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Preface to Dover Edition-1959

NEARLY ten years have passed since the first edition of this book (long out
of print) came off the presses and literally startled me, and many others, with
its instant acceptance, controversy, and success.

This was more than I expected, and more than I deserved. As a matter of
fact, the book would never have been attempted, or completed, without the
encouragement and assistance of Fred Kendall, long-time editor of the old
Advertising & Selling which was a sort of bible to us struggling copywriters
in the thirties and forties. Fred kept me at it when my spirits sagged — and
sag they did, especially when some un-blithe spirit would tell me with great
candor (and truth) that nobody but nobody could possibly pick the 100
greatest advertisements.

Of course not. As I wrote in the original Author’s Preface “. . . the purpose
of this book is to provide those who make, buy, sell, teach, or study
advertising with a comprehensive reference work which can serve as a new,
and I hope, exciting, stimulus to the continuing search for advertising
effectiveness.”

Lofty aims, and I apologize for my inability to make them loftier. But they
seemed to work, ably supported by Raymond Rubicam’s wonderful
Foreword.

And that is why this second edition, with 13 new additions to the original
“100 Greatest” came to be.

JULIAN L. WATKINS, 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS. 

JANUARY 19, 1959



Author’s Preface-1949

AS I sit here in my office on the twelfth floor of the Statler Building in
Boston, Massachusetts, I can see across the rooftops some sixty different
advertisements:

Three gasolines, two beverages, a school of dancing, a newspaper, a public
utility, and a mayonnaise, are among them.

They look good to me! And in this upset, trembling world too few of us
realize that these familiar clarions of commerce are actually the last strong
line of free enterprise.

If you switched on your radio this morning or your television last night —
you heard and saw them. And in your newspaper or magazine, you face
repeatedly some of the finest salesmen in the world.

Jack Cunningham, a distinguished copywriter and executive for
Cunningham & Walsh in New York, made a snapshot of an average New
York cross-street. He said this about it to a group of advertising men last
year:

“I want you to notice the following things — all within forty or fifty feet of
the camera: there staring up from the sidewalk, is a handbill announcing that
brakes will be relined nearby for $16.90. Next to it is a discarded matchbox
telling you to insist on Gillette Blue Blades. Tucked under the man’s arm is a
newspaper which presents to view the current Macy offerings in furniture.
Nearby on the sidewalk is the torn half of the familiar brown Hershey
chocolate bar wrapper. The windows on the left are full of advertising.
Hanging signs reach out to intercept the vision. A railway express truck goes
by with a passing reminder to chew Wrigley’s.

“Even the cars parked alongside the curb flaunt their familiar advertising
trademarks.

“Here, in a few square yards of city street, are many corporations, big and



little, striving and crying for success through their printed voices-
advertising.”

Well, out of the rumble and thunder of the millions of presses — out of the
billions of whispering, shouting, exhorting, cajoling advertising words that
have been written over the years — which ones stand out?

And what are the stories behind them that will help you appraise their
stature and their power?

Now the peculiar thing about advertising is that nowhere do personal
opinions differ more widely than in the estimation of advertising copy, and
this is especially true among advertising men themselves.

Many a man has challenged me already with this sixty-four-dollar
question: “What makes an ad ‘great’?”

What it sells? Certainly — in most cases that’s what the man who paid for
it had in mind, believe me. And as an instrument of sales, advertising has
fulfilled its first glowing promise fabulously. Many an advertisement —
especially in the mail order field — has produced enough traceable sales to
be rated “great” in anybody’s book.

But as advertising comes of age, even the diehards of the rockum and
sockum school of hard-selling copy, are beginning to agree that there’s much
more to it than sending you to “your favorite store.” Charles C. Mortimer,
Chairman of the Advertising Council, and vice president of General Foods
Corporation, measured advertising soberly and intelligently when he said
recently that “advertising has acquired new and sometimes frightening
responsibilities . . . we have discovered in the last few years that advertising
can literally accomplish miracles . . .”

What Mr. Mortimer referred to was advertising’s power in the realm of
ideas . . . “that in advertising there exists one of the most effective means for
inspiring and informing the people that the world has ever known . . . ”

Great advertising, like sublime happiness, is a lot of little things.
Sometimes these things hang together and sometimes they don’t.

Great advertising is not always the most beautiful. In fact, the reverse is
often true.

Great advertising, however, does have one or two things in common: an



idea, or concept, that can’t be buried regardless of presentation, and a
sincerity, or belief, that reaches right out from the page and into your heart.

It is not the purpose of this book to dissect and lay bare the many little
things that are undoubtedly responsible for the generally accepted success of
these one hundred choice examples of our craft. I doubt if anybody on earth
could do that. It is the purpose of this book to provide those who make, buy,
sell, teach, or study advertising, with a comprehensive reference work which
can serve as a new and, I hope, exciting, stimulus to the continuing search for
advertising effectiveness.

If advertising is to accept and cash-in on the broader challenge of its
responsibility as a growing social and economic force, it can well review,
study, and apply, some of the best that has gone before.

The term “great” as I have used it in my title and must use it throughout
this book, is both a matter of personal opinion and a matter of record. As to
whether my opinion is any better than yours — I don’t know. I offer only my
fifteen years with N. W. Ayer & Son, Young & Rubicam, J. Walter
Thompson Company; and sixteen years as a principal with the H. B.
Humphrey Company, Boston. As to the matter of record, I offer more; the
one hundred advertisements recorded here have been chosen, primarily, by
two kinds of exceptionally well qualified experts — one, the people who
read, (or do not read) advertisements — who act, or do not act, upon them . . .
and two, time.

While compiling my list I wrote to many of the leading advertising men in
the country for suggestions, and it is amazing how many of our ablest stand
solidly behind Cadillac’s “The Penalty of Leadership” — Squibb’s “The
Priceless Ingredient” — Jordan’s “Somewhere West of Laramie” — Book of
Etiquette’s “Again She Ordered Chicken Salad” — Listerine’s “Often a
Bridesmaid but Never a Bride” etc!

It is amazing, and significant, because even these few differ so widely in
concept and execution that their classification as “great” ads is
indeterminable by any rule or method, save by these two: that they are
remembered, and the ability behind them respected.

Persuasion is still the destination of any advertisement, and you can reach
it from almost any point on the creative compass if you’ve got an idea worth



traveling in.

Some of the stories behind these selections have never been told before.
Some are fascinating examples of far-sightedness. Some are Algeric. Some
are immensely American. Some are sheer inspiration. Some are downright
funny; with a lot of horse-sense laughing through! Some are intensely human.
Some will fill you with the fine old wine of nostalgia.

All are useful as demonstrations of skilled advertising performance. The
ability to think, to analyze, and to work like hell for clarity and conviction.

I think, as you go through these pages, you will feel a new pride in the
business of advertising, for you will realize again what it has meant to the
building and to the preservation of American free enterprise... and how little
its surface in that direction has been scratched.

You will differ perhaps with some of my selections. That is inevitable. My
hope is that my list is truly representative of the first hundred years, let’s say,
of advertising progress.

And if I have helped create in you that solid gold incentive which great
performance invariably arouses, then I shall be exceedingly glad.

We have books of great short stories, great plays, great poems, great trials,
great paintings, and so forth, but so far as I know, this is the first attempt to
marshall the great in advertising, and to present it in compact and convenient
reference form.

To Raymond Rubicam, with whom I once had the great privilege of
working; to George Cecil and Ken Slifer of N. W. Ayer & Son, where I first
saw the light of copy day; to James W. Young, with whom I never worked
but always wanted to; to Hayward Anderson, an old and valued friend, and to
the Curtis Publishing Company for almost endless photographs from issues
long buried in the files — I owe particular thanks for gracious, thoughtful and
enormous help.

And, of course, if it hadn’t been for Fred Kendall, the astute and friendly
editorial director of the Moore Publishing Company, publishers of
Advertising Agency, (better known to our generation as Advertising &
Selling), the book probably would never have been published at all. Fred
liked the idea from the start and encouraged me to do it — supplying both
valued data from his files and genuine enthusiasm from his heart. In fact, the



book’s title is his. He admits that I may know a good ad when I see one but
that he knows a title that will sell books!

My files are filled with wonderful letters from other men and women about
whom you will hear later, and who, in turn, have filled my heart with a very
special quality and quantity of gratitude. This is really their book; I’ve simply
put it together.
 

BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 
OCTOBER, 1949



Foreword

by RAYMOND RUBICAM
 
 
 

AS Julian Watkins intimates in his dedication of this book, anyone who
attempts to name “The 100 Greatest Advertisements” is not settling the
matter, but is merely starting something. Because I think Mr. Watkins is
starting a good thing, I am glad that he asked me to write the Foreword to his
book.
 

When I began as a copywriter, a book like this would have been worth
more money to me than I owned. A week’s salary would have been a bargain
price. Possession of such a collection of ads, and insight into how they were
produced and what they accomplished, would have paid dividends on the
spot — and would have continued to pay them for years afterwards while I
was a developing copywriter, and for many more years during which I hired,
taught, trained and tried to inspire other copywriters.
 

Writers and artists do not learn best from textbooks, but by doing and by
absorbing through their pores, from the work of others, the particular
qualities which appeal to them and stimulate their own potentialities. It is
harder for teachers of advertising in schools and colleges to know and obtain
the great advertisements, or even the successful ones, than it is for teachers of
literature to know and obtain the great or successful books. We in the
advertising business have not been adequately cooperative in providing
teaching material, particularly information which will help teachers and
students distinguish between the superlatively effective, the fairly effective,
and the ineffective, in copy.
 



There are many successful ads, few great ones. A great ad by virtue of the
very adjective applied to it, must be not merely successful, but phenomenally
so. Yet phenomenal results alone — whether in number of readers, or
inquiries, or even sales, do not make people feel that an ad is great unless its
message is made memorable by originality, wit, insight, conviction or some
other notable quality of mind or spirit. And even those qualities do not make
it great if its claims are dishonest, if it impairs the good will of the customer
toward the advertiser either before or after the sale, or if it impairs the good
will of the public toward advertising. The best identification of a great ad is
that its public is not only strongly sold by it, but that both the public and the
advertising world remember it for a long time as an admirable piece of work.
 

A single agency or advertising department cannot as a rule do much better
than the schools in putting before the beginner enough ads that can be called
great. The agency or department may produce much excellent work; but
seldom does that work span the wide variety of tasks that advertising can
perform, or the widely varied styles and methods by which similar goods and
services can be and have been sold.
 

Of course, there is always on display in current media the daily and weekly
grist of all the advertising mills, but current advertising style can be as
monotonous as current automobile style, and pre-occupation with it merely
sets up the need for a strong antidote, lest the pressure of standardization ruin
the youngster for life.
 

Advertising is no exception to the rule that superlative work has an
unequalled thrill for the craftsman. The great ads will contribute mysteriously
but potently to any beginner who has a spark that can be struck. And, let me
add, Mr. Watkins’ Combination Panorama and Close-up of the Ads that
Folks Remember can be just as enlightening and even more profitable to the
Boss himself.



To the hundred (or more)
great ads I must have missed!
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WANTED: Volunteers For The
South Pole

THIS advertisement, written by Ernest Shackleton, the famed polar explorer,
appeared in London newspapers in 1900. In speaking of it later, he said: “It
seemed as though all the men in Great Britain were determined to accompany
me, the response was so overwhelming.”

Of course, the lure of adventure had a great deal to do with the success of
this simply written copy. So did the power of deadly frankness.





EASTMAN KODAK — “You
Press The Button — We do The
Rest”

OVER the years the Eastman Kodak Company has published many
advertisements that would unquestionably rate as “great”, but probably none
greater than this. “You Press the Button — We Do the Rest” is one of the
greatest of advertising ideas.

It was literally edited-out of a long piece of copy by George Eastman
himself. In a day when glass plate cameras enjoyed but limited and difficult
use, Mr. Eastman’s Kodak Camera, emulsion film, and advertising sense
opened a market as rich as any in the world.

The advertisement shown here appeared in 1890 and was among the first
to shake loose the home-picture-making instinct of the nation. Lovers of short
copy will find here strong backing for their arguments, and ah yes, that’s a
testimonial (and a good one) in italic type.

