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Though the Cold War struggles have shifted temporarily to the Far East, the real
danger spot still remains the Middle East. The Arab world—despite its present
poverty and squalor—is out to recapture its past glories, symbolized here by the

mighty pyramids of ancient Egypt. Read in this issue about the underground
forces that are really behind the Arab Crisis!




The Autobiography of
erbert W. Armstrong

In this tenth installment, Mr. Armstrong continues his early
married life, business experiences in Chicago, and the beginning
of God'’s intervention, sweeping away his business.

HE romantic and happy experience

of falling in love and being mar-

ried was now past. The extraordi-
nary and impressive dream my wife
experienced, a few weeks after our
marriage—a then unrecognized call to
Christ’s ministry—had been put out of
mind. For five more years I was left to
pursue my own ways and ideas.

Then, at age thirty, God began deal-
ing with me in no uncertain terms, in
striking me down and propelling me
into His service.

Our First Child Born

For some four months after our
wedding day we lived on the North
Side of Chicago, near the lake. During
that brief period we occupied two fur-
nished apartments and one furnished
room.

About Thanksgiving time, 1917, we
moved into a single room on the South
Side. We sub-rented this room from
Charley and Viva Hyle in their apart-
ment some short distance south of 63rd
Street.

Charley Hyle worked on the night
shift at an automobile assembly plant.
My wife and Viva became good friends.
Actually, although we rented only the
one bedroom with kitchen and dining
room privilege, we shared the entire
apartment with them—Iliving room, as
well as dining room and kitchen.

By this time we knew we were going
to become parents. Our first baby was
due the latter part of May. Actually, it
probably was the affirmative check-
mark on the pregnancy question on my
draft-board questionnaire which caused
the Board chairman, Professor J. Paul
Goode, to give me a Class 4, non-com-
batant, draft classification.

We lived with the Hyles until very
shortly before the time for our baby to
be born.

In January, 1918, my wife accom-

panied me on a business trip to Des
Moines. We both wanted our baby to
be born in Des Moines. Mrs. Armstrong
had formed an intense aversion to the
artificial and mechanical city of Chicago.

Arriving in Des Moines, my wife
found that her girl chum’s mother was
in the hospital, having just given birth
to her tenth child. The modern method
of hospital delivery with anesthesia was
just then becoming the vogue. This par-
ticular mother recommended it to my
wife, and also her doctor, a woman
obstetrical physician, Dr. Georgia Stuart.

Mrs. Armstrong preferred a2 woman
doctor, and I did not oppose. Conse-
quently, a visit was made to Dr. Stuart’s
office for a check-up and instruction,
and she was retained.

Our baby was due to be born about
May 25th. We made our next trip to
Des Moines well ahead of time—so we
supposed—arriving on Sunday, May 5.
On Monday we went to the doctor’s
office for a check-up. I needed to take
a week's business trip to Sioux City and
other points.

“You are in splendid condition,”
Dr. Stuart assured my wife. “There is
every reason to expect the baby to go
the full time, and I believe it is pet-
fectly safe for Mr. Armstrong to be
away for the remainder of this week.”

My wife’s sister, Bertha Dillon, came
to stay with her in our apartment in
The Brown, a residential hotel where
we always stayed when in Des Moines.
I lefc that day for Sioux City.

About two o'clock Thursday morning
Mrs. Armstrong knew the baby was
about to be born. She called Dr. Stuart
on the telephone, and the doctor told
her to get dressed and she would drive
past the hotel and take her to the hos-
pital at once.

In those days women wore high-top
laced shoes, and in the excitement of
the emergency, much frightened due to

the fact I was away and this was her
first childbirth experience, Mrs. Arm-
strong was too nervous to lace up her
shoes, and her sister had a frightful time
trying to get those high-tops laced up!

Finally they made it and were ready
to leave. Bertha sent a telegram to me
telling me to race to Des Moines on
the first train.

This trip I was staying at the West
Hotel in Sioux City. For some reason
I slept a litrle late that Thursday marn.
ing. Coming down for breakfast around
eight, I looked in my box at the desk,
and the cletk handed me the telegram,
which had arrived there at 3:30 AM.

“Quick!” I exclaimed, “when does the
next train leave for Des Moines?”

“The only train all day to Des Moines
left about 15 minutes ago,” was the tet-
rifying answer.

I was outraged!

