Lindburg, Mrs. Roy Pettitt, and 
Mrs. Lewis Zimmerman, all residing 
in Kewanee except Mrs. Lindburg 
Avhose home is in Chicago. It is note
worthy that their son and four of 
their six sons-in-law are or at one 
time were Walworth employees.

Many beautiful bouquets, gratu- 
latory cards, and lovely presents were 
sent to the couple. Mr. Rocke’s fel
low-employees in the Brass Finishing 
Department presented the couple with 
two large gold plates.

The Walworth organization, the 
Walworth Craftsman, and the many 
plant friends of Mr. and Mrs. August 
Rocke ioin in the many congratula
tions that have been extended on 
their golden wedding anniversary. 
Certainly but few attain fifty years 
of happy married life and the pre
cept and example that is to be found 
in the story of the half a century of 
marriage of Mr. and Mrs. Rocke is 
the fabric from which the greatest of 
American institutions, the happy 
home, is built, and that this couple 
may in the sunset of their lives live 
to see many more happy years to
gether is the sincere wish of all.

George, The Third
George Pritchard, III, a sales stu- 

,dent from California, is punching the 
clock at the Kewanee Works for 
twelve weeks in order to get a line on 
our methods of production and our 
products. He is going through each 
department and studying the manu
facture of our many valves, fittings, 
and specialties. George, the Third, 
came to the Kewanee Works from 
Greensburg, where he had put in 
three months of intensive study at 
our plant there. He is a graduate of 
Georgia University and being a re
serve officer, he for some time had 
charge of a C.C.C. camp in California.

........*——

Mr. and Mrs. August C. Rocke

F. D. R. And A. F. G. in 
Chicago

Upon President Roosevelt’s recent 
fence building trip to Chicago, that 
city became the focal point of the 
Mid-West. The more prominent and 
influential democrats of this section 
of the country were there to add 
their presence to the throng.

One of the chief stooges from here
abouts was A. F. Griggs, who it will 
be recalled was in Chicago on the 
President’s former visit to the Windy 
City. Our candid cameraman was on 
hand to get pictures of the occasion, 
but so great was the shoving and 
pushing when Mr. Griggs walked 
through the Union Station that the 
cameraman lost his camera and be
fore he could retrieve it, the camera 
was practically demolished.

We do not know whether it was 
the President or Al’s popularity that 
caused the big push just at that time.

Mr. Griggs, however, was unable 
to attend the chicken dinner with the 
President and Cardinal Mundelein due 
to other pressing engagements.

Still at It
Jack Maynard comments that 

watching Gunnar Nelson play golf at 
Midland didn’t seem to improve Ham- 
mie’s game any, but boy how that 
guy Ewalt can shoot the game. Well, 
Jack, we always had this man Ewalt 
marked as a money player.

(Editor’s note: Claude Hamilton 
would like to know what good you 
got out of watching Gunnar perform, 
Jack. Do you recall the next time you 
fought it out with Hammy on the 
fairways? Seems like you’re paying 
him still. Hammy still has three dol
lars in his “bank.”)
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Mary Fraser and Sisters 
Back from Iverness, 

Scotland
Miss Mary Fraser of our Billing 

Department and her sisters, Elizabeth 
and Anna, returned home in September 
after enjoying a fine trip to Iverness, 
London, and Paris. The voyage across 
the Atlantic Ocean was made on the 
Queen Mary.

They docked at Southhampton on 
Monday, July 12. From Southhamp
ton they went to London and thence 
to Iverness, which is in the far north 
of Scotland. The scenery along the 
way was very beautiful. While in 
Scotland they motored to Edinburg 
and Dunfermline Glen, a beautiful 
flower garden given to the city of 
Dunfermline by Carnegie.

In London the sisters saw the St. 
James Palace (the home of the Duke 
of Windsor), Buckingham Palace, 
Westminister Abbey, House of Par
liament, the Tower of London, home 
of the Prime Minister at 10 Downing 
Street, Marborough Palace (residence 
of Queen Mary), St. Paul Cathedral, 
St. Margaret Cathedral where Sir 
Walter Raleigh is buried, British mu
seum and Art Gallery, the National 
Art Gallery, Hampton Court Palace, 
Windsor Castle, Eton College, and 
the church yard at Stokes Poges 
where Gray wrote his immortal 
“Elegy.”

Leaving London they crossed the 
English Channel to Dieppe, France, 
and thence to Paris, where they had 
the pleasure of seeing the Paris Ex
position, Napoleon’s Monument, Con
cord Square,' the U. S. Embassy, 
Notre Dame Cathedral, and the Paris 
Opera Center.

They sailed from Southhampton 
for New York on September 1. The 
sea was very rough on the return 
trio, but neither Mary nor Elizabeth 
suffered frPm seasickness. They ar
rived in New York and went to Radio 
Citv. After leaving New York City, 
they spent several days in Flint, 
Michigan, and then came back to 
good old Kewanee.

When the article on E. W. Beck
man’s trip through Mexico is com
pleted, we expect to call on Mary to 
write for us a detailed account of 
her trip.

Watch your step. Did you know 
that 23 000 people were killed by falls 
last year.

Safety Committee 
for Month of October

Emil Wirth, Chairman 
Herman Zachan 
Ernest Bengston 
Anna Pollock 
Joseph Maring 
Claude Hamilton 
A. F. Griggs, Secretary
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Beach at Acapulca
Waffles: I hear you rode on the 

cowcatcher of a locomotive once. 1 
bet you were scared.

Sorghum: You bet. I didn’t know 
what minute I was going to be hit 
by an auto.

The young man led for a heart,
The maid played for a diamond,
The old man came through with a 

club,
And the sexton used a spade.

Good Reason
Employer: “Late again, Sandy! 

Can’t you manage to get here on 
time?”

Sandy (with a doleful headshake): 
“I canna sleep o’ nichts, sor, an' so 
I’m loath to get up in the mornin’. ” 

Employer: “Eh, man, sleeplessness! 
Why don’t you consult a doctor and 
get at the cause?”

Sandy: “I get at the cause weel 
eneuch, but it’ll no shut up. It’s six 
weeks auld, an awfu’ yeller. ”

School Professor: “If a person in 
good health, but who imagined him
self sick, should send for you, what 
would you do?”

Medical Student: “Give him some
thing to make him sick and then ad
minister an antidote.”

Professor: “Don’t waste any more 
time. Hang out your shingle. ”

Bridegroom: Would you mind if 1 
went into a smoking compartment 
for a little while, dear?

Bride: To smoke?
Bridegroom: No! I only want to 

experience the agony of being away 
from you, so that the joy of my re
turn will be all the more intensilied.

Barnum Was Right
One of the greatest big game hunts 

in the history of the Walworth Com
pany occurred on the eve of October 
8. The particular game hunted on 
this occasion was the well known 
“snipe.”

“Snipe,” as most of us know, have 
been lured unsuccessfully by lantern 
light into a waiting sack hundreds of 
times.