The famous Eastman “Brownie” Kodak, “Kodak As you Go” and other
variations of the button-pressing idea were much later developments. And
who of us old enough to remember the first war to end wars, will ever forget
the Kodak advertisement that appeared in full-page rotogravure in 1917: the
illustration was of course a photograph, showing an Army officer sitting in
front of a field tent gazing raptly at a sheaf of snapshots fresh from a letter.
There was but one line of copy, and only one line was needed. It read:
“Pictures from Home.”

The late L. B. Jones, famous advertising manager of the Eastman Kodak
Company, wrote it, and it is one of the shortest and most effective pieces of
human-interest copy ever written. Mr. Jones didn’t write it that way at first.
In fact, he wrote it quite the other way, for it was three hundred words long to



begin with! Three hundred words of very fine copy no doubt under the
headline “Pictures from Home.” “The longer I looked at it,” Mr. Jones told
me years later, “the more I realized that the picture told the story, so I began
cutting, and finally cut the text out altogether!”

It takes a bright and sparkling flavor to attract children.

Flavor — flavor — what has the flavor? . . . That’s a game every child’s
appetite loves to play . . . Remember how inquisitive your sense of taste was,
back in those childhood days? … Poking into all kinds of things to eat —
giving the “tongue test” to everything (not always confined to foods) . . .



finding some things that really “hit the spot”. Every youngster has decided
preferences in food.

You like Campbell’s Tomato Soup. Of course, you do... for it is a
distinctive flavor universally acclaimed. And your children have a taste that is
keener than yours — fresh — appreciative. See how instantly and eagerly the
youngsters go for this soup, with its enchanting bright red color and its taste
that sets the tongue a-tingling!

At least once every day the children should get the invigorating benefits of
wholesome soup, for its nourishing food and its aid to digestion . . . And they
always greet Campbell’s Tomato Soup with delight . . . especially if it’s
prepared with milk as Cream of Tomato.



CAMPBELL’S SOUP — “The
Campbell Kids”

ALTHOUGH the Campbell’s Soup advertisement shown here appeared in
The Saturday Evening Post, April 6, 1935 the famous Campbell Kids
appeared on car cards as long ago as 1899. Certainly no book of great
advertisements would be complete without an example of this truly
outstanding series beloved by young and old alike for more than half a
century — already.

There seems to be no exact record, (which is unfortunately true of so many
great advertisements) as to who wrote the original jingles. Miss Grace
Drayton was the first illustrator and her style has been faithfully followed by
different successors.

Nobody knows how much soup the Campbell Kids have sold, but you
might take a look at the huge kitchens down in Camden, New Jersey and at
the first advertising page following reading matter in countless years of The
Post. The red and white Campbell label is a familiar landmark in American
advertising history, and the Campbell Kids have been a lively, human,
endearing part of your growing up, and mine.





IVORY SOAP — 9944/100% Pure
—  ( 1882)

BACK in December, 1882 this advertisement for Ivory Soap appeared in
many newspapers throughout the land. Nobody remembers the exact
schedule or the writer’s name, but it was unquestionably among the first of
the famous 99 44/100 percent pure series. Copywriters please note the
substantial reason-why “sell” all the way through this compact “reader” copy.
Pretty solid stuff. Few ads in that long-gone day were any better. Few soaps
either; and that was a combination hard to beat. In my book, it rates as among
the great ads of all time because it is truly representative of an imaginative
and resourceful advertising policy that has led Procter & Gamble from small
beginnings to a very distinguished place in the sun. They had a good idea,
and they stuck to it, varying only its interpretation as the years went by.





PHOEBE SNOW — “The Road of
Anthracite”

I HAVE a special interest in a girl named Phoebe Snow. I saw her first on a
Clinton Street trolley back in my hometown, Elmira, New York. I fell in love
with her at first sight and my devotion has remained constant through the
years.

Phoebe was selling the Lackawanna Railroad then — and she still is. She
used to say things like this to me as I rode to work —

Like aeroplanes 
My favorite trains 
O’ertop the lofty mountain chains 
There’s cool delight 
At such a height 
Upon the Road of Anthracite.

Yes, Phoebe was a car card then — probably the first great railroad selling
symbol in print. She has been selling the Delaware, Lackawanna & Western
since 1900, and she has done so well at it that the railroad now calls itself The
Route of Phoebe Snow and an entire modern passenger train is named in her
honor.

Phoebe Snow was the pin-up rage of her day, created by Earnest Elmo
Calkins and first painted by Harry Stacy Benton — not Penrhyn Stanlaws, as
has so often been reported. The model was a Mrs. Murray, one of the very
first models to be used in advertising, long before Powers and Conover
established their picturesque services.

Phoebe Snow was created to sell the idea of cleanliness in traveling on a



railroad which used sootless anthracite coal exclusively as locomotive fuel.
Phoebe always wore a spotless white dress — was always cool-looking,
comfortable, corsaged with violets. She became so popular as a symbol of
cleanliness, and lodged so surely in the hearts and minds of Lackawanna
travelers and shippers, that they’ve printed her name on all rolling stock.
Booklets with her verses and story have been distributed by the hundreds of
thousands.

But I am indebted to Mr. Calkins (via Fred Kendall) for the real story
behind the story of Phoebe Snow. Mr. Calkins wrote it only three years ago
and I quote —

“Forty-five years ago, Wendell P. Colton, then, advertising manager of the
D. L. & W., now head of his own advertising agency, prepared and ran a
series of street car cards based on the nursery rhyme, The House That Jack
Built, the heroine of which was a girl in white, All in Lawn.” When that came
to a logical end, he turned to us for an idea to continue the advertising.
Taking our cue from the previous set, we gave the girl a name and produced
an endless set of jingles.

“The form of the verses was suggested by an onomatopoetic rhyme in The
Humorous Speaker, one of the elocution books so numerous when I was a
boy — ”Riding on the Rail.” Its jigging meter was supposed to imitate the
song of the rushing train. Rhyming advertisements were popular then.
Kenneth Fraser’s “Spotless Town” and Charles Snyder’s “See that Hump”
lilted from every street car card and boarding; constant repetition gave them
currency.

“Mrs. Murray was posed before the camera in and out of cars, talking with
the crew, eating in the diner, having her berth made up, as that was easier
than painting in such inconvenient environments, and those photographs were
the basis of the colored paintings made by Benton. The resulting pictures had
little of the glamour of today’s pin-up girls. The American ideal was
something quite different in those double pre-war days. Phoebe was demure
and circumspect, innocent as her white gown, as safe traveling alone on the
Road of Anthracite as her spotless attire. Sex appeal existed, but it wasn’t
named, and ‘pin-up’ was as unknown as ‘roomette’. As your story intimates,
Phoebe Snow had her day, became a proverb, a symbol, and a simile in her
time, and had her tribute of burlesque, parody, cartooning and allusion that



were evidence of the world’s familiarity.
 

“An amusing story could be made of the manner in which the higher
criticism was applied to the apotheosis of Phoebe Snow. One of the
Lackawanna’s officers explained learnedly (after the fact) that Phoebe was
the only woman’s name that had the right psychological appeal, that this
perfect name was not hit upon until after experiments with other names, that
Mary was tried and failed to click, that when Phoebe was adopted the public
responded one hundred percent. All of which was vastly entertaining to the
man who created Phoebe, named her without giving a thought to the laws of
mental science, mnenomics, or the subtle influence of association of ideas.
And he realized that thus are legends made.
 

“It is evidence of advertising’s flexibility that Phoebe Snow, her very
reason for existence wiped out by wars and coal strikes, her personality dated
by post-war ideas of feminine charm, is being transformed into a new
symbol, that of women’s advent in to the emphatically masculine industry of
railroading, with hostesses on streamlined trains to add the hospitable touch
that neither Pullman porter, nor conductor can supply. And it is a curious
coincidence that Best Foods, which is the residuary legatee of one of the
earliest flake breakfast foods, Force, is inquiring into the history of Sunny
Jim, another character at whose birth I was at least the midwife.
 

“The last jingle I perpetrated in the Lackawanna series was:

Miss Phoebe’s trip 
Without a slip 
Is almost o’er. 
Her trunk and grip 
Are right and tight 
Without a slight. 
“Good bye, old Road of Anthracite!”

— Earnest Elmo Calkins



I have a very special interest in Phoebe Snow, not alone because of her
classification as a great ad, but more because she led me into advertising. I
was so entranced by her rhymed selling that I did a little rhymed selling of
my own . . . in the form of an application for a job! I sent out sixteen letters,
got five favorable replies, one by telegram. Those were the good old days,
weren’t they?



SMITH BROTHERS COUGH
DROPS

PROBABLY the world’s most famous brothers are “Trade” and “Mark”
Smith! Since 1852 when the first advertisement for a “Cough Candy”
appeared in Poughkeepsie newspapers over the signature of William Smith,
these deftly bearded gentlemen have been selling cough drops as cough drops
were never sold before — or since.
 

Ten years or so ago, practically an entire 40-page edition of the
Poughkeepsie-New Yorker was devoted to the 100th Birthday Celebration of
this famous industry which had produced enough cough drops up to that time
to ease the roughened throats of all the people in the world!
 

Five generations of Smith Brothers have carried on this fantastically
successful business which contains all the ingredients of the American dream
. . . log cabin beginnings, first product made over kitchen stove, sold from
door to door, and then the slow ascent to great wealth and world influence.
Just pull out the stops and bear down on the keys!

And if you could ask either “Trade” or “Mark” or any of their fortunate
descendants what one thing — beyond the product — was the big booster
along the upward road, the voice that answered would undoubtedly say:
“Continuous advertising, small space, plenty of insertions, simple copy …”

Maybe you won’t call the pictures of “Trade” and “Mark” that I’ve
reproduced here either “great” or “famous” advertisements. You’re right —
technically; but I imagine more people know these gentlemen and what they
make, than know the reasons why the product’s good for them . . .

Even today’s Smith Brothers advertising says, “Don’t Let Those Beards
Fool You!” And then it goes on with “Modern Science Recognizes The



Effectiveness of This Trusted Formula . . .” Trying to modernize “Trade” and
“Mark” are they? Is nothing sacred?



SAPOLIO — “Spotless Town”

DOWN from Cornell, where he drew and wrote for the college papers while
earning an engineering degree, came J. K. Fraser. “No one wanted an
advertising man like me. Had to eat so made a deal with the mate and cook of
a ship who had opened up a restaurant on 23rd Street. Every week I put a
poster in the window inviting people to come in and eat. In payment,
whenever I felt hungry I went in myself and ate on the house. I got the
posters back. With these samples I landed a job with Ward & Gow who
controlled street car advertising space. Mr. Ward also managed Sapolio
advertising. One day I told Mr. Ward that I would like to try my hand at some
Sapolio car cards. When I showed him the Spotless Town series he said:
‘Fine! I am going to keep that series in the cars so long people will get sick
and tired of seeing it, and when it makes you famous don’t forget to give me
some of the credit.’ I wrote the jingles and drew the pictures. I was 24.”

Spotless Town deserves a place in any collection of great ads, and Mr.
Ward in any charting of farsightedness. For Spotless Town (while selling
Sapolio by the ton) was parodied in many papers and one syndicated political
series ran all over the country. At one time four theatrical road companies
booked shows called Spotless Town . . . and one community changed its
name permanently thereto. Out of the Spotless Town success, rose J. K.
Fraser to head the old Blackman Company (now Compton Advertising), to
retire a wealthy, healthy and respected man, to take up golf and “I can still
put them out beyond the 200-yards marker.” And this person doesn’t doubt it.
JK could always call his shots. Love that man!





VICTOR TALKING MACHINE
COMPANY — “His Master ’s
Voice”

THIS is our dog — yours and mine! We grew up with this beloved fox terrier
listening to his master’s voice. It symbolized so perfectly, so warmly that first
grand instrument of home entertainment, the Vic. It gave to the struggling
Victor Talking Machine Company in the early days of this cyclonic century,
an expression of performance that instantly went to the hearts of young and
old alike. Many great ads have appeared over the Victor and later the RCA-
Victor name, but none more valuable certainly than the dog everybody
knows.

