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“I Pronounce You Mr. and Mrs. Mock”

Grey Iron Core Room
by Catherine Roxer

Rose Boyka is still ill and absent 
from work.

Gladys Borkgren is the new girl 
in our department.

Jack Lee went hunting one night 
and caught a coon. Now all we hear 
is what good coonburgers Jack can 
make.

Elizabeth Baker has left us to take 
up other work. We wish her good 
luck.

Brass Finishing
by Rv Stewart

Hank Marlow told a story about 
falling on a cinder path and skinning 
his face. That’s pretty good, Hank, 
but t’aint the way I heard it.

We understand that Bernard Ber- 
linski is a very good dish washer. 
Perkins says that ever since his wife 
saw Bern helping the wife in the 
kitchen, his Missus has been trying 
to make a dish washer out of him.

Chick Marsh is the best hunter in 
this department. Although he can’t 
shoot rabbits, he can run them dowri. 
(Rabbits probably had tularemia.)

S.O.S. for the Ed
Arise, my lads, our friend is calling. 
Forget awhile the food you take. 
Awake! To pens! Your pard is falling. 
The fate of his mag is at stake.

Alas, the Ed, he sits around 
And wonders what to write.
He looks for news all day—the hound, 
And prays for it at night.

So come! To aid of the editor 
With your contributions and stuff.
Let’s deluge him with news/ news 
Until he cries, "Enough!”

— I. B. Piper
(Editor’s Note: Enough of this 

“enough” stuff.)

Our Safety rules were made for 
your protection. You should see that 
they are followed.

Statement Walworth Aid 
Association for Month of 

November 1938
Cash on Hand Nov. 1. ’38 $2,079.52 
5% Dividend Bank Deposit 36.22 
Dues Received

during the month, 778.50
$ 2,894.24

Disbursements
Benefits a/c Sickness 
and Accidents 571.67 
Death Benefit ICO 00 671 67 
Cash on Hand Dec. 1, ’38 $2,222.57

Office Show Bride-to-be 
How to Walk Down Aisle

Staite Muck Wetltlintc I'ur 
Helen Peaeoek

Before Helen Peacock became the 
bride of Francis Zonkel our office 
girls honored her at a colorful part}^ 
in the Parkside hotel and prepare’^''' 
her for the nuptial event by holding . 
nock wedding to acquaint her with 
procedure.

Clara Dossche carried the role of 
the dignified preacher with checkered 
trousers so well that the bellhop 
thought a new star was born. She 
shook the tranquility of the bridal 
party when she said: “Then by virtue 
of the authority vested in me, I now 
pronounce you one, which one, only 
time will tell. May the chain stores 
have mercy on your pocket book and 
the landlord give you more time on 
the rent.”

Marjorie Moore as the bridegroom 
had on so many clothes she nearly 
passed out with the heat and they 
had to open the windows which 
caused everyone to have a stiff neck 
on one side or the other the next day. 
She wore a heavy woolen plaid shirt 
with vest and coat, a pair of plaid 
trousers, sealskin cap and Boss 
gloves. Sigrid Johnson, the bride, 
wore a lovely muslin nightgown with 
hand tatting and hand embroidery, 
handed down to Bill Bevier in the 
80’s. The veil was rose point curtain, 
floor length, and the bridal bouquet 
consisted of pussy-willows (which the 
bridesmaid complained were putting 
out her eyes so they swapped).

Helen Brennan was truly a vision 
of lovliness as bride’s maid in a 1925 
mode! knee-length gown with high 
topped white shoes and black stock
ings. She wore a mink choker and 
large picture hat faced in bright blue 
and carried a bouquet of dusty roses.
If it hadn’t been for her raven 
tresses, she would have been the 
image of Mae West.

Susan Taylor, the father of the 
bride, wore checkered trousers and 
white sport shirt but forgot the gun. 
The mother, Adella Simkus, was stun
ning in a midnight black plush cape 
and bonnet. The flower girl, Barbara 
Salley, was a picture in white silk 
and carried a basket of paper flowers 
which had seen better days. Elv^^ 
Richards, the ring bearer, wore pii, 
checkered gingham rompers and 
pulled the ring (dog collar) in a 
small wagon.

Marjorie Miller was the handsome 
best man and Julia Barbowski as the 
rejected suitor wept loudly during 
the ceremony.

Also on the program was group 
singing led by Florence Norman with 
Eva Norman and a contest won by 
Pearl Peterson and Elsie Koepke.

The bride-to-be was presented with 
a gift.
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Howard Coonley, Chairman 
Board of Directors, Again 

Nationally Honored
Elected President of National Asso

ciation of Manufacturers

Howard Coonley, chairman of the 
Walworth board of directors and for- 

^j.merly president of the company, was 
^^signally honored by industrial lead

ers throughout the nation this month 
when they elected him as president 
of the National Association of Manu
facturers on Friday, December 9. It’s 
the highest tribute the nation’s manu
facturers pay to an individual, so we 
are justly proud of our chairman.

Selection of Mr. Coonley to head 
the association reflects glory on the 
Walworth Company. We feel that it 
is a national acknowledgment of the 
energetic and progressive leadership 
which constitutes the Walworth’s 
management.

Mr. Coonley is one of four broth
ers, sons of a successful Chicago 
manufacturer. He had an eventful 
and successful business career in the 
Middle West and South. In Chicago 
he founded and placed upon a firm 
footing the Coonley Manufacturing 
Company, which specialized in enamel- 
ware. Then in 1912 Mr. Coonley ac
cepted the offer to assume personal 
charge of Walworth activities as pres
ident of the company. Under his di
rection Walworth prospered and ex
panded.

Known for his “neighborly man
ner,” he is a great believer in the 
universal brotherhood of mankind and 
an advocate of any sound measures 
which serve to bring people into 
closer fellowship with one another.

Mr. Coonley has gained national 
prominence before. In the Spring of 
'918 he was drafted for service with 
the Emergency Fleet corporation. At 
a heavy personal sacrifice he went to 
Washington as vice-president of the 
corporation and until 1919 spent his 
entire time in government service.

We are indeed fortunate to have 
such a capable and outstanding man 
at the helm of our organization.

*

Iron Body Valve
l*.v Chuck Johnson

o, Arky, our pride and jov, recently 
found out that wood will actually 
burn, wet or dry. The neighbors say 
that just before the fire started in 
his barn they saw Arky out there 
smoking corn silk.

