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Fifty Pitchers To Compete
In Horseshoe Tournament

Courts, Beehive of Activity At Noon Times
Fifty entries were received in the big pre-winter horseshoe tourn

ament which is being sponsored by the Walworth Company to 
decide the hotly disputed question of who is the champion horse
shoe pitcher at the Kewanee Works. Drawings have been made 
and posted, so the battle to put on the most ringers is underway.

There are too many good men 
among the contestants to forecast 
the probable winner. However, Ed
win Blackledge, Bert Willetts, Ernie 
Robinson, Dale Kleinfall, Vic Lind
quist, Ed DeWulfe, John Shinkevich,

Monument At Gloucestor

and Ed Boeji are faces you may see 
at the peg in the late brackets. On 
the other hand, there are many dark 
horses who are either enjoying a 
double share of beginner’s luck or 
else have been holding out on us.

It is not possible for the committee 
in charge to schedule the matches, 
so it is up to the players to get in 
touch with their opponents and make 
arrangements for the play-off. Of
ficial tournament chart is posted at 
the Main Gate. All contestants are 
urged to follow this chart so as not 
to hold up the tournament. Results 
of the matches are to be turned in to 
the editor of the Walworth Crafts
man who will record them.

Courts are to the rear of the Wal
worth Girls’ Club building, near the 
bridge gate, and north of the paint 
shop. Official regulations for horse
shoe pitching are binding in all con
tests.

Contestants have the choice of 
using their own horseshoes or those 
furnished by the Company. Those 
who wish may purchase shoes for 
fifty cents a pair at the Stores Sup
plies department. Those who wish to 
borrow them for use on the shop 
courts may obtain them from the 
watchman at the bridge gate, the 
Malleable foundry office, or Ivan 
Conrads at the Paint Shop.

Acknowledgment is made of the 
assistance of J. E. Kemp, Ernie Rob
inson, Maurice Garland, Sr., Ward 
LaRue, and the management of the 
Kewanee Works in promoting and 
arranging this tournament which 
gives promise of becoming the big
gest athletic event in the shop this 
year.

We want every one to know what 
Safety means and to help bring it 
about.

MEET THK MITCHELLS. We present 
four generations, reading from left to 
right: G. M. Mitchell, L. R. Mitchell, 
holding Quintus R., and S. R. Mitchell, 
who will be remembered by many as 
manager here in 1920 and 1921. The 
Mitchells now live in the East. Latest 
reports are that they weathered the 
hurricane all right.

Walworth Men Attend 
Meeting of Foundry- 

men Held in Moline
Ten Kewanee Works’ men attended 

the September meeting of the Quad- 
City chapter of the American Found- 
rymen’s Association at the LeClaire 
Hotel, Moline, Illinois, on Monday 
evening, September 19. At the meet
ing they heard Mr. Donald Reese, 
foundry research engineer of the In
ternational Nickel Company, give a 
very instructive talk on “Producing 
Quality Grey Iron with a Cupola.”

Mr. Reese, the main speaker at the 
meeting, is a man who has' been in 
close contact with the field of melting- 
iron.

His topic was of real interest to 
men in the industry as he spoke of 
the equipment available for jobs and 
methods of operation, the composition 
selected for the sections to be in
volved and service requirements for 
use, and the metal handling tech
nique. Of particular interest to his 
Walworth listeners was his covering 
of the most economical ways to melt 
grey iron for a quality product.

Those who attended from Kewanee 
were William Burns, Lawrence Sul
livan, Robert Poison, Dale Nicholson, 
Tony Glaski, Fred Fulton, Paul Bub- 
nick. Albert De Connick, William 
Nobiling, and J. E. Kemp.

The Quad-City chapter is rated the 
most active of the Foundrymen’s As
sociation.
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Circus Animals Break Loose 
in Shop; Order Restored 

by Animal Trainer
Hop-n-Long Cassidy Ringleader 

in Ilreak.

Pandemonium reigned in the office 
of the Union department one morn
ing recently when Pete Stahl’s peer
less, three-ring flea circus broke loose. 
Employees were on the verge of hys
terics until Pete announced that the 
animals were harmless, their teeth 
having been extracted in infancy.

For years Pete has secretly and 
patiently been working with these 
winged mites, dreaming of the day 
when he and his incomparable troupe 
would be world famous and give a 
command performance before the 
King and Queen of England—which 
he hoped to arrange through “God 
Save the King” Bradbury.

As the little devils became per
fected in the art of formation flying 
and power diving. Pete thought it 
was high time for them to make their 
first public appearance. Believing 
that the shop gang was one of the 
most critical audiences in the world, 
he brought them to work with him 
one day for their theatrical debut. 
As he trod the concrete pathways to 
the shop he reasoned that it would 
be best to turn them loose unan
nounced, like street performers, for 
then their public appeal could be 
measured by the crowd which gath
ered around to watch. This he was 
going to do, but they broke loose 
before being given their cue.

Then fate took a hand. Stage- 
struck or panic stricken the midget 
squadrons confused the leader’s sig
nals and were disorganized. They 
went hog-wild, attacking everything 
in sight like a bunch of radicals. For 
a while the clerks engaged them in 
combat, but, outmaneuvered, were 
ready to beat a hasty retreat to the 
showers when Pete averted a com
plete route by informing them that 
they were being victimized by trained 
fleas on a rampage.

Trained fleas or not, they met 
death by insecticide, so Pete has to 
start all over again to develop his 
three-ring flea circus and the King 
and Queen will have to wait.

Hub Building Altered
For Office Force

Building on Main street which was 
formerly occupied by the Walworth 
Girls’ Club and in late years by the 
Community Service Project has been 
converted into an office building to 
alleviate the overcrowded conditions 
existing in the Main Office and the 
Shop Office buildings.

At present the building furnishes 
office facilities for C. L. Lane, F. W. 
Priestman, J. B. Roselund, and 
Maurice Garland, Jr. More will oc
cupy it later on.

Beckman & Duncan Find 
Two Day Foundry Con

ference Very Instructive
Superintendent E. W. Beckman and 

Hugh Duncan of the Malleable 
foundry were present at a two-day 
foundry conference held at the Uni
versity of Iowa, Iowa City, on Octo
ber 14 and 15. The conference was 
sponsored jointly by the Iowa and 
Illinois chapters of the American 
Foundrymen’s Association and the 
University of Iowa.

Conference covered core room prob
lems, molding sand, non-ferrous 
castings, production of good grey 
iron, pattern problems, refractories, 
and moulding equipment. Each sub
ject was handled by a man very well 
qualified to present the subject mat
ter in a practical intelligible way.

It gave about 250 foundrymen and 
executives from the most progressive 
foundries in the middle west a chance 
not only to hear lectures and ask 
questions but also to discuss prob
lems with competitors and colleagues.

Statement Walworth Aid 
Association for Month of 

September 1938
Cash on Hand Sep. 1, ’38 $1,762.90 
Dues Received

during the month, 790.00
$2,552.90

Disbursements
Benefits a/c Sickness 
and Accidents 675.00 
F. A Castle, Salary 25.00 700.00 
Cash on Hand Oct. 1,’38 $1,852.90

No Lost Time Acci
dents Are Reported at 

October Safety Meeting
No lost time accident was reported 

at the October safety committee 
meeting held on Thursday, October 
6, so committeemen immediately took 
up the business of taking every pre
caution to avoid any mishap marring 
this month’s record.

Secretary A. F. Griggs reported 
that unsafe conditions reported at 
the previous meeting were inspected 
and removed. Loose bolts sticking up 
on new platform at the stockhouse 
were fixed so as not to be a hazard. 
The steam trap in the Tapping de
partment was eliminated. Danger 
existing at doorway leading from 
the Machine Repair department to 
the yards was remedied by placing a 
chain across the doorway instead of 
installing steps at this location where 
they are unnecessary. Stairs leading- 
down to steel stores basement were 
roughed up to prevent slipping and 
a number of guards were placed on 
machines.

Mrs. Pollock reported that sand 
hoppers on the second floor of the 
Malleable core room are badly in need 
of repairs and are also a tripping- 
hazard. These repairs were promised.

Herman Zachan reported that nev 
plates are needed to make trucking 
more safe. This will be referred to 
the Maintenance Department. He al
so reported that floors in the Stock- 
house are in need of repairs, espe
cially at the approach of elevator on 
third floor.

Stewart Patterson expressed his 
opinion that a guard should be placed 
underneath 6 inch belt in the Sheet 
Metal department.