The idea was the inspiration of Francis Barraud, an English painter. One
day his dog Nipper — for that was the terrier’s name — sat hunched before a
talking machine listening quizzically to the voices coming from the horn.
Nipper’s pose caught the eye of his master . . . and one of the greatest trade-
marks in the world was born. Barraud gave it the title which has never
changed “His Master’s Voice” and sold the English rights to the picture to the
Gramophone Company, London. In 1901, the Victor Talking Machine
Company acquired the American rights to the painting and adopted it as its
trade-mark, and has featured it for more than half a century in advertising and
retail display.

The moral of all this — if one is needed — is that good ideas are
everywhere. But you have to know one when you see it.



Time to Re-tire?



(Buy Fisk)
 
 
 
 

We Hold Our Trade
 

ONLY permanent customers can make permanent success. Only
satisfaction can make permanent customers. On this belief we
base our manufacturing and selling policies.
 

We do not aim to sell to the million car owners. We do aim to
please continuously our constantly increasing part of that million
to whom we sell whenever tires are needed. We hold our trade.
 

Year after year, for car after car, we sell to the same customers.
Members of the same family, business associates and friends
recommend our tires and service one to another.
 

WE OFFER tires of demonstrated quality, the courteous and far-
reaching service of an unusually efficient organization, a sincere
effort on our part to hold our customers through their satisfaction
with Fisk Tires and our methods of doing business.
 

THE FISK RUBBER COMPANY

Factory and Home Office: Chicopee Falls, Mass.

18,000 Dealers Everywhere and Fisk Branches in Principal
Cities



FISK RUBBER COMPANY —
“Time To Retire”

HERE is a young man who has never had time to practice what he preaches.
He is anything but retired — in fact, he has been inordinately busy since 3
o’clock one morning in the year 1907 . . .

Burr Giffin, an agency art director, (according to James L. Collings in the
March 29, 1947 issue of Editor & Publisher) who frequently did work for the
Fisk Tire Company was stirring at that early hour because he had an idea and
the urge to do something about it.

He sat down on his bed and made a rapid sketch of a small boy with his
right arm encircling a tire and his left hand holding a candle. Then he gave
his work a title “Time to Retire.”

The next morning he showed the sketch to his boss who thought it good
enough to present to Fisk. Fisk in turn liked it so much that a poster ad was
immediately whipped into shape. Thus, one of the most human, most famous
trade marks in America started its long and illustrious advertising career.

An interesting sidelight is that Edward Egleston, an artist whose son was
rumored to be the first model, made the first painting in oil in 1916. Through
the years, however, that original painting was spoiled by too many
retouchings.

In 1939 when the U. S. Rubber Company acquired Fisk they found among
the drawings and paintings an oil of the Fisk boy of apparently indifferent
quality.

The new management sent the painting to the Metropolitan Museum of Art
to be restored — a process that revealed many layers of retouching which
probably represented the over-the-years opinions of various engravers and
lithographers as to where lights and shadows should fall and how color could



be improved.

After the final restoration it was found that each change had been far from
an improvement because the original was a completely charming picture.

The Fisk boy has had many millions of advertising dollars invested in him.
He is kept up to date by employing different models each year in essentially
the same pose. Recently he was animated and given lines, but essentially the
original idea remains intact.





UNEEDA BISCUIT

HERE is the young man who took crackers out of the cracker barrel, put
them into neat, sanitary packages, and sold, what is still after sixty years of
competition, the most famous “biscuit” in the world! Actually, of course, the
story is far more significant than that. A. W. Green, Chairman of the Board of
the National Biscuit Company just before and after the turn of the century,
was the prime mover in an idea that was probably the forerunner of the
packaged food business in this country. For this was the day of bulk selling.
Crackers — and almost every other item in the grocery stores of that day —
were sold from barrels or boxes. You bought your groceries and you took
your chances; sometimes you got them clean and fresh, and sometimes you
got them stale, fly-specked and smelling of kerosene.

Mr. Green recommended to his Board a home PACKAGE of crackers — a
package containing a quantity that would be quickly consumed by the
average family, that would be packed in a container free from contamination
and protected from moisture, dust, germs and odors. Mr. Green also
recommended a mass price of 5¢ (this was 1899, remember) and some novel
method of advertising and merchandising this absolutely revolutionary
scheme.

The Board was unenthusiastic. Its mind was still in the cracker barrel. With
rare foresight, it pessimistically predicted failure. But fortunately it wasn’t
boss. And also, fortunately, the National Biscuit Company had appointed N.
W. Ayer & Son as its advertising agency.

Serving the National Biscuit account was one of Ayer’s strongest men: H.
N. McKinney. Mr. McKinney was just as foresighted in his field as Mr.
Green in his, and the result of that combination was the name UNEEDA and
a coordinated plan for reaching the public through newspapers, magazines,
street car cards, posters and painted signs.

The campaign was an over-night sensation and new bakeries were built in



different parts of the country to supply the fantastic demand, but neither
National Biscuit nor N. W. Ayer probably realized the extent to which they
were remolding our daily lives. Today’s brightly illuminated markets with
their neatly arranged rows of packaged foods, each with its own trade mark,
had its origin in this first bold step taken but fifty years ago.

The famous boy in boots, sou’wester and slicker, with a package of
Uneeda Biscuits in his arm, was the work of Joseph J. Geisinger, an associate
of Mr. McKinney’s at N. W. Ayer & Son. It was Mr. Geisinger’s job to
illustrate the original Uneeda campaign — to give it novelty and freshness
and human appeal. He did. He did it so well that the slickered lad (Mr.
Geisinger’s nephew, Gordon Stille, by the way) is still one of the best-known
advertisements in the world.





CREAM OF WHEAT — “Ah
Reckon As How He’s De Bes’
Known Man In De Worl’”

A GOOD idea somehow never dies and nobody can quite analyze what
accounts for its longevity. You’d think perhaps that the Cream of Wheat Chef
had long ago lost his identity in the constant boil of change, yet a recent
survey showed that this famous Negro is still one of the first three or four
best-known trade-marks in the country.

The Cream of Wheat trademark originated with Colonel Mapes, one of the
founders of the Company and its general manager of many years. One day in
the early 1900’s he was lunching in Kohlsaat’s Restaurant, Chicago, and was
served by a handsome colored waiter. He was so impressed by the waiter’s
friendly smile that he secured his picture and release for its use. Since that
time the waiter’s face has appeared on all Cream of Wheat packages and in
all Cream of Wheat publicity.

G. Barnard Clifford, Treasurer and Sales Manager of the Cream of Wheat
Company, adds this interesting footnote to the story: “Up until a few years
ago hardly a year passed that we were not approached by various gentlemen
claiming to be the original chef. However, Colonel Mapes had a secret way
of identifying the original man and we have never found him. Perhaps he is
gone to his reward these many years . . .”

Well — as the advertisement across the way says: “Ah Reckon As How
He’s de bes’ Known Man In de’ Worl’”.

Advertisement reproduced through the courtesy of The Cream of
Wheat Corporation. Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.





CADILLAC — “The Penalty Of
Leadership”

THE list of famous advertisements selected for this book is not entirely my
own. When the work began, I wrote to perhaps fifty leading advertising men
explaining my belief in the need and usefulness of a volume like this and
asked them to name some of the advertisements which, over the years, had
made a profound impression upon them. “The Penalty of Leadership”
appeared on every list!

Much has been written about this perhaps greatest of all advertisements,
the conditions which prompted it, etc., but the significant fact to me is this:
the advertisement, contrary to popular belief, appeared but once: January 2,
1915 in The Saturday Evening Post, yet after more than thirty years, hardly a
week goes by that either Cadillac or its agency, MacManus, John & Adams,
Detroit, do not get requests for one or more copies. Millions have been
distributed.
 

“That which deserves to live — lives.” Its author: Theodore F. MacManus.





KELLY-SPRINGFIELD — The
Fellowes Series

EARNEST Elmo Calkins and other advertising men whose opinions on
advertising are always respected, have called the Kelly-Springfield Tire
advertising of the era 1918 to 1931, the most outstanding tire campaign ever
run in national magazines. The sample on the opposite page is typical of this
series. Henry Hurd, then advertising manager of Kelly-Springfield and
Laurence Fellowes, a free lance artist, did them.

“At that time,” writes Mr. Hurd, “we were the Tiffany of the tire industry.
We felt that for an ambitious million dollar advertising budget, we needed
something more than merely a punning (Lotta Miles) trade character such as
we had been using in our outdoor display, and I was casting about for an idea
when Laurence Fellowes walked in with a suggestion for a house organ
cover. In those days Fellowes did fineline drawings without the wash which
he later adopted; when it came to drawing smart cars and smart types of
people he was in a class by himself. The drawing he brought in to me that day
gave me the idea for the Kelly magazine series which for so many years I
wrote and he illustrated. Sometimes I would send him the copy and he would
do a drawing to fit the text; sometimes I would run dry and write copy to
whatever picture he felt like producing . . .”





CAMEL CIGARETTES — First
Big Time Cigarette Campaign

ONE of the heartening things about doing this book has been the interested,
all-out cooperation received from advertisers and agencies — none more
heartening than that from my advertising alma mater, N. W. Ayer & Son.
And none more enlightening than this story about the first big league
advertiser of cigarettes, R. J. Reynolds Company. Here is the story of Camels
as related to Ayer Vice President, Clarence L. Jordan by William M.
Armistead, long dean of Ayer executives, who got and handled the Reynolds
account for many years:

The Cigarette Industry — like so many industries in the early days of the
20th Century — began its development with sectional brands.

In the South-Atlantic States Piedmonts were a big seller — and down in
New Orleans, Home Runs and Picayunes were popular. Fatimas were
demanded in the East and Middle-Atlantic — and out in San Francisco they
were selling a brand almost exclusively which had a “mouthpiece.”

R. J. Reynolds, who had just completed overcoming sectional brands in a
pipe tobacco — making Prince Albert a national seller — made up his mind
to attempt the same thing in a cigarette.

After a long time in studying the various sectional brands, Mr. Reynolds
decided he had perfected the proper blend for a national cigarette. He bought
the name “CAMEL” from a small independent company in Philadelphia for
$2,500.00.

Mr. Reynolds then said to Mr. Armistead, who handled the advertising
account for N. W. Ayer & Son, that they were ready to proceed and offered
him an appropriation of $250,000 to introduce the Camel brand.

This initial appropriation was refused, with the following statement:



“While it is true that all of those around the Reynolds Tobacco Company who
have tried the new cigarette think it is a great blend, some of them may have
expressed that belief because they thought it would please you, Mr.
Reynolds. If you spend a quarter million dollars on that cigarette — and the
public does not like it — you will kill the brand, as well as lose a quarter
million dollars. Public approval is the only way to test the product. If this
cigarette will not sell without advertising — it certainly will not sell with
advertising.”

We then went on to recommend that one carton of Camel Cigarettes be
distributed to each of 125 of the best retail stores in Cleveland, with the
understanding that the carton be left on top of the counter — and figures
furnished on repeat orders by stores.

The cigarette immediately began to repeat. Then, the same system was
tried out in other sections of the country where various sectional brands were
being sold. Again and again, the product started to repeat without any
advertising.

Based on this method of testing in all sections of the country, it became
clear that this new blend could overcome sectional prejudices.

Then — and not until then — was advertising recommended to introduce
the brand on a full-scale basis. This introduction was done by Sales
Divisions, of which there were 87 in the United States. Each Division
Manager was instructed to notify the Home Office as soon as he had
perfected a complete distribution in his area.

The advertising campaign started off with teaser copy in newspapers,
approximately forty inches in size.

The first advertisement was a very simple teaser display — using the
words “The Camels Are Coming.”

The second advertisement featured the wording “Tomorrow There Will Be
More Camels in This Town Than in Asia and Africa Combined.”

The third advertisement stated “Camels Are Here,” and proceeded to
describe the brand.

From that point on, consistent newspaper space was used on a campaign
which was built around the theme that Camel Cigarettes did not offer any



premiums — such as were popular with most cigarettes at the time —
because the cost of the tobaccos used in the Camel blend was too great to
permit anything except the quality product itself.

That was the introductory period and — as could be expected — it stung
competition into quick action.

Camels started moving rapidly in nearly all sections, except for New York
City. That city had been left for the last. Sales there were controlled largely
by the Metropolitan Tobacco Company, who had advised the R. J. Reynolds
Tobacco Company that if they would keep their salesmen out of New York
City they would give them distribution in about 17,000 stores that were tops,
in one week — just as soon as they were convinced the product would sell.