Bill Thompson was recently caught 
overloading his truck. This is the sec
ond time, isn’t it, Bill? Oh well, the 
third time’s the charm.

What is a Safety Shoe ? It’s a shoe 
with a steel cap that protects your 
toes and it pays to wear them.

Readers perhaps wonder why we 
place so much emphasis on eye pro
tection. The reasons are obvious.

No disability is dreaded more than 
blindness. Partial or total loss of 
vision results in a high degree of dis
ability and eye injuries are among 
the most expensive from the stand
point of compensation, yet eye in
juries can be prevented or at least 
greatly reduced.

The possibility of an eye being lost 
or even seriously injured when pro
tected by goggles is extremely re
mote. The modern goggle is far more 
comfortable than the product of a 
few years ago and offers greater pro
tection, so no good reason can be 
given for not protecting eyes espe
cially when the protection is free. 
Goggles for all purposes are carried 
in our general stores and all it re
quires to secure them is a requisition 
from your foreman._________________

It is the duty of every man to pro
tect himself and those associated 
with him from accidents that may 
result in injury or death.

Machine Operator in Nipple 
Is Wonder-Worker

Turns Out I.ive Habliit on Machine

Pulling a rabbit out of a hat is a 
rather common sleight-of-hand trick 
and hardly worthy of press space 
nowadays, but when a man threading 
nipples turns out a rabbit on his ma
chine it’s startling enough to make 
the headlines in any newspaper.

Such was the feat of Ed Brown of 
the Kewanee Works. Ed holds no 
claim to magic, nor has he ever been 
accused of being in league with the 
devil. Up until the 8th of December 
he was regarded as a first class work
man, but no more. Then the spot 
light fell on this man Brown, and it 
was suddenly realized that he was no 
run-of-the-mill human but a second 
Houdini who had come to astound the 
universe with his marvels.

On that historic day the men in the 
Nipple department were performing 
their duties and wishing for another 
routine day to come to an end. A few 
who happened to be fortunate enough 
to be close by saw Ed Brown put a 
long pipe in his machine and start to 
cut and thread nipples, so they 
thought. For an hour he was en
grossed in his work. Suddenly he 
stopped. Reaching into the bowels of 
his machine he pulled out a wild 
rabbit. The men were dumb-struck at 
the feat of their co-worker. Never in 
the history of the world had such a 
miracle been performed. He had 
turned a piece of pipe into a live, 
kicking rabbit.

Of course, the debunkers are busy 
already. They are saying that the 
rabbit was in the pipe all the time, 
jumping out and falling into the ma
chine where Ed picked it up. But 
great men will always suffer the 
taunts of the jealous, and we, for 
one, hail him as the new wonder
worker, the miracle man of our age.

Rock-bound Coast
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Cleaner Prevents Steaming 
and Fogging of Goggles

“A preparation used on goggles to 
prevent fogging and steaming was re
cently tried out by galvanizers with 
excellent results,” Secretary A. F. 
Griggs told safety committeemen at 
safety meeting held on Wednesday, 
December 7. The men in the Galvaniz
ing department reported that this 
preparation, named Stay Clear, was 
effective from two to three hours. 
Before using it, they had to clean 
their goggles two or three times 
every hour. Upon learning of this 
wonderful cleaner, pourers in the 
Malleable and Grey Iron foundries 
said they would like to use it. Con
sequently, Mr. Griggs has ordered a 
supply.

Two lost time accidents were re
ported. Richard Cole, inspector in the 
Malleable Annealing department, re
ceived a foot injury when another 
worker pushed an overloaded box 
truck up to the conveyor and a four 
inch fitting fell from the truck, land
ing on Dick’s toe. Wilbur C. Roger, 
cupola tender in Steeliron foundry, 
has been laid up with an inflamed 
tendon in his knee, an injury caused 
by being struck with a falling brick 
and a subsequent bump on the same 
knee.

Mr. Gr'ggs reported he had con
ferred with Foreman Bates regarding 
condition of safety belts used by elec
tricians and window washers and also 
the bolts in the window frames to 
which window washers attach the 
belts. Bates made a check-up which 
revealed that the belts were satis
factory as regards safety but that 
the extension links used on the bolts 
in window frames are not safe. New 
eye-bolts and extension links were or
dered made at once and the old ones 
destroyed.

Foreman Wager reported that he 
has installed hoists on two machines 
so that operators will not have to 
lift heavy dies any more.

Emil Wirth told that a truck was 
now in use in the Galvanizing and 
that it would probably eliminate the 
danger of back strains and hernias.

Charles Becker reported the pur
chase of some new safety equipment 
for the Boiler House and Foreman 
Rodgers reported that he had ordered 
some repairs in his department.

Wedded Fifty Years

Mr. and Mrs. Henry Seifert.

Veteran Operator and 
Wife Observe Golden 

Wedding Anniversary
Henry Seifert, veteran machine op

erator in the Tapping department, 
and his wife quietly observed their 
golden wedding anniversary on Fri
day, December 9. The charming old 
couple who have been helpmates for 
a half century received many gifts 
and cards expressing genuine joy on 
the occasion from their relatives and 
friends.

Mr. and Mrs. Seifert were married 
December 9, 1888, at the home of 
Mrs. Seifert’s parents, north of Ke- 
wanee. To this happy union three 
children were born: Harry L. Seifert, 
Mrs. Louis Seigmann, and Herbert 
Seifert who died at the age of five 
years. Their family group also in
cludes three granddaughters, Mrs. 
Linis Williams, Bernadine Seifert, and 
Hazel Seigmann, and also one great- 
grandson, Ronald Williams.

Mr. Seifert has worked in our plant 
for fifty-one years, a most enviable 
service record. In fact, Henry has 
grown up with the Kewanee Works. 
He started with it when it was the 
Western Tube company and has been 
an employee here ever since.

The Walworth organization, the 
Craftsman, and many plant fi'iends 
of Mr. and Mrs. Seifert join in the 
many congratulations they have al
ready received and wish them many 
more happy years together.

The safe way is the best way to do 
any job.

-it-

Steel Finishing
by Hayden Shaner

The men in this department ai'e 
still firm believers that movie stars 
are made, not born. The reason: Af
ter witnessing the filming of the huge 
24 inch lubricated plug valve in which 
three members took part, they have 
come to the conclusion that Fre 
Borkgren, Elmer Nelson, and Eddish 
Blackledge are very camera-shy and 
very much in need of some lessons 
from Tyrone Power, Clark Gable, or 
our own Casanova, Stanley Lubin.

