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The Autobiography of
Herbert W. Armstrong

We continue the SIXTH installment of the story of Mr.
Armstrong’s life. This article reveals more of the unusudl
experiences of those formative years, which provided the

early training

OLLOWING the original survey of
business conditions in Richmond,
Kentucky, instructions came from

the home office of The Merchants Trade
Journal to do another investigation.
They wanted this one from a larger
town, Lansing, Michigan, was suggested.

Interviewing Henry Ford

Also 1 was assigned to interview
Henry Ford in Detroit, and to write an
article on his famous $5-a-day wage
plan which was then a national sen-
sation.

At this juncture I shall have to con-
fess that I do not remember positively
whether this interview at the Ford plant
took place on this trip, or on my first
“Idea Man” tour to New York state.
But I believe it was on this final tour.
This would place it at approximately
March, 1915.

Ford’s sensational new wage plan had
gained the Ford Motor Company mil-
lions of dollars’ worth of free front-
page and magazine-article publicity. The
Journal wanted an exclusive interview
and article on it.

So, leaving Richmond, Kentucky, I
proceeded north thru Cincinnati and
other towns and cities in Ohio.

I am reminded at this point of a visit
to the National Cash Register Company
plant in Dayton. Again, I am not sure
whether it was on this particular tour.
But I learned there of an incident which
has always been remembered.

A Sales Lesson
At that time NCR, as this company
was familiarly called, had something of
a reputation of being the most aggres-
sive sales organization in American busi-
ness. And its president, John R. Patter-
son, was more or less generally reputed

to be the countty’s most successful sales
genius.

This is what I learned: Mr. Patterson’s
mind had caught a sudden sales inspira-
tion. Immediately he did a sensational
and unprecedented thing. He sent tele-
grams to every NCR salesman in the
United States, ordering them to come
to the factory in Dayton immediately—
at company expense. I was shown, while
touring the plant, a large auditorium in
the company’s office building. Here, I
was told, the hundreds of salesmen as-
sembled, filled with curiosity. Mr. Pat-
terson addressed them.

“Men,” he began, “you are wondering
why I called all of you here. Now I will
tell you. Every one of you loses sales
because your prospects put up objections
you are unable to ovetcome. An idea
flashed into my mind the other day
that will enable you to turn every ob-
jection into your strongest selling point.
It's so simple you'll all wonder why you
never thought of it. Whatever the ob-
jection, you are to answer immediately,
with a smile of complete assurance:
‘Why, certainly/—and that’s the very
reason you need this National cash
register!’”

Then Mr. Patterson asked a few sales-
men to come to the platform and pre-
tend they were prospective customers,
putting up to him the objections that
each salesman had failed to overcome.

One said, “I simply can’t afford to
buy a cash register.”

“Exactly!” responded Mr. Patterson,
“and that's the very reason you need
this National Cash Register. When you
have all the records this register will
give you—when it protects you from
losses—pays for itself and saves you
money, then you can afford things!”

One by one John R. Patterson an-

leading to the world-wide impact of today.

swered every sales objection which his
salesmen had been unable successfully
to answer.

I have found this principle of sales-
manship effective, pethaps hundreds of
times, even in “selling” men the FREE
salvation to which they so often put up
every objection against receiving.

A Disappearing American Institution

At this point I must indulge another
digression. | have been writing this in-
stallment of the Autobiography in our
bedroom on a train. Mrs. Armstrong
and I are enroute to our large taber-
nacle in Texas, on the Dallas car of the
streamlined “Sunset Limited.” At El
Paso this afternoon our car was switched
onto a “T & P” train for Dallas.

We have just returned from the din-
ing car. Between our streamliner car
and the diner we passed thru one of
the old-time Pullman cars. I had not
seen one in some time. The modern
Pullmans are all-room cars. But these
older models contained mostly open
Pullman seats that make up into berths
in sections at night. This is the kind of
sleeping cars I rode constantly on these
“Idea Man” trips.

The newer streamliner cars provide
private toilets in every room, but these
old-timers provided one large men’s
washroom at one end and a ladies’ rest
room at the other end. These men’s
washrooms contained a long leather
lounging seat at one end, and a chair
or shorter seat on the side. They were
also the men’s smoking rooms. With
the disappearance of these men’s wash-
rooms on Pullman cars has departed a
real American institution! I suppose few
women know anything about it.