That unsafe habit may cause an 
accident when you least expect it.
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Main Office
by Su«le Taylor

The Electric Eye, part of the equip
ment of our Water Cooler, on second 
floor of the main office, has proved 
to be quite an attraction for every
one. Our unsolicited demonstrator has 
had quite a good time helping those 
who are curious, but a little bit leery, 
to try it out.

Genevieve Mills, Iris Ingle, Hannah 
Bowman, Signild Binkley, Mae An
derson and Nell Harding spent the 
Saturday afternoon of October 1st, 
shopping in Peoria.

The girls of the Walworth Office 
were guests of the former Jessie 
Fischer, of our Billing Department, 
at her home on East Fifth Street, 
Wednesday evening, September ‘28th.

Listed among the famous, in the 
Who’s Who of our Order Department, 
will be found the nameof “SNIFFER” 
Olson.

We are all very glad indeed to 
have Elva Richards back again with 
us.

Bud Peterson has been saved sleep
less nights, worry, time, and trouble, 
of figuring out the cost of furnishing 
a modern five room home. Several of 
his Accounting Department asso
ciates, having profited by experience, 
just recently prepared a detailed list 
of furnishings, supplies, and so forth, 
listed the cost of each article, found 
the grand total, and presented the 
same to our friend Bud.

A nice juicy Fannie Mae, plus an 
inserted piece of buck shot, provided 
a great deal of entertainment and 
alarm for the Order Department the 
other afternoon.

Theresa Ebel, of Washington, D. C., 
visited our office, Wednesday after
noon, October 19th.

Harold Seyller of the Cost depart
ment was a spectator at the Notre 
Dame-Illinois game, which was played 
in the Notre Dame stadium at South 
Bend.

A buckeye carefully placed in a 
box of chocolates on Mae Anderson’s 
desk proved to be a trap into which 
our friend Art Eastin fell.

Why did Mabel Ericson of the Bill
ing department need a pillow to sit 
on the morning after the department 
had a wiener roast?

Pete Stahl sat on a box in front * 
of the ticket stand at Wrigley field 
from 1 p. m. to 9 a. m. to see the 
first game of the World Series.

Frank Rotz of the Grey Iron 
scratch room has 260 turkeys he is 
grooming for the Thanksgiving and 
Christmas markets.

Visitor
G. E McDonald, credit manager for 

the Walworth Company, was a recent 
visitor at Kewanee Works.

Bert J. Ryan, Foreman of 
Switching Crew, Retires

Forty-fight of HI* Seventy Yean 
Given to ItailrondH.

Saturday, October 22, was Bert 
Ryan’s birthday. Seventy birth anni
versaries had come and gone with 
Bert and he was more or less ac
customed to having them. But this 
one was different, entirely different 
from all the rest he had ever ob
served. It was the first time he pre
sented himself with a swell birthday 
gift. He retired. Yes, Bert retired af
ter giving close to half a century of 
service to railroading.

For the benefit of those who do not 
have the pleasure of knowing him, 
Bert J. Ryan was the popular fore
man of the Burlington switching crew 
who served Kewanee faithfully for 
many years. He practically grew up 
with the railroads of this country of 
ours, being a railroad man for 48 
years and working on roads in nearly 
every part of the nation.

Bert started as a brakeman in 
Beardstown in 1890. His long service 
record has taken him through many 
stops along the great Burlington sys
tem, landing him in Kewanee in 
charge of the switching crew thirty- 
six years ago. His work gave him an 
excellent opportunity to mark the 
great advancement in Kewanee’s in
dustrial growth and in railroad gen
erally. He recalls when our plant was 
the Western Tube company and our 
chief product was wrought iron pipe. 
He remembers the shop being sold to 
the National Tube company and later 
being resold to the Walworth Com
pany. As these things have gone on 
under his eyes Bert has handled more 
than a million cars of freight in Ke
wanee.

A missing finger on one hand is 
mute evidence of the old days of 
switching when the cars were coupled 
with a link and pin, the brakeman 
guiding the link into the coupling and 
dropping a pin in place to hold it 
there. This, of course, had to be done 
as the cars came together and was a 
source of many accidents. Now the 
link and pin have been replaced by an 
automatic coupler and the danger 
eliminated.

Bert also vividly remembers the 
days of the hand brakes on top of 
cars before someone conceived the 
idea of air brakes, to say nothing of 
the slower, poorer equipment in the 
way of engines, cars, and roadbeds. 
He can tell you stories of several 
railroad accidents he was in, if you 
like your stories with a sprinkling of 
grimness and a dash of blood.

His railroad life is in reality the 
life of the railroad in that it spans 
the gap from what was little more 
than an experimental era to the 
streamliners and Deisel power of to
day. Strangely enough the railroads 
grew and prospered when hampered
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Bert J. Ryan
only by that poorer equipment. Now 
with governmental meddling they are 
the nation’s No. 1 needy child, which 
causes a fellow to wonder.

Ryan’s service to Walworth has 
been something of inestimable value. 
Always a good railroader he was also 
a top salesman in that he gave us the 
best service in his power and we 
frankly admit that he was often im
posed upon.

That he is much beloved by the 
Walworth family is shown by their 
joy in his achievement of a job well 
done, mingled with the sad note 
struck by the realization that Bert 
will not make his daily stops any
more. Yet we know of no man who 
is more deserving of the right to stop 
and rest. His satisfaction should be 
great.

Bert Ryan was born in Marshall
town, Iowa, October 22, 1868. He now 
retires on pension to his home at 807 
Rose street, Kewanee. Despite his 
seventy years, Bert is in good health 
and gets around with the agility of 
men a score of years younger. It is 
our earnest hope that he will con
tinue in the best of health so as to be 
able to enjoy his retirement for many 
years to come.

Our toast then is to a man who 
leaves his place as we say, “Well 
done, Bert, old boy.”
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Bowlers Fight to Climb
Out of League Cellar

Competition has proven a bit too 
tough for the Walworth bowlers in 
the Kewanee Classic League at the 
Sportsman Inn. Erratic play has

filaced them well in the cellar of the 
eague. Team standing on Monday, 

October 17, was as follows:
Team W. I,.

C. Lee 4 Tires...................... 13 2
Heldeman & DeClerk...l2 3
Waunee Farm Post.... 11 4
4 Way Inn............................. 7 8
Sportsman Inn ................. 7 8
Yordy Coffee Shop.......... 4 11
Walworth ............................  4 11
D & V Bottling Works. 2 13

Captain Ray Warren of the Wal
worth bowling team is searching for 
alternates. Anyone employed by the 
Company who wishes to bowl should 
give his name, address, and telephone 
number to Ray.

Wages and Hours Bill
Effective October 24

The Federal Fair Labor Standards 
Act of 1938, better known as the 
Wages and Hours Bill, became effec
tive on Monday, October 24. The Act 
limits working hours to 44 hours a 
week and sets a minimum wage of 
25 cents an hour. Its provisions do 
not atFect the majority of Walworth 
workers under present operating 
schedules.

Production and Maintenance de
partment heads were called into Su
perintendent E. W. Beckman’s office 
foi instruction in the articles of the 
Bill and how to abide by them.

Without adieu or commotion Wal
worth quickly adjusted its routine to 
fall within the boundaries of the new 
law. It is a credit to the Company 
that few changes had to be made, for 
this shows the fairness of the Com
pany’s policy, which for the most part 
has standards high above those set 
by the law.

Brass Finishing
l»> Kv Stewarl

Keith Johnson is walking on air 
these days. His wife presented him 
with a boy. Where are the cigars, 
Keith ?

Slug VanBrandghen was the only 
one who picked the Yankees to take 
four straight.

Vance Kazlowski cannot under
stand why he hasn’t been able to come 
out on top in picking the football 
scores in the local paper.

John Hedenstedt won two pools on 
the World Series, one for $1, the 
other for .$18.

When you take a chance you in
vite your own destruction.

Take a Walk Around 
Yourself

When you’re criticizing others,
And are finding here and there 

A fault or two to speak of,
Or a weakness you can tear; 

When you’re blaming some one 
Or accusing one of pelf—

It’s time that you went out
To take a walk around yourself.

There’s a lot of human failures 
In the average of us all,

And lots of grave shortcomings 
In the short ones and the tall; 

But when we think of evils
Men should lay upon the shelves 

It’s time that we all went out 
To take a walk around ourselves.