Reynolds agreed, and the last division opened was New York, through the
Metropolitan Tobacco Company, using exactly the same technique — with
advertising spreading to magazines and billboards, in addition to newspapers,
but still using the same hard-selling theme.

Camels grew from 4th place to 1st place in five years, securing about 40%
of the entire cigarette business.

Naturally, competition switched its tactics from sectional sellers to national
blends that could compete on a national basis with the success of Camels —
and the big cigarette battle, which is still going on, got under way with
millions of dollars of advertising being spent each year on each of the leading
national brands.

An amusing incident developed one of the greatest slogans in this cigarette
battle.
 

A sign painter was painting a billboard one day and a man walked up and
asked him if he could give him a cigarette. The painter said “yes” and offered
him a Camel. The stranger thanked him with enthusiasm, and said “I’d Walk
A Mile For A Camel.”

The sign painter was smart enough to report the incident as a suggestion
for a billboard and from this incident grew one of the best and most familiar
slogans in advertising.





DR. ELIOT’S FIVE-FOOT
SHELF — “This Is Marie
Antoinette Riding To Her Death”

THIS ad belongs in my book for two reasons: first, it worked! And second, it
is probably the first important copy ever written by one of America’s truly
distinguished copy men: Bruce Barton.

I wrote Mr. Barton for the story and I could give you no more interesting
information about this significant demonstration of his ability than this quote
from his letter:

“Tom Beck, who had been sales manager for Procter &
Gamble, was hired by Robert Collier to take charge of sales of
Collier’s Weekly and the Collier books including the famous
Five-Foot Shelf of Books selected by Dr. Eliot. Beck came from a
business that depended wholly on advertising into a business that
never had had any advertising, a business in which the salesman
did not want advertising because every salesman worked his own
way and sometimes his way was open to considerable ethical
debate. Each salesman pretended to be the general manager out
on a special trip to consult subscribers; or an executor of the
estate of the publisher who was seeking to dispose of a few fine
sets at bargain prices in order to close up the estate, etc. ”Beck
believed that books could be advertised and sold ethically and he
hired a great national advertising agency to prepare
advertisements for the Five-Foot Shelf of Books to be run in
Collier’s Weekly. A number of these advertisements were double
spreads. Their theme was the joy and satisfaction of owning and
reading great books.



“Part of my duties as Beck’s assistant was to supervise the
advertising, and I complained to the agency that, while the
advertisements were very fine advertisements, they did not
produce any coupons and without coupons which the salesmen
could follow up we had no chance to recoup our advertising
expense from added sales.

“One day the superintendent of the press room called me up
and said the magazine was about to go to press and that there was
one vacant quarter-page which we of the sales department might
have for a book advertisement if I could get the copy through
immediately. I took a volume from one of our pulled sets (sets on
which the subscriber had failed to keep up his payments), opened
it almost at random, tore out the picture of Marie Antoinette, had
a cut made, and wrote under the picture: This is Marie Antoinette
riding to her death. Have you ever read her tragic story?

“Marie pulled eight times as many coupons in that quarter-
page1 as we had ever received from a double-spread! She was
such a good puller that she continued to run in the magazine for
years after I left Collier’s.

“While I had written one or two pieces of copy previously, she
was my first major operation.

“I don’t know how you could get a photostat of her except
from the files of Collier’s. She must have appeared first
somewhere between 1910 and 1913.”



Within the Curve of a Woman’s Arm

A frank discussion of a subject too often avoided

A woman’s arm! Poets have sung of its grace : artists have
painted its beauty. It should be the daintiest, sweetest thing in the
world. And yet, unfortunately, it isn’t, always.

There’s an old offender in this quest for perfect daintiness —
an offender of which we ourselves may be ever so unconscious,
but which is just as truly present.
 

Shall we discuss it frankly?

Many a woman who says, “No, I am never annoyed by
perspiration,” does not know the facts — does not realize how
much sweeter and daintier she would be if she were entirely free
from it.

Of course, we aren’t to blame because nature has so made us that
the perspiration glands under the arms are more active than
anywhere else. Nor are we to blame because the perspiration
which occurs under the arm does not evaporate as readily as from



other parts of the body. The curve of the arm and the constant
wearing of clothing have made normal evaporation there
impossible.
 

Woula you be absolutely sure of 
your daintiness?

It is the chemicals of the body, not uncleanliness, that cause odor.
And even though there is no active perspiration — no apparent
moisture — there may be under the arms an odor unnoticed by
ourselves, but distinctly noticeable to others. For it is a
physiological fact that persons troubled with perspiration odor
seldom can detect it themselves.
 

Fastidious women who want to he absolutely sure of their
daintiness have found that they could not trust to their own
consciousness; they have felt the need of a toilet water which
would insure them against any of this kind of underarm
unpleasantness, either moisture or odor.
 

To meet this need, a physician formulated Odorono — a
perfectly harmless and delightful toilet water. With particular
women Odorono has become a toilet necessity which they use
regularly two or three times a week.
 

So simple, so easy, so sure
 

No matter how much the perspiration glands may be excited by
exertion, nervousness, or weather conditions, Odorono will keep
your underarms always sweet and naturally dry. You then can
dismiss all anxiety as to your freshness, your perfect daintiness.

The right time to use Odorono is at night before retiring. Pat it
on the underarms with a bit of absorbent cotton, only two or three
times a week. Then a little talcum dusted on and you can forget
all about that worst of all embarrassments — perspiration odor or



moisture. Daily baths do not lessen the effect of Odorono at all.

Dr. Lewis B. Allyn, head of the famous Westfield
Laboratories, Westfield, Massachusetts, says:
“Experimental and practical tests show that Odorono is
harmless, economical and effective when employed as
directed, and will injure neither the skin nor the
health.”

 

Does excessive perspiration 
ruin your prettiest 

dresses?
 

Are you one of the many women who are troubled with excessive
perspiration, which ruins all your prettiest blouses and dresses?
To endure this condition is so unnecessary! Why, you need never
spoil a dress with perspiration! For this severer trouble Odorono
is just as effective as it is for the more subtle form of perspiration
annoyance. Try it tonight and notice how exquisitely fresh and
sweet you will feel.

If you are troubled in any unusual way or have had any
difficulty in finding relief, let us help you solve your problem. We
shall he so glad to do so. Address Ruth Miller, The Odorono Co.,
719 Blair Avenue, Cincinnati, Ohio.

At all toilet counters in the United States and Canada, 60c and
$1.00. Trial size, 30c. By mail postpaid if your dealer hasn’t it.

Address mail orders or requests as follows:

For Canada to The Arthur Sales Co., 61 Adelaide St., East,
Toronto, Ont. For France to The Agencie Américaine, 38 Avenue
de l’Opéra, Paris. For Switzerland to The Agencie Américaine, 17
Boulevard Helvetique, Geneve. For England to The American
Drug Supply Co., 6 Northumberland Ave., London, W. C. 2. For



Mexico to H. E. Gerber & Cia, 2a Gante, 19, Mexico City: For
U.S.A. to The Odorono Co., 719 Blair Avenue, Cincinnati, Ohio.



ODORONO — “Within The Curve
Of A Woman’s Arm”

TIMES may change, says the JWT News, but a good basic advertising appeal
does not. A J. Walter Thompson advertisement for a deodorant, which
appeared about 40 years ago, used the same type of illustration — a woman
in a man’s arms, her one arm upraised, and the same “You may offend without
knowing it” appeal as is being used in today’s modern “Fresh” (JWT-NY)
advertising.

James Young, who wrote the 1919 deodorant advertisement says that it
was so startling at that time that some 200 Ladies’ Home Journal readers
cancelled their subscriptions and “publishers begged us to stop the copy.”
Times have changed, but not basic advertising appeals. (Mr. Young adds a
P.S.: “Several women who learned that I had written this advertisement said
they would never speak to me again — that it was ‘disgusting’ and ‘an insult
to women.’ But the deodorant’s sales increased 112% that year.”)

You will learn more about James W. Young in this book but nothing more
important than his copy philosophy, as expressed to me in a letter from
Rancho Canada, Pena Blanca, New Mexico, written in September 1948, and I
quote: “I learned to write copy as a seller of books by mail — to Methodist
ministers! Hence I have always believed in two things: first, that people read
ads; second, that they will respond to them if you use them to make a
complete sales canvass. These convictions, in turn, have never made me
afraid of ‘long copy.’

“When I write an ad I first try to get in mind a very sharp conception of the
kind of person I am going to talk to. Then I try to formulate, very clearly, the
proposition I am going to make him or her — why he should buy something,
think something, or do something.

“Then I try to think out where this person’s interests or problems and the



proposition come together, and from this try to work out the headline and
main illustration which, as one unit, will take hold of them. I usually think
out many headlines before I get the one which satisfies me. And also usually
labor equally to get the one right illustration for the headline. Where possible,
as in the Webb Young advertising, I test headlines for their relative
effectiveness, knowing from these tests that some headlines can be twice as
effective as others.

“As I write the body of the ad I keep thinking about the reader, asking
myself: Have I made this clear? — What doubt will he have here? — Have I
made this interesting? — and so on.

“Some ads come easier than others, of course, but usually the actual
writing process is not difficult for me. I do not begin it, as a rule, until I have
clearly seen the completed ad in my own mind — headline, main illustration,
format, and general course of the copy story. When that has come about, then
I sit down and put it on paper, and the first draft usually stands, with few
revisions.”

Brown’s Job

Brown is gone, and many men in the trade are wondering who is
going to get Brown’s job. There has been considerable
speculation about this. Brown’s job was reputed to be a good job.
Brown’s former employers, wise, gray-eyed men, have had to sit
still and repress amazement, as they listened to bright, ambitious
young men and dignified old ones seriously apply for Brown’s
job.
 

Brown had a big chair and a wide, flat-topped desk covered with
a sheet of glass. Under the glass was a map of the United States.
Brown had a salary of thirty thousand dollars a year. And twice a
year Brown made a “trip to the coast” and called on every one of
the firm’s distributors.
 

He never tried to sell anything. Brown wasn’t exactly in the sales



department. He visited with the distributors, called on a few
dealers, once in a while made a little talk to a bunch of salesmen.
Back at the office he answered most of the important complaints,
although Brown’s job wasn’t to handle complaints. Brown wasn’t
in the credit department either, but vital questions of credit
usually got to Brown, somehow or other, and Brown would
smoke and talk and tell a joke, and untwist his telephone cord and
tell the credit manager what to do.
 

Whenever Mr. Wythe, the impulsive little president, working like
a beaver, would pick up a bunch of papers and peer into a
particularly troublesome and messy subject, he had a way of
saying, “What does Brown say? What does Brown say? What the
hell does Brown say?

— Well, why don’t you do it, then?”
 

And that was disposed.
 

Or when there was a difficulty that required quick action and lots
of it, together with tact and lots of that, Mr. Wythe would say,
“Brown, you handle that.”
 

And then one day, the directors met unofficially and decided to
fire the superintendent of No. 2 Mill. Brown didn’t hear of this
until the day after the letter had gone. “What do you think of it,
Brown?” asked Mr. Wythe. Brown said, “That’s all right. The
letter won’t be delivered until tomorrow morning, and I’ll get him
on the wire and have him start East tonight. Then I’ll have his
stenographer send the letter back here and I’ll destroy it before he
sees it.”
 

The others agreed, “That’s the thing to do.” Brown knew the
business he was in. He knew the men he worked with. He had a
whole lot of sense, which he apparently used without consciously



summoning his judgment to his assistance. He seemed to think
good sense. Brown is gone, and men are now applying for
Brown’s job. Others are asking who is going to get Brown’s job
— bright, ambitious young men, dignified older men.
 

Men who are not the son of Brown’s mother, nor the husband of
Brown’s wife, nor the product of Brown’s childhood — men who
never suffered Brown’s sorrows nor felt his joys, men who never
loved the things that Brown loved nor feared the things he feared
— are asking for Brown’s job.
 

Don’t they know that Brown’s chair and his desk, with the map
under the glass top, and his pay envelope, are not Brown’s job?
Don’t they know that they might as well apply to the Methodist
Church for John Wesley’s job? Brown’s former employers know
it. Brown’s job is where Brown is.
 