The latest addition to the long list 
of “snipe” huntei-s is none other than 
the “Cassanova” of Manistee, Michi
gan, or Rolland Anderson of the Steel 
Finishing Department. Although un
successful on his first attempt, Rol
land decided he would make a second 
try. However, another variety of fowl 
commonly known as a stool pigeon 
tipped off Mr. Anderson with the re
sult that when the boys called for 
Rolland the second time Rolland was 
nowhere to be found.

Some of our wise guys, Otto Haupt, 
Henry Johnson, and Joe Maring, were 
going to kill two birds with one 
stone. While the rest of the boys 
were hunting “snipe,” they planned 
to fix the car so that even the origi
nal plotters would have ‘to walk home. 
No one showed up on the scene; con
sequently, Otto and Joe waited long 
and patiently through the wee small 
hours of the night. They finally gave 
up and went home much wiser in the 
art of foiling a “snipe” hunt.

Ouch!
He w as piling 2" 250# W. S. P. 

Valves. These valves were piled 4 
high making each stack about 30" 
high. Well, to be brief, the pile fell 
over and one of them landed on his 
foot and the result was two fractured 
toes, about 3 weeks lost time, and a 
lost time accident charged to his de
partment. A little more care in piling 
or safety shoes probably would have 
prevented this accident.

Walter Stevens, Assistant 
Vice President, Dies 

Suddenly
Walter Stevens, who at the last 

meeting of the Board of Directors of 
Walworth Company, was appointed 
Assistant Vice President of Sales, 
died suddenly the afternoon of Wed
nesday, October 13, at Somerville 
Mass. Funeral services were held the. 
following Saturday in Allston, Mass., 
and Mr. Stevens was laid to rest in 
St. Mary’s Cemetery, Newburyport 
Mass.

Mr. Stevens had been associated 
with Walworth Company a long time. 
He started as a salesman in the 
Eastern Division Territory, making 
business calls throughout the New 
England states. His business acumen 
won him promotion to Manager of 
Sales of the Eastern Division. Re
cently he was also appointed Assist
ant Vice President and took on addi
tional duties of assisting Vice Presi
dent Keane in supervising all Wal
worth sales work.

A1 Witherell, head of the Kewanee 
Works Order Department, says of 
Mr. Stevens that the Kewanee Works 
organization always admired him be
cause he was a very efficient sales 
manager and was very thorough in 
handling sales work and salesmen. He 
was a very likable fellow and was 
always fair in dealing with the dif
ferent units of the Company, seeming 
to realize the problems of the various 
plants as well as those of the sales 
force.

Sofa — And No Father
Can the modern girl be kissed ?
That is the question forever being 

debated in the Brass Packing, which 
employs a gang of gay young blades, 
who at heart are very anxious to 
settle down and live a normal life 
but who unfortunately have not yet 
found any young miss who would 
take them for better or worse — 
mostly worse.

Our ace Stockhouse reporter was 
recently present at one of the de
bates of the Brass Packing and as a 
consequence gathered some interest
ing data of what our young blood 
thinks of the fairer sex.

Johnny Smith claims nine out of 
ten girls can be kissed, but the tenth 
one takes a lot of coaxing.

Edward Winski says, “I don’t go 
back any more if they don’t say good
night the right way.”

Barney Van Waes, Jr., claims he 
has never been with a girl yet who 
wouldn’t accept his caresses.

“Gusty” Gustaitis says, “They like 
it. I take my' girl to the show and 
afterwards we have lots of treats. I 
would spend more money but that’s 

■ all she has.”
Max Olson personally endorsed the 

idea.
What makes the boys talk like that ?

[4]
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3n JHemortam

FRED WYSOWSKI, or “Butch” as 
everyone affectionately called him, 
met sudden death in an automobile 
accident west of Wyoming on the 
morning of September 27. His death 
„‘ame as a great shock to his host of 
friends and acquaintances, and the 
suddenness of his passing stunned his 
associates in the Kewanee Works, 
who found it hard to believe that he 
who had been among them just a few 
short days before had passed on to 
his eternal reward.

Certainly Fred’s death is a distinct 
loss, not only to Kewanee Works, 
where he gave the best he had, but 
also to our city, for the natural and 
acquired golfing ability he possessed 
brought renown to our community as 
well as fame and great popularity to 
Fred himself. Revolta once said of 
Fred that he had the instinct and 
ability that in time would make him a 
golfing immortal.

The influence that Fred left behind 
him will carry on. His life is a shin
ing example in that he rose from an 
obscure boyhood to become the idol 
and model of every kid in town. 
Fred’s career in golf, though nipped 
in the bud, brings home to the young
sters of Kewanee the opportunity this 
country affords anyone who develops 
a talent or faculty until he stands 
out and wins acclaim as better than 
anyone else in his line. Fred was a 
champion.

To his loving mother and father, 
brother and sister, our sincerest sym
pathy is extended. Their loss is 
great, but the consolation that comes 
from his splendid character and the 
esteem in which he was held will help 
them bear the grief that has fallen 
to their lot. His passing is sad, but 
he left us while still advancing.

Fred first took employment in the 
Kewanee Works on November 5,1935. 
He was engaged in. various depart
ments. At the time of his death he 
was employed in the Tool Making 
Department, and had an excellent 
record as a worker.

A wound neglected may be a wound 
infected. Get first aid.

The marriage of Miss 
Magdalene Zang and Rin- 
art Quart was solemnized 
on Friday, September 17, 
at the parsonage of St. Pet
ers Evangelical Church. 
The double ring ceremony 
was performed by the Rev
erend A. T. Gerhold. Im
mediately afterwards the 
bridal pair took a wedding 
trip to Missouri. They now 
reside at 310 S. Grove St. 
We wish them the very 
best.

Clara Dossche

Plant Nurse Attends Na
tional Safety Congress

Miss Clara Dossche, our efficient 
and skillful plant nurse, attended the 
National Safety Congress at Kansas 
City, Missouri, the 13th and 14th cf 
October. She was particularly con
cerned with the industrial section of 
the Congress.

The National Safety Congress this 
year attracted people from every 
state in the Union, from Canada, and 
from many other nations.

Visitors
Other visitors here this month were 

Evans Duemler of the California of
fice and Dave Rumsey, who will fill 
the gap occasioned by the death of 
Mike Kain, and J. Carter, Chief En
gineer and Buyer for the Wagoner 
Baking Corp of Chicago. Mr. Carter 
informed us that the Wagoner Bak
ing Corp. makes 700,000 pies a dav. 
He was impressed by his tour through 
our plant with Fred Priestman.

Tloo Kind
“Lighthouse no good for flog,” says 

Chinaman. “Lighthouse he shine, 
whistle he blow, flog bell he ling, 
and flog he come just the same. No 
glood.”

Busy Stork
The doctor was visiting Rastus’ wife 

to deliver her twelfth offspring. 
While riding along with Rastus he 
saw a duck in the road.