In these washrooms, especially on
long trips, men would sit or stand and
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talk by the hour. In these washrooms
no introduction was needed. Conversa-
tions were opened as a matter of course.
Men conversed familiarly, as if they
had been acquainted for years, rarely
introducing themselves by name. And
what would you women suppose they
talked about? Their wives? Laughing at
dirty stories? NOT AT ALL! I don’t be-
lieve 1 ever heard one off-color story
being told in a Pullman washroom.
Men always had something more im-
portant to discuss than idle gossip about
their wives. The discussions were al-
ways impersonal.

It was here, in this great but van-
ishing American institution that the
political, economic and social problems
of the nation and the entire world were
“solved!” Questions of religion were
usually avoided. Heated arguments or
angry controversy were rarely, if ever,
indulged.

If only the heads of state of the
world’s great nations could have had
the Pullman washrooms wired, and the
conversations tape-recorded, they could
have had the solutions to all their knotty
and perplexing problems! Too BAD!
Tape recording came in after this hon-
ored American institution went out!

I spent many an hour in thought-
provoking conversation in this “insti-
tution” of a bye-gone day, from the
days of these “Idea Man” tours, until
the modern streamliners relegated this
meeting place of business men to a
vintage of the past.

But in all seriousness, this digression
about washroom conversations truly
belongs in this story of formative life
experiences. For I verily believe that
these hours of contacts over the years
with many important, thoughtful and
successful men contributed their share
in the preparation for the responsibili-
ties of today, and for the years still
ahead of us. We are influenced by every
person with whom we come in contact.
The most successful men—the LEADERS
—the men of accomplishment—rode the
Pullman cats. These washrooms afforded
a meeting place where I was privileged
to enter invigorating, stimulating, and
often enlightening conversation with
men I could never have contacted other-
wise. Here was a place where men were
free and relaxed, always willing to con-
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verse with other men on a social parity,
regardless of social distinctions outside
the Pullman washrooms. Contacts and
conversations with scores and scores of
prominent and important men—many
of them in Pullman washrooms, are
among my most treasured experiences.

The $5-a-Day Plan

Arriving in Detroit, I registered at
the Hotel Statler—no, on second
thought I believe this was before the
Statler was built and I stopped at the
Hotel Tuller—and took a cab out to
the Ford Motor plant, located at that
time in Highland Park. There was a
many-storied office building in the front
—1 believe fronting on Woodwatd
Avenue, with the large factory build-
ings to the rear.

Stepping up to the receptionist desk,
I stated my mission and asked for an
interview with Henry Ford.

“Mr. Ford,” replied the receptionist,
“is not a difficult man to see, and if
you wish I can arrange an interview for
you, bue if it is information about the
new wage plan you want, I can tell you
that Mr. Ford himself really is not as
familiar with all the details of it as
Mr. John R. Lee, head of the Socio-
logical Department. You see, this whole
new plan was originated by Mr. Lee,
thru his department. He presented the
plan to Mr. Ford and the Board. They
looked into it and approved it, but
that’s all. They simply turned it over
to Mr. Lee to administer thru his de-
partment. He’s the man who has all the
facts about it.”

I was there to get the facts, not to
glorify my vanity by being able to say
I had gained a personal interview with
a man as famous as Henry Ford. I said
that I would prefer to talk to Mr. Lee.

I remember well my opening state-
ment and his reply.

“Mr. Lee,” 1 began, “you are now
paying the highest wages in the auto-
mobile industry—or pethaps in any
industry. I'd like to get all the facts
about it.”

Mr. Lee smiled, shook his head.

“No, Mr. Armstrong,” he replied,
“we do mos pay the highest wages, but
on the contrary we pay our men the
lowest wages in the industry!”

“But,” I stammered, “don’t you now
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pay a standard minimum scale of $5
per day, and don’t the other factories
pay only about $3.50 per day?”

“Quite true,” smiled Mr. Lee, “but
still, we are paying the lowest wages in
the automobile industry. You see, we
don’t measure the actual wage scale by
dollars, but by the amount of produc-
tion we receive per dollar paid. Qur
sales volume is by far the largest in the
industry. This has made it possible for
us to install an assembly-line system of
production. The Ford cars start at one
end of this production-line. As they
proceed along this line, each workman
adds his own part. At the end of the
line each car is a finished product. In
this manner we are able to set the pace
of production. As each car unit goes
past each man, he is required to com-
plete his part in the assembly of the
car within the time-limit before it has
moved past him. You see, we actually
set the pace at which each man must
work. There can be no stalling, no loaf-
ing on the job, no slowing down. We
gear the production speed of each man
to a high level of work per hour.