“Look at this telegram!” I thundered
at the hotel clerk. It arrived here at
3:30 AM, in plenty of time for me to
have caught that train. WHY DIDN'T
YOU CALL ME OR SEND IT TO MY
ROOM?”

“Well, I suppose the night clerk didn’t
want to disturb you,” was the exasperat-
ing answer,

I could not have been more angry!

“Now LOOK!” I said sharply, “There’s
got to be some way to get to Des Moines
before that train tomorrow morning!”

“Well,” said the hotel clerk, “there
is a train leaving for Council Bluffs
and Omaha in about thirty minutes, but
I don’t know whether you could make
any connection from there to Des
Moines.”

In that thirty minutes my bags were
packed, and I had boarded that Council
Bluffs train. At the depot I learned that,
if we were on time at Council Bluffs,
there was a chance to race across town
in a taxi and catch a train on the Rock
Island line due in Des Moines about
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six o’clock that very evening.

Quickly I scribbled off a telegram to
my sister-in-law giving the train num-
ber, and requesting her to wire me on
the train, at some town along the way,
the news of my wife’s condition.

A Father Suffers Birth Pangs

Nervously 1 kept inquiring at every
train-stop for a telegram. There was no
telegram. The suspense was building up.
It was becomlhg almost unendurable.

We did arrive at Council Bluffs on
time. The taxi made the mad dash across
town. The taxi driver thought I might
take three minutes to try to get a long-
distance telephone call through. There
had not been time to try to get Bertha
by telephone at Sioux City—I just bare-
ly caught that train. The cab-driver
stopped in front of the telephone office.
I raced in and tried to make the con-
nection with Des Moines. The three
minutes ran out on me before they got
the call through.

I just caught the Rock Island train
for Des Moines on the run.

But the train didn't seem to run—
it seemed to slow down to a slow walk.

WHY didn’t that train go a little
faster? It didn’t seem in any hurry. It
made all the stops.

Time dragged. My nerves raced. The
suspense built up.

I don't think we arrived in Des
Moines at six that same night. I think
it was at six several nights later. At
least so it seemed to me.

After an eternity of anxious suspense,
before the train came to a full stop, I
was the first passenger off at Des Moines.
I ran full speed to a telephone at the
newsstand in the depot.

A nurse at the Methodist Hospital
said sweetly, “You have a fine new
seven-pound-nine-ounce daughter.”

I didn’t even hear thas.

“I don’t care a hang about that,” I
snapped back, "HOW’S MY WIFE?”
All day long I had lived through the
agonizing hours not knowing whether
my wife had lived through it.

You see, this was my first experience
at becoming a father. I didn't know yet,
then, that the doctors will tell you
they've never lost a father yet.

“Oh,” said the sweet little nurse’s
provokingly slow voice, “she's just
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RADIO LOG

“The WORLD TOMORROW”

Herbert W. Armstrong analyzes today’s news, with
the prophecies of The WORLD TOMORROW!

TO THE U.S. & CANADA
WLAC—Nashville, Tenn.—1510 on
dial—7:00 P.M., Mon.-Sat,
WABC—New York-—770 on dial—
11:30 P.M., Mon. thru Fri.;
9:30 A.M., Sun.,, ED.S.T.
WLS — Chicago ~ 890 on dial —
10:30 P.M,, Mon. thru Fri.;
1:00 PM. & 8:30 P.M. Sun,
WWVA—Wheeling, W. Va-—1170
on dial—10:30 AM.; 11:15
PM., Sun, EDST. 10:00
P.M., Mon. thru Fri.
CKLW-—Windsor, Ontario—800 on
dial—6:00 P.M. Sundays.
KVOO—Tulsa, Okla.—1170 on dial
—daily, 7:30 P.M.,, Central
Standard Time.
KHOW-—Denver, Colo.—630 on
dial—10:30 P.M. every night.
XELO—800 on dial, every night,
9:00 P.M. Central Standard
time. (8:00 P.M, M.S.T.)
XEG—1050 on dial—every night,
8:30 P.M. Central Std. time.
WCAE — Pittsburgh, Pa. — 1250 on
dial—6:30 P.M. Sundays.
WPIT—Pittsburgh, Pa.—730 on dial
—7:00 AM., daily.
KGBX—Springfield, Mo,—1260 on
dial—6:15 AM. Mon. thru
Sat.; 10:00 A.M. Sundays
KSTL—St. Louis, Mo.—690 on dial
—7:00 A.M. Mon. thru Fri.
WEW—E. St. Louis, IlL.—770 on
dia'—4:30 P.M., Sat. and Sun.
WKYB—Paducah, Ky.—570 on dial
—11:00 A.M. Mon. thru Sat.;

7:00 P.M., Sun.
KCTN—Berryville, Ark.—1:15 P.M.
daily.