Butter Peden just can’t stay out of 
the headlines. He’s been up' to his 
Scotch tricks again. This time he was 
caught making a bow tie from ma
terial secured from the rag bin to 
go with his new black shirt and black 
cap.

“Today I am a man.” So sayeth 
Holland Anderson, and no wonder. 
Rolland is getting to be a regular 
Romeo with that new mustache of 
his. He says he.thinks he’ll shave it 
off soon, because all the girls are 
just “tickled to death” about it.

Anybody wishing to hire a Santa 
Claus for Christmas night might see 
Fred Agnew, Sr. He’s been letting his 
beard grow for six weeks and doesn’t 
even need a pillow to make himself 
look fat. His terms are reasonable.
All he asks in return is a shave and 
haircut.

We submit herewith some of the 
things the boys want Santa to bring 
them this Christmas:

All Stanley Lubin wants is to get 
cut on Saturday nights.

George Frantzen wants a trailer so 
he can take the whole family riding 
at one time.

Bill Blair wants a putter which will 
make a golf ball go straight.

Like Bill, Alex Palaski wants a put
ter along with a driver, brassie, 
mashie, spoon, midiron, niblick, and a 
ball that rolls straight.

Lou Mitton wants a deg that will 
stay alive six months or longer. 
(He’s lost four in two years.)

Dale Dugger wants an electric 
train and a pony.

A1 Faber needs a pair of flannels 
that don’t itch.

Dutch Aulinskus wants a new 
sweat shirt; and Fred Borkgren, a 
pair of suspenders that won’t slip off 
his shoulders.

All other requests for pints, quarts^ 
and gallons will not be granted by 
Santa, because the price of corn is 
too high.

Flash! G. E. Trenery wants a 
scooter so he can make better time 
around the department and also a 
desk with drawers that will pull out.

Joe Maring wants his hens to quit 
cackling, and lay more eggs.

And all of the boys want to wish 
everybody a Merry Christmas and a 
Happy New Year.
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THE BIG HIKE
A clear, chilled, and bright sun

shine followed us up the more barren 
and rugged shore on Friday, the 18th. 
Across the river more than fifty miles 
wide you could faintly see the Lauren- 
Man mountains faintly hovering next 

the horizon.

The Author Strolls
Today the scenery is truly enhanc

ing, high cliffs falling precipitately 
into the broad expanse of the river, 
the shore line strewn with massive 
rocks and boulders to break the on
slaught of the waves. The “Shick- 
shocks,” the northern end of the Ap
palachians extending down to the 
Gulf of Mexico, here reach a height 
of 4,000 feet, at times sloping awav 
to stretches of fine white sand 
beaches to form a bay where fisher
men nestle their ships protected from 
the piercing gale which sweeps the 
coast in winter time. This is the 
“land of cod,” for cod fishing is the 
principal industry of these people 
and with the mackerel, salmon and 
lobster means more than one and a 
half million dollars to their revenues. 
You always see fish-cleaning tables 
on the beach, the gulls, their scav
engers, always in a wake and at 
work. The cats are 
fat. Dogs are 
hitched to draw 
carts. Children help 
the elders in their 
work. The nets and 
the seine are dry
ing all along, while 
women and old 
men are turning 
the drying codfish 
toward the wind 
and to the sun as 
they lay cleaned 
and halved, stiff as stockfish on long 
drying tables with their “one pe
culiar smell.”

We come to the village of Gaspe, 
the cradle of Canada, where Jacques 
Cartier in 1534 was blown to shore 
by a terrific storm. He erected a 
wooden cross to Christ and for his 
king, in the discovery of this great, 
vast country, Canada. In the town

by E. W. Beckman
and overlooking the harbor is a 
monument to Jacques Cartier, a 
thirty-five ton white granite cross 
which stands on a green terraced 
mound commemorating the birth
place of the Dominion. We loiter in 
the habitant shops filled with wood 
carvings and souvenirs. We drink a 
soda in their restaurant built on re- 
ceeding slopes of the hills. We see 
fishing boats playing in and out the 
harbor where a schooner from the 
West Indies lies anchored and the 
gray torpedo boat destroyer of Eng
land lies moored to its dock. Hos
pitality seems to be an inherent vir
tue of these people as you talk and 
they tell you of ice in winter and the 
frigate carrying a cargo of woolens 
and oil, which ventured in too late 
and ice bound, tarried for the year.

Soon again we are on the highway 
—the boulevard of Pierre Perron 
which is being paid for, so they say, 
by taxes to help relief. Its long solid 
wood-built bridges are always cov
ered, some five, some six, some nine 
bays long, and supported on massive 
stone piers to fight the onslaught of 
winter ice when it rushes out to sea. 
Passing along the indented seaboard 
and over steep cuts among the wooded 
hills, we reach a surprise plateau, and 
then far below is Rocher Perce, the 
giant rock marvel in somber colors. 
Surrounded by the tide, a sheer hulk 
like a monster ship scuttled when 
headed in for shore, it rises, three 
hundred feet high and fifteen hundred 
feet long, off Mont Joli, while the 
waves and the frosts snap and gnaw 
at the large hole through its side. 
Here thousands of gulls fly restlessly 
screeching their fears of the storms, 
to warn the sailors on the shore. 
Bonaventure Island, much larger and 
three miles long, rides like a petrified

whale about four miles out at sea. 
It is the home of a countless number 
of gulls, gannets, auks, garnets, her- 
rons, and cormorants; hence it is 
known as the foremost bird sanctuary 
of this continent. How these birds 
flapped their wings and screamed in 
dumb delight when two boat loads 
of land lubber hikers anchored off 
their shores and fed more than caught 
their deep seafish as they attempted 
to catch a school of blubbery baby 
whales which came splashing por- 
poise-like over the white bubble 
fringed waves on the off-harbor, this 
Friday, August 19 at 3 o’clock At
lantic Daylight Saving Time. Yes, in 
the haze of the light our wondering 
finger subtracted on the dial of dad’s 
old watch one daylight saving hour, 
one hour Atlantic time, one Eastern 
hour of time, and then our Central 
time. “Gee how tired it made us 
seem,” for those at home were just 
now going to bed.