“"We pay some 43% more dollars
per workman per day, but we get 100%
more production out of each man~——and
pay only 43% more money to get it
So you see, we actually pay the lowest
wages in our industry for what we GET
from the labor of our men.”

“Well if this plan pays the Ford
company so well, why don't the other
motor companies adopt the plan?” 1
asked.

“They can'’t,” said Mr. Lee, “on their
present volume of production. But of
course if and when they get their sales
volume up to a level that will make
possible the assembly-line system, they
will naturally come to it.”

“How about labor unions?” I asked.

“Oh, we have nothing to do with
them. Our men are free to join the
union if they wish, but there’s no point
in their paying out labor union dues
when they already receive 43% above
union scale. We don’t recognize the
unions in any way, nor will we nego-
tiate with them. As long as we pay so
high above union scale, we are simply
not concerned with them.”

I learned that Mr. Lee’s department
actually checked into the very homes of
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employes, and regulated their living
standards, thus keeping their men at
peak efficiency for turning out extra-
volume production.

“But,” 1 pursued, “don’t your em-
ployes object to this interference and
regulation of even their private home
life—and also to being forced to keep
up such a stiff pace of work?”

“The whole answer to that is cco-
nomic. Of course they have to work
harder, and submit to certain of our
regulations even in their private fam-
ily lives—but enough men are willing
to submit to these conditions in return
for receiving almost half-again more
pay than they could obrain elsewhere.”

There, as 1 remember it after 43
years, is the story of the $5-a-day wage
plan that was such a sensation in its day.

But its day came, and has gone. Other
automobile factories did expand into the
assembly-line production system, and
then the Ford company found itself on
a level with other companies so far as
the labor situation was concerned. Ford
fought off union recognition and nego-
tiation for many years, but finally was
forced to bow to it.

Mr. Lee insisted on driving me, him-
self personally, back downtown to my
hotel. The cars of the company officials
were parked in a wide breeze-way be-
tween the office building and factory.
He took me into the factory for a
glimpse of it. As we returned back to
the breeze-way, we saw Henry Ford
himself about to step into a car some
twenty feet away. Mr. Lee asked me to
excuse him for a moment, saying he
had something he wanted to speak to
Mr. Ford about. So I did see Henry
Ford, but did not meet him or speak
to him.

How Christ Is Creator

Much later, after my mind became
opened to Bible understanding, this
experience came back to mind forcibly
as an illustration of how Gop Almighty
—God the Father—is the One Supreme
Creator, and yet everything that exists
was created by Jesus Christ. (John 1:3;
Col. 1:16).

In Eph. 3:9 we read that GOD created
all things by Jesus Christ. Henry Ford
was, while he lived, the manufacturer
or maker of the Ford cars. But when I
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visited the Ford factory, I saw Mr. Ford
standing there in a well-pressed business
suit. It was bis employes who were do-
ing the actual work of making the auto-
mobiles. They did it for him—at his
command. And they did it with tools,
machines, and electric power/

In like manner, God the Father is
Supreme Creator. But He delegated the
actual work of the creating to the One
who became Jesus Christ—to the
"Logos,” or the One who was the WORD
—the SPOKESMAN. But He, Christ,
utilized the POWER of the Holy Spirit.
In Genesis 1:2, we read that the SPIRIT
of God moved or was brooding upon
the face of the waters. He, the WORD,
spake, and it was done! (Ps. 33:9.)

WHY Men Fail

On all these “Idea Man” trips, one
assignment had been to observe, and
to question businessmen, in all parts
of the country, to try to learn why one
man succeeds and another fails. An
alarmingly large percentage of retail
merchants over the nation were operat-
ing “in the red”—on their way to fail-
ure and bankruptcy. WHy?

Two men might start out in business
under almost identical conditions. One
would succeed in building a thriving and
profitable business, while the other
would "go to the wall.” The Merchants
Trade Journal wanted to know WHy!

I had questioned literally hundreds
of business men, as to their ideas or
opinions on this question. The majority
gave the same answer—lack of ability.

While in Detroit on this trip I had
a nice interview with the manager of
Detroit’s large department store, the
J. L. Hudson Company. He, with a
minority of other businessmen I inter-
viewed, insisted that the main reason
for failure in business was lack of suf-
ficient capital.

Of course both of these wete factors.
But my conclusion, based on observa-
tion, getting at the FACTS that led either
to success or failure in hundreds of busi-
nesses, was that the most important
cause of failures was the fitting of the
proverbial square peg in the round hole
—in other words, so many men are mis-
placed—in the wrong line of business,
for them; this, coupled with the fact
that the seven laws of success are not
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known or followed by most people.