Doctor: “Whose duck is that?”
Rastus: “Dat ain’t no duck. Dat’s a 

stork with his legs wore off.”
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Roselund Back From 
Sweden

J. B. Roselund, who with his wife 
and niece, Hildur Roselund, visited his 
mother in Malmo, Sweden, arrived 
back in Kewanee September 25. The 
pleasure of Benny’s trip was marred 
somewhat by an injury incurred by 
a fall aboard ship, but regardless of 
the fact that the injury delayed his 
return to work, Ben is glad that he 
got to see his mother again and visit 
his old home.

The Roselunds left Kewanee July 
7. On July 10 they sailed from Que
bec, Canada, on the Empress of Brit
ain to Southampton, England. In 
England they stopped in London a 
half day and then traveled to Har
wich on the east coast of England, 
from which point they sailed to Es- 
bert, Denmark, on the good ship 
Parkston. At Esbert they took a 
streamlined train to Copenhagen, 
crossing from one Danish Isle to the 
other by means of the longest bridge 
in the world and a ferry boat. From 
Copenhagen they went to Sweden on 
a boat, arriving in Malmo at noon 
July 19.

Ben found his mother healthy and 
always smiling. She was overjoyed 
with his visit but regretted very much 
the misfortune of the accident that 
befell him. All in all, however, the 
reunion of mother and son after 
thirty-five years of separation was a 
very happy one.

The Roselunds left Sweden on the 
15th of September and arrived back 
in Kewanee on the 25th of the same 
month. When they reached Port 
Huron they were delighted to be back 
in the United States. “You can’t beat 
the States,” says Benny.

Statement of Walworth Aid 
Association for Month of 

September, 1937.
Cash on hand Sept. 1, 1937 $2,200.21 
Refund a/c Over-Payment

of Benefit............................... 3.33
Dues received during month. 869.00

079 54
disbursements’ ’

Sick Benefits to 20
Members..................$626.66

Benefits a/c 3 
Walworth accidents 38.33 

Benefits a/c 5 
Outside accidents.. 83.33

Death Benefit........... 100.00
Frank A. Castle, Sec. 25.00 
D. Rule for 2500

3x5 Cards ............. 12.50 885.82

Cash on hand Oct. 1, 1937. .$2,186.72

Yesterday is gone—tomorrow may 
never come. Today is the day to pre
vent accidents.
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Trucking Through Old
By E. W. Beckman

Saturday, August 14th. Our travel 
today to Puebla and Cholula took us 
over new mountain road and mag
nificent views of the volcano Popo
catepetl (17,800 feet), Malintiza 
(13,500 feet) and Ixtaccihuatl (17,300 
feet).

Cholula, once a Toltec stronghold 
of 200,000 people, today is a city of 
1,500. The town centers around a 
great Pyramid larger at its base 
than the Pyramid of Cheops. Upon 
the summit of the Pyi-amid is built 
the Christian church, Los Remedios, 
its tiled dome and facade famous the 
world over.

Tunnels of great length, in the base 
of the Pyramid, led us to chambers 
on various levels and gave us an 
idea of its mammoth volume.

And now on to Puebla. Puebla to
day continues as the most Spanish 
city of Mexico. It is famous for its 
Talavera tile used for centuries in 
the building of cathedrals and of 
stately mansions of the Spanish 
reign. Its picturesque tile is widely 
exported today to South American 
countries. Visiting one of the famous 
potteries was interesting in view of 
the fact that all work was done by 
hand and the skill of painting and 
coloring design on their vases, plates 
and articles sold, had been handed 
down from one generation to another.

The clay was mixed in eight foot 
tubs of tile by their bare feet so that 
in dancing and gliding around in the 
water-soaked clay they might find 
any grit or foreign substance which, 
after fired, would be detrimental to 
their wear. The kiln was of bee-hive 
shape, noticeably small, and was fired 
by heavy knotty wood which they 
nicely controlled when glazing their 
primitive paints on tile and earthen
ware.

We saw the convent of Santa Mon
ica with the most valuable robes in 
all Mexico. Five large paintings on 
velvet by Moronti made 200 years 
ago were beautiful, and wood carved 
figures of the ‘‘Last Supper,” life 
size, were especially interesting as a 
work of art. Here many of the most 
beautiful robes in Mexico, robes em
broidered in gold thread, are housed.

Sunday, August 15th. This morning 
we saw the Flower Markets of Mexi
co City. In the heart of the city op
posite a beautiful cathedral we find 
a full city block converted into a 
veritable park by its open-air flower 
markets. Great masses of flowers, 
all colors, all sizes, men on the side
walks, in the streets, in the crowded 
open-air shops, carrying and offer- 
ing huge bouquets for sale. Gardenias 
for five centavos, a trifle over one 
cent in our American money. Then 
to Chapultacpec Castle and the ro
mance of little Carlotta, the daughter

of the King of Belgium who married 
Maximilian of the House of Haps- 
burg when Napoleon III sent him to 
rule as Emperor of Mexico. Cha
pultacpec is the White House of Mex
ico. On a steep hill rising over 200 
feet above the level of the City the 
great white stone mansion is seen 
facing the palm and eucalyptus 
shaded boulevard. “Passo De La Re
forma,” a boulevard planned by Car-, 
lotta, which is a block wide and lined 
with many historic statues. From the 
patio of the castle or from the sur
rounding terrace gardens you can 
see the whole City of Mexico at your 
feet. Its rooms are large, the walls

The Route

covered with murals, decorated at 
the time of Maximilian and the guide 
explains the use of them in state and 
social entertainment. It is surrounded 
by Chapultacpec Park in which huge 
cypress trees with trunks four and 
five feet in diameter grow to great 
heights to shade the mound. The hill
top was captured by an American 
army in 1847. Mexico has had scores 
of Presidents in the years preceeding 
Don Benito Juarez; where we, in 
America, have our Abraham Lincoln, 
Mexico has its beloved Juarez. 
Strange to say the father of Musso
lini named his beloved child, “BENI
TO,” a namesake for Benito Juarez.

Next, temporarily leaving the city, 
to the south for 30 miles, we drive 
along the highway to Xochimilco, 
arriving there in time for lunch at 
the floating gardens, once the play
grounds of the Aztec nobles. Euca
lyptus, olive trees, shrubs, vines and
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Mexico
beautiful lawns are here in abund
ance. In this Venice of America one 
may be punted about the numerous 
lagoons in flat-bottomed chalupitas 
through flower-lined canals, the sur
face of which mirror distant snow 
capped mountains between willow 
trees and many colored shrubs. Girls, 
in old w’ooden canoes like skiffs, laden 
with roses and lillies, sell flowers to 
the gay holiday picnickers and one 
hears the guitars of musicians strum
ming the Mexican folk lore.