The Captain, while he baited hooks 
with squid and herring frozen stiff, 
told of the winter, and how the 
“North-easter” blows. On December 1 
he banks his boat and snow soon fol
lows on this date. The tide rolls in, 
it packs the snow and zero weather 
builds the shore line ice to twenty 
feet, while out in the bay three solid 
feet of ice reaches to Newfoundland, 
hundreds of miles away. Both man 
and dog crawl to the fire and sit for 
days corralled in a sheltered home 
while the freezing ice cracks outside 
with a groan and a roar at 40 de
grees below the zero mark and snow 
drifts victoriously about.

After a “drizzling fog” (as Leo 
humorously called it) a sympathetic 
ocean breeze was tenderly rocking the 
stomachs of our hikers “in the cradle 
of the deep.” Near us in bright sun-

Drying Cod.
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Monument to Minute Men
light we see Bonaventure with its 
steep cragged sides seemingly frosted 
by thousands of white sea gulls and 
kindred birds. Then over the water 
we see the pierced “Rock of Perce” 
with its moorings off Mont Joli ris
ing straight up four hundred feet on 
shore crowned with a cross. Over 
here Cap Rock with its rose tinted 
peak six hundred feet high up in the 
air, the beach with glistening waves 
rushing to its white sand on shore, 
all rising to a panoramic setting of 
the mountains leisurely lounging at 
the side of Mont St. Anne, in most 
beautiful shades of green, as you seem 
to sense a relaxation in the rest and 
comfort of the sheltering forest beyond.

After swimming in the chilling 
waters of the St. Lawrence Bay, 
cleaning and eating the cod and 
mackerel of the morning catch, to 
which we added 25 pounds of nicely 
dressed cod at 2c a pound, we again 
set out over the hills for Matapedia.

Along the Bais des Chaleurs we 
follow the meanderings of new shores 
with cliffs and longer wave-washed 
beaches and wooded mountains as the 
“hinterland.” The country is generally 
more mellow, less rugged, and indus
try with logs floating and their jams 
in streams, wide ribbons cut in the 
forests from ton to foot of hill show 
wood piles for the houses are still in 
vogue. The chestnut, maple and oak 
trees grow more numerous and 
mountain ash with their beauty rival

all the trees. Unusual here we see 
the autumn colorings begin to tinge 
the trees while in the neighboring 
fields potato vines stand sturdy and 
“in bloom.”

In St. Omar we stopped for gas. 
Here while loitering we found Arse- 
man and his village store still selling 
to our grandfathers’ time. A full line 
of buggy whips, clay pipes, kerosene 
lamps and wicks, harnesses, collars, 
coffee in bulk and the old hand cof
fee grinder, the old time cracker bar
rel, glass jars for spices and candies 
on the shelves, and butter and lard 
sold from bulk by steelyard scales 
one hundred years old which his 
father years before had brought frcm 
England. A large Canadian bank bill, 
a souvenir of the last bank that 
failed in Canada forty years ago, he 
had pasted on lihe inside of the glass of 
an old wood lined show case—brought 
plenty of comment on some banker 
friends we left at home. This quaint 
old merchant, though stooped by 
weathering most vendor’s trials, was 
comely as he strongly commented on 
the banking system of Canada for it 
is a centralized system and has no 
bank examiners, we were told. The 
Imperial Bank of England, the Bank 
of Canada, the Bank of Montreal, 
Bank of the Dominion, in all four
teen central banks, have branch 
banks. Fourteen different banking sys
tems now being absorbed by present 
banking houses of the system are 
now consolidating and will result in 
about five or more great national 
banks, as time goes on. The larger 
systems of these banks, even now run 
as high as (ISO branches, scattered 
throughout the country. Consequently 
Canada has no bank failures and the 
Empire stands back of loan trans
actions as to safety and back of bank 
discrepancies as to law enforcement.

Nor will our girls forget Canada 
and its flowers, especially the kind 
smile and gracious madame of St. 
Vincent who picked some of her gor

OH MY.'!
OH Dear roE.'.'

geous large tuber begonias with 
delicate shades of pink and rose and. 
white as a farewell expression in 
the form of “forget-me-not.”

Our camp at Matapedia, built at 
the junction of the Ristigoushe and 
Matapedia rivers, we will always re
member as “fish- 
worries” for the 
salmon. Matapedia 
boasts of the finest 
fishermen club in 
the world and what 
we saw was plenty 
fine in this fisher
man’s paradise, 
where St. James 
of Montreal meets 
Wall Street of 
New York to play 
the fish in the 
water and also to find a way to catch 
the fish in the pools of the stock 
market.

FISH WORRIES

We came across restricted or “ver- 
boten” camping grounds in finance- 
trained Matapedia, and therefore 
pitched our bed rolls on level ground 
in a large private field of nice green 
grass, below the level of the road and 
the bridge which spans the Ristigou
she River, with heavily wooded hills 
surrounding the valley and the town. 
Sickness was invading the camp and 
while we loitered during the evening 
in this town, the barber told us of 
the hobby of tips which here the 
fisherman’s hobby put in store, but 
only charged us 40 cents for both 
shave and haircut, for, a* he said, this 
“present” reflected the curtailed 58 
percent operations of the print paper 
mills and a season when fish don’t 
bite at best in Matapedia.
_____ (Continued next month)

Who Wants to Be a Saint? 
“There’s only one man in the world 

who is satisfied at seeing empty 
stockings.”

“Who’s that?”
“Santa Claus.”

Dutch Oven.

[6]



Walworth Craftsman

Main Office

*----------------

l»y Susan 'l’aylor

The girls of the Walworth main 
office entertained at a dinner party, 
November 21, honoring Miss Helen 
Peacock who recently became the 
bride of Francis Zonkel. A gift was 
presented to the guest of honor for 
er new home. Helen has been em

ployed in our Stock Records depart
ment for several years. During her 
service here she made a great num
ber of friends. Everyone extends to 
the newly married couple sincere 
wishes for a happy, congenial, and 
especially prosperous married life.

At the party for Helen, Clara Dos- 
sche and Marjorie Miller sang, as a 
special number, one of Helen’s fa
vorite song hits. Those present were 
also favored with several songs from 
Peggy Olson and Violet Hoods.

Miss Edith Olson, Peggy to all of 
us, will fill the position left vacant 
by the marriage of Helen Peacock.

Miss Clarice Zachan has been 
chosen to undertake the former du
ties of Peggy Olson, having been 
transferred from our Order depart
ment to the Stock Records depart
ment.