One Sad Experience

I remember a perplexed and frustrat-
ed merchant in southern Indiana, He
was coming out on the short end, with-
out any profit, and he couldn't figure
why.

“I have figured to the very penny
every item of cost in doing business,”
he explained. “It costs me exactly 209%
to do business—including every ex-
pense—salaries, rent, utilities, advertis-
ing, even cost of wrapping paper and
string—and it runs exactly 20c on each
dollar of sales. Now I have figured that
a 5% profit is fair. So I add the 5%
profit to my 20% cost of doing business,
and I mark up all my goods 25% above
wholesale price. But at the end of the
year my 5% profit just simply isn’t
there—it has vanished, clean as a whis-
tle! I can’t figure where it went!”

“I think I can,” I replied. “Suppose
you buy a certain item at a cost of $12
per dozen. What are you going to retail
that item for?”

“Why, $1.25, of course. $12 per
dozen is $1 each. I add an over-all of
25%—to cover 20% cost of doing
business and 5% profit, and mark the
selling price at $1.25.”

“I thought so!” 1 exclaimed. “That’s
where you've made your mistake. Now
look! You say your expenses run 20%
of your sales—right?”

“Sure!” he said.

“All right. Now I want you to figure
20% of that $1.25 selling price, and
subtract it from the $1.25.”

He did, and couldn’t believe his eyes!

“Let'’s see—209% of $1.25 is 25c.
WHY, when I subtract my expenses
from the selling price, I am right back
to my cost price! Where did my 5%
profit go?”

I felt like laughing, but it was no
joke—it was too tragic!

“You see,” I explained, “you figure
your cost of doing business as a per-
centage of your SALES—not of your
buying price. But when you figured
your mark-up, you figured it on the
BUYING price, instead of the selling
price. Actually, you should have marked
your price up 33345% above the BUY-
ING price, in ordet to sell the item at a
price to allow you 209 on the SELLING
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price for expenses, and 5% for profic.”

I left this merchant in a rather dazed
condition. WHY was he failing? Lack
of capital? Lack of ability? Square peg
in a round hole? Or, perhaps, lack of
proper EDUCATION, the second law of
success!

1 found many retail merchants in
small towns who were former farmers.
It seemed that many farmers, in those
days, had a habit of grumbling and com-
plaining. They knew they worked hard.
It seemed to them that the merchant in
town had it mighty easy, compared to
their lot. The mail order houses kept
telling them how the retail merchants
gouged them and took big profits. It
looked like running a store was a lux-
urious EASY LIFE, with big profits.

So, many farmers sold their farms
and bought retail stores. Then they be-
gan to learn that a merchant had worries
a farmer never thought of. They were
untrained and unskilled in merchandis-
ing, advertising, selling, cost-accounting,
shrewd buying. Salesmen from manu-
facturers and wholesalers overloaded
them with the wrong goods. They didn't
know how to figure mark-ups. They
didn’t know how to meet the public,
or sell goods. They didn’t know how to
manage clerks, if they hired any. They
were MISFITS entirely—square pegs in
round holes!

Then, there are those seven LAWS of
success!

Most people—men and women alike
—probably do not think of, or apply,
a single one of these seven laws. I plan,
as soon as time permits, to write a sepa-
rate article on these seven rules of suc-
cess. These are of such importance to
every reader that, even though they were
summarized in an earlier installment, I
feel they are worth a brief repetition.
Most briefly stated, they are these:

The Seven Success Laws

1) Fixing the right GOAL. Avoid the
“square peg in the round hole” pit-fall.
Knowing what your PURPOSE in life is,
both your overall PURPOSE for being
alive, and your secondary goal of occu-
pation or profession, where you fit best.

2) Adequate EDUCATION, ot prepara-
#ion for achieving that goal. This in-
cludes schooling, personality-develop-
ment, experiences. This autobiography
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you are reading is merely the account
of my personal schooling and experi-
ences in preparation for achieving the
ultimate goal, of which I was not so
much as remotely aware during those
formative years.

3) Continuous GOOD HEALTH. How
can you succeed without it? This in-
cludes knowledge of foods and diet, the
causes of sickness, disease, debilities
and impairment of health or efficiency,
and knowledge of how to keep at peak
strength and mental alertness.

4) Drive! Keeping a constant PROD
on one’s self. The will to drive one’s
self on when he feels like letting down
and taking it easier. Making every min-
ute and hour count. The lackadaisical
seldom achieve big success. I have al-
ways found that the real successful men
have driven themselves on to success.