WKYR—Keyser, W. Va.—1270 on
dial —5:30 A.M.,, daily.

HEARD ON PACIFIC COAST
XERB-—1090 on dial—7:00 P.M.
every night,
KGO—San Francisco—810 on dial—
10:00 P.M., daily.
KRKD—Los Angeles—1150 on dial
—10:00 A.M. Mon. thru Fri.;
1:30 P.M., Sundays.
KARM-—Fresno-~1430 on dial—6:30
P.M. Mon. thru Sat; 12:30
P.M. Sun.
KBLA—Burbank—1490 on dial—
7:30 A M. & 12:30 P.M. daily.
KPDQ — Portland — 800 on dial —
8:30 AM. daily.
KW ]J—Portland—1080 on dial—
9:00 P.M., Sun. thru Fri,
16:00 P.M., Saturdays.
KUGN--Eugene—590 on dial—7:00
P.M. Sun. thru Fri.
KVI—Seattle-Tacoma——570, first on
dial—10:30 P.M. every night.

TO EUROPE AND NORTH AFRICA
RADIO LUXEMBOURG—208
metres. Mondays and Tues-
days: 23:30 Greenwich time.
RADIO TANGIER INTERNA-
TIONAL—1232 ke, & S. W.
Saturdays 16:30 Greenwich time.

TO SOUTH AFRICA

RADIO LOURENCO MARQUES,
MOZAMBIQUE
10:00 P.M., Mondays and Satur-
days; 10:30 P.M., Tuesdays.

RADIO ELIZABETHVILLE
(Belgian Congo)—0Q2AD—7150
k.c,, 9:30 P.M. Fridays.

TO ASIA

RADIO GOA—60 metre band, 9:30
P.M. Mondays; 9:00 P.M., Fridays.

RADIO BANGKOK-—HSIJS—4878
k.c. Monday thru Friday:
10:35-11:05 P.M,

RADIO TAIWAN (FORMOSA)-——

840 k.c. 7:00 P.M, Wednesdays
and Fridays.

RADIO OKINAWA-—KSBK--880
k.c. Sundays: 12:00 noon.

ALTO BROADCASTING SYSTEM
—PHILIPPINE ISLANDS
9:00 P.M. Sundays—DZAQ, Ma-
nila—630 k.c; DZRI, Dagupan
City—1040 k.c.; DZRB, Naga
City—1060 k.c.; DXMC, Davao
City—900 k.c.

TO AUSTRALIA
2AY—Albury—Sun., 10:00 P.M,
2CH—Sydney—Sat,, 10:15 P.M.
2GF-—Grafton—Sun,, 9:30 P.M.
2GN—Goulburn—Sun., 10:00 P.M.
3AW—Melbourne—Sun., 10:30 P.M.
3BO—Bendigo-—Thurs., 4:15 P.M.
4CA—Cairns—Sun,, 10:00 P.M.,
4KQ—-Brisbane—Sun., 10:30 P.M,
4TO—Townsville—Fri., 10:15 P.M.
4WK—Warwick—Tues., 9:30 P.M.,
6BY—Bridgetown—Sun., 10:30 P.M.
6IX—Perth—Sun., 10:00 P.M,
6MD—Merredin—Sun., 10:30 P.M,
6WB—Katanning—-Sun., 10:30 P.M,
7HT-—Hobart—Wed., 10:25 P.M.

TO SOUTH AMERICA

7:00 P.M., Sundays—HOC21, Pana-
ma City—1115 k.c.; HP5A, Pana-
ma City—11170 k.c.; HOK, Colon,
Panama—640 k.c.; HP5SK, Colon,
Panama—G6005 k.c.

RADIO AMERICA—Lima, Peru
6:00 P.M. Saturdays—1010 k.c.

The WORLD TOMORROW in
Spanish with Benjamin Rea.