We need so often in this life 
This balancing set of scales, 

Thus seeing how much in us wins 
And how much in us fails;

But before you judge another,
Just lay him on the shelf,

It would be a splendid plan
To take a walk around yourself.

Safety Committee 
for Month of October

Emil Wirth, Chairman 
Herman Zachan 
Ernest Bengston 
Mrs. Anna Pollock 
Lawrence Sullivan 
Stewart Patterson 
A. F. Griggs. Secretary

Tool Making
by Hill liuriiM

Jack Whetstone and family re
turned last week from a trip to Ber- 
ham, Minnesota, where they attended 
his wife’s father’s funeral.

We wonder why Ray Behnke looked 
so embarassed the other morning. 
Better watch that, Ray. Safety first, 
you know.

Cecil Becker either thinks he is 
Barney Oldfield or that Eighth street 
is a race track. Which is it, Beck ?

Ray Donaldson seems to be picking 
them wrong this year. His losses on 
bets have almost left him broke.

Les Wager picked the wrong team 
in the World Series when he bet this 
reporter.

Visitors
D. Evans Duemler and F. H. More- 

head were visitors at the Kewanee 
Works this month. Mr. Duemler is a 
salesman in the West Coast terri
tory and is particularly interested in 
lubricated plug valves. He showed us 
several photos of plug valve installa
tions and a picture of a demonstra
tion trailer for Christmas tree valves, 
which is to appear in Walworth To
day.

m

When It’s Festival Time,
Don’t Forget to Enjoy Mitton- 
burgers at The Tick-Tock Shop

i,

Maynard Mitton, proprietor and 
manager of the Tick-Tock, the fa
mous home of Mittonburgers, has 
revolutionized merchandising. He’ll 
gladly let you pay Monday for a 
hamburger Tuesday. It is expected 
that this plan will treble his after- 
the-theater business.

On a recent purchasing trip to 
Demonia he fell in with some of the 
demons who gave him the magic 
formula for making demonburgers. 
Maynard guarantees that these will 
put hair on your chest, so why not 
winterize by starting to eat them 
now.

Yes sir, old sock, you’re always 
welcomed at the Tick-Tock where 
burgers are always delicious and the 
service is prompt.

Pattern Shop
by K(l Hoejl

We congratulate Mr. and Mrs. 
Ollie Roberts on the birth of their 
son. It is the first boy born to any 
man and wife of the wood pattern
makers in the last fifteen years. 
Everyone is trying to congratulate 
Ollie but he won’t quit bragging long 
enough to give them a chance.

We are happy to know that both 
Mr. and Mrs. Ewalt are on their feet 
again after being confined by illness 
for what seems like an awful long 
time. The gang was really pulling 
for both of them.

Pattern Shop chances in the horse- 
shce tourney took quite a rap when 
Ed Minor was forced to withdraw by 
a stiff arm. Minor started pitching 
in the late 90’s with mule shoes 
down in Missouri.

Ollie won five straight base ball 
pools and then got a baby bov. Still 
some people think that lightning 
never strikes in the same place.

Gene Rogers bought a set of horse
shoes. When he arrived heme, the 
wife asked him if he lost the horse 
on the way home.

George Wasson is now consulted 
by all Pattern Shop employees on 
scientific child raising.

Charles Horler, just back from 
England, says that Hyde Park hasn’t 
a thing on some of the talk you hear 
in Kewanee.

Time Marches On
Author: “This is the plot of my 

stoiy. A midnight scene. Two burg
lars creep stealthily toward the 
house. They climb a wall and force 
open a window and enter the room, 
the clock strikes one.”

Sweet Thing (breathlessly): “Which 
one?”
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THE BIG HIKE
by E. W. Beckman

(Editors Note: Due to widespread inter
est taken in the account of the Black 
Hawk Hiking Club’s trip through Mexico, 
which we published last year, Mr. Beck
man has been persuaded to give his 
'impressions of the Club’s hike through 
Canada this year.)

A. Edward Newton, author of “A 
Tourist in Spite of Himself,” once 
said:
“Young wav, get a hobby, pref
erably get two—one for indoors 
and one for outdoors. A pair of 
hobby-horses can safely be rid
den even in opposite directions, 
and it is a poor hobby which is 
not worth the candle.”
And thus we find ourselves and 

our friends variously prancing this 
horse in the hobby show parade, each 
according to his own interest by na
ture or by soul; some crashing the 
sand traps with their bogus score 
cards on our billion dollar green fair
ways of golf; some challenging the 
Peoria pools with galloping ghosts 
in football and baseball; others rob
bing past masters of art craft in old 
barns and dusty attics of antiques; 
some racing the motor cop for per
jury with provincial justices of 
peace; while others, some day may be 
toasting in Dante’s Inferno—because 
—the wily fish don’t bite.

In general, however, the average 
American with his multiplicity of 
duties in business life, finds in hob
bies a healthful and beneficial di
version, an escape which does make 
for steadier nerves and more sterling- 
qualities in later life.

The hills, the rivers, the caves, and 
the natural state parks radiating 
from the tri-cities of Moline, Rock 
Island and Davenport have lured the 
workers of these industrial centers to 
the woods, the fields, and streams of 
the surrounding wide open spaces, by 
hiking.

This small group of men and 
women who nineteen years ago con
sidered Starved Rock as a worthy 
undertaking for their annual big 
“round-up,” today has grown to a 
band of roving gypsies, known as the 
Black Hawk Hiking Club, who make 
scaling the walls of the Grand Can- 

' yon of Arizona, riding the waves of 
the Timagamy Lake, Hudson Bay 
District, or climbing the lava imbed
ded sides and snow capped crest of 
Mount Popocatepetl of old Mexico, 
their main objective of a year’s out
ing known among themselves as the 
“Big Hike.” Its membership’ consist
ing of 250 men and women coming 
from all walks of life, is now scat
tered over our states from Santa Clara 
California to Washington, D. C.

The Black Hawk Hiking Club has 
made cross-country hiking its chosen 
hobby. In answer to the question

Objective

sometimes asked, “Why ride trucks if 
hiking is your hobby?” we answer by 
the system of the New England Club 
who haul their bicycles to a distant 
spot of special interest, and then 
“pedal” the cobbled stone streets or 
graveled hills “because it saves time” 
—according to the judgment of a 
biased reason. We, however, as a 
group still prefer hiking to the bi
cycle.

In this hobby of touring the Black 
Hawk Hikers encounter many novel 
and unusual experiences, and early 
in spring we find them roaming to 
the home of J. H. Hauberg for camp
fire council and incidentally suggest
ing plans for going to some far away 
meeca of special historical interest 
and beauty. Soon a printed program 
follows, outlining and listing the con
templated trips for the ensuing year, 
with definite information as to the 
leaders of the group, the date, the 
meeting place, the distance, and the 
objective of the hike, whether of his
torical, biological, or recreational na
ture.

We find at least two such hiking- 
excursions listed for each month of 
the year, which in the past led us to 
such interesting places as Lincoln’s 
New Salem, The Dells of Wisconsin, 
Maquoketa State Park, Crystal Caves

of Iowa, Lowell State Park on Rock 
River, or winter trips down the froz
en Mississippi or adjacent hills on 
snow and ice.

Transportation, hotel accommoda
tions, and food never seem to worry 
this group of frolicking nomads, for 
we know that cattle shipped in one 
and one-half ton standard trucks al
ways reach their journey’s end; that 
two or three woolen blankets incased 
in a waterproof bed roll is freely 
air-conditioned as our modern “ex
treme” lined sleeping car; and, gal
vanized buckets with iron pans, a few 
steel skillets, when balanced on burn
ing driftwood and filled with food as 
compounded by our circus camp-fire 
girls can cook most welcome meals, 
which to a hungry hiker’s taste, rival 
those of good old threshing fame.

You can rest assured that when 
forty-seven out-door, rooting, trained 
hikers and their 9,736 tired and 
weary bones—for eighteen consecu
tive days rise up with an early 
Canadian sun, refreshed and with 
no pain, when girls vacationing, still 
talk of balanced food and calories 
they eat, the camp site and the food 
“just must be good,” or Captain 
Heinz would have been shot in 
mutiny with a bounty at Canadian 
sunrise—this group not even waiting 
for an hour of decent execution by 
Atlantic Daylight Savings Time in 
general use throughout the Maritime 
Provinces of Canada.