Another one of our girls has start
ed wearing a brand new sparkling 
diamond to work. We refer to the 
gorgeous stone that Ellen Stahl has 
been wearing for several weeks.

Imagine Dick Dahlrymple’s sur
prise, when upon entering the office 
one morning, he was informed by his 
associates that Santa Claus had paid 
him a visit the night before. Dick 
must certainly have been an excep
tionally good boy this past year, for 
not only did Santa come early, but 
he left a cash present in the form 
of a bank night prize of three hun
dred dollars at the Peerless theater. 
And some people don’t believe in 
Santa!

Carl Anderson says the Green and 
White football team went to the 
Galva-Toulon game in a body and 
helped the Galva eleven upset Toulon 
by making tackles from the sidelines. 
This gave Wethersfield a share of the 
conference title.

Malleable Foundry
by Ward l.nltue

Anyone wishing to know where to 
buy choice meats should inquire of 
Ernie Robinson.

Achiel Van Vooren used to send 
eggs to Chicago, but now he also 
sends rabbits. How come ?

Carl Gliech wasn’t long in finding 
out that a chicken can be very ex
pensive even when you go after it 
yourself.

Clemons Yets will soon be a free 
man again. Don’t crowd, girls.

Safety Committee 
for Month of December

Emil Wirth, Chairman 
Roy Rodgers 
Chas. Becker 
Wm. Hayden 
August Schultz 
Jacob Reiff
A. F. Griggs, Secretary

TO COVENAS, CO l.o >llt I A, in South 
America six 24-inch lubricated plug 
valves, manufactured at the Kewanee 
Works, were shipped this month. These 
mammoth valves had a shipping weight 
of 8200 pounds each. They were pur
chased by the South American Gulf Oil 
Company. Above is photograph, show
ing Alex Palaski, operator of an 84- 
inch boring mill machine, facing the 
flanges on one of the bodies. All valves 
passed the rigid inspection tests the 
first time, which is proof of Walworth 
efficiency and craftsmanship.

Sure, you can buy parts for your 
body, but the legs won’t run, the fin
gers won’t feel and the eyes won’t 
see.

Stockhouse
by Kill Itosuell

Bill Lyle has entered the Stock- 
house Hall of Fame by being elected 
Noble Grand of the ’ I.O.O.F. Con
gratulations, Billy, on your climb up 
the ladder of success.

Elton “Tut” Larson of the Receiv
ing department celebrated his twen
tieth birthday recently in grand style. 
The “Truck Drivers’ Choir” offered a 
few songs which were roundly ap
plauded.

A little birdie tells us that there 
are two young, goodlooking shieks 
from the brass packing section who 
seem to be spending all of their spare 
time giving the once over to the 
femmes in Annawan.

Not to be outdone by other depart
ments in the matter of blessed events, 
we proudly report a visit from the 
long-legged bird to the home of Matt 
Johnson, who works on the loading 
gang. Brother Stork left a bouncing 
baby boy. Is Matt happy!

Bowlers Retain Fifth 
Place in League at

Sportsman Inn
The Walworth bowlers have hit 

another slump. They have managed 
to maintain their fifth place position 
in the league, but they have dropped 
eight of the last twelve games.

Standings in the Class A league 
at Sportsman Inn on Monday, De
cember 12, were as follows:
Team W. I..
C. I-.ee 4 Tires.................................... 3C 3
Waunee Farm .................................  25 14
Heideman-DeClerk ........................ 23 1C
Sportsman Inn ...............................  20 19
Walworth ............................................. 1C 23
4 Way Inn............................................. 15 24
Yordy Coffee Shop............................ 11 28
1>. and V. Bottlers..........................  10 29

General Repair
by Eddie Griert

Tom Cantrell said he didn't mind rid
ing home with Raymond Kirkhove until 
someone tied a bunch of tin cans under 
his car. Ray drove for two weeks be
fore he found out what was wrong.

Bert Stinson doesn’t have much to say 
after the Notre Dame football team’s 
ill-fated trip to California.

Virgil DuChesne has been meeting 
some girl on a certain street corner ev
ery night after work.

New Parking Lot
A new parking lot, capable of accom

odating sixty cars, has been provided 
on Third street by the Walworth com
pany for its employees. It will help re
lieve congestion on the street and has 
the advantage of being near the Main 
Gate, a very desirable feature.
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WHY NOT
No man is paid for having brains but for using 

them . . . Ideas have little value unless they are 
put into effect.

These two adages have been running through 
my mind a good deal recently. They’ve given 
motion to a long train of thought which may go 
somewhere.

Walworth has just finished inventory. To certi
fied public accountants the counting of valves, 
fittings, and tools in stock and in process com
pletes a physical inventory. But I wonder if 
they do. Perhaps, it’s time we took stock of 
something else, of ourselves.

Take me, for example. I’ve been doing the 
work assigned to me, and sincerely believe I have 
been doing it well. So, according to the present 
day code, I would be justified in assuming a 
“don’t-give-a-damn” attitude about the rest of 
the Company’s affairs. However something very 
elemental within me disagrees with such an 
assumption.

Whatever of this world’s goods we may own, 
about the most valuable thing anyone of us 
possesses is his job. The permanency of that 
job means more to most of us than the amount of 
wages we may be paid for doing it. The old 
adage, “Half a loaf is much better than none,” 
may be homely, but it is true. Even if, as 
emoluments go, it’s not much of a job, yet if we 
know that it is secure and permanent, as long as 
we do it competently, we feel safe.

But wages do not come out of the thin air; 
any employer, whether the manager of a big in
dustry or the proprietor of a corner grocery store, 
must first earn the money before he can pay his 
employees. The permanency of a job, therefore, 
depends almost entirely upon the prosperity of 
the business.

So if we earnestly want to insure the perma
nency of our jobs in the valve business, the best 
way to do it is to bend every energy toward 
increasing the business of Walworth Company; 
to create goodwill and support in the community; 
to eliminate waste and inefficiency in production; 
and to make suggestions which may be trans
lated into dollars and cents. We must realize 
that we are not employees of the Company. No! 
We are the Company. When we get this through 
our heads then there will be sufficient income to 
pay our wages regularly.

Walworth is struggling to pull over the top of 
a mighty stiff grade. I don’t believe we ought 
to leave its destiny entirely up to the man at the 
throttle. It needs every ounce of loyal effort we 
can supply it. In short, we have to be boosters 
instead of “I-don’t-give-a-damners”.