5) RESOURCEFULNESS. Keep the
mind on the task at hand—THINK!
When obstacles arise, as they always
do, find a way around them. Keep a
constant, daily attitude of positive con-
fidence.

6) PERSEVERANCE. Stick-to-it-iveness.
Avoid drifting, getting side-tracked off
the main line. When the going gets real
tough—when everybody else says you're
“licked”—don’t quit or give up. This
law includes determination, faith, as-
surance. Nine out of ten men having
every other qualification for big success
lose it because they quit just a little too
soon. They lack the WILL to persevere.
It's the same in the spiritual life of the
real Christian. “He that endwreth unto
the end, the same shall be saved” (Mat.
24:13). 1 must add, however, always
be willing to give up, when you are
proved WRONG!

7) DiIvINE GUIDANCE. While this is
placed last in time-order, it is actually
frst in importance! Without it you prob-
ably won't choose the right goal, have
the wisdom to acquire proper educa-
tion and preparation, have good health,
possess resourcefulness or wisdom to
meet and conquer problems and obsta-
cles, have the inspiration for the DRIVE,
or the FAITH to persevere. The greatest
sin of all is to have another god before
the true GOD. Man’s greatest and su-
preme NEED is the guidance, the wis-
dom, the judgment, the faith, the power,
the LOVE, the patience, and even the
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working out miraculously of circum-
stances on occasion, that can come only
from close and intimate contact with
the true GOD.

Read these seven laws of success
again—and I think you'll see WHY most
men fail!

The Lansing Survey

From Detroit I went over to Lansing,
state capital of Michigan, to put on the
second survey of retail business condi-
tions.

Here conditions were found to be
very much like those in the smaller
town of Richmond, Kentucky. Altho
Lansing was much larger than Rich-
mond, and had better and larger stores,
yet I found, on actual investigation by
house-to-house and farm-to-farm intet-
view and reports from banks, post-
office, etc., that the Lansing merchants
were Josing untold thousands of dol-
lars’ worth of business to the mail order
houses and the larger stores and exclu-
sive shops of Detroit and Chicago. I
had one very good interview with the
superintendent of the Reo automobile
plant in Lansing. He explained in detail
why his plant, and all others, were un-
able to compete with Ford's new wage
plan. They were not yet on the assem-
bly-line production basis.

Somehow, I do not remember so
much about this particular survey. It
was mostly a repetition of the Richmond
investigation, only on a larger scale.
It was the Richmond survey which
shocked its way into memory, because
it was a new revelation to us.

Hiring Myself Another Job

My next definite memory, after con-
cluding the Lansing investigation, was
an interview with the secretary of the
Chamber of Commerce in South Bend,
Indiana.

I have mentioned that, in addition to
interviewing retail merchants, I usually
interviewed also the secretaries of
Chambers of Commerce, for The Jour-
nal was interested in general commu-
nity activity and betterment, as well as
successful business methods.

Of all the Chamber of Commerce
secretaries I had interviewed, this man,
whose name was Spaulding—I do not

(Continued on page 22)
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remember his given name or initials—
impressed me by far the most. He is the
only one still retained vividly in mem-
ory. He impressed me as being the most
able and resourceful of any Chamber
secretary I had met.

After leaving South Bend, I had
jogged back east as far as Ft. Wayne.
Indiana. From there I was scheduled to
cut southwest toward Indianapolis, and
then on back to Des Moines. My biggest
“Idea Man” tour was now nearing its
end.

The imminence of the return to Des
Moines brought back to mind the fear
of being “fired.” The thought of the
disgrace of this now mounted to a
mighty crescendo. I felt I had to “beat
them to it,” by resigning, avoiding the
stigma of being discharged.

So on the impulse of the moment,
I entered a telephone booth and got Mr.
Spaulding at South Bend on long dis-
tance. Once again, I "hired myself a
job.”

“Hello, Mr. Spaulding!” I said. “Since
I was in South Bend, I've been thinking
a lot about you and your Chamber there.
I've decided I want to get into Chamber
of Commerce work for a while. I've
decided to resign from The Merchants
Trade Journal, and come back to South
Bend as Assistant Secretary of your
Chamber of Commerce.”

“You have!” exclaimed Mr. Spaulding
incredulously. “Well, I don’t know what
we'd have you do, or how I could man-
age to pay any salary.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” I responded with
the usual cocky confidence. “I'll have to
go on out to Des Moines, and check
out finally with The Joxrnal, and you'll
have a couple weeks or so to figure it
out before I return.”