RADIO LA CRONICA—Lima, Peru
—7:00-7:15 P.M. Sundays

RADIO COMUNEROS — Asuncion,
Paraguay — 8:00-8:15 P.M,,
Sundays

RADIO SPORT — CXA19 — Monte-
video, Uruguay — 4:00-4:15
P.M., Sundays
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FINE!” At last I could relax a lirtle, as 1
raced to a cab and asked him to drive
full speed to the hospital.

Babies Don’t Stop Breathing

Stepping briskly into my wife's pri-
vate hospital room, I was greatly re-
lieved to see her smiling happily, reach-
ing her arms toward me. I kissed her,
and almost immediately a nurse brought
in our little daughter, Beverly Lucile.
She was the most beautiful baby 1 had
ever seen! I was a very proud father.

Mrs. Armstrong has always had a
penchant for naming babies. She has
named dozens—perhaps scores of them
—wherever and whenever other mothers
would allow her to name their babies.
Of course she had Beverly named long
before she was born. Had she been a
boy, my wife had decided to name him
Herbert Junior. But by the time our
first son was born, more than ten years
later, we had both changed our minds
about the name “Junior.”

Just as the baby was born, my wife,
only partially under the ether, asked:

“What is it, girl or boy?”

“It's a girl,” answered Dr. Stuart.

“Girl! Beverly!” said Mrs. Armstrong
with emphasis in her semi-anesthetized
stupor.

After ten days the doctor released
her from the hospital, and our little
family of three and Bertha resumed life
at The Brown. There was a small bal-
cony off our apartment. The baby was
laid on the bed, and we sat down out
on the balcony.

We heard a slight sound from the
baby.

“Quick!” exclaimed my young wife
in nervous anxiety, “see if the baby’s
still breathing!”

I had to rush inside to reassure her
that babies just don’t stop breathing
for no reason at all.

Whenever the baby made a sound,
Mrs. Armstrong was sure she was chok-
ing to death. When she did not make
a sound, my wife was sure she had
smothered to death.

In our apartment was a small kitch-
enette. The baby’s first bath away from
the hospital was quite an experience.
Mrs. Armstrong’s firsz experience! She
was so afraid the baby would take cold,
she turned on the stove until the kitch-
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Wilson Avenue, Chicago, in 1917, looking east toward the lake, from

Sheridan Road Elevated platform. The Armstrongs’ first home after marriage

was 1V2 blocks down this street.

enette room was SO hot the baby
screamed. The young mother didn't
know why the baby screamed—became
frightened, supposing something terri-
ble was wrong with the baby. Both
sweat and tears rolled down my wife’s
face. She was afraid for any air to touch
the baby, so she hurried frantically with
the bath! When the baby cried and even
screamed because of the excess heat and
lack of oxygen, her young mother, not
knowing what caused the baby’s discom-
fort, burst our crying, too—but with
determination she finished the bath!
Many young mothers have many things
to learn, the same as young fathers!

The Flu Epidemic

It was now after the 20th of May,
1918. The flu epidemic had struck the
United States, during the very crisis of
the war. People were dying all over the
nation, and especially in the larger cities.

We decided against taking our baby
back into the congestion of Chicago.
Instead we rented a house in Indianola,
Iowa, 18 miles south of Des Moines,
where there were fewer people to come
in contact with and less danger of being
exposed to the new influenza disease.
The house wc rented was close to the
Simpson College campus.

Leaving my wife and baby with her

sister Bertha, I returned alone to Chicago
to look after my business. At the rail-
road depots boxed caskets were being
luaded ou the baggage cars of most
trains—bodies of influenza victims. We
had not wanted to risk exposing our
new baby by a train ride to Chicago.
In Chicago I saw people in the congested
“Loop” traffic wearing cloth masks over
their mouths and noses
breathing a flu germ.

After some three months we decided
the family could not remain apart any
longer—nor could I afford the frequent
trips to Iowa to be part time with my
family, so I brought my wife and baby
daughter back to Chicago. This time
we rented a room with a family named
Bland, who had an apartment on the
South Side, south of 63rd Street, not
far from the Hyles, who had moved
away by this time.

I began to concentrate more and more
on developing the farm tractor business
for The Northwestern Banker. As men-
tioned in a previous installment, Clif-
ford DePuy, publisher of The North-
western Banker, had purchased the old
St. Louis Banker at St. Louis, and
changed its name to The Mid-Continent
Banker.