And so, on Thursday, August 11th, 
we see a nosey sun peeping through 
the trees at 5 A.M. to see what on 
earth might be going on here at Rock 
Island, J. H. Hauberg’s home. Here 
three one and a half ton standard 
trucks—one truck in bright aluminum 
garb, one painted a distinctive red, 
one in green—are assembled in the 
spacious yard, the trucks equipped 
with five foot latticed sideboards. A 
white canvas, six feet long and three 
feet wide with bold black letters 
“Blackhawk Hiking Club, Rock Is
land, Moline, and Davenport, Illinois 
and Iowa,” has been nailed conspicu
ously to the sideboards on either side 
of each truck.

New bedrolls, new smiling faces 
greeted us, fifteen new hikers were 
filling the gap of last year’s Mexico 
travelled absentees, many of whom 
had gathered with the group at the 
Hauberg’s home for the take-off of 
this trip.

To protect themselves from sun 
and wind burns when riding in the 
open trucks all kinds of pretty col
ored scarfs and handkerchiefs of 
various design are neatly draped 
as a guard, in a face mask with 
colored glass windshield, in Clevel
and extremely becoming headgear 
ever the hair, and sometimes in 
bands, sometimes a wide tie over
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the nose and mouth, but always ac
companied by a converging lower cor
ner of the scarf fluttering beyond 
the chin of the girls,—this corner 
easily lifted above the smiling mouth 
to enable the listener to distinguish 
words, smiles, and meanings of 
thoughts as they laughed and talked 
to neighbors, partners or cross truck 
members, when the noise of the truck 
or blast of wind tided to interfere.

In addition to the cleverly designed 
headgear, the slacks varying in col
ors from bright red or a green to 
the tan or a blue, with jackets either 
matching or bought in contrast, 
formed a travelling ensemble quite 
acceptable and practical to say the 
least, when climbing over side rails, 
in stomping over duffle bags, in feel
ing your way down end gates at 
night and in the dark, or lounging 
on the bedrolls in the heat of the 
day; it assumed the role of cool 
weather draperies when hot, or when 
accompanied by suede, leather, or 
plaid wool jackets, made riding in 
the rain and cold quite comfortable.

The ease of comfortable feeling of 
such an outfit is quite apparent when 
walking or riding in a group, the 
burden of the comedy with its kaleido
scope or variable and changeable 
colors, falls not on the individual 
but on the group. But at a time of 
stricter formality, aS the visit to 
cathedrals or a call at country side 
estates, the slacks and overalls gave 
way to skirts or rain proof dress, 
and save for the sun tattooed face, 
the identity of hikers was soon lost 
to that of tourists when mingling in 
the crowds.

It is amazing what conclusion or 
expression of imagination an active 
mind comes to when put to sudden 

test by surprise. 
A bunch of many 
colored hooded 
heads, peering 
through multi
colored sun 
glasses, highly 
cole red slacks, in 
contrast to the 
plaid wool skirt, 
or body draped 
in bright green, 
does paint a 
modernistic pic
ture for surprise, 
when it cemes 

rolling down upon you in a highly
colored cattle truck. Thus we were 
named the “Jack O'Lanterns”, “Moline 
High .lackers” by the country passed 
through, and one young, frightened 
Frenchman about five years old called 
out, “Mommer, it’s war again,” as 
he went running to the fisherman’s 
hut on St. Yvon.

Chattering excitedly, climbing up
and over the trucks, we watched our
president and leader, Heinz Max- 
einer, look over the tussle bags (bed 
rolls in duffle bags) adjust his 
smoked glasses and the little braided

marquis crowning the top of his Al
pine beret and after warmly 
clasping the hand of Mr. Hauberg 
who had led us on so many tours 
before, as he said goodbye and 
mounted his aluminum painted flag
ship. Two shrill blasts from his pa
trol whistle, together with cheers of 
the crowd—“On to Gaspe”’ put us 
on our way down 23rd Street hill, 
heading for the East.

Crossing Rock River, we headed 
east, sailing along the ripening corn 
fields and straw stacks in the neigh
boring fields where already small 
grain had been threshed. The mead-- 
ows and the rolling mounds seemed 
all too green for August days of these 
prairie farms whose hogs, cattle, 
chickens and produce feed the nation. 
We passed through Joliet with its 
prison, its quarries, and its gravel 
pits which serve the railroad and 
roads for miles around. Joliet’s mod
ern steel mills are rolling 1400 feet 
of % construction rod for each min
ute on each job. And in these mills 
in years gone by, we found an in
dustrious and determined lad making 
patterns, the guides, and pillow 
blocks of just such a rolling mill. He 
since has grown and advanced to 
vice president and manager and may 
we add “is one model pattern” as 
our guide and pillow block, this lead
er today—our own Vice President 
and Manager, A. J. Mather.

Eastward from Joliet we go to 
Bremen, Indiana, and as we roll 
along its Main Street this morning 
we stand and stretch and as we do 
so Irvin Goss, former Kewaneean, 
comes hustling into view. We shouted 
and waved, frantically calling his 
name. He looked surprised, then 
smiled and waved both hands as we 
drove by.

And now the soil is changing, the 
Hoosier lakes and clear water in its 
stiearns remind us of the sand dunes 
just beyond, as sandy hills appear.

The soil is loose and less fertile, and 
as we look around in the distance 
we see woods and virgin timbers still 
standing on these rolling planes. The 
sycamore and beech begin to greet 
us and soon the air is filled with 
a scent by distilled mint. Large fields 
of mint are growing at our side, 
while little smoke stacked houses 
with copper stills are smoking and a+ 
work. Here Indiana supplements Wis 
consin tobacco fields and their curing 
sheds by mint and reaps its $500 to 
$1000 on the acre by intensive work
ing on its land.

We now reach Elkhart and our 
schedule called for lunch. Our silver 
truck was first to arrive, so we vis
ited the business district of this rail
road town. We bought some food and 
found a park along the wooded shores 
of St. Joe River where we could eat. 
The Red Snail came plowing in about 
one half hour late and were ex
cused because ‘‘they knew a shorter 
route”. After a good luncheon and in
structions to the group just how not 
to get lost, we struck out eastward 
and north along the sylvan banks 
of the “Old St. Joe River” until it led 
us into Michigan by way of White 
Pidgeon and Sturgis.

The St. Joe River, though not large, 
is a beautiful stream in the rolling 
planes of upper Indiana and lower 
Michigan. Its waters, running clear 
on its sandy bed, wind incessantly 
through virgin woods and maple 
groves, the smooth-barked rugged 
beech with its dense shadows con
trasting boldly to the brown, green, 
and white mottled broad leafed syca
more in woods well cleared of under
brush, where cattle lazily roam at 
ease during the heat of the day. The 
further we go, the smaller the barn, 
the smaller the farm; but well paint
ed houses tell you of truck gardening 
and their orchards. Well kept vine
yards, berry patches and cherry, 
apple, peach, pear orchards all seem

Canadian Fields
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The “Jack
to ripen nicely under the heavy dews 
of the many nearby lakes, on a hot 
summer night, while the warm waters 
of Lake Michigan keep frosts away 
from beautifully coloring leaves dur
ing the fall and autumn days.

Ypsilanti and its play ground for 
the Michigan University boys like 
Ann Arbor shows more wooded hills 
until by weaving we reach the pretty 
Irish Hills of America and Hayes 
State Park out of Cambridge, where 
the highway and the lake, on camp
ing grounds bedecked with mosquito 
netting draped tents and trailers are 
crowded with week-end picnickers 
We spread our bedrolls, 340 miles 
from home, for our first night’s sleep 
of the trip. We cook our meals in the 
large stone fire place of the rustic 
built open shelter of the park, while 
the curious tourists are interested in 
the comparison of a sleeping bag and 
trailer as a bed, and their children 
tell us of the dance-halls and the 
views from top of the gay lighted 
twin towers on the neighboring Irish 
Hills, where at one glance you are able 
to see more than fifty lakes.

Friday, August 12th. We were up 
at five and so was the courteous 
state park patrolman who helped us 
with the wood and the fire for cook
ing and the bath room to bathe and 
shave. An early start before the heat 
of the day made the walking less 
crowded at Ford’s memorial village 
of Dearborn now about fifty miles 
away. We were told that this hobby 
takes one and one-half to two hours 
of Mr. Ford’s valuable time each 
day. Here he walks, and he plans, and 
he thinks, and he builds to the mem
ory of his friend, Thomas Edison, a 
mnseum and a village of the past, a 
school and technical institute for the 
future, whose textbooks you are well 
acquainted with by their use in our 
own training school. The project 
comprising more than 200 acres, cost

O’Lanterns”
millions. To study this vast program 
of programs of industrial history 
would take days not hours. Its ap
proach to the massive gates with its 
cleverly and systematically kept 
parking place for hundreds of cars, 
is interesting, but when once inside 
you begin to study the history and 
the progress of the many mechanical 
arts as outlined in historical steps of 
time from the original conception of 
an inventive mind—it is bewildering, 
yet system and logical sequence of 
time and achievements stand out in 
no uncertainty.