For effectiveness we must bind ourselves to^^ 
gether. My suggestion is the formation of a 
service club known as the Walworth K.W. Club. 
With a solid front there are many things we can 
do to promote prosperity for Walworth and our
selves. We can let the merchants and firms with 
whom we do business know that we work for 
Walworth and that employment makes possible 
our purchases. We can constantly be on the 
lookout for chances to recommend Walworth pro
ducts and to demand that they are used in public 
buildings in our community. We can create 
goodwill by sponsoring employee activities, pro
ducing motion pictures in the shop to show service 
clubs and school children how our products are 
made, what we make, our good working condi
tions, plant athletics, etc. And last but not 
least, we can use every opportunity in our con
tacts to drive home the fact that industries are 
staggering under the handicap of oppressive 
legislation.

The possibilities of such a program are limit
less.

THE CHRISTMAS TREE
The Christmas tree with its hanging toys, in 

which we all delight, was a custom borrowed from 
the Romans, and is told about by the poet, Virgil.

However, the Christmas tree seems to have had 
its origin in Egypt at a period long before the 
Christian era.

DRUG STORE COWBOY
He is the type of fellow that goes into a drug 

store for a nickle drink, and expects it with two^ 
glasses of water, the use of a table for an houi. 
the opportunity of listening to a radio, the right 
to read a thirty-five cent magazine, the privilege 
of three ten minute conversations over the tele
phone. and then complains because the place is 
not air-conditioned.

It is true that we all make mistakes but there is 
no need for us to respond to encores.
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SAFEGUAKDING (TI'OI.A MEN. Charles Demmler, our foundry equipment 
engineer, has designed and has now in service this safety device for the pro
tection of men working inside the cupola of the Grey Iron foundry. One view 
shows the guard resting on the bottom of the charging doors, protecting the 
men who chip the inside of the cupola from falling objects. The other view 
shows the guard elevated to the top of the charging door and resting on 
legs. This enables workmen to pass material through the door and protects 
workmen making the bottom. The idea isn’t new as we have had a guard for 
many years but the added protection is due to the fact that the old guard 
had to be removed when passing material through the charging doors. With 
this guard in place the danger of injury from falling objects is entirely 
eliminated.

-4 ..........

Production and Orders
Relying on a backlog of orders 

which October had brought to the 
plant, November production in tons 
to stock was higher than that of Oc
tober, and appreciably higher than 
the average monthly production in 
tons for the year 1938.

Likewise we find the total plant 
hours worked in November greater 

'Wthan the plant hours worked in Oc
tober this year, and greater than the 
plant hours worked in November of 
last year. Inasmuch as the number 
of employees today is approximately 
one hundred men less than the num
ber of employees in the Kewanee 
Works cne year ago, the average 
number of hours of work per em
ployee for the period of a mjnth to
day is greater than the average hours 
per employee one year ago.

Inventories also have not suffered 
in strengthening the hours worked; 
for inventories today are appreciably 
lower than they were one year ago, 
and they have maintained a steady 
level for the past six months.

Orders for the month of November 
did not compare with orders booked 
during the month of October. Volume 
was less than the average tonnage 
per month in the year 1937 but it 
has showed the strength of increas
ing the last four months.

What the year of 1939 may have in 
store for any one of us or all of us 
as a manufacturing unit is a matter 
of faith and confidence. Based on the 
fact that every employee of this or
ganization has given his best efforts 
and skill trained by years of experi
ence in manufacturing valves and fit
tings, the quality and service of our 
products today have established a 
preference for “Walworth'’ in the 
field by jobbers and users of our 
products.

Preference for any merchandise is 
contagious, for satisfied customers 
tell prospective buyers of their pref
erence, and so the successful business 
grows.

It takes time and hard work to win 
preference in any business undertak
ing, and it is not won by ballyhoo. 
Only through skill, reliability, hon
esty, thoroughness, and experience is 
it gained. Once these qualities are 
established in the product which is 
sold to the trade, the customer finds 
them of great value in service, and 
;:;he business then becomes increas- 

^■^ingly valuable to both the jobber and 
consumer in the field.

If “Preference for Walworth” is the 
one asset so valuable to both job
ber and consumer, then “Preference 
for Walworth” is likewise invaluable 
to employee and manufacturer. In any 
business undertaking where the prod
uct is the choice of every one from 
the employee to the consumer, there 
exists a teamwork which spells suc
cess to all in their business under
taking and relations.

Lubricated Plug Valve
l».v Em l.iiitlhevk

Jitterbug—
Bob Ouart had the entire plug 

valve department cheering for him, 
but still he did not win a prize in 
a recent jitterbug contest.
Please Do Something—

The Garlands have sent a letter 
to Santa asking him to drop off a 
few Olsons and Andersons at Notre 
Dame. It seems like the Swedes make 
the best football players after all. 
Then Came the Crash—

Notre Dame 0
Southern California 13 

(Every Swede has his day. My 
thanks to Gulshen for the half dol
lar.)
Popgun—

Red Wasson is looking for a big
ger gun to kill rabbits. His 8-gauge 
is too small.
Statistics Don’t Lie—

I still think Minnesota is the best 
football team. Check for yourself. 

Northwestern 7, Notre Dame 10 
(N. D. 3 points better.)^ 

Northwestern 13, Wisconsin 20.
(Wisconsin 7 points better.) 

Minnesota 21, Wisconsin 0. 
(Minnesota 21 points better.) 

Greetings—
Merry Christmas and Happy New 

Year to All, and I do mean YOU.
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Red Cross Thanks Us For 
Confidence and Support

A letter of thanks to the employees 
of the Walworth Company, Kewanee 
Works, has been received from the 
Kewanee branch chapter of the Amer
ican Red Cross. It expresses appre
ciation for our generous response to 
the annual Red Cross roll call and 
gratitude for our continued loyal sup
port, which demonstrates confidence 
in the American National Red Cross 
and the local unit.

John C. Coonley and J. H. Howieson 
of Walworth Company had published 
in the December 14th issue of the 
American Machinist magazine an article 
describing how sintered carbide tipped 
tools are being used successfully for 
cutting operations on valve parts and 
fittings Employees who wish to read 
the article will find a copy of the mag
azine in the reading room of the Shop 
Office building.

Notice: Anyone having any kind of 
moving to do is referred to Oscar 
Thompson of the Union department. 
For recommendation see Ray Welch.