 

Batten, Barton, Durstine & Osborn 
Incorporated 

ADVERTISING 
383 Madison Avenue, New York



B B D & O — “Brown’s job”

BROWN’S job, by the late F. R. Feland, former treasurer of BBDO, is one of
those pieces of advertising copy that is legend up and down the industry. It
floors me every time I read it — and it must a good many others, too, because
requests still come into BBDO for copies or permission to reprint.

Mr. Feland wrote the text in 1920 for the BBDO house organ “The
Wedge” or perhaps it was called “Batten’s Wedge” then (one of the oldest
house organs in the country, incidentally), and it was used later as a full page
advertisement in the New York Times. In both uses, it created tremendous
interest, receiving much editorial praise as an outstanding piece of agency
propaganda. “Just why,” Mr. Feland once commented, “is a little hard to
understand, inasmuch as, beyond our signature, it makes no reference to
agency operation.”

Mr. Feland was indeed modest.

And, incidentally, where else in the world will you find a treasurer who
thought like that!





KIDDIE KAR — “The Dick Walsh
Series”

ADVERTISING in 1919 was refreshed with this handsome, effective
campaign for Kiddie-Kars. “The verses, of course,” says Richard J. Walsh,
who wrote them, “are frank imitations of Stevenson.” Well, it takes a darn
good man to imitate Stevenson, and when Dick Walsh gave up the writing of
advertising copy for the publishing business, advertising lost one of its most
gifted men.

The Kiddie Kar verses became so popular that they were published in the
form of a book for children by Lippincott. Sarah Stilwell Weber did the
wonderful illustrations. Richard J. Walsh is now president of The John Day
Company.

The University of the Night



THE young Lincoln, poring over borrowed school-books far into
the night — seeking in the dim light of his log fire the
transforming light of knowledge — eager to grow — eager to do
— here is a picture that has touched the hearts of men in every
country on the earth — here is an example which, for three score
years, has inspired the man who strives against the odds of
circumstance to make his place in the world.
 

To-night, in cities and towns and villages, on isolated farms
and on the seven seas — thousands of men will drop their daily
labors to fight, beneath the lamp, the battle that Lincoln fought —
to wring from the hours of the night the education of which
circumstance deprived them in the days when they might have
gone to school.
 

Up from the mines, down from the masts of ships, from behind
counters and plows, from chauffeurs seats and engine cabs, from
factories and offices — from all the places where men work they
will go home and take up their books because they yearn to grow,
because they seek higher training, greater skill, more
responsibility, lives more profitable and work more satisfying.



 

Some of them are men who work in one field whereas their
talents and desires arc in another. Some, happy enough in their
field of work, are halted in their progress because they do not
understand the higher principles of their business or profession.
Some of them left school in boyhood because poverty made it
necessary; some left because they did hot realize then as they do
now the value of an education. And some have need of special
training which they could not have anticipated, or which they
could not have obtained in public schools.

Fifty years ago these men, some of them married, all of them
with a living to earn by day, would have had no place to turn for
the courses of study and for the personal guidance that they need.

Thirty-two years ago there was founded a school to help them
— a school created for their needs and circumstances — a school
that goes to them no matter where they are — a school whose
courses arc prepared by the foremost authorities, whose textbooks
are written for study in the home, whose instructors guide their
students by personal correspondence.
 

Created in response to a need, the International
Correspondence Schools have developed their scope and
usefulness with the growth of that need. Beginning with a single
course in coal mining, these schools have become to-day an
institution with courses in 304 subjects, covering almost every
technical field and practically every department of business.
 

In the thirty-two years of their history the International
Correspondence Schools have furnished instruction to more than
two and a half million men. Many of them now occupy positions
of leadership in their fields. Most of them have been helped to
greater earning power, to higher skill or craftsmanship, to the
added responsibility, character and good citizenship that come
with increased knowledge.



For the most part, these Scranton Schools have served men
who could have been served by no other type of educational
medium. They have served a larger number, and in a greater
number of fields, than any other educational institution.
 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Scranton, Pennsylvania 

Offices in leading cities of the United States and Canada, and
throughout the world



I. C. S. - “The University Of The
Night”

PERHAPS the most famous university in the world is The University of the
Night in Scranton, Pennsylvania, known colloquially as I. C. S. Its campus
lights shine every night in thousands of homes and its graduates flourish in
every industry in the land. I. C. S. has depended almost entirely upon
advertising to get its story to the most important group of people in the world:
men and women who want to study and get ahead. Thus, I. C. S. has
published many an advertisement. but none more important than this highly
effective example of institutional advertising, written by Raymond Rubicam
and headlined by George Cecil, of N. W. Ayer & Son, as great a copy team
as ever was.

The University of the Night is obviously not one of those I. C. S. ads to
which you can attribute concrete sales of courses, but it will be hard for any
student of advertising to believe that it did not fertilize many a mind for a
later ad that advertised a course. Also, in my book, it is an excellent example
of advertising that does its selling with dignity and poise, and, for the good of
advertising, can we have too much of that?

Ray Rubicam tells me, incidentally, that this was the last ad he wrote
before leaving N. W. Ayer to form his own agency with John Orr Young. He
stayed at the office late one night to do it, sending it off without a headline to
George Cecil who was waiting in Scranton. George Cecil, who has written
hundreds of I. C. S. ads over the years, gave it that powerful and appealing
title.



The GREATEST MOTHER in the WORLD

Stretching forth her hands to all in need; to Jew or Gentile,
black or white; knowing no favorite, yet favoring all.

Ready and eager to comfort at a time when comfort is most
needed. Helping the little home that’s crushed beneath an iron
hand by showing mercy in a healthy, human way; rebuilding it, in
fact, with stone on stone; replenishing empty bins and empty
cupboards; bringing warmth to hearts and hearths too long
neglected.



Seeing all things with a mother’s sixth sense that’s blind to
jealousy and meanness; seeing men in their true light, as naughty
children — snatching, biting, bitter — but with a hidden side
that’s quickest touched by mercy.

Reaching out her hands across the sea to No Man’s land; to
cheer with warmer comforts thousands who must stand and wait
in stenched and crawling holes and water-soaked entrenchments
where cold and wet bite deeper, so they write, than Boche steel or
lead.

She’s warming thousands, feeding thousands, healing
thousands from her store; the Greatest Mother in the World — the
RED CROSS.

Every Dollar of a Red Cross War Fund goes to War Relief
 



AMERICAN RED CROSS,
WORLD WAR I - “The Greatest
Mother In The World”

I ASKED several prominent advertising men of my generation what they
remembered as the most famous ad of the first World War. Without
exception it was Courtland N. Smith’s “The Greatest Mother in the World”
created for the American Red Cross.

Court Smith has been a partner in the advertising agency, Alley &
Richards, for many years, and has written some excellent copy since the
wave of World Wars began, but none perhaps of such memorable distinction
as the “Greatest Mother” piece. As a poster, the idea became so popular that
Great Britain asked for and obtained permission to use it for Red Cross drives
over there. It was the only instance where an American ad was accorded such
an honor. Court tells this story as to how it all came about:

“I was asked (along with other agency men) by the War Advertising
Committee to contribute an idea for a Red Cross advertisement. I recall that
the late L. B. Jones, Advertising Manager of Eastman Kodak Co. was one of
that committee; I believe the chairman.
 

“Riding back from Sag Harbor where I’d been calling on a client, I hit
upon the idea, ‘The Greatest Mother in the World.’ It seemed to me to typify
something of the service rendered by that great organization.
 

“I made my own rough sketch and called in a finish artist (the late A. E.
Foringer). He caught the spirit of the thing — allegorical figure typifying
motherhood — holding a wounded stretcher case in her arms — and that was
that.



“I remember that when I submitted it to the Committee, Jones put up a
battle that I call it, ‘The Tenderest Mother in the World.’ You now know who
won out!”

THE STRANGER AT THE GATE

In the feudal days of old, when cities were armed camps, when
the stranger was an enemy. until he proved himself a friend, the
merchant who came from one city to another was challenged at
the gate.

Today, by thousands, to every city in the land, come the
salesmen of manufacturers in distant places. There are no walls of
stone to bar their entrance; no city gates where sentries challenge.
But there are other gates within the city; there are other walls than
walls of stone.



What salesman does not know the little gate that leads the way
— or bars it — to the inner office of the buyer? What salesman
does not know that important moment when his card goes in —
and he waits the word? And if his product is unknown — how
often he is halted at the gate!

Then the gates of the homes — the millions of homes — in
cities and towns and villages. and on the farms, where dwell the
people. Of these there are so many that the manufacturer cannot
send his salesmen to them; yet the success or failure of his
product hangs upon its reception at these gates. And here again,
the unknown product is challenged, while the gates swing wide
for the known.

In the old days there were certain illustrious persons upon
whom was conferred a key to the city, symbolizing the good-will
of the inhabitants and betokening that all places were open to
them. Today, in the world of industry, there are those who hold a
similar key. They are the ones who know the power of
advertising.



THE AYER HOUSE ADS — “The
Stranger At The Gate”

N.W. AYER & SON was probably the first advertising agency to advertise
both advertising and itself in national as well as trade publications. Its first
advertisements appeared as early as 1870 and for many years, beginning in
1919, the N. W. Ayer “house” ads ran regularly in The Saturday Evening
Post. Many Ayer writers contributed to the different campaigns. As I
remember it, W. M. Gerdine and Amos Stote were two of the earlier men
whose work appeared over the Ayer signature. Certainly none became more
famous, however, than Raymond Rubicam who followed them, and who
wrote such memorable pieces as The Stranger at the Gate, The Maverick and
The Apple that Never Was Picked.

Back in the early 20s, a large segment of industry was still unsold on the
usefulness and value of advertising. The Ayer series of Rubicam’s time
undertook to help make advertisers out of non-advertisers and was a highly
important contributor to that agency’s distinguished and sustained success,
and to advertising as a whole. What Rubicam did so well was to illustrate the
advertising point he was making by leading off with some simple, highly
pointed, easily recognized and engaging parallel in some field outside of
advertising.

Not only did Rubicam’s series arouse the enthusiasm and improve the
morale of the Ayer sales force and staff, but it began to draw a heavy mail —
including invitations from prominent national advertisers to call on them.





SQUIBB — “The Priceless
Ingredient”

IN 1921, Squibb had never advertised to the public, but wanted to advertise
certain “household” drug products which are on most bathroom shelves.
Squibb did a large business with the medical profession and felt that the
profession would scrutinize very critically any advertising to the public that it
might do. So the problem given to Raymond Rubicam, then a writer at N. W.
Ayer & Son, was to produce a series of advertisements which would sell
Squibb to the public and not offend the publicity sensitive medical
profession.

Squibb had done a masterly job of convincing young Rubicam of its high
professional standards and the importance of its contributions to the science
of medicine. So much so that Rubicam admits to this day that his efforts to
produce something off the beaten track “are still painful in my mind.” He
became obsessed with the problem and covered dozens of yellow sheets with
headlines, both in the office and at home. One night at two in the morning, he
seemed as far away from the solution as ever. Wearily gathering up his
yellow sheets before going to bed, he took one more look through the mass of
headlines he had written. “Suddenly,” he writes, “two separate word
combinations popped out at me from two different headlines. One was The
Priceless Ingredient and the other Honor and Integrity. Instantly, the two
came together in my mind and I knew I had the headline and the slant that
solved the problem: The Priceless Ingredient of Every Product is the Honor
and Integrity of its Maker. The next day I wrote a full piece of copy around
this, and Jim Mathes and I submitted it personally to the late Mr. Theodore
Weicker, who was then vice president, and later president, of Squibb.

“The first text did not contain the parable about Hakeem, the Wise Man,
which finally was used to lead-off the text, with Hakeem pronouncing The
Priceless Ingredient sentence just as I first wrote it.”



The parable was introduced by Mr. Weicker.

Both Raymond Rubicam and Theodore Weicker have been widely credited
with the origination of The Priceless Ingredient idea, but the foregoing is the
actual story of what happened.

The phrase, The Priceless Ingredient of Every Product is the Honor and
Integrity of its Maker, became a permanent part of Squibb advertising and
appears on practically everything bearing the Squibb name. During the more
than quarter century of its use, the Squibb advertising appropriation has
grown to many times its 1921 size.