Now back to the bull fight, the 
national sport of Mexico. In an am
phitheater seating 22,000 people we 
saw the picadores and the banderil- 
lces and the matadors in life and 
death battles pitched against the 
fighting bulls from Spain. The cour
age and the skill in the arena is 
thrilling and very spectacular. I 
failed to find the audience blood
thirsty as I formerly was led to be
lieve. I did find, however, the tropi
cal blooded fans who know their 
matadors as we know the prize 
fighters — who “boo-hooed” the bull 
when it was fighting too tame but 
threw their Sunday hats and flowers 
into the arena to their hero when 
exceptional bravery and dexterity 
were shown.

Each bull is fought separately and 
is not like our heavy beef breed in 
the pastures here, but is slender and 
quick as a cat. Some of these fight
ing bulls are bred in Mexico but by 
far the most of them are imported 
from Spain—often from the hacien
das of ex-bull fighters. In the arena 
they get so furious and are so alert 
that they lunge and rear up on their 
hind legs. We saw one enraged bull 
run the apprentice toreador across 
the arena at such an exciting pace 
that in following up he hurdled the 
high concrete barrier (the guard of 
the amphitheater) as gracefully as 
did the apprentice who made no 
grandstand play getting over the top 
in trying to get away from the infu
riated $600 El Tores.

Each performer in a bull fight is 
in constant danger, as the bull fights 
the picadore, the banderillero, and 
the matadore single handed. After 
the flaunting of the red robe of the 
toreador has aggravated the bull be
yond his Sunday vocabulary, the 
“Picadore,” mounted on a heavy pad
ded horse, tries to ward off the charg
ing bull with an iron-tipped pike ap
proximately twelve feet long. We saw 
only one picadore hold to h\s horse. 
All the others were thrown, the horse 
tossed to the ground, the bull trying 
to gore the padded armor of the 
mount. The “banderillero,” who 
thrusts barbed sticks (banderillas) 
into the bull’s shoulders, then enters 
the arena. When the bull is too tame
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EI Torro
and does not fight to please the 
crowd, these barbed sticks sometimes 
contain fire crackers—a serious mat
ter for the ranch which bred the bull, 
for if three such entries show up in 
one year it cancels the contract for 
supplying more fighting bulls in the 
year. The “Matador,” the idol of the 
fan, fights to drop the bull by driving 
his narrow sword between the shoul
ders into the heart. I was told that 
the matador is paid as much as 3,000 
pesos for his performance once his 
reputation has been established.

For the evening we had tickets to 
a Spanish light musical comedy in 
the National Opera House of Mexico, 
a most beautiful theater famed the 
world over for its $50,000 Tiffany glass 
curtain which puts the audience in a 
spellbound dream when, by manipu
lating a lighting system of colored 
rays, it depicts the nationally famous 
snow-capped scene of Popocatepetl, 
coming out from the darkness of 
night, gradually into the break of 
day and sunlight to the beautiful 
coloring of the setting sun, and then 
light again.

Monday, August 16th. This morn
ing, as the night before, we were free 
to do with our time as we liked, so 
after washing socks, underwear, over
alls. in fact all clothing which the 
previous rain of Friday 13th had 
failed to cleanse, we toured the town 
to see what was happening in Mexico 
City.

Here is one of the most interesting 
cities of the world. It is a city as old 
as Montezuma and as young as yes
terday. It has a population of more 
than one million people. In spite of

changing governments it has been the 
Capitol City of a nation for over two 
thousand years. It is a city of great 
conquests, history, romance, culture, 
and progress. Cathedrals and state 
buildings aged with centuries, merge 
with tall modern buildings that fore
tell the future. Picture the National 
Cathedral, the oldest and largest re
ligious ed’fice in America, starting to 
build in the year 1520 and taking 150 
years to complete, standing within 
one block of the Palacio De Bellas 
Artes, the modern opera completed 
in 1935 at a cost of 35.000,000 Mexi
can dollars; Chapultacpec Castle 
(Grasshopper Hill), the seat of the 
Aztec Indian chiefs with master mu
rals dating back to the time of Em
peror Maximilian, overlooking the 
red-roofed hangar and extensive con
crete runways of the Pan American 
Airport, affording transportation to 
all parts of the world.

The Plaza Zocolo (public square) 
in the heart of the city is the center 
of civic activity around which are 
located the National Cathedral (seat 
of the Roman Chi'rch in Mexico), the 
National Palace (seat of the Federal 
Government), the Municipal Palace 
with its historic curios and the Aztec 
calendar, the National Pawnshop, the 
Majestic Hotel wi+h its striking foun
tains, mosaic walls and tiled floors, 
and other commercial buildings of 
keen interest. Modern store fronts are 
only a few blocks from where Indians 
with burros come in to market wares 
from distant villages. These open front 
markets are a riot of color and great 
jamboree of weird commotion with 
dickering and bartering for price. On 
the busy sidewalks, smartly tailored 
men mingle with Indians scantily clad 
in cotton pajamas, bright serapes, 
and sandals, many selling chances on 
a 50,000 peso pool for the National 
Lottery. Cinco de Mayo with its 
“movie theaters,” American stars, 
and brilliantly lighted electric signs 
in Spanish, with its fascinating cab
arets and merry cafes broadcasting 
Mexican music to the North and South 
American countries, with its dashing 
senoritas and their lovers dining and 
dancing to orchestra music, is the 
“Big White Way” of Mexico City, 
while Ave 16 de Septembre, and its 
bank and branch house connections 
bristles as a part of our Wall Street 
at Metropolitan New York.

No one from the States can travel 
Mexico without being deeply im
pressed by the warm welcome and the 
good nature of our fascinating neigh
bors south of the Rio Grande. Al
though the site of three truckloads of 
“Americanos” smiling over the side 
rails, sitting on bed-rolls, or perched 
on the side boards, men dressed in 
loud striped golf shirts and overalls, 
with bright red bandanas on their 
heads; girls dressed in colored slacks 
and gay wind-blown waists or jer
seys, head hooded and faces masked 
in scarfs to protect the nose and lips
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from burning sun and winds; was 
certainly enough to make anyone 
laugh, but never at any time, did the 
American salute of waving hands, ac
companied by a cordial “hello” or “hi 
there” fail to draw the hearty smile 
and vigorous waving of the hands, 
and their musical shout “Uhla.” No 
matter whether we rumbled over the 
narrow cobblestone streets of a curi
ous village, or whether we crawled 
out at the tropical flowered plaza, 
shaded with palms and moss draped 
eucalyptus—the little parks so preva
lent in Mexican towns—we were al
most instantly greeted by waving 
hands, (when a Mexican waves a 
greeting to his friend he holds the 
arm high, palm toward you, and wig
wags the middle fingers), and the 
broad smiles of swarthy youngsters, 
or courteous and colorful crowds. 
Music and rhythm easily seem to 
symbolize these people. You can’t help 
but laugh with them. The broad 
sombreros, the gay serapes, the black 
or blue reboza, the language, and the 
customs are all so delightfully dif
ferent and intriguing that you want 
to laugh and live life with them.