Seems as though Orv Bond played 
Santa to himself. He got a brand new 
Buick coupe.
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noon notes

Union and Tapping: 
Inspection

l*y Pete Stull I

William Brose, tapping inspector, 
was married on Saturday, December 
10th. His bride’s maiden name was 
Lexie Bauders. Our best wishes to 
the couple.

Jimmy Hill of the Union and his 
wife are the proud parents of a baby 
boy, born Friday, November 23.

Bill Kuster is seriously ill, we un
derstand. Our best to him for a 
speedy recovery.

Charlie Hill of the Union had the 
misfortune to fall down the porch 
steps. The accident necessitated 
stitches on a bad ankle cut, but 
Charlie is a game fellow and returned 
to work before the injury was com
pletely healed.

Pinkie Jewel of the Union is a 
high class poultry man, but his chick
ens have the seasons mixed. Some are 
setting now. How come, Pinkie ?

Some people like eggs in their 
beer and some don’t. Otto Kuster, 
we are told, is an authority on the 
matter.

Walter Tietz has a new sideline— 
hi-jacking.

Malleable Core Room
by Florence Yolght

Martha Hamilton is the new girl 
in our wire room.

Cupid claimed another score when 
Anna Bachert and John William Foltz 
were married. Anna was one of our 
efficient packers.

From now on Mary Clark will once 
more be Mary Bubnick. Mary resumed 
her maiden name after divorce pro
ceedings.

Virginia Goodwin reports a pleas
ant week-end with relatives and 
friends in the Tri-Cities.

Tillie Dixon was plenty busy while 
she entertained guests from Canada.

Dollie Davis beat us all getting the 
first Christmas card. It came from 
the East.

All the girls in this department 
wish each and everyone a Merry 
Christmas and a Happy New Year.

Tool Making:
by llill Kurus

Ray Behnke had better emit knock
ing Ray Donaldson’s work on the 
floor or there will be trouble.

Bobby Lee wants a cannon for 
Christmas so that he can hit a rabbit 
when he goes hunting.

We wish to extend our sympathy 
to Jack and Charlie Whetstone, who 
recently lost their father.

Congratulations to Mr. and Mrs. 
Les Wager on the birth of a boy, born 
Sunday, December 11. We’re ready 
for the cigars, Les.

All Earl Olson wants for Christ
mas is a team at Minnesota that can 
beat Notre Dame.

I wish to take this opportunity to 
wish everybody a Merry Christmas 
and a Happy New Year.

.Miss Helen Peacock, 
popular young; olTiee 
girl, was united In 
marriage with Francis 
y.onkle on Wednes- 
tlay, November -H. 
Tlie ceremony wan 
performed In \ Islta- 
tion rectory of Ke- 
wanee by the Rev
erend Father Hurke. 
The newlywed* took 
a honeymoon trip 
south, hut have re
turned and now re
side In an apartment 
at the corner of 
Grove and Prospect 
streets. Our best 
wishes to them.

Pattern Shop
by 10d Hoejl

Walt Whitehouse had to withdraw 
from the jitterbug contest when he 
twisted a rib in training. He also had 
to lay off work for a couple of days.

Since pools passed out with the 
end of the football season, Chick Ma- 
jeski has to get along on his pay 
check.

Bus Stuhlstatz is glad football is 
over, too. He won two packs of cigar
ettes, but he figures they cost him 
two bucks a pack.

Don Peck isn’t going to take any 
more Peoria pools this year. After 
winning three in one year, he is start
ing to worry about his income tax, 
but just watch him go next year.

Rabbit fever has just about scared 
the gang in the Pattern Shop out of 
shooting bunnies. So its a good thing 
there isn’t any bull fever or Red 
Ansley would be in bed for the rest 
of the winter.

New Year’s Eve is pretty far away, 
but Ed Miles’ eyes are beginning to 
look blood shot already.
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Flash Back
When a flashy five yard fullbacV^v 

converts into a ping pong playt 
that’s “sumpin;” when the same ping 
pong player converts into a bingo 
player, that’s “sumpin” else; but 
when said bingo player changes to 
a jitterbug fan, that’s the end for 
us. We are still wondering why Em 
Lindbeck reserved seats for the sec
ond show before the first show was 
over. Will someone kindly enlighten 
us on these numerous and varied 
changes in Em’s hobbies?

As an afterthought we would like 
to call Mr. Lindbeck’s attention to 
Illinois defeating Chicago, 34-0.

"Illiic lllini" Kuhn 
••Head Arm” Red

Nipple Department
liy .lack Haynard

I saw in the paper some time back 
where Waif red Hanson paid the piper.
Oh well, if you want to dance you 
must pay the fiddler. (Ed Brown just 
roared with glee.)

Mr. and Mrs. Frank Wisneiwski be
came the proud parents of another 
baby girl, born at (5:30 A.M. Thurs
day, December 8th.

William Lizdas has been off work 
with a case of mumps. We hope to 
have him back with us soon.

Foreman Dave Peacock has a new 
hobby now of collecting relatives. 
Just recently he has collected a grand
child and son-in-law. Some time back 
he collected a daughter-in-law.

Just the other day as Ed Brown 
was cutting and threading nipples 
from a long length of pipe, a wild 
rabbit tumbled out in front of him,
Ed says it was in the pipe for about 
an hour, rolling around with the pipe 
as it was being threaded. The rabbit 
sure showed it as it was very groggy 
when it finally decided to come out.
It fell into the machine and was cov
ered with oil which made it a sorrow
ful sight, indeed.

llill Lyle, lelrran  ̂
Wahvorlh pneke 
was recently elect*. 
Noble Grand of (lie 
Ivewnnee Imlitf of 
tlie I.O.O.F. We eon- 
Brat. late llill on tlie 
honor his brothers 
bestowed upon him. 
In view of the fact 
that Hill is special 
policeman In our fair 
city, perhaps his 
election is due to the 
fact that tlie Odd 
Fellows wanted to 
get the law on their 
side. However, lie’s 
a swell guy and de
serves the honor.



Hold the Binder
Professor: “Can you give me an 

example of a commercial appliance 
used in ancient times?”

Student: “Yes, sir, the loose leaf 
system used in the Garden of Eden.”

Closed Shop
“There’s a man to see you, sir.”
“I’m busy; tell him to take a chair.”
“He has, sir; he’s taken them all 

along with the table and he’s moving 
out the big desk now. He’s from the 
installment furniture company.”