He appointed a former acquaintance
of mine, R. Fullerton Place, as Editor

to prevent
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Mrs. Armstrong and the new three-
weeks-old baby, Beverly, outside
the store at Motor, lowa, late May,
1918.

and manager of the Mid-Continent
Banker. Some years before, when I was
18 years of age and a solicitor in the
want-ad department of the Des Moines
Daily Capital, Mt. Place had been Sports
Editor of the Capital. We always called
him by his youthful nickname, “Rube”
Place.

Also I mentioned, in an earlier install-
ment, that after this “farm tractor brain-
storm” hit me, I had made extensive
surveys to gather facts and information
not possessed by tractor manufacturers
about their distribution problems.

With this information accurately tab-
ulated and analyzed, I was able to ap-
proach the manufacturers in the tractor
industry with facts about their own
selling and distribution problems they
themselves did not know.

1 found thatr bankers invariably dis-
couraged their farmer customers from
buying tractors. The readers of my mag-
azines—the country bankers—were talk-
ing thousands of farmers out of buying
tractors after local dealers had talked
them into it. Our readers provided a
major sales resistance.

It was, therefore, important to the
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tractor industry to “sell” the bankers on
modern mechanized farm methods.

Doing Business With Millionaires

It became necessary to do business
direct with the presidents of these great
corporations. Thus, once again, I was
thrown into business contact with im-
portant millionaire executives. These
contacts were important in the early
training for the job I was destined to
be called to later, in God’s service.

I soon learned, however, that it was
difficule to induce the head of a great
corporation with national distribution to
advertise in one small bank journal cov-
ering only five states—or, after the pur-
chase of the Mid-Continent Banker, even
the two small localized sectional journals.
They were accustomed to doing business
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in a big way—of national scope.

I think I must have caught some of
their vision. Later, when the media of
radio and the printing press were opened
to me in proclaiming the Gospel, it
seemed natural that my thinking was
constantly along lines of expansion—
first from Lane County, Oregon, to the
Portland area; then the entire Pacific
Northwest; then California and the en-
tire coast; then national; then, finally
as of today, WORLD WIDE! [ think my
readers will be quick to grasp how these
years of business training provided the
necessary foundation for the great work
of today.

Of course all these farm tractor man-
ufacturers placed all their advertising
through advertising agencies. In the
agencies, even more than in the offices

Mr. Armstrong, a week or two after marriage, in Lake Michigan at the
Wilson Avenue beach.
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of tractor corporation presidents, I was
tremendously handicapped by represent-
ing only a small sectional circulation.
They bought space on a national basis.

The New Brainstorm

This situation inspired the new brain-
storm, also previously mentioned in this
autobiography. There were seven leading
sectional bank journals, and two national
magazines with more scattered banker
circulations. It required all nine of them
to cover the entire nation with an inten-
sive national circulation.

I compared my situation to that of
actors in show-business. An actor in a
theatre on Broadway gets paid for one
performance each night, but to play be-
fore many thousands of people he must
act the pare all over again night after
night. But a movie actor in Hollywood,
I reasoned, acted the part just once, and
it was seen in hundreds and hundreds
of theatres. The Hollywood stars were
paid in hundreds of thousands or mil-
lions of dollars, while the Broadway
actors were paid in hundreds of dollars.
The movie star received multiple com-
pensation for the one effort.

I saw that it would be far easier for
me to sell a national circulation for a
string of nine magazines on the one
effort. In other words, it would be easier
to make #ine commissions on the one
solicitation, than one commission.

Immediately this idea met emphatic
and determined resistance from Clifford
DePuy. I was his Chicago representa-
tive, and he was not going to share my
services with anyone else!

I told Cliff T was absolutely certain
I could send him more business under
the new set-up, at only 30% commis-
sion, than I could as his exclusive rep-
resentative at 409 . He believed that 1
could not get as much business for his
magazines sharing my time with seven
others as I could devoting all my time
to his magazines alone.

It was like the irresistible force meet-
ing the immovable object. We were both
strong willed.

It came to a climax one night in the
offices of the Mid-Continent Banker in
St. Louis. I had been in St. Louis solicit-
ing business. Mr. DePuy was there. I
needed to draw an expense check as
advance commission in order to have
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In lowa—Loma Armstrong with Beverly, now three months old.

train fare to return home in Chicago.