What applies to Mexico as a city 
likewise applies to Mexico as a coun
try.

Mexico has a population of over 
sixteen million in an area about one- 
sixth that of the States, and has a 
history dating back 3,000 to 6,000 
years before Christ. We find their 
language and their customs singular 
to say the least. Agriculture is and 
always has been the chief occupation 
of these people. Corn is the great crop 
of the country. The ever-present tor
tilla, a pancake patted to shape by 
the palms of the hands and cooked on 
clay stoves with charcoal fire fanned 
by palm leaves, are good to eat, 
especially when toasted. So prevalent 
in markets ^and the restaurant it is 
a corn product not soon to be for
gotten. Then there is the Maquey, 
known as the Century Plant, closely 
native and often cultivated by enorm
ous plantations or haciendas. They 
shave the needles and the rind and

Floating Gardens
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use them as fruit; they cup the head 
of the plant, collect the milk and 
drink it as a “coke”; they strip the 
fibre and braid it into rope; they 
press it into flat bands and weave it 
into matting and baskets; they dry 
and collect it into piles for fuel; they 
distill it into tequila, a drink more 
potent than dynamite. Vegetables,
cane, tomatoes, oranges, guaves, 
lemons, limes, pineapples, bananas, 
coconuts, vanilla and tobacco are but 
a few of the many products raised 
for market and sold.

Monterey, with its steel mills, is a 
Pittsburg of Mexico. While gold and 
silver account for more than half of 
Mexico’s mining production, lead, 
copper, zinc,- antimony, manganese, 
iron, graphite, tin and tungsten are 
produced in large exportable quanti
ties. However, oil with oil products is 
the greatest single export of the 
country. Mexico with its immense 
forest reserves, its stupendous miner
al resources, its potential water 
power, its untiring and unlimited la
bor under a rational government is 
bound to be destined a great factor 
in future world economics.

Buzzards—the “White Wings” of 
the country—followed us throughout 
the trip. They were gliding above the 
deserts; they soared around in the 
mountains; they watched us on El 
Popo; they loafed in the branches of 
dead trees at Acapulca.

Reporting at 1 o’clock at the cour.
camp, on Londonez Street, our Span
ish hostelry, we left for Amecameca 
and moved up the sides of Popo for 
our “night’s lodging.” After winding 
our way over steep mountainous 
roads; going over the side of heavily 
wooded forests of large Cyprus trees, 
we finally reached camp at an alti
tude of about 12,000 feet. The sunset

On Mr. Popo

was gorgeous. Below in the valley a 
thunder storm lazily floated along 
and rained on the fields and lighted 
towns below. Mountain sickness was 
taking a grip on some of the con
tenders who hoped to scalp El Popo in 
the morning. After a short session at 
circle we packed a handful of raisins, 
a candy bar, an orange, and a sand
wich preparatory for the climb and 
then went to bed. During the night 
the Indians of the lodge drove a pack 
of coyotes from the camp.

Tuesday, August 17th. One group 
of thirteen members started the 
mountain climb at midnight; a second 
group of five started soon after four 
and Old Popo had most of the rest 
of the camp already salted away in 
the sleeping bags with short breath, 
headaches, and trembling knees.

Every mountain has its own pe
culiarities which the climber meets on 
the way to the top. Altitude and the 
height of mountains are factors in 
each climb. Mt. Rainier, Washington, 
which rears up 14,400 feet, has a 
timber line for 7,000 feet and snow, 
glaciers and crevasses for 8,000 feet 
to the top. You sleep in the realm 
of perpetual snow, and climb its 
heights at night in order to reach a 
zone cold enough to prevent your 
breaking through the melting snow 
when the sun comes up. You skirt 
the cups of snow and sound the 
treacherous bridge of crevices with 
your pike. I was told by those who 
have climbed Mt. Ranier that the 
guide with his axe chips steps in ice 
and snow for a distance of at least 
1 000 feet before the actual crest of 
the mountain begins.

El Popo, in contrast, goes up 17,800 
feet so altitude is a real factor in the 
climb. In this tropical zone the tim
ber line reaches about 13,000 feet and 
then you climb in volcanic ash, your 
feet sinking every step as it does in 
the Sand Dunes of Indiana, until you 
reach the snow. Although it is cold 
and the wind whips about at a stiff 
gale, unless you reach the summit 
before the tropical sun beats down 
on the almost perpendicular, ice 
crested, mountain top, you are 
whipped for the day, for the melting- 
snow and water streaming down 
makes the top impregnable. Its al
most perpendicular cap is a perpet
ual crown of glary ice. Although 
Tom Spahtne of the International 
Harvester Machine Shop climbed for 
an hour in snow with the Indian 
guide, none of us reached the goal, 
Hugo, the Indian guide, consoled us 
with “too bad but two months ago 20 
Japanese came across the ocean to 
climb Old Popo but only two reached 
the top.” He probably likewise con
soled the Japanese “too bad but no 
one ever climbs Mt. Everest nor has 
anyone who really got somewhere on 
the peak, ever returned.”

With more respect than ever be
fore for old Mount Popo —“we hum
bly climbed” our trucks and hastily
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Street in Puebla

sped on our way over dirt roads on 
our way to Acapulca. After a rough 
and ready ride on cross country 
roads we reached Chapultacpec Vil
lage, a mountain village with beauti
ful municipal baths surrounded by 
giant Cyprus'-trees, and pools of ice 
cold water which sent goose pimples 
deep inside your skin in order to keep 
warm. Our choice of camp fell to an 
abandoned stone quarry, where small 
lizards, faster than flies, kept bugs 
away. After the evening meal, we 
went to bed in a rain, laughing at 
Jim Burke’s stories about how several 
years ago this group on their western 
trip, drove till dark and placed their 
bed rolls in a nice green field, only to 
be awakened in the morning by water 
which drove them out of camp. The 
farmer, unaware of the campers, had 
opened the irrigation gate.

Wednesday, August 18th. Up at 
five and on our way to the aristo
cratic city of Mexico, Cuernavoca. 
Here we visited Cortez’s palace which 
contains the murals of Diego Rivera. 
Mexico’s contender as one of the fou 
great muralists of the world. We also 
saw the home of the late Dwight 
Morrow and here recalled Lindberg’s 
romance in the flower garden at the 
place. Then to Taxco noted for its 
silver,1smiths and its picturesque 
mountain setting. The road from 
Cuernavoca led us through cane and 
rice fields and later we came to where 
the road was under construction and 
were compelled to detour through the 
beds of streams where bridges were 
being built. Hundreds of smiling 
peons were blasting, picking, and
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moving' the old road bed, their work 
conspicuous by the absence of steam 
shovels and mechanical road machin
ery.