STEINWAY — “The Instrument
Of The Immortals”

WHEREAS, The Priceless Ingredient idea came only after protracted and
painful work, the Steinway phrase The Instrument of the Immortals came “in
a flash.” No one can tell the story better than its author, Raymond Rubicam:
“Just after I had been hired as a copywriter by N. W. Ayer & Son late in 1919
I was assigned to a writing paper account and was busy trying to cook up
some ads for it when a ‘copy order’ was laid on my desk instructing me to
prepare three full page ads for Steinway, to be used in what was then known
as ‘The Quality Group’ of magazines. I was also instructed to follow, in the
words of the copy order, the same ‘policy’ as that of three previous ads.
Because I was having trouble making thoughts flow on the writing paper
account, I decided to look at the file about Steinway piano and then to look
up the past ads. From the file I learned that the piano had been used by
practically all the greatest pianists and most of the great composers since
Wagner. But when I found the ads in the proof book I discovered that they
consisted of photographs of lovely ladies sitting at pianos in lovely drawing
rooms, and that the text (without headlines) told nothing of the great
Steinway story. Without effort, the phrase formed in my mind, The
Instrument of the Immortals. I wrote it on a piece of yellow paper and it
looked so good that I was afraid to accept my own estimation of it. I decided
to put it away in a desk drawer, go back to work on the writing paper
account, and then take another appraising look at it in a few days.

“When I looked at it again it still seemed good. So I went downstairs to the
Art Department and got hold of Arthur Sullivan, who was then Ayer’s Art
Director. He told me that somewhere in a big vault Steinway had a collection
of oil paintings of the great masters who had played their piano, and that
there was, in fact, a book of these paintings called The Steinway Collection.
But Sullivan told me that for some reason unknown to him Ayer was
forbidden to use the paintings in advertising, even though a book of



reproductions of them was given to purchasers of pianos. This was a blow,
but Sullivan and I decided on a ruse to save The Instrument of the Immortals.
Lejaren à Hiller was then making the photographs for Steinway advertising.
Knowing Hiller’s ability in dramatic photography Sullivan and I decided to
have him dress up a model to look like ‘an immortal’ of the Franz Liszt type,
and to pose him with a strong beam of light from above illuminating him and
his piano. We were not going to say whom we were portraying, but we were
going to be certain that everybody knew we were picturing an immortal of
music. I was going to write brief but strong text that would build the
Steinway case around the fact that the instrument had been played by the
overwhelming majority of the great masters since its beginning. When the ad
was finished I showed it to Jerry Lauck, the account executive, and by that
time I was so enthusiastic about The Instrument of the Immortals’ idea that I
urged him to persuade Steinway to use the phrase not just for one ad but for a
whole series, and to get them to let us use real portraits of real ‘immortals’.
Lauck shared my enthusiasm for the idea, but said that Steinway did not
believe in ‘slogans’. I remember saying ‘all right, don’t call it a slogan, call it
an advertising phrase — but do your best to get them to agree to use it
regularly’. I contended that as dignified as Steinway might be there was
nothing in that phrase that would injure their dignity. Lauck got the initial
advertisement OK’d easily enough, but could not get Steinway to agree to
continue using it.

“The thing that converted it into a permanent campaign phrase was the
spontaneous response to the ad. A few days after the ad ran in the magazines
the treasurer of Steinway, who strangely enough was in charge of the
advertising, sent for Lauck and told him that for the first time in 25 years of
advertising they had actually received a considerable number of voluntary
and wholly favorable comments on an ad. The treasurer’s response to this
was to tell Lauck that he and his associates had changed their minds and that
the company would run the phrase The Instrument of the Immortals as the
central idea in a series of advertisements. They also gave us permission to
have portraits made of the greatest living immortals’ of the piano. We did not
want to use immediately the paintings in the Steinway Collection because all
the immortals in that collection were dead, and we wanted to establish the
point that the living ones — Paderewski, Rachmaninoff and Hofmann —
played the Steinway, before we called on the past. At a later date the client
also released the Steinway collection for our use.



“At the time The Instrument of the Immortals was originated, Steinway
spent some $25,000 or $30,000 a year for advertising and had been an
advertiser on about this scale for more than a quarter of a century. In the next
several years, the Steinway appropriation grew steadily until, at one time it
reached, I believe, $500,000. Although the total production of pianos was
decreasing during this period the sale of Steinway pianos increased steadily.
This was not all due, of course, to the ‘Instrument of the Immortals’ idea. One
of the productive things we did to supplement it was to advertise, for the first
time, that Steinway pianos could be bought on installment terms. It was
somewhat amazing to discover how many people had a hankering for a
Steinway but assumed that Steinways were not sold on easy terms, although
in fact they were. Another thing we did was to persuade Steinway to reopen
the famous old concert hall connected with their then offices in lower New
York, and to invite their prospective customers to hear without charge, some
of the good concert pianists in recital on a Steinway. These were not my
ideas, but Lauck’s, or Steinway’s, or both.

“We also undertook an aggressive full-page rotogravure campaign in New
York City which cost much more than Steinway had ever spent nationally. It
took considerable Steinway courage to approve the cost of this, but the
reward was substantial success.”





CANADA DRY — “Down From
Canada Came Tales Of A
Wonderful Beverage”

GEORGE CECIL, of N. W. Ayer & Son, who wrote the first Canada Dry
advertising ever to appear in the United States is one of my favorite people. A
favorite because the man is a superb advertising writer, a keen wit, and above
all — a sensitive human being.

George has written many great ads and his share of the greatest. “Down
from Canada” is as fine a piece of emotionalized reason-why selling as ever
was put into print. I commend it to copymen old and young. Read it — every
word of it — and you’ll pick up a pencil with new determination.

The Canada Dry series was written by George following a gang-up — that
is, a group meeting of top writing brass at which the creative problems of
launching Canada Dry were discussed. George came up two days later with
the winning series of which the ad across the page was the first. There were
many more, and it would be hard to pick a “best”.

The results story behind this campaign is just as inspiring as the copy.”
The morning after the first advertisement appeared, three New York jobbers
telephoned orders totaling 500 cases. In thirty days the plant was working
overtime. In ninety days, it was 300% oversold. During almost all of 1923
orders were five to ten times the capacity of the New York plant. A new plant
was built at Hudson, N. Y. At the time the plans were drawn, it was thought
that this plant would be large enough for all future needs. But it was
necessary to order still another unit, for orders booked during the first month
of 1924 were twice those received during all of 1923.

“There is no doubt that ‘Canada Dry’ is one of the greatest retail successes
of all time.”





WOODBURY SOAP — “The Skin
You Love To Touch”

ACCORDING to the records of the Andrew Jergens Company, the famous
phrase “The Skin You Love to Touch” was originally the title of a Woodbury
booklet about the skin and how to care for it. Although records are missing,
somebody must have seen the value of that phrase because it became an
advertisement and was first published in quarter-page space in the Ladies
Home Journal for May, 1911. Again, there is no record as to what happened
as a result of this relatively minor use of Woodbury’s famous booklet title,
but it must have caught on because it next crops up as a full color page in the
September 1915 issue of the Journal.

Certainly, Woodbury’s “The Skin You Love to Touch” is one of
advertising’s most famous advertisements, and though ads, like hats, change
in appearance, certain fundamentals behind them do not. The current
advertising (see illustration) for Woodbury’s Facial Soap in no way
resembles the advertising thirty years ago — but the fundamentals behind
both are in perfect likeness — and the phrase “The Skin You Love to Touch”
goes on.



Somewhere West of Laramie

SOMEWHERE west of Laramie there’s a broncho-busting, steer-
roping girl who knows what I’m talking about. She can tell what a
sassy pony, that’s a cross between greased lightning and the place
where it hits, can do with eleven hundred pounds of steel and
action when he’s going high, wide and handsome.
 

The truth is — the Playboy was built for her.
 

Built for the lass whose face is brown with the sun when the day
is done of revel and romp and race.
 

She loves the cross of the wild and the tame.
 

There’s a savor of links about that car — of laughter and lilt and
light — a hint of old loves — and saddle and quirt. It’s a brawny
thing — yet a graceful thing for the sweep o’ the Avenue.
 

Step into the Playboy when the hour grows dull with things gone



dead and stale.
 

Then start for the land of real living with the spirit of the lass who
rides, lean and rangy, into the red horizon of a Wyoming twilight.



EDWARD S. (NED) JORDAN* —
“Somewhere West Of Laramie”

OH ... James . . . fetch me my harp AND sweep off that top step of the
golden stairs. I’m going to tell the story of the IMMORTAL Playboy before
they take my bones somewhere west of Laramie and bury them out on the
lone prairee-e-e — out where Henry Ewald wants to erect a monument to the
man who wrote better copy than that one.

Just to get you in the mood: “I am the rose of Sharon and the lily of the
valley . . . As the lily among the thorns, so is my love among the daughters. .
.”

Oh . . . excuse me, I must have been thinking of the fundamentals of all
advertising . . . all FICTION . . . all of life, which include LOVE, MONEY,
ADVENTURE and SPIRIT (or religion).

 Those who are already dry behind the ears will remember 1918, when
2,000,000 girls were waiting for 2,000,000 boys to come back from “over
there.” They called them “doughboys.” I knew the name would be anathema
to the lads just as soon as they gladly put on their “civvies.” So I stole the
name Playboy from Synge, the Irish playwright, whose play, “The Playboy of
the Western World,” had been brought to Broadway by Lady Gregory. You
see I’d been selling Ramblers and Jefferys for ten years, according to the
engineers’ ideas of promotion — offset crank shafts, straight line drives, and
ejector manifolds. Then Kettering perfected the Delco starting and lighting
system. Now any woman could crank a car without breaking her arm. A
brand new market had been created. So . . . we got together $300,000 and
started for town. Those were the days when we were happily “tiptoeing on
eggs” — we just had complete faith in the IDEA.

Walking the floor one dreary Saturday afternoon, waiting for good old
“slew foot Barger,” our Toledo dealer, to come in with a check for two cars



to drive back home. He appeared and we met our meager payroll. Dancing
that night at the Mayfield Country Club with Eleanor Borton, age 17, a fine
outdoor girl, who could play any position on any guy’s team. “Mr. Jordan,
why don’t you build a car for the girl who loves to swim and paddle and
shoot and for the boy who loves the roar of the cutout?” “Thanks, nice girl,
for a million dollar idea.”

 Next day . . . New York, in Harry Harrington’s Packard Custom Body shop
. . . A swanky roadster designed for Flo Ziegfeld as a gift to his wife, Billie
Burke. Sketch the job in outline on an envelope. Get to Buffalo where it
could be bumped out of aluminum on inexpensive wooden dies. Ship it to
Cleveland . . . hide it in the warehouse. Keep your mouth shut.

Plaster it with everything that women want in a car ... to hell with the old
mechanical chatter. Make it look like a woman likes to look to the man who
likes to look at her.

Call all the dealers in. Sell ’em from soup to nuts on the regular production
line . . . Then WHAM comes the Playboy up the boulevard. A regular riot
started.

“Hey, Ned, when can we get ’em?” . . . “Never. We can’t sell an expensive
car. We just built one for the fun of it. You guys can’t sell an expensive car.
You can’t think of anything but price.” “The hell we can’t . . . I can sell a
hundred of those babies at $3,000.”

“Okay, brave boys, write down your prices . . . drop them in a hat. We’ll
build one for each of our 85 distributors. The price will be the lowest figure
any dealer puts in the hat and he’ll get the first Playboy.” Baker, our Detroit
distributor, put in the figure $2,175. WELL . . . that gave us $500 net profit in
every job and every time we made 2,000 jobs . . . WE MADE ONE
MILLION DOLLARS.

Call that BLUE SKY?

Next I wrote ONE advertisement for The Saturday Evening Post. It went
like this:

“We might as well tell it . . . the secret will soon be out . . . it’s a wonderful
companion for a wonderful girl and a wonderful boy. How did we happen to
think of it? WHY . . . a girl who loves to swim and paddle and shoot
described it to a boy who loves the roar of the cutout. So we built one just for



the love of doing it . . . and stepped on it . . . AND . . . the chickens ran and
the dogs barked. It’s a shame to call the Playboy a roadster . . . so full is this
brawny thing of the vigor of boyhood and morning.”

