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J. I. T. Banquet
Two hundred and seventeen Marshall 

Field & Co. men and women, overseers, 
second hands and key men of the com
pany, and some thirty invited guests, 
gathered around the banquet tables 
at the Draper Y. M. C. A. Thursday 
evening, October 22nd. The festivities 
marked the completion of the course 
in Job Industry Training which, brief
ly, teaches the art of training the new 
worker on his or her new job. Among 
the invited guests were several officials 
of the company, state officials and lo
cal professional men.

R. H. Tuttle, in charge of the pro
gram, introduced the speakers; all of 
whom made brief but interesting talks 
in which they highly praised the com- 

■ pany for their interest in giving tlje 
new worker every possible training 
througn experienced teachers.

Among the speakers were George 
Arthur, of the Champion Fibre Co., 
who is director of the “Training within 
industry”; Forest H. Shuford, State 
Commissioner of Labor; C. L. Bedding- 
field, State Department of Labor, and 
Martin L. Rhodes, conductor of the J. 
I. T. course. •

Company officials who made brief 
talks were B. C. Trotter, who told of 
the great help J. I. T. was doing in 
helping the company keep production 
up to standard; John P. Powell, who 
spoke intere.stingly of our part in the 
war, and W. B. Weaver, who is credit
ed with being responsible for the course 
here. Among the J. I. T. instructors 
who spoke of their experiences with this 
course were Irving Hodges, Frank Sut- 
tenfield, Maurice Turner, Bob Horn- 
buckle, T. B. Haley, Miss Blanche Clark 
and Clarence Archibald.

We Need Your Help, Readers!
We are anxious to send the Mill

Whistle to as many of our boys in ser
vice as we can reach. With the con
tinuous shifting from camp to camp 
we’ve lost trace of several boys.

Too, we have a. notice from Uncle 
Sam stating that no mail could be sent 
outside the limits of continental United 
States if it shows the location of a 
military unit, so we can’t send any 
more mail to the boys outside of the 
U. S. whose address gives the name and 
number (as well as location) of his unit.

So we are appealing to you, his par
ents, relatives, friends. If you know 
the correct address of any of the boys 
listed below please send it to us. It 
will mean a penny card and a minute 
of your time and may mean a lot to 
him. Better yet, send us his address 
whether his name is on this list or not 
and we will check it against the one 
we have on file. Last know address 
appears opposite the name.

WE flEED THESE:
Joseph T. Austin, Jeflerson Barracks 

Mo. ' •
Ralph M. Adkins, Fort Eustis, Va.
Carl Blackwell, Upham, Canal Zone.
E. Jack Bendigo, Camp Croft, S. C.
James C. Canaday, Cristobal, Canal 

Zone.
Fred S. Church, Fort Wm D. Davis, 

Canal Zone.
Lee' Cochran, Camp Wallace, Texas.
Neil M. Dalrymple, Borenquen Field, 

Puerto Rico.
G. H. Fulcher, Fort Penning, Ga.
Thomas H. Gilbert, Brooklyn, N. Y.
James D. Handy, Norfolk, Va.

Leon C. Ingram, Jefferson Barracks, 
Mo.

Harry Kennett, Camp Wheeler, Ga. 
George Merriman, Camp Croft, S. C. 
Benjamin F. Meeks, Quanset Hut, 

Norfolk, Va.-
Oatha A. Martin, Schofield Barracks, 
Hawaii.

William F. Mays, clo Allbrook Field, 
Canal Zone.

Raford R; Purdy, Fort Clayton, Canal 
Zone.

Joseph G. Patterson, No address.
Edgar L. Rodgers, Upham, Canal 

Zone.
J. Pete Stone, Coco Solo, Canal Zone.
Noah V. Swiney, Jefferson Barracks, 

Mo.
Eldee Tilley, U.S.S. “Wasp” (Destroy

ed.)
Harold P. Warner, Camp Jos. T. Rob

inson, Ark.
Otis Weaver, Fort Bragg, N. C.
Gilbert E. Watson, Fort McPherson, 

Ga.
V . . . —

We sleep, but the loom of life never 
stops, and the pattern which was weav
ing when the sun went ddwn is weav
ing when it comes up again—Henry 
Ward Beecher.
V . . . —

Diner; “Two eggs, please. Don’t fry 
them a second after the white is cooked. 
Don’t turn them over. Not too much 
fat. Just a pinch of salt on each. No 
pepper. Will, what are you waiting 
for?”

Waiter: “Does it make any difference 
what the hen’s name is, sir?”