Our drive took us through Chilpan- 
cinco with its narrow cobblestone 
streets. It is hard for an American 
to picture a narrow Mexican street. 
Mexico City has plenty of one-way 
treets where a procession of “libra”, 
fine taxi cabs of Packard, Buick, 

and Chrysler-make) forge their way 
on intersecting streets not cautiously 
but by means of their honking horns, 
but here in Chilpancinco, the wheels 
of the truck roll in the gutters of the 
streets, the protrusion of the body 
crowds the pedestrians walking along 
on the sidewalk. In this city the main 
thoroughfare is a “one way” street. 
This leads you to the East side of 
the city plaza from the outside limits 
of the city, while inside the city a 
continuation of the “one way” street 
on the West side of the square leads 
you out to the opposite limits of the 
City. It would be almost impossible 
to turn the truck to right or left at 
street intersections of this town. 
Strange to say, signs at the city lim
its direct the incoming and outgoing- 
traffic to the one “one way” street, 
which is connected by dirt road on 
the outskirts of the city.

This night we camped on the side 
of the mountain where the ground 
was rough, the mosquitoes plentiful, 
and “big thorns grew shrubbery.”

Thursday, August 19 th. Up at
daybreak and after a ride winding 
through the mountains we reached 
Acapulca about noon. This is the 
oldest seaport on the Pacific and 
many claim it is the most beautiful 
port in the world. The harbor, which 
with its sandy beach and its rock 
bound mountain cliffs is large 
enough to hide a battle fleet, is a 
beautiful sight. It enters the Pacific 
by a gate similar to our Golden Gate 
at San Francisco and has the added 
beauty of tropical trees waving back 
and forth in the sun by day, or in 
the night the heavens, with its 
Southern Cross and myriad stars and 
a big silvery moon silhouette the 
rugged outlines of steep rock bound 
shores for every wave to play against. 
At 6 o’clock, after the heat of the 
day, we went to the harbor and char
tered two launches which took us far 
out on the ocean. The sun was beau- 

ful, the sky opalescent, changing 
„veiy minute until the tropical moon 
rose over the mountains, it’s silver 
rays dancing on the warm waters of 
the Pacific. On return to the camp 
most of the group went for a swim 
or rather they jumped the breakers 
which grew quite large with the tide. 
Tonight our beds were rolled out on 
the beach beside coconut palm trees 
and mound excavations.

Friday, August 20th. Those inter
ested in deep sea fishing again char
tered boats and left the harbor at 6 
A.M.; others visited the markets; some

- -*................ ...................-

went swimming and were deeply sun
burned. A few of us found a spring- 
fed creek and did the washing. The 
hot sun and the ocean breezes quickly 
dried the clothes. Native women 
brought their little babies and bathed 
them in the creek. Then the Penn
sylvania, a large liner, dropped an
chor in the bay and 600 Americans 
visited the shores. All prices in the 
town immediately jumped sky-high. 
After lunch we piled our bedrolls in 
the truck and started our return 
Northward for the States. The “fish
ermen,” not having returned, one 
truck remained with the instructions 
to catch us at our next camp, which 
would be marked by flares. This af
ternoon we drove back over the same 
mountain roads. In one of the small
er towns we met a funeral of a child 
leaving the church. In front of the 
group walked a boy carrying the 
crucifix and followed by a priest and 
incense burners. Then came a man 
with hands on his hips balancing a 
home-made, rough board casket on his 
head. Mourners followed the casket. 
A couple of singers with stringed in
struments chanted a song and in the 
rear a native shot off fire-crackers in 
the air. A small piece of white crepe 
paper draped the top of the casket. 
The absence of flowers — in a land 
where flowers grow so plentiful — 
was conspicuous.
. The camp for the night was beside 
a shallow river. When swimming we 
found the current swift and the bot
tom of the river covered with rocks. 
The camp completely surrounded by 
high and rugged precipices, the wood
ed mountains towering above — I 
thought was one of our most pic
turesque lodgings of the trip. So did 
the many huge black ants, for they 
had built enumerous hills and were 
colonized here to stay. The belated 
truck had caught up with the group 
and at the circle we had the fish sto
ries. The boat load of fellows had 
caught a large sea turtle for which
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the natives had offered them two 
pesos. The girls, however, caught 
two fair sized fish and the guides of 
their launch had harpooned a Ray 
which the guide claimed was eighteen 
feet across and weighed close to a 
ton. This night we spent in an effort 
to keep puddles of rain out of our 
bedroles. There were showers all 
night long.

(Continued next month.)

Chapultacpec Castle Window

You’re Through
“And,” said the instructor to the 

class as he finished his lectuie, “it 
the parachute doesn’t open, that is 
known as jumping to conclusions.”
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1500 YEARS YOUNG A BIT ABOUT YOU
A Man came into a Wood one day with an 

axe in his hand, and begged all the Trees to give 
him a small branch which he wanted for a par
ticular purpose. The Trees were good-natured 
and gave him one of their branches. What did 
the Man do but fix it into the axe-head, and soon 
set to work cutting down tree after tree. Then 
the Trees saw how foolish they had been in giv
ing their enemy the means of destroying them
selves.

A Quarrel had arisen between the Horse and 
the Stag, so the Horse came to a Hunter to ask 
his help to take revenge on the Stag. The Hunter 
agreed, but said: “If you desire to conquer the 
Stag, you must permit me to place this piece of 
iron between your jaws, so that I may guide you 
with these reins, and allow this saddle to be 
placed upon your back so that I may keep steady 
upon you as we follow after the enemy.” The 
Horse agreed to the conditions, and the Hunter 
soon saddled and bridled him. Then with the aid 
of the Hunter the Horse soon overcame the Stag, 
and said to the Hunter: “Now, get off, and re
move those things from my mouth and back.”

“Not so fast, friend,” said the Hunter. “I 
have now got you under bit and spur, and prefer 
to keep you as you are at present.”

If you allow men to use you for your 
own purposes,

they will use you for theirs.

An Eagle was soaring through the air when 
suddenly it heard the whizz of an Arrow, and 
felt itself wounded to death. Slowly it fluttered 
down to the earth, with its life-blood pouring out 
of it. Looking down upon the Arrow with which 
it had been pierced, it found that the haft of the 
Arrow had been feathered with one of its own 
plumes. “Alas!” it cried, as it died.

“We often give our enemies the means for 
our own destruction.”

—Aesop.

My boy, treat everyone with politeness, even 
those who are rude to you. For remember that 
you show courtesy to others not because they are 
gentlemen, but because you are one.

A hobby is a safety valve and every man in 
active business should have one. George E. Plummer

You have heard the old saw that the world 
will beat a path to the door of the man who builds 
a better mousetrap than any other. By painstak
ingly doing your job and turning out quality 
work you make an advertisement that is more 
lasting than your life.

Walworth recognizes that craftsmanship is 
good advertising. It spares nothing to develop 
its labor to the highest possible strata of skill. 
It stresses quality in its product.

However, the waiting for the world to beat 
a path to our door is a slow and patient process 
of worthwhile or deserved recognition. As mod
ern businessmen we want faster and more certain 
action. We want to tell the world about Wal
worth valves and fittings, create a desire for 
them, and deliver them to the user. Enterprise 
and drive by the makers and sellers of Walworth 
will make the beaten path unnecessary.