Then followed a deluge of letters from women all over America. The best
was from a girl in West Park, O., who wrote:

Dr. Mr. Jordan: I do not want a position with your company. I just
want to meet the man who wrote that advertisement. I am 23
years of age, a brunette, weight 120 pounds, and my wings are
spread. All you’ve got to do is say the word and I’ll fly to you.”

Now, I might safely answer the question which has been asked a thousand
times . . . “Did you?” My answer was “N-O-O,” because there were only 24
hours between sunset and sunset . . . NOW . . . I MIGHT . . .

P.S. The Jordan made 1900% for the original stockholders. We started
liquidation in 1928 when our statement showed 3½ in assets to 1 of liabilities
and the boom was on, but we could see the depression looming over the
horizon, and knew that the volume manufacturers were going to build
5,800,000 cars, which, with all the trading, would bankrupt thousands of
dealers — WHICH IT DID. THANK THE LORD we quit just in time. Our
families have since been enjoying the trust funds which the Playboy earned.

— Reprinted in part with permission from the January 28, 1952 issue of
Advertising Age.

Why men crack . . .

An authority of international standing recently wrote: “You have
overeaten and plugged your organs with moderate stimulants, the
worst of which are not only alcohol and tobacco, but caffein and
sugar.” . . . He was talking to men who crack physically, in the

race for success.



YOU know them. Strong men, vigorous men, robust men — men
who have never had a sick day in their lives. They drive. They
drive themselves to the limit. They lash themselves over the limit
with stimulants. They crack. Often, they crash.

You have seen them afterward. Pitiful shells. The zest gone, the
fire gone. Burnt-out furnaces of energy.

“He was such a healthy-looking man — ” He was. His health
was his undoing. His constitution absorbed punishment.
Otherwise he might have been warned in time.

“For every action there is an equal and contrary reaction.”
You learned the law in physics. It applies to bodies.

For every ounce of energy gained by stimulation, by whipping
the nerves to action, an ounce of reserve strength is drained. If the
reserve is great, its loss may not be felt immediately. But repeated
withdrawals exhaust any reserve. Physical bankruptcy. Then the
crash.

The last ten years have been overwrought. Men have
disregarded much that they know about hygiene — about health.
“Keeping up with the times.” Inflated currency, stimulated
production, feverish living, goaded nerves. It is time to check up.

It is time to get back to normal, to close the drafts, to bank
some of the fires. It is time to remember some of the simple
lessons of health you learned in school.

Avoid stimulants. What is good for the boy is good for the
man. Life is worth living normally. The world looks good in the
morning to the man whose head does not have to be “cleared.”
 

Borrowed Energy Must be Repaid !
 

Two million American families avoid caffein by drinking



Postum. And two million American families are better off for it.
They have deprived themselves of nothing.

The need they feel for a good, hot drink is amply satisfied by
Postum. They like its taste. They like its wholesomeness. They
prefer the energy — real energy of body-building grain in place
of artificial energy borrowed from the body’s own reserve by
drug stimulation.

Postum is made of whole wheat and bran roasted. Alittle
sweetening. Nothing more.

It is not an imitation of coffee or anything else. It is an
excellent drink in its own right. It has a full, rich flavor inherited
directly from nourishing wheat and system-toning bran. Instead of
retarding or upsetting digestion, it is an actual help, making the
meal more appetizing and warming the stomach without
counteracting these good effects by drugging.

There isn’t a wakeful hour, a taut nerve, or a headache in it.
You can drink it every meal of the day, relish it, crave it, knowing
that it is a help, not a hindrance, to health and efficiency.
 

A Sporting Proposition

You have a good many years yet to live, we hope. A good
many years to do with as you please. We are going to ask you, in
the interest of your health, usefulness and happiness during these
remaining years, to try Postum for thirty days.

To make it a sporting proposition, we will give you the first
week’s supply of Postum. Enough for a cup with every meal for a
week. But we want you to carry on from that point for thirty days.
You can’t expect to free yourself from the accumulated effect of a
habit of years in two or three days, or even a week.

There is a woman in Battle Creek, Michigan, famous for her
Postum. She has traveled all over the country, preparing it. She
has personally served it to over half a million people, at
expositions, food fairs, and at Postum headquarters in Battle
Creek, where she has 25,000 visitors yearly.



Her name is Carrie Blanchard. Men who have tasted Carrie
Blanchard’s Postum have the habit of remembering its goodness.

We have asked her to tell men about Postum made in the Carrie
Blanchard way. She wants to start you on your thirty-day test
with her own directions — in addition to the week’s supply.

You men who have not cracked — it might be well to accept
Carrie Blanchard’s offer.

Carrie Blanchard’s Offer

“Men have always been partial to my Postum. Anybody can
make it as well as I can — but there are a few simple things to



remember.

“I have written these things down, and will be mighty glad to
send my directions to anyone who will write. I also want to send
enough Instant Postum, or Postum Cereal (the kind you boil), to
get you well started on your thirty-day test.

“If you will send in your name and address, I’ll see that you get
the kind you want, right away.”

TEAR THIS OUT — MAIL IT NOW

YOUR GROCER SELLS POSTUM IN TWO FORMS. Instant
Postum, made in the cup by adding boiling water is the easiest
drink in the world to prepare put. Postum Cereal (the kind you
boil) in also easy to make, but should be boiled 20 minutes. Either
form costs less than most other hot drinks.



POSTUM — “Why Men Crack”

FOR a long time this advertisement hung in Young & Rubicam’s third floor
reception room, and was proudly, if inaccurately, referred to as “our first ad.”

Y & R had been in business a trifle more than a year when it appeared in
one of the May issues of the Post, (1924). I was a cub with Ayer at the time,
but I remember how eagerly every one in the old shop read it and felt pretty
happy about it, too. For its authors were both graduates of “Advertising
Headquarters”.

The idea and headline are Rubicam’s and the text is by Lew Greene, retired
Vice President and Group Head, J. Walter Thompson Company, New York.

I consider this excellent example of sincere, persuasive writing “great” for
a number of reasons. First, the general conception back of the campaign, of
which WHY MEN CRACK was but the first expression; second, the long,
narrative-type copy, never-before used, I believe, in the cereal field, copy
long enough to tell a full and convincing story; third, the absence of the
conventional shouting slug so much used at that time; fourth, the coupon and
its “Carrie Blanchard” offer; and fifth, it was, in a sense, the first ad with
what became a very definite Young & Rubicam style, or stamp, or whatever
you want to call the things that so graphically identify the work of the
different agencies. And when you consider where Y & R ranks in the agency
parade, that’s a pretty important stamp.

WHY MEN CRACK and its immediate successors set the advertising
world talking in 1924, and sent Postum sales from an old low to a new high
within twelve months. The Postum campaign was so successful, in fact, that
Postum awarded Y & R with the best “Oscar” of them all: more, and more,
General Foods business!



WRITTEN AFTER HOURS

It is after hours and most of the people have gone home.

There is a chess game in the office of the production manager and
a light still burns in the cashier’s cage.

From the outer room comes the untutored click of a typewriter —
an office boy is taking the Y. M. C. A. course in advertising.

Across the areaway a man bends over his desk, writing. A green
visor shades his eyes. From his twenty-eighth story window as he
glances up from time to time he can look down on the jewelry of
lights.

It is after hours, but he works on.

He will whip his copy into finished form before he leaves. One of
the layout men has put his drawing board aside and is going out to
the elevators. Under his arm he carries a tissue pad. A new idea is
stirring in his mind. It will be roughed out in pencil before
morning comes.

Six months from now you will feel it tugging at your purse
strings.
 

It is after hours and most of the people have gone home.

But out in Bronxville and Great Neck, in London and Paris, in
Chicago and San Francisco — in hotel rooms, on Pullman cars,
on speeding planes and ocean liners this company’s people are
thinking about other people’s businesses, working for men who
are all unaware such work is going on. A few hurried notes
scrawled on the back of an old envelope tonight may be the key to
next year’s most productive advertising campaign. Between the
acts at the theatre an idea may come that will make sales history.
At home beneath the reading lamp a man may solve a
merchandising problem. Once a famous trademark came back
from a camping trip.
 



These are phases of our service that perhaps not even our own
clients have ever thought of before. There is no mention of it in
our Terms and Conditions. But all our clients have been the
gainer for it and will be many times again.

Why such devotion on the part of men who have already given us
their day?

Of no one here is asked more than he can do.

The client does not require it.

Again, why?

Anyone who deals regularly with men will tell you this is the kind
of work that money alone cannot buy. It is work done purely of
free will and its real pay is pride in work well done. Those who
understand the creative mind will know just what we mean by
that. They know that the good workman, in advertising as
elsewhere, asks no question save, how well can this be done?
 

Most of our men turned to this organization because they felt that
with us they could approach their work in just that spirit.



All of us here hold that good advertising is advertising which is
seen, is read and is believed — advertising which makes friends,
builds good will — advertising which returns to the advertiser his
investment with a profit.

To contrive with words and pictures advertising which can do
these things is a challenge to men of fine talent and quick
imagination who like to write and like to draw.

It is not an easy thing to do, and if we have been unusually
successful at it, that is because we love the job and have given it
our best.

The men who write advertisements for the clients of this firm
would succeed in any branch of journalism.

Some of them have been on university faculties. One has edited a
newspaper. Others are contributors to the magazines.

They know how to appeal to the public in the printed word.

They know how to sell.

The men who lay out and design our advertising are men at the
top of their profession.

They are men who, were they not advertising men. would be well
known illustrators and artists.

They know how to catch the public’s eye by picture and design.

They know how to sell.
 

The men in charge of merchandising and contact responsibilities
are seasoned business men. One of them headed a great selling
organization for many years.

They know how to fit the wings of advertising to the fuselage of
business.

They know how to sell.

Research department? Expert media men? Direct advertising
department? Merchandising department? Export facilities? — We



have them all.

We have them all developed to a degree not equaled by any other
organization that we know. And these departments are all
essential in the rounding out of the service this house has made its
own.

But quite the finest thing we have to give to those who come to us
for counsel is the high enthusiasm of our men and a devotion to
their work which is measured neither by the dollar nor the clock.

This, too, was written after hours.
 

ERWIN, WASEY & COMPANY, INC., Advertising

420 Lexington Avenue, New York • 230 N. Michigan Avenue,
Chicago



ERWIN, WASEY & COMPANY
— “Written After Hours”

WRITTEN AFTER HOURS by the late O. B. Winters of Erwin, Wasey &
Company, is one of the finest pieces of advertising agency promotion ever
written. The phrase “after hours” has been adapted to many uses since this
famous ad first appeared more than twenty years ago. The agency has long
since lost track of the thousands of requests for reprints.

The copy itself tells the story as to where the idea came from and why it
was written. In my book, O. B. Winters stands erect as one of the finest of
inspirational writers.

A later piece titled THE OLD MAN and published as a full page
newspaper ad by Erwin, Wasey in 1939 when the world was sorely infected
by the dangerous ideologies of Hitler and Mussolini, is a simple, stirring,
rallying presentation of the American way, that was quoted, reprinted and
distributed nobody knows how many times.

Students of effective advertising should make these two pieces of copy
required reading at least twice a year. When you can put words together with
such striking simplicity, sincerity and conviction, you can work where you
want to at the price you want to get — and love it — and be loved.

A $10,000 Mistake

CLIENT for whom we had copied a necklace of Oriental
Pearls, seeing both necklaces before her, said: Well, the
resemblance is remarkable, but this is mine!



 

Then she picked up ours!
 
 

TÉCLA
398 Fifth Avenue, New York

10 Rue de la Paix, Paris



TECLA PEARLS — “A $10,000
Mistake”

I NEVER saw the man who wrote this advertisement but almost from the
first day I stepped inside an advertising agency as a wide-eyed,
impressionable youngster, my betters spoke his name reverently: Frank
Irving Fletcher.

Stories about Fletcher, his work, his writing habits, his austerity, his
fabulous fees, are legion. I know that he is a passionate disciple of brevity,
that he works entirely as a free lance, has few friends among advertising men,
is caustic, blunt and somewhat contradictory — but always able. He does
most of his writing at night.

The advertisement A $10,000 MISTAKE is a classic example of Frank
Irving Fletcher at his best.