This self-assurance and positive ap-
proach must have been difficult to resist,
for Mr. Spaulding said he'd try to think
of somerhing.

Thereupon I sent in to Mr. Boreman
a letter of resignation, saying I would
finish this trip and then would leave
immediately to return to South Bend.
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My First Big-League Game

It was about this time, or on one of my
“Idea Man” trips thru Chicago, that I
saw my first major-lcaguc bascball game.
Ralph Johnson, manager of the Jowr-
nal's Chicago office, and I went to-
gether.

The Detroit Tigers were playing the
Chicago White Sox in an American
League game at Comiskey Park. I had
seen a number of minor league games.
I had played a great deal of baseball as
a boy, between ages eleven and eighteen.
But it seemed to me that this major-
league brand of baseball was the most
monotonous and least exciting of all.

Then I began to understand the rea-
son. They were better players. There
was no waste motion. When a short-
stop picked up a hot grounder, he didn’t
get all excited, and wildly wind up be-
fore throwing to firse. He scooped up
the ball as his throwing arm was smooth-
ly moving into throwing position, and
effortlessly it was thrown with speed
straight to the first baseman. The play-
ers were not making as many motions,
but actually the ball was travelling fasrer.

It's the same in all branches of ath-
letics. The novice makes work of it—
goes to unnecessaty effort. The cham-
pion does it smoothly, with precision.

The same is true with workmen. A
greenhorn beginner as a carpenter wastes
a lot of motions with his hammer, plane
or saw, and quite frequently his hammer
misses the nail altogether. The experi-
enced carpenter does it smoothly, effort-
lessly to all appearances, but he is get-
ting the job done faster.

This particular baseball game really
was a monotonous, dull, unexciting game
—even the experienced regular custom-
ers were talking about it. We endured
the game down to the last half of the
ninth inning. The White Sox led, 3 to 1.
Detroit was at bat. There were two outs,
none on, and two strikes on the batter,
who happened to be the famous Ty
Cobb. We arose trying to get out of the
stands before the rush.

A regular "died in the wool” fan, sit-
ting in front of us, turned around and
said earnestly, "Please take my advice

In Spanish-—-

RADIO LA CRONICA, Lima, Peru
7:00-7:15 P.M. Sundays
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and don't go yet. No baseball game is
over until the last out. Ty Cobb hasn’t
failed to get a hit in any game this year.
Don’t worry—he’ll get a hit.”

Why Ty Cobb was Famous

We sat down again, a little dubiously.

“Ball one!” droned the umpire.

“Ball TUH!"

“FouL Ball! Strike TUH!" the um-
pire’s drone continued.

“Ball THREE!"

“This is /" exclaimed the fan in
front of us, excitedly. “Now watch what
happens! Old Ty Cobb won't miss get-
ting that hit!”

He didn’t! The next pitched ball
cracked squarely off Cobb’s bat, driven
like a bullet straight between left field
and center. It was a two-bagger at least
—maybe a triple, if Cobb rounded the
bases fast enough!

But Cobb didn't! To our utter amaze-
ment, he jogged leisurely to first, sat
down on the bag, stretched, and yawned
drowsily!

But as soon as the ball was thrown
back to the pitcher, he was up and alert,
dancing friskilly at a dangerous distance
off first, beginning a taunting, razzing
line of chatter at the pitcher.

“Hey, YOU PITCHER! Thanks for that
two-bagger you handed me! Yea/
Thanks for NUTHIN! I didn't want it
as a gift! I'd rather STEAL it from ya!
Come on, now! I'm goin ta STEAL sec-
ond. Try and catch me! Ya can't throw
straight enough to catch me!”

The pitcher whirled and whipped
the ball to first. But Ty slid back under
the ball safely. Now he razzed the
pitcher more than ever, taunting him,
telling him he was no good—he was
going to pieces—daring him to catch
Cobb off base.

The pitcher threw a ball and a cou-
ple of strikes at the batter, meanwhile
whipping the ball a couple more times
to first trying vainly to catch Cobb off
base.

Then Cobb stole second.

The batter finally connected. This,
too, might have bcen good for two
bases. But the batter was forced to stop
on first. Ty Cobb lay down on second,
feigning sleep, snoring loudly. But as
soon as the ball was again in the pitch-
er’s mitt, he was up and dancing wildly
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far off second, his torrent of contempt
for the pitcher pouring violently from
his mouth.

