FIRST SERVICE STATION ever built was in Columbus, Ohio, where
H. V. Wickliffe, left, catered to motorists’ requirements.

ISAAC DAVIS

of Dayton, Ohio, revolutionized
the industry by designing the first tank wagon.

From Coal Oll to 100-Octane

By Dr. Frank Thone

OT so many years
ago, the oil indus-
try placed its great-
est emphasis on

the production of coal-oil to
feed our lamps, ovens and
stoves. Today refineries are
rushing new plants to pro-
duce 100-octane gasoline, to feed
our thirsty war eagles.

Unique among the nation's
100-octane refineries is a new
one nearing completion at
Cleveland, Ohio, for it stands on
the exact site of the first oil
refinery built by John D. Rocke-
feller. The place, a shelf on a
steep hillside im Cleveland’s
crowded, smoky industrial dis-
trict, is still listed as No. 1 of
Standard Oil Co. of Ohio.

Here the petroleum industry
had its birth, as a national-
gcale, big-business enterprise.
Here its lineal descendant is

ness for sentiment, anyway.
Present-day engineers point to
a certain place on the slope and
say they think that's about
where the old skidway was, on
which the barrels were slid
down to the tracks below. There
is one solid-looking foundation
of obviously old, hand-pecked
red sandstone blocks, now sup-
porting a prosaic corrugated-
iron structure. The engineers
think that may mark the spol
where the old wagon works used
to be, where tank wagons were
built for the door-to-door and
farm-to-farm peddling of kero-
sene and its by-products.

WHAT a strange world it looks

like now—that mid-19th-
century period into which old
Standard Oil No. 1 made its
bow!

Ladies hadn't given up hoop-
skirts so very many years, and
no gentleman would think of ap-
pearing in public wearing any-
thing but a stovepipe hat. High-
wheel bicycles were the latest

It's a Far Cry From Old No. 1
To the Giant Refineries That
Provide Qil for Our Bombers

coming into existence, to turn
out a product that was wholly
undreamed-of, for a purpose
which men in those days would
have considered wildly, impos-
sibly fantastic, using technigues
that would have driven the at-
tendants of the old, simple oil=
stills completely dizzy.

And it has all come to pass in
such an amazingly short span of
time. Old Standard Oil No. 1
reflnery was built in 1870, when
John D. Rockefeller was just 31
years old. So the new plant
might well be considered a me-
morial to the old oil pioneer's
centenary: it just misses cele-
brating Standard’s diamond ju-
bilee.

Few ftraces remain of the
original establishment. What has
become of the first equipment
nobody knows; scrapped long ago
and several times over, proba-
bly. The site is too valuable
to leave relics standing just be-
cause they are relics. There's
not much room in the oil busi-

craze of the more daring yvoung-
er man, Telephones and type-
writers were still crude experi-
mental contraptions in inven-
tors’ attics, and women were
just getting fairly used to sew=
ing machines,

The question of Secession had
been settled, the Southern states
had just been re-admitted to the
Union, and General Grant had
been elected President. On the
other side of the ocean, Queen
Victoria reigned in Britain, still
young and charming; Gladstorie
was her prime minister. Over-
confident and boastful Napoleon
III had just been ousted by the
efficient and ruthless Bismarck:
little did the world of 1870 fore-
see how the fortunes of the
pushing, Prussia-dominated new
German empire and the pushing,
Yankee-dominated new oil busi-
ness would eventually affect
each other!

It was only 11 years since
Colonel Drake had drilled the
first oil well in Pennsylvania,

using machinery designed for
drilling salt wells. Oil was
shipped in whisky barrels; tank
cars and pipelines were yet un-
heard-of, though not far off.
There was less science in oil
distilling than there was in the
making of moonshine liquor, Oil
prices veered wildly from week
to week,

Competition between local oil
refiners was on the basis of the
uttermost go-as-you-please in-
dividualism, with no more rules
than there were in contemporary
bar-room fights. The normal
condition of the oil business was
anarchy. Only the toughest sur-
vived.

Into this chaotie world
plunged young John D. Rocke-
feller, with his new Standard
Qil Company. He could see
farther, perhaps, than some of
the men already in the business.
He envisioned a world of sta-
bilized oil prices, of standardized
products, of nation-wide sales.

Gasoline, the principal con=-
cern of the refinery of today,
was only a slightly troublesome
co-product of the refilnery of
1870, 0Oil to burn in lamps was
the main business then—coal-
oil, it was usually called by
small boys trudging to the gro-
cery store, lugging a gallon can
with a potato stuck on the spout
for a stopper. Calling it kero-
sene sounded slightly affected.