Every employee of the Walworth Company is 
an advertisement, good or bad, for the Company. 
No matter what his particular job he is a living 
advertisement for the Walworth Company. So 
like a good advertiser he should take extreme 
care in preparing his lay-out. He should add to 
quality service such “plus” elements as presenta- 
bility, progressive attitude and social efficiency in 
his relations with fellow workers and customers 
of the business. He must be able to understand 
the difficulties and needs of the Company as well 
as his own. As an American citizen is well versed 
in and proud of the history of his country, he 
must know the history of his Company and be 
proud of it and the contributions it has made to 
civilization. Let him speak of his Company with 
respect and regard, the same as he would refer 
to his school, his church, and other institution 
that has played a part in his life. Let him not 
air his complaints to the community and strang
ers, but to the proper authorities who can correct 
the injustice.

If he is a good advertisement, then he is a 
good investment for the firm. He is on the profit 
side of the ledger — he is on the way up.

Though we travel the world over to find the 
beautiful, we must carry it with us or we find it
not. Emerson
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Production and Orders
For the sixth consecutive month, 

September again shows production 
running ahead of incoming orders, 
or in other words, every month of 
the year since last April, and in
cluding September, has shown our in-

\ntories in the Stockhouse on the 
inward up, cur present inventories 
reaching the highest point since the 
month of March, 1932. This as we 
all know is not the most desirable 
perspective for Kewanee Works nor 
for the building trade and the indus
try, for when 5000 markets in New 
York close their doors in protest to 
the rising cost of meat, the man who 
hopes to build a house just seems to 
follow suit.

The average monthly production 
for the plant to date in tons is the 
same as the average monthly produc
tion of the plant for the whole year 
1936 -and strange to say, the avei'age 
monthly bookings for the plant to
day, likewise, coincides in tons with 
the average monthly bookings for the 
total year of 1936. The difference of 
the trend of present sales, reverses 
last year’s sales, in that the increase 
of commodity prices, stocked the 
shelves of jobbers and the trade in 
the last half of last year, which car
ried the monthly average sales 
through the first quarter of the year, 
which since that time have tapered 
off.

Though inventories now are double 
those of April of this year and reach 
back years to find the Stockhouse 
filled as it is filled today, the encour
aging feature of these times is that 
orders for each of the last five suc
cessive months, with September as 
the exception, show increasing sales.

With production schedules curtailed 
in the producing departments of the 
plant and indirect and non-producing 
departments still in force, the pounds 
per man hour did not hold to former 
averages of this year but slipped back 
to our average performance of last 
year.

With the average rate of pay the 
highest that this plant has known, 
the number of pay roll hours have 
dropped,—the total number of men 
employed (in spite of curtailed hours 
per day,) is not as great as that of 
^jevious months and not as great as

B would wish to see.
We suffer when the plant shuts 

down. When tons go down, the cost 
of product must go up, for taxes, in
surance, and the fixed, overhead of 
idle plant equipment go on the same, 
and the burden of the plant just falls 
on those that carry on.

Just how much does it cost to pro
vide a man with work? What invest
ment is required for each man in the 
plant in which you work?

Each employee in the plant must 
be provided with machines, with tools, 
with patterns, which he works.

Supplies as nipple pipe and forging 
bars, high speed steel, pig iron, cop
per, spelter, coke, and then the grind
ing wheels and fuel oil, all of which 
you see each day, must be bought.

The land, buildings, the power, heat, 
light, water, compressed air for same, 
are all prerequisites for cost and add 
to the burden of the plant.

The insurance, the taxes, freight 
charges, and rentals and countless 
other items are expense on the job 
and must be met.

It costs the Ford Motor Company 
$9007.37 to provide a job for each 
man employed by it. It calls for that 
investment to put ‘ one man” to work, 
and in 1936 after one whole year’s 
work, the average job paid $111.43 to 
the Company, which invested $9000.00 
to establish and maintain that job.

It cost the Walworth Company 
$4927.46 to provide a job for each of 
its men here in the plant in 1936. In 
the same year’s work, (based on 5100 
total average men employed by the 
Company), the average job paid 
$101.02 to the Company, which in
vested practically $5000.00 to estab
lish and maintain that job for its 
employee.

The organization of our lives is 
such that each job carries with it the 
responsibilities for some particular 
contribution to the economic whole. 
Someone, with his skill and brain be
fore has built this work to carry on 
and by successive steps has added to 
the work we now perform.

Constant practice in any one occu
pation increases the skill and work
manship with which that occupation 
can be filled, because someone has 
built this job and added to it in the 
past what by our experience and 
initiative we build up to carry on.

Today it would take plenty of study 
and faith for anyone to enter on a 
new endeavor in the field of manu
facture, should he be asked to invest 
$5000.00 for the return of $101.00.

But past experience and the faith
ful work and perseverance of those 
who helped build up this job and its 
investment long before, is the one big 
asset that gives faith and hope to 
gamble on the future of this job, and 
we admire and reverence the memory 
of that man, who made it possible 
for us to carry on and to advance.

No man lives with himself alone; 
it is the wonderful inheritance of the 
past that we enjoy, it is the wonder
ful opportunity which they left for 
us, that we may improve, and by 
adding our bit to what they gave, we 
spell success.

New competitors have no ancient 
gods to worship—let us play true to 
the faith and memory of those who 
gave to us, and leave our imprint on 
the march of time, so that our work 
and our record may be one of pro
gress for those who follow, to enjoy.
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Main Office
It’s a vacation habit: Mildred 

Whitehouse had to pay one cent to 
the postman to find out that Elva 
Richards was having a good time on 
her vacation.

Fred Westerburg enjoyed the re
mainder of his vacation visiting in 
Chicago.

Nancy and Ez Bowman attended 
the Bowman Reunion held in Mon
mouth, Sunday, October 10th.

Genevieve Mills spent the week end 
of October 10th visiting in Chicago.

For your favorite jelly receipts see 
Bill Meyers. We understand that Bill 
was instructing a certain lady of the 
office the other day how to make good 
jelly.

Herbie Ashley was seen up town 
the other day enjoying the Beach' 
Nut circus.

Julia Babrowski enjoyed part of 
her vacation shopping in the tri
cities. The latter part was spent in 
Keokuk, Iowa.

When breaking dates over a phone 
a certain young lady will after this 
be sure to use a more definite and 
practical excuse than just, “I’m going 
to be busy.”

Elva Richards had a delightful 
time visiting relatives in Aberdeen, 
South Dakota, for a two weeks per
iod. The only objection she has to 
that part of our country is the ab
sence of trees. After returning to 
Illinois, the land here seemed quite 
mountainecus in comparison to the 
country she had just left, states Elva.

Frank Culp visited in Danville, Illi
nois, for several days during his va
cation.