Jingle Bells
As many mince pies as you taste 

at Christmas, so many happy months 
you will have.

—Old English saying.

Time Dandruffs On
A fly was walking with her daugh

ter on the head of a man who was 
very bald. “How things change, my 
dear,” she said. “When I was your 
age, this was only a footpath.”

En Guarde!
Customer (getting rough shave): 

“1 say, barber, have you another 
razor?”

Barber: “Yes. Why?”
Customer: “I want to defend my

self.”

And No Hangover
“Poor Danny! He died from drink

ing shellac.”
“At least he had a fine finish.”

Sure! Sure!
Former: “Dick, old man, can you 

et me have five ... ?” 
w Latter: “No ...”

Former: “ . . . minutes of your 
time ?”

Latter: “ . . . trouble at all, old 
scout.”

Ash Disposal
“Those are my brother’s ashes in 

the jar on the mantle.”
“So the poor fellow has passed to 

the great beyond.”
“Heck, no! He’s just too lazy to 

find an ash tray.”
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Simple Santa
Tommy (on Christmas morning): 

“Where does Santa Claus get all his 
things, Mamma?”

Mamma: “Oh, he buys them I sup
pose.”

Tommy: “Well, he must be a jay 
to let any one palm off a tin watch 
on him.”

The Inference
Lady (to clerk): “I want to select 

a suitable Christmas gift for my hus
band.”

Clerk: “Yes, madam; you’ll find 
cheap ties in the damaged-goods de
partment.”

Cunning Mother
“What did you get your baby for a 

Christmas present?”
“I took $10 from the little darling’s 

bank and bought him this lovely table 
lamp.”

Returned Present
“Well, Willie, your sister has given 

herself to me for a Christmas pres
ent. What do you think of that?”

“That’s what she done for Mr. 
Bunker last year, and he gave her 
back before Easter. I bet you’ll do 
the same.”

Artistic
When the pie was served at the 

Christmas dinner its edge was seen 
to be scalloped in a peculiar manner.

“How did you ornament this pie 
so beautifully?” Mrs. Smith asked 
her cook.

“Shur, mum, that was aisy enough. 
I jist run me false teeth around it.”

The Price Test
“He is going to give her an um

brella for a Christmas present.”
“Are they engaged or married?”
‘Married. Why?”
“Oh, I just wanted to know whether 

he would splurge at $9 or economize 
at $1.50.”

Heavy Finance
Englishman (in poker game): 

“Well, I’ll wager a bally pound on 
this.”

American (holding four aces): “I 
dunno much about your darn English 
money, but I’ll raise you a couple of 
tons!”

Must Catch Him First
“You see, sonny, I always believe 

in fighting the enemy with his own 
weapons,” said the uncle.

“Really?” gasped Tommy. “How 
long does it take you to * sting a 
wasp ?”

Useless Remark
“Oh. dear, I’ve missed you so 

much,” and she raised the revolver 
and tried again.
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The Honeymoon
“Did you go on a honeymoon, 

Suzabelle ?”
“Ah suppose you might call it dat, 

ma’am. Henry done help me wid the 
washin’s de fust week.”

Wanna Buy A Duck
A story going the rounds concerns 

the unhappy Jew who was carrying 
a duck down Berlin’s Wilhelmstrasse 
when a Storm Trooper stopped him 
and asked: “What do you feed that 
duck?” “Wheat,” said the Jew. 
Whereupon the Storm Trooper 
knocked him down and kicked him, 
saying: “You dog, don’t you know 
wheat is for humans?”

The Jew resumed his walk and was 
stopped by a second Storm Trooper. 
Asked what he fed the duck, he an
swered “Corn”. “Corn is for horses” 
said the Storm Trooper and the Jew 
was knocked down again.

Once again the Jew started off, 
only to be stopped by a third Storm 
Trooper, who asked: “What do you 
feed that duck?”

“So what,” said the Jew. “1 give 
him a nickel and he buys what he 
wants.”

“Our” Worries
The bride of a few weeks noticed 

that her husband was depressed.
“Gerald, dearest,” she said, “I know 

something is troubling you, and I 
want you to tell me what it is; your 
worries are not your worries now, 
they’re our worries.”

“Oh, very well,” he said. “We’ve 
just had a letter from a girl in New 
York, and she’s suing us for breach 
of promise.”

“Kid” Blank
The following ad appeared recent

ly among the personals in an eastern 
paper:

If Wilbur Blank, who deserted his 
wife and babe 20 years ago, will re
turn, said babe will knock his block 
off!”

Small Change
“Well,” remarked a married man, 

after examining his friend’s new fiat, 
“I wish I could afford a place like 
this.”

“Yes,” said his friend, “you mar
ried men have better halves, but we 
bachelors usually have better quar
ters.”



Christmas Message
Much muddy water has gone over the dam 

during the past year and muddy water does not 
make good fishing, either for fish or for orders 
of valves and fittings.

The dam did not break although it cracked in 
several places, so we look forward with more con' 
fidence in the possibilities of 1939, and our success 
will depend upon our individual efforts combined 
with good team work.

May we be on the alert to protect the ad' 
vantages we now have and diligent in reaching 
out for those opportunities that the future holds 
for the intelligent and persistent worker.

With best wishes for a Merry Christmas and a 
Happy and Prosperous New Year.

Season’s Qreetings
Once again, a Merry Christmas and Happy 

New Year to you.
Each recurrent Christmas brings “The First 

Christmas” to mind. The Babe in the manger; 
the Wondrous Star; the Wisemen; the Shepherd; 
the .Angel’s Chorus.

Whether it is Sint J^icolass Ar>o?id on ice swept 
ocean shores; whether it is Christ\indli in endless 
row of sleds and tinkling bells, zigzagging in 
moonlight over glistening snowy mountains to 
reach a hearth in the Alps; whether it is children’s 
carols and joyous chimes at St. Paul’s in Trafalgar 
Square; or whether it is Midnight Mass with joy' 
ous chant and song at St. Peter’s, Rome; whether 
it is Henreu.se Noel, Gladelig Jul, or Merry Christ' 
mas—it is the Christmas Joy, the one universal 
language of the heart when childhood is wor' 
shipped in home as at the manger, by young and 
old as shepherd and wise man, and the Angel’s 
Chorus, “Peace on Earth, Good Will Toward 
Men,” is translated by carols and chimes in uni' 
versal joy for fellow men.