Two or three times the pitcher made
a vain attempt to snap the ball to sec-
ond in time to nail Cobb off base and
end the game with the third out. But
each time only brought a fresh outburst
of contemptuous discouragement from
Cobb. This strategy was beginning to
have its effect on the pitcher. Before
the next batter could get a hit, strike
out, or a base on balls, Ty had stolen
third. There, again, he sat down and
continued taunting the pitcher.

WHy didn’'t Cobb race, on his own
hit, for second, third, or even to stretch
his hit into a home run? WHY, when he
was on second, and the next batter
cracked out a line drive, didn't he race
on to round third and score a run? Us-
ually a single drives in a run if 2 man
is on second.

The answer is that the score was 3
to 1 against Detroit. One run was not
enough. Had Cobb scored a run on
either his own hit, or that of the bat-
ter following him, the White Sox prob-
ably would have put out the next man,
and the game would have ended 3 to 2
for Chicago. Cobb’s strategy was to ex-
asperate the pitcher psychologically un-
til he “went to pieces” so that following
batters might succeed in driving in a
total of THREE runs needed for a De-
troit win. As long as Cobb remained on
base, he was allowed to taunt and razz
the pitcher. But as soon as he crossed
home plate he would have to shut up.

So he remained on third, shouting
ridicule at the pitcher, who now walked
a batter, filling the bases. The pitcher
now was thoroughly rattled, nervous,
his confidence gone.

The next batter drove out a dou-
ble, scoring all three men on bases. Thus
the game ended. Score, Tigers 4, White
Sox 3!

This game turned out to be one of
those rare, once-in-a-lifetime thrills most
people never see, though they may at-
tend ball games regularly, It was the
topic of conversation of all Chicago
next day.

On arriving in Des Moines I learned,
to my dismay, that Mr. Boreman had
had no thought of “firing” rne, but mere-
ly wrote the letter I had received at
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Lake Charles, Louisiana, in an effort to
snap me out of a slump and prod me
on to better effort. I gathered the im-
pression that he was genuinely sorry to
see me leave The Jowrnal.

Actually, now, having been myself
an employer for several years, I think I
can better understand. The almost
three years I had spent with The Jour-
nal had been largely preparatory years,
and Mr. Boreman probably figured they
had invested quite a little time, instruc-
tion, supervision and money toward
developing a man who had some slight
promise of becoming a really valuable
man in the organization some day. And
to see me quit and drop out, just as I
was beginning to be worth something—
beginning to be able to write articles
and advertising copy professionally—
meant the investment was now wasted
and a total loss, except for whatever
value I had been while there.

While with The Jowrnal my salary
had been raised a number of times. The
raises had never been large, but they
were fairly constant, as frequently as I
deserved, and I probably was in line
for another raise about the time I re-
signed. I was then getting $20 a week,
which was not a high salary, but with
the expense account, travelling most
of the time, the salary was mostly clear.
There was no room or board to pay
out of it.

I must have had another conference
with my Uncle Frank Armstrong while
in Des Moines this trip, but do not
remember his reaction to my latest
“digression” from the main track. But
even tho it was another side-track,
nevertheless it was to provide valuable
experience and training for the later
BIG JOB,

Building a Highway

Leaving Des Moines this time was
destined to be leaving it as “home” for-
ever. I had been botn and reared there.
But now I was almost twenty-three.
Perhaps it was time to fly the home nest.

I arrived, 1 believe, one evening in
South Bend and obtained a room at the
YMCA which was to be my home for
some three or four months. Next morn-
ing I reported to Mr. Spaulding at the
Chamber of Commerce.

Actually there had been no need of
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an Assistant Secretary, so there was no
salaried job awaiting me. But, as I had
detected on my one interview with him,
Mr. Spaulding was a resourceful man,
and he did come up with something
for me.

The automobile was just beginning
to come into its own in America in
1915. Of course most families did not,
as yet, own automobiles, but the num-
ber was increasing annually. And the
cross-country highway idea was just be-
ginning to make its first bit of headway.
Of course all roads outside of towns and
cities were unpaved. But a great deal of
work had been done on the Coast-to-
Coast “Lincoln Highway” (now U.S.
30), and this already had been built—
in the manner they were then built
—through South Bend.

This manner of building consisted
of doing considerable additional grad-
ing, and surfacing of already existing
roads. Few if any of the old “horse and
buggy” square corners were straightened
out. Surfacing consisted, at best, of a
certain amount of graveling—but no
one even dreamed, as yet, of paving or
hard-surfacing highways between cities.