“OXK.," said Cliff, “agree to give up
this fantastic idea of representing seven
other journals, and remain exclusively
my representative, and I'll give you the
check.”

He “"had me over a barrel"—appar-
ently!

Actually, his ultimawum was entirely
fair and reasonable, from his point of
view. But I couldn't see it that way then.
To me it meant more business than ever
for him, and at 25% reduction in cost
of getting it. I felt he ought to help get
me established in it.

Round and round we went. Neither
would give in.

Mr. Place tried to cause me to give
in. He quoted Scripture. “The Bible says,
“To him that hath shall be given; and to
him that hath not shall be taken away,
even what he hath’ In this case Cliff
hath, and you hath not! You'll simply
have to give in, Herbert, or you have no
way to get back to Chicago.”

“I'll never give in!” I retorted with
increased determination and set jaw.
“I'll start to WALK back to Chicago be-
fore I'll give up this new plan. If you
won't advance me expense money, I
might as well leave the office and start
walking. I'll find a way to get home and
develop this string of bank journals!”

When Cliff saw how determined I
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February 9, 1919—Mr. Armstrong
in Jackson Park, Chicago, with Bev-
erly on her nine-months’ birthday.

was, on the show-down, he was not will-
ing to let me start walking all the way
to Chicago. He gave me the needed
expense money.

I will say, however, that I did my best
to make it a good investment, and suc-
ceeded. I did send him a great deal more
advertising under the nine-magazine
national-circulation set up than I could
have done otherwise—and at lower com-
mission.

Running Around in Circles

One night when I was in St. Louis
I was doing some night work in the
Mid-Continent Banker office. I had oc-
casion to look up something in the files.
I ran across a folder with my name on it

I had no right to do this, and suffered
a very guilty conscience afterward, but
I opened that file and read the carbon
copy of a letter Mr. Place had written to
Mr. DePuy about me. The one thing
that turned my face red, and I have never
forgotten, was a comment to the effect
that “your Chicago representative is in
St. Louis again, running around in cit-
cles, as usual, not getting much done.”

That really hurt! Criticism is not easy
to take—especially when it is the truth
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—and this was the truth. In those days
I worked sporadically in streaks.

I seemed to have my "off” days and
my “on” days. When I was “on,” T was
“red hot,” and, as I fancied, at least, very
brilliant. But on the “off” days it seemed
I couldn’t sell anything. 1 became very
uncomfortably aware of this great fault,
and I tried to fight it, but it took me
years to overcome it. But I did overcome
it eventually.

Actually, during these next few years,
I did not work more than four or five
days a month. But, with the nine mag-
azines and a national circulation, the
commission on a half-page, or a full-
page contract for one year was rather
large. I did not need to have too many
of the brilliant days to make a good
year's income,

From memory, my income for that
year 1918 was approximately $7,300;
for 1919 approximately $8,700; and for
1920 over $11,000. When you consider
that a dollar in those days was worth
more than twice the value of today’s
dollar, those incomes today would be
more nearly like $15,000; $18,500; and
$25,000.

(I interject to mention that this por-
tion of the Autobiography is being writ-
ten on the train, We are now stopped
at Yuma, Arizona. I stepped off the train
onto the platform a few moments for
relaxation. But the sun is so hot—
it's the middle of the afternoon—I was
sure I began to smell my clothes being
scorched. So I came back into the air-
conditioned train before my clothes
caught on fire! That may actually be a
slight hyperbole—but it did seem to
be true!)

The Curtis Opportunity

Not very many knew of that fault
of working in spurts on my “on” days.
The business contacts didn’t, because I
only called on them on the “good” days.
On those days I was supremely self-
confident, and consequently effective.

Soon I knew and was known by al-
most every advertising agency in Chi-
cago. Representing the nine leading bank
journals—having virtually a monopoly
representation in the banking field—
now with an intensified national circu-
lation to offer, enhanced my prestige
greatly with the agencies. They came to
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know me as a publishers’ representative
who “knew his stuff.” Also, they had
learned, by the latter part of 1918, that
T was absolutely honest in statements
about bank journals—whether those I
represented, or competitive journals.

Since bank journal circulations were
very small, even though extremely high
in class, the page rates were compara-
tvely low. Agencies made very small
commissions from business placed in
bank journals. Having confidence in my
knowledge and honesty, most Chicago
agencies came to rely almast altogether
on my advice relative to any space used
in the banking journals.