As you enter the spacious grounds 
through massive ornamental gates 
swinging from large square pillars 
of brick, you are faced by a forty 
foot green and red floral clock with 
white hands bringing to your attention 
the fact of the great past, as ‘ Time 
Marches On’’

The museum which we first visited 
is a vast building spreading out over 
eight acres. Shiploads of teakwood 
were brought from East India to 
build a hardwood floor of herring
bone design by far the largest floor 
in the world and guaranteed to last 
many hundred years.

The front of this museum is so 
long that it holds replicas of three 
historic American buildings: Inde
pendence Hall, Congress Hall, City 
Hall of Philadelphia, together with 
long arcades which form a pleasing 
design of excellent taste.

In this museum exhibits from the 
original conception of the invention 
down to the modern day, we see the 
original or the duplicate piece of 
equipment in actual development or 
evolution—“the concrete” in history.

Beginning with the most ancient 
plow used in preparing the soil, you 
follow the development from the 
planting of the seed, the cultivating, 
then harvesting, and finally the pre
paring or fabricating for the market. 
From the original wooden stake plow

to the modern tiers of gang of steel 
shares, from the sickle or the cradle 
scythe up through history to the 
reaper, from the flail down to the 
ultra modern combine—the past years 
of agriculture stand before you in 
sequence and in historical develop
ment.

And what you see in the agricul
tural section, you likewise see in 
manufacture, transportation, elec
tricity, aeronautics, automobiles, ra
dios, telephones, clocks and naviga
tion.

The story of transportation from 
chariots, ox carts, sleds, and colonial 
carriages, to covered wagon, stage 
coach, steam, electrical and gasoline 
automobiles, and then to the “stream
line” car of today.

In locomotives from the English 
“Rocket” to the original Hewitt 
Clinton, the wood-burners, down to 
the towering hulk of a modern 4-6-2 
passenger engine which today stands 
ready for service.

Airplanes from Wright’s experi
ments to the 1909 Bleriot, the “Pride 
of Detroit” which flew around the 
world, a Junkers, an autogyro and 
then to Byrd’s North and South Pole 
expedition planes.

And so we follow the lathe in 
manufacture, the steam engine in 
power plants, the original dynamo to 
three phases of electricity, the tex
tiles, the chemicals, the building 
world, until you come to a solid city 
block of radios, and an acre of old 
time clocks—in fact you stand amazed 
and almost go “cookoo” like the 
clocks you gaze upon.

And then the Greenfield village, in
describable as to historical value, not 
conceivable until you actually see it 
and study it. Built like our old New 
England towns around the village 
green, where the cows of our eariy 
settlers grazed, we have a town of 
historic houses and buildings some 
dating back to revolutionary Ameri
ca, built on curving roads and angling 
streets, original buildings, some wood, 
some brick, some stone, some of logs 
taken from Massachusetts, from 
Pennsylvania, from New Jersey, from 
the South, from England, and rebuilt 
into a town of seventy-five homes, 
stores, mills, schools, churches, and 
court houses too numerable to men
tion or describe.

You see Sir John Bennett’s Jew
elry store with its God and Magod 
after more than one hundred years, 
still standing up historic size in their 
niche of this old stone building, ham
mering the chimes every quarter hour 
and striking off the days of life. The 
store was picked up in the old down
town of London, England, and rebuilt 
opposite to the Old Town Hall in the 
village, the store and the silversmith, 
and jeweler now working at his craft. 
And the beautiful, rugged, gray stone 
Cotswold House with flowers grow
ing in crevasses in the stone slabbed 
roof, unrooted and transplanted from 
the hills of the shepherds across the
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ocean, the sterling- grand old fire
place in the kitchen given over to the 
rest and musings of Mr. Ford, the 
spacious varicolored flower garden at 
its side nursed by the sensitive ten
derness of his wife.

You visit the actual Illinois court 
house where Abraham Lincoln prac
ticed law and pleaded for his clients, 
you read his notes, his briefs, you 
see the chair of the Ford Theater in 
which he was shot by Booth, you 
watch the log fire in the fire place 
which since Herbert Hoover lit it nine 
years ago has not died out.

You enter the century old village 
general store with a complete stock 
of candle and tallow lights, lamps, 
ax handles, butter churns, spinning- 
wheels, wooden knitting needles, fab
rics, furs, and a complete stock of 
household necessities.

You worship as Mr. Ford does each 
day in the old Martha-Mary chapel. 
As you enter you hear a choir of 
young men with excellent voices sing 
old hymns to the old fashioned pas- 
torial reed organ, the thump of the 
foot treadle, guiding the hymnal in 
the hands of the director as he fans 
the ferver of their souls into the 
evangelistic zeal of the little brown 
church in the vale.

You see the shops and the skilled 
workmen today carrying on artisan 
crafts as of old, the weaver, the glass 
blower, the daguerreotype operator, 
the potter, the blacksmith, the 
cooper, the old round stone slabbed 
burr grist mill and the miller still 
grinding the Hour, the old Loranger 
saw mill slabbing the log and quar
ter cutting the lumber, and a silk 
mill weaves and spins the silk.

Here are the birth places of Guf
fey, Stephen Foster, the Wright 
brothers, Luther Burbank, the homes 
of Noah Webster, Edison, Steinmetz, 
Firestone, Ford’s original workshop 
and automobile, Wright’s bicycle

shop., Edison and his original labora
tories where he worked out the elec
tric light and where nine years ago 
at the dedication of same the great 
inventor re-enacted the discovery cf 
the incadescent lamp.

Edison met Ford forty-two years 
ago and was friendly to Ford when 
most people scoffed at him. He helped 
the gawky young inventor in advice 
and encouraged him in action when 
Ford’s one lunged coughing horseless 
carriage balked and had to be pushed 
back to the shop for repairs. It was 
Edison who stood by. Ford considers 
him the greatest American that ha's 
lived and is heralding his greatness 
to the (>00,000 who visit the museum 
each year and fostering his name by 
kindness to graduates of the Edison 
Institute of Technology, and schools 
here on the grounds.

And then last but not least, the 
true American spirit in the “hot dog 
wagon,” most welcomed because 
hours of tramping is conducive to an 
appreciation of the All-American dog. 
There is no restaurant on the 
grounds, so coffee and hamburger is 
a big help to the traveler. Back in the 
day when Ford was getting under 
way, this was the Owl Coffee Wagon 
in downtown Detroit where cab driv
ers, policemen, newspaper men, and 
prowlers in the order might have 
dropped in at all hours to stave off 
the drowsy spell of three o’clock in 
the morning. “Just one of Mr. Ford’s 
antiques, brother, just one of Mr. 
Ford’s antiques,” said the white 
starched chef as he handed over a 
delicious, hungry man’s sized ham
burger with a cup of steaming coffee.

Early this afternoon we had ar
rived at the threshold of Canada, 
Windsor, the custom house on the in
ternational bridge, the Ambassador.

Three truckloads of weaving, laugh
ing, Jack O’Lanterns of fanciful de
sign were trying to crash the gates

of Canada with
out passports. To 
this incriminat
ing evidence we 
added insult by 
pleading guilty 
to the king’s 
hangman’s nocse 
—we had no birth 
certificates wit'®' 
us. “Two o’cloc. / 
and not all’s 
well,” for the 
custom officers 
boarded the truck 
and questioned 

each of the riders as to citizenship, 
we stating age, occupation, and birth
place. By accent of English in answer 
to his questions, together with frank 
and quick statements as to place and 
date of birth seemed to satisfy the 
questionnaire as to entering the 
Dominion on a three weeks’ tour with 
the warning that we would again 
prove identity on returning into the 
States, or else? Heinz, cur leader, 
after his cross-examination as to 
citizenship cleverly stated the facts 
when he said, “My! My! These dukes 
at Windsor liked me so much that 
they wanted to keep me here.”