George Olson and family chose 
California for a four weeks vacation 
this year. While there they attended 
the annual Kewanee picnic held at 
Los Angeles, California.

Elwin Richter is the new office boy 
on the first floor of the Main Office.

Lyle Willetts is the new mail clerk, 
filling the position left vacant by the 
resignation of Benny Smith. We shall 
remember Benny as a good sport and 
likewise wish him luck in whatever 
he decides to undertake.

Max Craig and George Grier have 
left the Main Office to take up work 
in the plant.

Julia B. of the Stock Records De
partment will soon have a new book 
published. The title of her new opus 
is “Love cn A Motor Cycle.”

At a dinner at Arnold’s Tea Room 
on October 12, Mr. and Mrs. Fred H. 
Kennish announced the engagement 
of their daughter, Gertrude Elizabeth, 
to Lawrence Henry Knisley, son of 
Mrs. Rinta Knisley of Abingdon. Miss 
Kennish is employed in our Main 
Office. The date set for the wedding 
is October 30.
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noon notes

General Repair
It took Bill Doffer four days to 

find out his car wouldn’t run without 
turning on the ignition.

We hear that Neponset has adopt
ed another old Irish custom. Since 
“Mayor” Kaine has taken charge, all 
children under the age of fifteen 
must be in bed at 8 o’clock every 
night.

Allen Swanson had a time of it 
when he was quarantined out of his 
home. His daughter had scarlet fever.

Kewanee High School’s band and 
football team have two new disciples, 
Pat Kaine and Ernie Bengston.

A golf tournament was held at 
Baker Park between -Rogers’ Board
ing House (Frank Rogers and Hank 
Nannen) and the Electric Repair 
(Bill Blewett and Gerald Smith). Af
ter playing four holes, Bill saw that 
Frank was out-playing him, so he of
fered to be Frank’s caddy.

Nipple Department
Herbert Earley of this department 

is on the sick list. We hope he is 
back on the job soon. We also extend 
our sympathy to Herb, because of the 
death of his sister who passed away 
in Indiana recently.

Lee Dennis says he’s a grandpa 
again. His daughter gave birth to a 
baby girl.

Steel Finishing
“Butter” Peden was seen walking 

in and out of stores one night re
cently with a sign fastened on his 
back. We thought that practically 
every one in town knew he operated 
a filling station, but if “Butter” wants 
to advertise, we suggest he carry a 
sign in fi'ont as well as in back.

The marriage of Miss 
Mabel Konneck and Fran
cis Daniel was solem
nized on September 11 
in Kewanee at the Con
gregational Church. Fran
cis Daniel is now em
ployed in our Iron body 
Valve Department. He 
and his bride reside at 
507 East First Street. 
To the left is a photo
graph of the happy 
young couple. We wished 
them luck last month 
but will do it again for 
good measure.

Malleable Core Room
The cards the girls received tell us 

that Adele Rashid vacationed in New 
York and Boston.

Mrs. Irona King will now be known 
as Mrs. Greenstreet. We extend our 
best congratulations.

Truilly and Tillie are going to see 
if two can live as cheap as one. Good 
luck, girls.

On September 26 Miss 
Helen Sopiars became 
the bride of Broneslo 
Balsis. The ceremony was 
performed in Kewanee 
and the happy newly
weds reside at 610 East 
8th Street. Broneslo is 
employed in the Scratch 
Room of the Grey Iron 
Foundry. The bride was 
formerly employed in our 
Malleable Core Room, so 
the marriage is 100% 
Walworth Kewanee un
ion. and we wish them 
the very best.

Grey Iron Core Room
Peter Kull is back to work after 

crossing the black line.
Anyone wishing to take lessons in 

bicycle riding should see Alma Lam
bert. The first ten lessons are free.

Our deepest sympathy goes to Rose 
Haberman whose sister passed away 
at Grand Island, Nebraska, recently.

George Murcalvy has arranged dif
ferent visiting hours since he started 
smoking cigars.

Oh! Oh! The secret is out. Daisy 
Anderson showed her diamond ring. 
Best regards to “Smoky” and Daisy.

The announcement was 
recentlv made of the. 
marriage of Miss Mil
dred Aldine to Frank 
Moore in Chicago Au
gust 12. 1936. Frank
Moore, who is the son 
of Mr. and Mrs. M. T. I 
Moore. North Chestnu: |
Street, is employed in 
the Scratch Room of the |
Grey Iron Foundry.

Our best wishes go to 
the pair.

Brass Finishing
Harry Hall of this department is 

vacationing in California.
About forty fellows from this de

partment surprised Gus Rocke on his 
golden wedding anniversary and a 
good time was had by all. “Red” 
Miller acted as escort, taking the 
boys home.

We received word that Elmer Phil
lips is on a honeymoon as well as a 
vacation. Best wishes, Elmer.

The doctor’s little daughter had 
strayed into his surgery and was 
watching wild-eyed as he tested the 
heart and lungs of a patient. Sudden
ly she spoke, “Getting any new sta
tions, daddy?”

Miss Margie Livingston 
and Harold Hepner were 
united in wedlock o*^ 
Wednesday. August 
After a honeymoon ti._ / 
to Peoria they made 
their residence at 730 r.. 
loth Street. We're rath
er late extending our 
best wishes to the cou
ple, but we sincerely hope 
they find great happiness 
together. They kindly 
consented to posing for 
the photo to the left.

Stockhouse
It has been rumored that Everett 

Lyle is about to say “I do.” Isn’t 
love a wonderful thing?

If anyone has some waste oil they 
want to get rid of, we refer them to 
Howard Humble. Howard will use it 
in the Oil Tug he recently purchased. 
Down in Howard’s neighborhood the 
mothers always call their children in 
just before the four o’clock whistle 
blows, because the streets are not 
safe around there after that time.

Wouldn’t it be wonderful to have 
all the money that was either won 
or lost betting on the World Series 
in this plant?

Harold Lay completely forgot him
self the other day while working in 
the Main Office. While preparing 
bills of lading for the Indian order, 
Harold emitted the most awful war- 
whoop right among the quiet office 
force.

Maxie Olson, his “nibs” of the 
time-keeping department, purchased 
a watch from Howard Humble the 
other day, but somehow it doesn’t 
record time very well. Maybe it’s 
because “there’s one born every min
ute.”

The Knights of Columbus report 
that Max Olson has also been Romeo- 
ing it down on Cottage Street these 
nights. That’s probably the way the 
harvest moon affects him.

Grave Business
‘My brother is working with 5,000 

men under him.”
“Where?”
“Mowing lawns in a cemetery.”

Here’s the young cou
ple that has a pull with 
John Law. We told you 
all about them last month 
on the front page. They 
are Mr. and Mrs. Dale 
Kleinfall, September 
newlyweds. Dale is 
helping Ivan Conrads 
paint the plant brown. 
The Mrs. doesn't object 
as long as he gets paid 
for it. We wish them 
many long and happy 
years together.
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