At that time the biggest organization
in the publishing field was the Curtis
Publishing Company of Philadelphia,
publishers of The Saturday Evening
Post, The Ladies Home Journal, and The
Country Gentleman. They were regarded
as the most aggressive people in the
publishing business. It was a matter of
great prestige to be on their staff.

Along about this time the Curtis or-
ganization was looking for a brilliant
and promising young cub solicitor who
showed promise of developing into a
high executive position. They inquired
of space-buyers and contact men in most
of the leading advertising agencies for
recommendations of the most promising
man in the field soliciting the agencies.
I was one of the top two recommended
by the Chicago agencies, and was called
to the Curtis Chicago office, where their
western manager offered me the oppor-
tunity to join the Curtis staff.

It was a very flattering opportunity.
However, I wanted to be SURE, before
making a change. By this time I had
finally learned the lesson of sticking with
a thing, and not shifting around. I went
to Arthur Reynolds, President of the
Continental & Commercial National
Bank—Chicago’s largest bank, and sec-
ond largest national bank in America—
for advice.

He pushed a button on his desk. Im-
mediately a secretary appeared.

“Bring me our file on the Curtis
Publishing Company of Philadelphia,”
he said. The file was quickly produced.
He scanned over it quickly. I noticed
that the material in it was red-pencil
marked, so as to call to his attention
quickly the most vital information.
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“I'm going to advise you to remain
where you are,” he concluded within a
few moments. “The Curtis people are a
big prestige organization. But you'd be
just a cub with them, starting near the
bottom. It would be years before you'd
be noticed by any of the men at the
top. Some of these big companies take
good care of their men, others pay small
salaries. The Curtis people do not have
to pay big salaries for the job or office
held. With them you'd be a little frog
in a big puddle. Where you are, you are
a big frog in a little puddle. You have
your own business, You have developed
it so as to bring yourself into constant
contact with big and important men. In
my judgment this is better training for
your future success than anything you
would get with the Curtis organization.
It is flattering, of course, that the adver-
tising agencies have rated you one of the
two most promising and effective young
advertising solicitors in Chicago. Take
this as encouragement to drive youtself
on to greater accomplishment. Bur I
think you are doing well right where
you are.”

I took his advice. The Curtis offer
was turned down.

An Irate Competitor

An incident occurred about this time
which illustrates the confidence that had
been built up in the advertising agencies
of Chicago.

One day the space-buyer of the Critch-
field agency called me on the telephone.

“There’s a Mr. Chazen here,” he said
(the name has been changed for obvious
reasons). “He says he is publisher of
three bankers’ magazines, one circulating
in Illinois, Indiana and Wisconsin; one
in Nebraska, and one in Kansas and
Oklahoma. Is it any good?”

It was not. It was a fake. I told him
the truth.

“No, it’s a plain fake. He really has
a good circulation in Nebraska, but that
is all. He puts a different cover with a
different name on a very few copies and
calls it by the name of his supposed
Ilinois, Indiana and Wisconsin paper;
then he puts still a different cover with
another name on a few copies, supposed
to be a magazine circulating in Kansas
and Oklahoma. 1 have survey reports
from every bank in Illinois and Wis-
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consin. His supposed magazine for these
states has exactly four subscribers in
Wisconsin, and 17 in Illinois. That's all.”

“Thanks, Armstrong,” said the Critch-
field space-buyer.

May, 1919—at one year, learning
Maywood, lllinois.
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It took this irate publisher about 12
minutes to hot-foot it across the Loop
to my office.

“Armstrong,” he shouted as he burst
in the door, “what kind of a game are

to walk, at Second Street house in
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you playing, anyway? It seems you've got
all the agencies in Chicago hypnotized
$0 that no one else can get any business
here without your approval. All right!
I'll pay! What's your price? What have
I got to pay you to lay off, and recom-
mend my three magazines?”

“Sit down, and cool off, Mr. Chazen”
I said. “Sure, I've got a price. The price
is simply whatever it is going to cost

November, 1919, Mrs. Armstrong and Beverly, now a year and a half.
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you to build zn honest circulation for
those two fake papers of yours, and join
the Audit Bureau of Circulations, and
prove your circulation by an ABC audit.
Then I'll recommend your magazines for
nothing.”