After being emphatically impressed 
by the great strides the Dominion 
customs had made in demands on 
crossing the border since our trip to 
Lake Timagamy four years ago, we 
immediately began storing the lard
ers in the city of Windsor with all 
kinds of Canadian vegetables, fruits, 
and baked foods, fully as good and 
with the same taste as those at home, 
save that instead of Quaker Oats we 
now ate Royal Yorke, instead of 
Uneeda Biscuits we ate Falcon Crest
ed wafers, instead of Uncle Tom’s 
Log Cabin syrup—Lome Doone Bee
hive Corn syrup soaked the pancakes, 
as better lighted billboards advertise 
Canadian wares.

“Salada Tea, the Empire Round”

)

[8]
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gaily pictured by the Fox Hunt in 
day, steeping in cups at “Social Ban
quets in English Manor,” colorfully 
pictured by dazzling Neon tubes at 
night, you meet on great built bill
boards, on vacant lots, and tops of 
conspicuous buildings in their cities, 
and also on the highways. Charlie 
McCarthy’s caffined Chase and San
born eyes would stare through many 
leepless nights if he could but know 

the truth—“Tea is the Drink, Salada 
is tea, so drink Salada Tea” as it 
is served in hotels, coffee shops, tea 
rooms, hamburger stands and in fill
ing station lunchrooms in the prov
inces.

Cigarettes “British Consoles — the 
mild blend,” Pall Malls—the natural 
blend, Phillip Morris the English blend, 
Buckingham the perfect blend, and 
“Sweet Caporals’’ (with red coat 
British lassies in Kingston military 
parade) —“they always blend”.

In America the sign language 
teaches the inherent power of gaso
line, a divine heritage handed down 
by the medium of dinnosaurs, (the 
Stegosaurus, Tricerotops, Tyrrosauros 
Rex, Brontosauros, Corythosauros, 
and the Puranodon) who lived and 
died with dense and the tropical 
swamplike forests, so that in luxury 
we may tour their world today.

But in the cold Northland, the start, 
the finish, of the “Marathon Gasoline” 
wins the race in steep climbs and 
traffic jams, the great survival of 
the fit. Its power of ENDURANCE 
is classed with the Seven Wonders of 
the World. Accordingly in Canada, 
the Greek warrior of Miltiades runs 
to deliver his important message to 
you on the billboards as he is run
ning in front of the Temple of Diana, 
the Tomb of Mausolus, Olypian Zeus 
and his Temple, the Pharos of Alex
andria, the Colossus of Rhodes, the 
Parthenon, the Pyramids, the Garden 
cf Babylon, which really was worked 
out artistically as well as large, the 
Athenian warrior always striking out 
in red against softer colors of white 
Mausolean marble, or the grey, the 
tan colored pillars of the temples, cr 
the bronze colors of the statue once 
at Rhodes.

Canada in resources is a great 
country. Excluding Labrador and 
New Foundland, which like the Do
minion are considered commonwealths 
of the English Empire, it is some
what greater in area than the con
tinental United States and within two 
percent as large as all of Europe. 
One sixth of this area is water, in the 
form of lakes and rivers to which 
Canada primarily owes its commer
cial development and especially the 
St. Lawrence. And lakes they are, 
when we comnare the Great Bear 
Lake, Great Slave Lake, and Lake 
Winnipeg, which are larger than our 
Lake Erie or Lake Ontario, on which 
we draw comparison for size. Alex
ander McKenzie, the trapper and the 
McKenzie River, David Thompson,
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the explorer, and the Thompson 
River, Simon Fraser and the Fraser 
River,—as the trapper, the hunter, 
the fur trader of the past performed 
his invaluable services in civilizing 
the Dominion,—so do these rivers to
day perform invaluable tasks and 
services in spreading civilization, by 
industrial development of their natur
al resources in hydro-electric cheap 
power, in harvesting their millions 
of acres of rich agricultural soil for 
food throughout the world today.

The fertile thousand mile farms 
with their millions of acres of rich 
agricultural soil stretching from the 
Laurent ians in the East to the 
Rockies in the west, though only cul
tivated to a small percent, are called 
the “granaries of the world,” and 
the fisheries of three oceans, the 
thousands of square miles of un
touched forests, more valuable than 
the minerals and wealth of Yukon 
mines almost untouched, make the
future commerce of this nation cer
tain and fully justifies the faith and 
aspirations so prevalent with the 
Canadians today.

From Windsor we 
surely hastened up 
the northern shore 
of Lake Erie to 
Niagara, for Ag
nes warned us
“that ‘they turn 
off the falls” at 
eleven o’clock.

The King’s High
way and connect
ing roads whether 
concrete, asphalt, 
macadam, gravel 

or crushed stone construction, were 
smooth and with a good deep base. 
Ontario and Quebec with their more 
congested population and milder cli
mate, readily supported the concrete 
path, while Gaspesia and New Bruns
wick, more sparingly settled, and 
their long severe cold called for 
gravelling and crushed stone roads— 
but high class engineering skill in 
building. The highways are all well 
marked. The Imperial crest and ram
pant lion in Ontario, the Maple Leaf 
with its Fleurs de Lis embossed, com
pared quite nicely with the U. S. 
shield and outlines of the states as 
markers while danger with its large 
black and white checkered board 
stands out distinctly from afar and 
warns the tourist in the night. The 
railroad, its bold tricornered “Ar- 
restez-Stop” and locomotive confront
ing you means stop and complete 
stop, in law, and is enforced with 
fines. And that’s why the side-car 
with the motor-cycle cop who cour
teously told us that the tourist drives 
quite sanely, but that fines and law 
adjustments in his country eighty 
miles away—such buggy rides -are 
sure to take up time when hiking 
with less money back. Yes, we were 
stopped, were told trucks could travel

f 9 1

only twenty miles an hour. But what 
constituted a truck and what a bus 
if registered as such, when registered 
as a bus on coming in? And so we 
were told to sit, that standing room 
in bus is classed unsafe, but what 
truck of the three when travelling 
miles apart and after being warned 
gave these good men their chance 
to laugh and wink their eye.

Maple trees are growing on each 
side along the highway as we ride 
along. The fields are large, restangu- 
lar, and steel fences are fast re
placing wood rail fences—Toronto’s 
steel mill salesmanship now working 
against the acreage cleared of woods.

The soil is fertile and abounds in 
many staple crops, small grains of 
barley, oats, wheat, rye, buckwheat, 
vetch, and some fields of corn. Beet 
fields are large for sugar and for 
feeding stock and navy beans grow 
plentiful in fields, so numerous.

Recently built curing sheds in fine 
tobacco fields tell us of new use for 
fertile soil and when taking gasoline 
at Simco we were told of a $3,000,- 
000.00 tobacco crop for these two 
counties alone.

Fine herds of Guernseys and Swiss 
cattle, supply cheese factories and 
dairies that we meet, while big barns 
and their tractors tell the acreage 
that they serve.

These home-owned farms were set
tled long ago, the dormers in the 
roofs of homes so typical and of 
old design, with the brick houses 
sometimes square and sometimes rec
tangular, with massive and substan
tial wall, all built to weather the 
winds and snow that always is sure 
to come here with the winter.

We reached Niagara and the Falls 
—each time more wonderful, more 
beautiful than our visits here before. 
No great artist ever undertook to 
portray his soul when in the shadows 
of a clear night he watched the bril
liant, radiant beams of shooting rays 
dance as they fade from soft green 
colors to vanishing pastel shades but 
linger as a memory—the masterpiece 
of color called Aurora Polaris. Nor 
can brush paint or words describe the 
nocturnal beauty of the rainbow col
ors when projected on American and 
Canadian Niagara Falls—as shifting 
color and the ever changing silvery 
sheen of mist and vapor hides the 
majestic grandeur of its awful thun
dering roar. You dream, you wonder, 
while you try to fix a picture which 
each fleeting second forms anew, 
which memory later may recall. But 
this time memory fails conception to 
recall. You can’t remember — you 
“just can’t recall.”

With the darkening of the Falls, 
this day was done, while some still 
lingered to behold the effect of a 
bright moon on the rushing waters 
of the two falls, the group was pitch
ing bed rolls on the grass just four 
blocks up the hill, on Clifton court 
which had rested them five years ago.

(Continued next month'
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THOU SHALT NOT BEAR FALSE 
WITNESS!

In order for human beings to live in groups 
such as villages, cities, states and countries and 
preserve friendly and peaceful relations in their 
dealings with each other, it is necessary to have 
certain rules of conduct to be observed by all 
members of the group. These rules should pro
vide for safety of person and property, exchange 
of labor and commodities, freedom of thought, 
and concerted action of the group in disposing of 
outside and inside enemies. They should also 
include some unified program leading to the ma
terial, mental and spiritual advancement of the 
group.