At this particular time the highway
activity centered on getting thru the
new "Dixie Highway,” from Canada to
the Gulf. As planned by its promoters,
this north-south highway was to pass
thru South Bend. But the right-of-way,
and cost of road improvements had to
be approved by, and paid by, each town-
ship and county. The Federal govern-
ment had not, apparently, gotten into
the highway business as yet. Nor were
there any State highways.

Mr. Spaulding explained to me that
they were running into a snag. Although
there was a Dixie Highway Association,
more or less privately promoted but
endorsed, as neatly as I remember the
set-up, by civic groups such as Cham-
bers of Commerce, the right-of-way over
existing roads or for any new roads, if
necessaty, had to be voted and approved
by a majority of property-owners of each
township and county along its route.
The big obstacle was the northern town-
ship of Marshall County, which was
next south of St. Joseph County, of
which South Bend was County Seat.

In order to hurdle this barrier, and
to promote the construction of the new
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highway generally, Mr. Spaulding had
conceived the idea of forming a local
Motor Club. It was in no sense like the
A.AA., or associated automobile clubs
of today. Its primary aim and purpose
was good roads, and the promotion of
this Dixie Highway.

One idea we had was to name or
number every country road in St. Joseph
County. I am not sure now whether
this was Mr. Spaulding’s idea or mine.
It was very difficult for a farmer to
direct anyone unfamiliar with the neigh-
borhood to his farm. He would have
to direct one to go about a mile and a
quarter in a certain direction to a ces-
tain windmill; then turn left to a road
where he would see a red barn; then
right until he came to a certain cow
in a pasture, then to the fourth house
on the left—or some such crazy and in-
comprehensible direction. Qur idea was
to name and number country roads like
city streets, with road-signs plainly
designating the name or number of
each road.

Mr. Spaulding’s idea was for the
Chamber of Commerce to sponsor the
Motor Club, which I believe we named
the St. Joseph County Motor Club, and
memberships were to be sold to auto-
mobile owners for $2 each, with the
more prominent citizens expected to
purchase a multiple block of member-
ships.

How to Swing a Group

When I arrived, Mr. Spaulding had
the germ of the idea, but it remained for
me to “put it over.” First, we had to pro-
pose the idea to the Chamber’s Board of
Directors, and win their approval.

One of the first lessons learned in
this new school of Chamber of Com-
merce activity was how to swing a group
of hard-headed businessmen to vote the
way you want them to. Mr. Spaulding
knew how. It was an interesting ex-
perience.

First, he selected three of the more
prominent and influential Board mem-
bers whom he felt sure of winning to
the idea. He and I went to these men,
and “sold” them on the Motor Club
idea privately. He arranged for one of
them to spring to his feet in the Board
meeting as soon as Mr. Spaulding had
presented the general idea, and enthusi-
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astically endorse it, saying he was most
definitely in favor of this idea. The
other two men were to follow suit,
rising promptly before any other Board
members could rise to object, and
heartily endorse the idea.

Then, at the Board meeting, after
Mr. Spaulding had outlined his pro-
posal for the Motor Club, and these
three members in rapid-fire succession
had generated enthusiasm by their
vigorous endorsements, Mr. Spaulding
exclaimed that it seemed useless to ask
for more discussion—and brought it to
an immediate vote before any member
could object.

In this meeting were several multi-
millionaires. South Bend was home of
a number of very prominent industries,
including the Studebaker automobile
factory, Oliver Chilled Plow Works,
L. P. Hardy sales book manufacturers,
and many others. It was a new expe-
tience to me to see the psychological
effect of this strategy on these supposed-
ly hard headed businessmen. Like all
humans, they had the “sheep” instinct.
The impression had been created in the
mind of every Board member that every
other member, except possibly himself,
was enthusiastically in favor of this
proposition, and not wishing to be on
the losing side, or a lone dissenter, each
one voted YES—it was unanimous!

So the Motor club became a reality.
My commission was to be 25%. I
learned later—too late—that the proper
rate of commission on a thing of that
kind should have been 50%. But the
whole idea was a new one to all of us.
Actually, my work was very successful,
but I was only half paid, and was un-
able to “hold body and soul togethet”
as they say, on what I was making—so
after a few months I was forced, of
necessity, to move on.

But there were some exciting expe-
riences in putting thru this Dixie High-
way during those few months. How we
succeeded in a dramatic climax and ex-
perience in mass-psychology, how I
then landed in Danville, Illinois one
morning flat “broke,” too proud to beg
or wire family or relatives for help, and
how necessity drove me to resourceful-
ness to solve the dilemma, and how I
got into business for myself, will be
covered in the next installment.
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