“Why, Why!” he puffed and stam-
mered, “that's owirageous! That's M-
POSSIBLE! Do you know what that would
cost me?”
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“Sure I know. But it's the price of
being HONEST!"

“It's an OUTRAGE!” he kept shouting,
as he stomped out of my office.

There was another occasion when an
agency had a client who needed all the
banker circulation he could get in Min-
nesota. In addition to The Northwestern
Banker, I recommended a Minneapolis
bank journal that had a good strong
circulation in Minnesota. Its publisher
came to see me and thank me. He had
a good honest circulation in Minnesota,
and where it fit a marketing problem I
was glad to recommend it.

Our New Apartment

We were still living in our little
three-room apartment at Blands when
the World War I ended, November 11,
1918.

We shall never forget that day. We
had Beverly with us at my office. Chi-
cago's loop went crazy—beserk! We
joined in tearing thick telephone direc-
tories into thin strips and throwing them
out our fourth story window. Everyone
was doing it. It was like snow falling
all over the loop. I got out in the throng
for a while—managed to elbow my way
for some two blocks—then fought my
way through the jam back to the office.
Every whistle and siren was going—
every car honking full blast!

About that time I learned of a new
apartment building being built out in
Maywood, third suburban town west of
Chicago. I was beginning to get some
of the tractor advertising for my nine
magazines, and we felt that at last we
could lease a full apartment. | leased
this one, on the third floor, from the
architect’s blue-prints, about the time
the foundation was being laid. The apart-
ment was on Fifth Street, a block or
two north of the Northwestern railroad
tracks.

It was going to be several months be-
fore the apartment building would be
ready for occupancy. Nevertheless, in
January we rented an old house on Sec-
ond Street in Maywood, a few blocks
from the new apartment building. My
wife’s father had decided to come to
Chicago, and he bought furniture for the
house. Her younger brother, Walter, had
been released from the Navy and he and

(Please continue on page 18)
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(Continued from page 12)

Bertha also lived with us in this place.

We lived there some six months. Bev-
erly learned to walk there. The elder of
my wife’s two younger brothers, Gilbert,
returned from the trenches in France,
discharged from the army; and so, with
his two sons back from the war, my
wife’s father shipped his furniture and
moved back to Iowa.

We then moved for a few weeks into
the hotel in Maywood. Maywood was a
totally different type suburb in those
days than it is today. It has grown im-
mensely and has become a big factory
own.

The frame hotel caught on fire while
we stayed there, an incident of great
excitement. In one room a couple of
excited guests threw the mirror of the
dresser out the window, breaking it
into many fragments and then they
carefully carried down the stairs the
dresser itself,

We soon found a furnished house on
Fourth Street we could rent until our
apartment was finished. While living in
this house, shortly prior to occupying
the new apartment, my mother came to
visit us, and remained until we had
moved into our apartment.

All the while business was improving.
We felt able to furnish our new apart-
ment, and engaged one of Marshall
Field’s decorators to work with us in
the furnishings for the apartment. What
we selected was of the very best. Our
own apartment—the first that was our
very own since marriage—seemed a joy
indeed.

We had moved into the furnished
house in early December, 1919, and into
our apartment in April, 1920,

By this time we were expecting our
second child. My wife was having dif-
ficulties. Within a week or two after
moving into our new apartment, and
only a few days after my mother had
returned back to Salem, Oregon, Mis.
Armstrong was stricken with toxemic
eclampsia, and rushed to a hospital. We
were told that there was only one doctor
in the world who could save her in her
serious condition—and this specialist
was called in. She survived, and our sec-
ond daughter, Dorothy Jane, was born
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in a Des Moines hospital on July 7,
1920.

The world-famous obstetrical special-
ist brought in on my wife’s case in
Chicago, her Des Moines doctor, and her
uncle who was a captain in the Medical
Corps in the Army, all told us that an-
other pregnancy would mean the certain
death of my wife and of the baby. Al-
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though we did not know why at the
time, we learned much later we were of
the opposite Rh blood factor.

Lack of space precludes completion
of the story of how God intervened and
swept away my business. The next in-
stallment will tell how I learned the real
cause of depressions—and the terrible
penalty I had to pay to learn it!

About November, 1920. Mrs. Armstrong now the proud mother of two
daughters—Dorothy Jane, age four months, and Beverly Lucile, now past
two and o hali.