The Ten Commandments that were handed down 
to Moses were intended to furnish the basic rules 
of conduct for a nation. Most of the so called 
civilized nations have had their laws passed upon 
the principles of the Ten Commandments, and 
so long as the majority of the people lived in 
accordance with these laws, the nation prospered.

One of the Commandments explicitly states, 
“Thou shalt non bdar false witness”.

Lies have probably done as much harm to the 
human race as any one agency of evil. Man is 
the only creature who deliberately and intention
ally lies. He sometimes lies like a gentleman to 
protect a fellow-being, but mostly he lies through 
fear for himself or with malice toward his fellow 
men. He often spreads lies around like a net to 
ensnare the unwary and rob him of his birthright, 
and thrust him into a life of bondage. This is 
the reason that ‘‘when a dog dies, he is dead, but 
when a man dies he has to go to hell yet”. ‘‘Truth 
is mighty and must prevail”; but if it is going to 
prevail in time to save the victim of lies, it must 
get there first. Truth is a quiet, calm and im
partial dispenser of correct information. It seeks 
delight in straight-forward actions. Lies are 
devious, and dark and lead men to the paths of 
bondage. A modern version might be:

Liars to the right of them,
Liars to the left of them,
Volleyed and thundered 
Into the jaws of regimentation 
Rode the six hundred.

The honest, simple-minded, and ignorant are 
the easy victims of the liar. The fox looks un
derneath the bait and sees the trap, but the 
rabbit looks only at the bait and gets into the trap.

As long as society is too lazy to enforce the
[to]

commandment against false witness, just so long 
will it wander around in the desert instead of 
reaching a land of plenty. Lies can be overcome 
by a bombardment of truth; liars can be overcome 
by a bombardment also.

WHERE TO, NOW v.
No sir, things are not always what they seem. 

Our great haste to legislate social security, health, 
and perpetual happiness may be a boomerang 
which will leave us a nation of paupers and un
resourceful, characterless fools.

An examination of conscience reveals that we 
grew soft with years of plenty. Then when our 
papier mache’ world tumbled, we refused to face 
the hard facts. We refused to admit our part in 
upsetting the apple cart. We never granted that 
we followed our desire to get rich quick and easy, 
instead of our reason and better judgement. We 
never confessed that our spending money long 
before we had it, by pyramiding installment pur
chases, could have helped. No, we had no hand 
in it. We passed the buck to the other fellow. 
We blamed capital.

Capital is the best friend the working man ever 
had, for it competes with itself, thereby in
creasing work, raising wages, and lowering rents. 
This is stressed in a letter written by a so-called 
‘‘economic royalist”. We quote;

“I am not In the market for Investment In private 
NeeuritleM at any rate of compensation so long; as I am 
In the present high Income Tax bracket. The bulk of 
the nation's working; capital Is now Inactive, lying; In 
the frigid tax zone. . . . The Government gets no revenue 
from an Idle dollar and business is depressed and 
starved for want of capital.

“IVot only Is It Impossible for me to engage In busi
ness under the present taxing; system, but I can't afford 
to spend money. LTp to u short time uko I owned a 
yacht. It cost me about $10i»,<>00 per annum to operate 
It. When I paid out a dollar for lubor, I paid the Gov
ernment $4.00 for the privilege. I sold the yucht for 
$45,000 which I divided among the employees. 1 under
stand that the yacht Is out of commission and the crew 
is looking for work. When we eliminate the non-essen
tials of life we Increase unemployment, restruin normal 
Impulses and diminish the tax area. I can live without 
a yacht. If I want recreution upon the water I can 
paddle a canoe. If necessary I can make a living by 
plowing with a mule.

“The rich and the poor are of the same sort of clay. 
I have worked for fifty cents a day and liked it. I had 
youth, hope, and opportunity. I lived under a flag that 
guaranteed to me and to every one the right to possess. 
I can live and work under any form of government that 
my fellow citizens cun live under.

“I can move my office from a skyscraper to u shack) 
use a box for a desk) write my letters by hand and do 
my own office work If the public demands It and gov
ernment so desires. I started in business In a modest 
way and I can return to It. Hut In so doing. I employ no 
labor and pay little or no taxes.

“I can only wear one pair of pants at a time, eat 
only three meals a day, drink Adam's Ale and thrive 
upon It, and when I die 1 can be burled In a pine box 
In u Government cemetery. If this is what Congress 
wants let It be so. I am a law abiding citizen. Person
ally, I cun see my finish and I bow to the Inevitable. 
The odds are too heavy against me. I am through.''
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Production
In writing this feature every month 

a great effort is made to keep a con
versational tone, for we feel that we 
are a guest in the hemes of the read
ers and therefore we wish to behave 
as courteously as any other invited 
yuest. The idea is to talk with you, 

giving you the facts as we see them 
in an unbiased, straight-forward 
manner. May we also remind you 
that what we say does not express or 
represent the opinion of the manage
ment although we believe we are in 
a position to gather knowledge which 
sheds some light on the trend of the 
shop affairs and the reason therefor.

When business is a little depressed 
and men are inclined to be gloomy, 
it is refreshing to look back over a 
period of years at a sequence of 
events which shows an undeniable 
advance in human affairs despite ob
structionists of. all types. Take trans
portation, for example. Only a little 
while ago our fastest traveling was 
done by stagecoach on land and by 
sailing ship at sea. Just about a cen
tury ago railroads and steamships 
were beginning to go through their 
first experimental phases. Now we 
have Diesel-motored ships and trains 
whisking across the grey Atlantic 
and the Great Plains. Now we have 
great flying boats daily crossing the 
continent and trans-oceanic air serv
ice well under way. It seems, there
fore, that for the alert and intelli
gent, the future holds as much, if not 
more, than the past.

Production Drops.
Before our conversation drifts any 

further let’s say a word or two about 
the September production and orders 
of the Kewanee Works. Orders in 
September were somewhat improved 
over the previous month but slightly 
lower than they were in the same 
month last year. Moreover, they were 
considerably lower than the monthly 
average for last year and less than 
GO per cent of 1937’s best month. As 
expected, September’s production suf
fered from the shutdown, being con
siderably lower than August produc
tion and the average last year. With 
it, the pounds per man hour worked 
decreased. Peaks for production, or
ders, and pounds per man hour for 
the last five years were reached in 
1937.

A check-up on employment sta
tistics reveals a decline in the num
ber of men employed this year. Ap
proximately 1900 men were employed 
in the Kewanee Works a year ago; 
today it employs 1700. The greatest 
number employed at any one time in 
the last five years was 2000. These 
figures include office force.

By way of comparison consider the 
steel industry where employment dur
ing the first half of 1C 38 was sub
stantially higher than in the corres
ponding periods of 1934 and 1935 but

and Orders
where output for the first six months 
was about one-third lower than in 
either of the two earlier periods. 
Compared with the first half of 1937 
steel ingot production in the first half 
of this year showed a drop of 63 
per cent. Employment was down only 
21 per cent between the two periods.

Germany Leads in Steel.
During the first half of 1938 the 

United States lost its rank as the 
leading steel producing nation of the 
world for the first time in nearly 50 
years, the reported output of Ger
many exceeding the American total 
by a small amount.

An extensive study by the Ameri
can Iron and Steel Institute revealed 
that earnings on capital invested dur
ing the last three decades has 
dropped from 8 per cent to 1.5 per 
cent. Wages have been higher than 
in pre-depression years yet steel 
prices are lower, which speaks well 
for the efficiency of the management.

Wage and Hour Bill.
The Federal Fair Labor Standards 

Act of 1938 becomes effective Mon
day, October 24. At our present 
schedule this act, popularly called 
the Wage and Hour Bill, will not ef
fect many of our employees. Only 
in a few departments will it be neces
sary to curta’l the hours of the men.

V/e note that there is a growing 
belief that this recession is a tax 
depression and the continued stagna
tion of business is the result of un- 
faii and hastily planned regulation.

One of the ti'oublesome signs of 
the times in the opinion of many 
thinkers is increasing prevalence of 
worship of the State—the belief that 
it is not the individual but the state 
that really matters. Social historians 
can show that the tide of human de
votion has swung to and fro between 
these opposites. It would be inter
esting to know how long the average 
ebb and flow requires. If we knew we 
might predict the course of events in 
our country and abroad.