At first, the grocer simply
dipped a measure into an open
barre! and funneled the smelly
stuff into the customer's can.
Then came spigots, then metal
tanks with spigots. As a final
refinement, the spigots meas-
ured out the liquid as it flowed
directly into the can.

Peddlers carried the business
to the customer; first with three
or four barrels in an ordinary
wagon, then with a metal tank
mounted on axles. The driver's
cry of “Oil!” brought sunbon-
neted housewives hurrying out,
oil-cans in hand,

ASOLINE didn't sell well ex-

cept in summer, when peo-
ple let the coal and wood fires
go out in the big kitchen ranges
and did their cooking and heat-
ed their wash-boilers on gaso-
line stoves, Gasoline flares lured
small fry to the corner set-ups
of patent-medicine vendors, or
the stands of peanut-and-pop-
corn men., As the years wore on,
stationary gasoline engines be-
gan to appear here and there—

loud, bangy, and a bit uncer-
tain in temperament.

This was the world of 1870
and the three or four succeed-
ing decades, upon which the old
refinery on the side of the hill
looked out. Changes were going
on all the time; actually revo-
lutionary changes, many of
them. But looked at from this
motor-driven age, it is not easy
to see at first glance what they
were,

O far as the oil business was
concerned, the big change
was the invention of the gasoline
engine. Crude and bangity as it
was at first, it ‘was destined first
to put the whole American pub-
lic on fast, rubber-tired wheels,
then to hurl us into the air for

JOHN D. Rockefeller,
during pioneer days.

the urgent businesses of peace
and war. And, incidentally, the
kerosene business lost a lot of
its domestic customers with the
arrival of easier, brighter house-
hold and street lamps—first the
Welsbach gas mantle, then really
good electric bulbs.

The first World War did much
to speed up (very Iliterally)
the automotive and aviation in-
dustries; but it was as a peach-
tree switch compared to a row-
eled iron spur when it comes to
the stimulus applied by the
present war. The present types
of aviation gasoline are as little

like what we were using six or
seven years ago as those in their
turn were like the simple,
“straight-run” fluids distilled
out of the earth’s black oil in
the old cast-iron kettles of No. 1.

The plant now being erected
on the old site will utilize what
is known as the Houdry process.
In this, the oil vapor is fed into
thousands of tubes, totaling
miles in length, that fill the big
cases. They have their mole-
cules cracked apart in the pres-
ence of great quantities of
chalky-looking pellets of one of
those inanimate chemical magi-
cians known as catalysts. Cooled
off, some of them condense as
liquids, to be blended into the
tailor-made mixture of volatile
liquids that is a modern air-
plane's fuel. Other parts have
to be run through the hot ordeal
again, until the cracking job has
been done exacfly right.

The process is intense: it can
go on for just 10 minutes before
the catalyst pellets are so coated
with carbon—actually gas coke
—that they are inactive. Five
minutes are allowed to suck the
vapors out. Then for 10 minutes
the carbon s burned off, gen-
erating terrific heat. Five min-
utes more are allowed to draw
off these incandescent products
of combustion.

These flery gases are not wast-
ed, They are run through a
couple of big gas turbines,
where much of the power used
in the plant is generated. More
of the heat energy is saved when
a melted chemical salt is run
through the cases, as water is
run through the cooling system
of an automobile. It flows
through steam boilers instead of
actual fire, At a working tem-
perature of 800 degrees, steam
is generated at pressures com-
parable to those worked up in
the power plants of present-day
warships. Finally, gases that are
of no use in synthesizing gaso-
line are used as fuel in a battery
of multi-cylinder internal-com-
bustion engires.

Waste heat is the *“‘squeal” of
a power plant., Here, the last
squeak of the gqueal is utilized.

But if the ghost of old John D.
could come back as the ghost of
young John D., with his proudly-
inscribed million-dollar articles
of incorporation in his pocket,
duly sealed and signed on Jan.
10, 1870—wouldn’t he blink and
wonder what on earth it was all
about?

FIRST oil well, ot Titusville, Pa., is dwarfed
by giants of today’s booming oil fields.

o

CONTROL boards look simple, but they guide
complex operations in producing 100-octane.

TAR separator arrives at site of new 100-
octane gasoline refinery in 14-foot sections
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COMPARE size of this huge gas absorber tower
with the men who are rushing its construction.

NEW refinery is on the site where John D. Rockefeller built
this early Standard Oil plant about 75 years ago.
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IMMENSITY of the new 100-octane aviation gasoline plant
is indicated by this view of the nearly finished refinery.