However, we do feel that if gov
ernments permit science and indus
try to advance, supplementing their 
work instead of hindering and under
mining it there will be a recovery 
of business and steadier employment. 

-So may it be.

Cuts and scratches should be taken 
care of at once. Delay multiplies the 
germs and increases the danger of 
infection.

Ml 1

Quick Service.
A Kansas farmer went to a bank 

to seek a loan on his farm.
“It might be arranged,” said the 

banker. “I’ll drive out and appraise 
the place.”

“You won’t have to bother,” said 
the farmer, noticing a great dust 
cloud approaching. “Here it comes 
now. ”

Wrong Party.
The doctor answered the phone. 

Turning to his wife he said, “Quick, 
get me my satchel. The man says he 
cannot live without me.”

“Just a minute,” said his wife who 
had picked up the receiver.

“That call is for Ethel.”

Well-Bred.
‘Thank you so much.” said a wo

man to a laboring man who had given 
her his seat in a street car. “That 
was very kind of you.”

“Not at all ma’am, not at all,” pro
tested the man. “I know some men 
don’t give up their seats to anyone 
except pretty girls, but looks don’t 
make any difference to me. ”

Appreciated
Budding Author: How much post

age will this require?
Post-Office Clerk: Three cents—it’s 

first-class matter.
Budding Author: Oh, thank you, 

sir—Pathfinder.

Malleable Core Room
by Florence VoluM

Anna Hewitt is still on our ab
sentee list on account of illness.

Mary Lindberg spent a week in 
Chicago and Gary, Indiana, where 
she reported having a fine time.

One of our popular young ladies 
took the fatal plunge. Lillie Geesey 
and Claude Johann were married on 
Sunday, October 2, in St. Louis, 
Missouri. Mr. and Mrs. Johann will 
reside in Elmwood where Mr. Jo
hann’s business is located. We will 
all miss Lillie, but we wish her and 
her husband much happiness and we 
thank her for the treat on the oc
casion.

We know now why Bill Nobiling 
blushes when he’s around our core 
machines. Bernie R. is the girl he’s 
interested in.

Chris Reiff tried his best to make 
a platinum blonde out of Mary Sur
tees. It was an unavoidable accident, 
so Mary just had to excuse the rest 
of us when we found it amusing.

Dollie Davis still takes the prize 
when it comes to doing any kind of 
fancy work. Her latest endeavor was 
beautiful.

Martha Euchaski was the first girl 
in this department to brave the new 
“up-sweeping” hairdress.

A careless move may mean a shat
tered life.
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Brass Core Room
by Doris Vilnius

Marie K. says that when she goes 
fishing she can catch fish as big as 
some of these men catch or say they 
catch. The one she caught weighed 
eight pounds.

Conde Domzalski left us and was 
married last Sunday in St. Stanislau’s 
church.

Sophie Kasbeck is vacationing in 
Detroit.

Betty Stout is leaving us for St. 
Louis, Missouri, where she has found 
other employment.

Stockhouse
by Hill Boswell

The New York Yankees were ace- 
high favorites in the Stockhouse dur
ing the ill-fated World Series, but 
there were a few Cub followers who 
never gave up hope until the bitter 
end. A picture of Gabby Hartnett was 
decorated with black ribbon and a 
needless horseshoe after the final game.

Red Cross Pharmacy did a rushing 
business on a sale of electric razors 
for $1.29 on Saturday. Members of 
the Stockhouse and mail clerks from 
the office jammed the bargain coun
ter. Those who bought razors were 
Coddle Rocke, Earl Weeks, Herbie 
Ashley, Bill Boswell, Louie Fisher, 
Maynard Mitton, and Georgie Olson.

The World Series brought happi
ness and extra-money to the pocket- 
books of Bob Cole, George Hussar, 
Johnny Moraski, and Ray Clong who 
were lucky owners of baseball pools.

M i N N Charlotte 
Sini t li nan united in 
marriage wltli Harold 
Mat elicit on Wednes
day. April 30, at Dav
enport, Iowa. The 
news was slow in 
reaching ye editor 
but once lie got wind 
o I' it he decided it 
was better to have a 
picture of I lie bridal 
couple in late Ilian 
never. So here you 
are, Walworth cjii- 
p oyees, I li e Mnt- 
eliettes. Harold works 
in the Steel Iron 
Foundry a u d t li e 
couple reside at l.'lli 
South Vine street. 
Our congrats to them.

Malleable Foundry
by Ward l.uKue

Chris Reiff is ready to give the Bye 
brothers financial support in the Wal
worth horseshoe tournament. If any
one knows them, please get in touch 
with Chris.

Achiel Van Vooren was seen “push
ing” another car around on the end 
of a chain.

Must be getting pretty serious with 
Les DeCraene, for he and the girl 
friend are looking at rings.

Ernie Robinson is quite a prog
nosticator of football games to the 
extent of two dollars.

Oscar Larson should go walnut 
hunting at night and on foot. Then 
if the owner becomes aware of his 
trespassing, Oscar could make a bet
ter get-away.

Fred Fulton of the 
Steel Iron foundry 
took unto himself uu 
wife tlie charming 
Mis* Ituliy Rernnrd 
of Geneseo on Satur
day, August 0. The 
ceremony was per
formed at Davenport. 
Iowa. He and bis 
bride reside at KIM 
Williams street. Fred 
anil Harold Mutchette 
might have made it a 
double wedding; if 
they bud consulted 
each other. Cupid 
must he rooming; in 
the Steel Iron. Any
way, our best wishes 
to the Fultons.

Lubricated Plug Valve
by Fin l.lnilbeek

Tom “Corrigan” McCarthy took off 
one fine night from Thomas town for 
a non-stop flight to Kewanee. Four 
hours later he was trying to find his 
way out of Putman.

Ross Richards is still fish when it 
comes to betting. The boys give him 
a buggy ride every week.

Tefor Simaytis signed up for the 
horseshoe contest but after reading 
the notice over more carefully he 
found out it said HORSESHOE, so he 
withdrew his name.

All the Cub fans have pulled in 
their necks. Reason: four straight.

Attention, Mr. Webeck:
Illinois 0 OhioU. 6
Illinois tl N. D. 14

Game Warden is looking for a
small boy named Leo, who is reported
to have been shooting rabbits out of 
season.

Wanted: Anyone having any scrap 
lumber please notify Theo. Henning.
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Nipple Department
by .luck Maynard

Walfred Hanson was confined to h. 
bed last month by a kidney ailment.

Mike Jingle and family were taken 
very sick after eating mushrooms 
which contained toadstools. Fortu
nately, all have recovered. Better be 
careful Mike as there has been many 
a so-called expert on mushrooms 
who has made the same mistake.

Jack Heberer was present at the 
Kewanee-Princeton football game. 
Had he been ahead of this reporter he 
would have been admitted for thirty 
cents. However, it still cost me the 
full price. You’ll have to ask Jack 
how come the dime difference.

Squint Teece was doing a lot of 
crowing while the Cubs were winning 
the National League pennant. Since 
they lost four in a row to the Yan
kees, we haven’t had a peep out of 
him. Some day Squint is going to win 
a world series for those Cubs, mark 
what I tell you.

Ott Reiff had a queer accident a 
couple of Fridays ago. He was open
ing a can of beans for his wife and 
the can opener slipped and pene
trated a vein in his arm just above 
the elbow. It required the attention 
of a doctor to stop the flow of blood. 
We advise Otto to stay out of the 
kitchen until it is time to do the 
dishes.

When a lighted match comes in 
contact with oily sawdust and steel 
chips what happens? Right, that’s 
just what happened, and our two fire
men, Hogeboom and Dennis, had a 
real fire to extinguish. The fire was 
a'ong the side of the department so 
no damage was done.

Jap Hogeboom and his boy bagged 
quite a variety of ducks over the first 
week-end of the season. They got 
twenty-seven of the web-footed fowl, 
including mallard, teals, canvas backs, 
red heads, spriggs and wood ducks. 
While they were getting the ducks 
the mosquitoes just about got them, 
for they reported nearly being eaten 
alive.

Miss Marjorle Goot 
rleli, stoiiournplier fo» 
.1. !V. Gamble, was a 
recent visitor to tlie 
Krookfielil Zoo, where 
she saw IMei-lMei, the 
Riant panda. She Is a 
devotee of e a a d I d 
photography and used 
her camera to good 
ail vantage on the 
trip. The accompany
ing picture shows her 
indulging in a little 
refreshment on the 
grounds after the 
long tiresome trek 
around the coo.