THE GLORY OF THE UPWARD PATH



As told in the letters of men who are travelling it

TWO paths begin at the bottom of the hill of life.

One of them winds about the base, thru years of routine and
drudgery. Now and then it rises over a knoll representing a little
higher plane of living made possible by hard earned progress; but
its route is slow and difficult and bordered with monotony.

The other mounts slowly at first, hut rapidly afterwards, into
positions where every problem is new and stirring, and where the
rewards are comfort, and travel and freedom from all fear.

Let us glance for a moment at the letters men write who are
treading this fortunate path. Such letters come to the Alexander
Hamilton Institute in every mail; they are the most thrilling
feature of the Institute’s business day.

Exultant letters they are, full of hope and happiness; the
bulletins of progress on the upward path.

My income has increased 750 per cent

HERE is one from an official in the largest enterprise of its kind
in the world. “In the past eight years my income has increased
750%. The Course has been the foundation in my business
training.”

Another from an officer in a successful manufacturing
company: “Last Friday was a happy day for me; I was elected a
member of the Board of Directors of this company. The day when
I enrolled with the Alexander Hamilton Institute was the turning
point in my career ”

Whole volumes could be filled with letters of this sort. A few
of them have been printed in the Institute’s book entitled
“Forging Ahead In Business.” Thousands of others are open
records in the Institute’s offices.

In the past ten years the Alexander Hamilton Institute has



enrolled thousands of men in its Modern Business Course and
Service; and to-day the monthly rate of enrolment is more than
three times as great as ever before.

They are men who are moring up

THESE were men, not boys, when they enrolled. Their average
age was thirty-three years. They had already made their start in
business; they were successful in one department — in selling, or
accounting, in production, or banking, or insurance, or factory or
office management.

The Alexander Hamilton Institute rounded out their knowledge
by giving them the fundamentals of all departments of business.
Few men in business ever gain that all-round knowledge: so few
that the demand for them is always in excess of the supply.

They are the men who reach the heights of executive
responsibility and reward which lie at the end of the upward path.

You are paying whether you profit or not

IT may sound strange to say that you are paying for business
training whether you take it or not. Nevertheless it is true.

You are paying in years of moderate progress when the
progress might be rapid and sure; paying in opportunities that
pass you by because you have not the training or self-confidence
to reach out and grasp them: paying in years of routine service
when you might enjoy the stimulus and the glory of the upward
path.

Send for “Forging Ahead in Business”



THOUSANDS of men, have taken the first definite step up. by
sending for the 116 page book which the Alexander Hamilton
Institute publishes entitled. “Forging Ahead In Business.” It
coatains worth while business information, and letters from men
in positions exactly similar to yours. It will be sent without
obligation; there is a copy for every man of serious purpose. Send
for your copy to-day,



ALEXANDER HAMILTON
INSTITUTE – “The Glory of The
Upward Path”

REMEMBER the advertisements for the Hamilton Institute? Bruce Barton
wrote them in his human, inspiring style, and they remain to this day, among
the finest examples of the narrative technique in advertising.

But to me advertisements like this are notable for still another reason:
sincerity. Bruce Barton’s partner of Alexander Hamilton Institute days, Roy
Durstine, says it very well in his famous (and still about the most readable
book on advertising ever written ) MAKING ADVERTISEMENTS AND
MAKING THEM PAY2 –

“People often point out the great variation between the advertisements of
two successful advertisers.

‘Which one is good advertising?’ they ask. ‘This one violates every
standard of taste and yet there is something about it that gives it as much
power as that beautiful advertisement.’

“Sincerity is the reason. Two advertisements may be as different as a
subway guard and an Episcopal bishop and yet each one will make its appeal.
Advertisements are like people. If a man is sincere you can forgive him
almost anything. One salesman comes to see you with a manner that is so
abrupt or so shy that your first impulse is to tell him to go out again into the
rain which drove him into your office. And yet if he is sincere, if he honestly
believes in what he is selling, and you give him half a chance, he will
probably leave as good an impression with you as the man whose manners
carry a high polish.

“It’s equally true that a lack of sincerity can ruin the best materials ever
used in the construction of an advertisement. Take a drawing made by an



artist whose technique is faultless but who has the idea that he is going
slumming whenever he dips into commercial art, combine it with a few vapid
words by a writer whose chief interest in the advertisement is to finish it
before lunch, have these words put into type and the two elements arranged
by a designer whose life is spoiled because he didn’t think of making Type
Charts before Ben Sherbow did, and what do you have? A pleasing
advertisement, perhaps, representing several hundreds of dollars in its
manufacture and several thousands in its progress to the public eye through
magazine space, but without a flicker of spirit and life and what has been
latterly called jazz.

“There ought to be something about an advertisement as contagious as the
measles. Without sincerity an advertisement is no more contagious than a
sprained ankle.”



Listen —

You Biggest City in the World!

Always in a hurry — aren’t you? You are so crowded for time
that you can never spare more than half an hour to watch a man
Crawl up the face of a skyscraper, or to study how a chauffeur
puts on a new tire, or to learn from a window demonstrator about
an automatic necktie.

Give me one minute and I’ll show you how to enjoy shaving
every morning for the rest of your life. Isn’t that a more
instructive use of a minute than to watch them frying flapjacks in
a Childs’ window?



The reason that you find shaving so painful is because you rub
half dissolved, caustic soap into the pores, raising a lot of tiny
blood blisters which the razor slices off. The trouble isn’t that
your beard is tough or your skin tender — your soap is bad and
your method is wrong.

Get a tube of Mennen Shaving Cream — which perfectly
softens the toughest beard without rubbing in with fingers.
Squeeze half-an-inch of cream onto a brush that is full of cold
water. Whip up a lather on the point of your chin and spread
gradually over the face, adding water constantly. Use three times
as much water as any ordinary lather will carry. Work this
Mennen lather in for three minutes with the brush only. Keep
your fingers out of it.

Then enjoy the most glorious shave of your shaving career.
Note afterwards that your face doesn’t feel as if someone had
rubbed salt into it but on the contrary is smooth and free from
smart.

Come on — New York — be a sport !

Give Mennen’s a trial and be not only the biggest but the
happiest city.

Jim Henry says — “What I like about New York is that it reminds
me of every other country town.”



MENNEN’S SHAVING CREAM –
“Listen – You Biggest City In The
World!”

ADVERTISING men face the problem continually of saying something
usually considered commonplace in a fresh and interesting way – so people
will read what they say and do what they ask them to. Wilbur Corman and
Jim Adams found the answer in the famous Jim Henry series for Mennen’s
Shaving Cream of which LISTEN – You Biggest City in the World is an
outstanding example.

The copy flatters its cosmopolite readers, and the first person technique is
highly effective. There wasn’t a lot of first person stuff in those days (circa
1919) and it is hard to believe that the Jim Henry series wasn’t the inspiration
for the raft of it which followed — and it’s good writing, when ably done, as
it was here, for it helped enormously in putting Mennen’s Shaving Cream on
the list of best sellers, and keeping it there.

The Diary of a Lonesome Girl

Dear Diary: May 12

Another day gone — another day just like a hundred days
before. Oh, if only something new would happen!

I hate to think of getting up and dragging myself through



another day — facing the same four walls of my little world –
never going anywhere — never having any good times.

Nobody seems to care what happens to me . . . sometimes I
wonder if I care myself.

I know I shouldn’t talk like that, but tonight I just can’t help it
For it’s moonlight, Diary, and I can hear them singing over at
Mary Robinson’s party. It doesn’t seem right that they should be
so happy when I’m so miserable.

Oh, yes, Mary asked me to come, but I think she knew I
wouldn’t accept I just couldn’t wear that old blue crepe again . . .
I just couldn’t!

Oh, Diary — please help me find a way to get pretty clothes
like other girls . . . before Tom forgets.

May 13

Mary came over today to tell me about the party. It must have
been wonderful, Diary, and it made me more miserable than ever
just to hear about it.

Mary started right in by saying she had danced four times with
Tom and then began describing all the new dresses.

But I can’t tell you what she said, Diary. All the time she was
talking I kept repeating to myself — “She danced four times with
Tom” . . . “She danced four times with Tom.”

Please don’t let her take him away from me, Diary — please
don’t let her take him away.

June 8

More trouble, Diary. Little Fred is sick and Mother told me
today that we’d have to use the money we’ve been saving for my
new dress to help pay the doctor’s bill.

Poor Mother! She tries so hard to make both ends meet en
Dad’s salary and mine, but every time we get a little money saved
up, something happens.



I tried to be brave and tell her it didn’t really matter. But when
I got up to my room I felt so blue that I cried myself to sleep.

If Mother and I could only sew better and make clothes that
have real style — then things would be different. Isn’t there some
way I can learn, Diary?

June 23

I feel better today, Diary, happier than I’ve felt in months.
Remember Myrtle Wright who used to live in our block before
she was married?

She and her husband were passing through on their vacation
and she dropped in to see me.

She looked even younger than before she was married and she
was dressed so beautifully that I just couldn’t help but feel a little
envious.

She seemed surprised that I wasn’t married, and when she
asked me why, I poured out the whole story — about clothes . . .
about money . . . about Mary . . . about Tom.

“Don’t worry, dear,” she said. “I’ve been through it all myself
and I know how you feel. Just you listen to me and everything
will turn out all right”

Then she told me that she makes all her smart lovely clothes —
even her coats — and at such savings. That a year ago she
couldn’t sew any better than I do. But that she had found a school
that had taught her right in her own home to make dresses in the
smartest, newest styles.

She gave me the address and I wrote tonight. Oh, if it’s only
true, Diary! Think what it will mean to me !

June 26

More good news, Diary. You know Mrs. Devereaux, who has
that dreamaking shop on Broad Street? She’s the beat dreamaker
in town. I asked her yesterday if she had studied in Paris. “No —
not in Paris, my dear, but right here in my own home. Everything



I know about dressmaking and designing I learned from the
Woman’s Institute.”

Among the readers of “McCall’s Quarterlies” there are
thousands of girls like this. Yes, and just around the corner there

are thousands of men like Tom. There’s a real and timely
message here for every woman and girl who wants to know the

happiness of having pretty clothes.

Do you hear that, Diary? Why, that’s the very school I wrote to
the other night.

June 27

Early today the postman brought me a good thick letter from
the Woman’s Institute. I fairly snatched it from his hand. Guess
he thought it was a love letter.

I’ve read it over three times! It made me so happy I felt like
singing all day long.

Think of it, Diary! While I’ve been so unhappy, thousands of
other girls have been learning right at home to make just the kind
of smart, becoming clothes they’ve always wanted at, oh, such
wonderful savings.

If they can learn, why can’t I? I know I can and I’m going to!



October 15

I know I’ve neglected you for almost four months, Diary, but
I’ve been so busy since I enrolled with the Woman’s Institute that
I haven’t had time to do anything but be happy.

Here it is only the middle of October and already I have more
pretty fall clothes than I ever had in my life. And altogether they
cost me no more than one really good dress would have cost
ready-made. Oh, there’s a world of difference in the cost of things
when you have to pay only for materials!

My friends are all wondering at the change in me, but we know
what did it, Diary, don’t we?

And you should see Mother in her new dress! You’d hardly
know her, and Dad says he’s beginning to fall in love with her all
over again. You don’t know how happy that makes her feel. She’s
just as much interested in the Woman’s Institute as I am.

November 20

More good news! Mother and I have started making clothes for
other people. I thought it would be hard, but it isn’t. Seems as if
everybody in the neighborhood wants clothes like ours.

Just last week we made two dresses for Mrs. Harris and one for
Mrs. Patterson. And they really were stylish, if I do say it myself.
Mrs. Harris paid $23.50 and Mrs. Patterson paid $15, and they
were too delighted for words when they saw how they turned out.

We’ve earned nearly $80 in the last four weeks and I have
three more dresses promised for next week.

And just think . . . I’m going to have a big party in December. I
mailed the invitations tonight. And listen, Diary . . . I sent one to
Tom!

December 10

Well, the party’s over and it was a wonderful success. You
should have heard the girls when they saw my new dress. Even
Mary Robinson said it was the prettiest dress there.



Tom wanted me to give him every dance, but I told him the
hostess couldn’t do that. But I did save the last dance for him, and
as he drew me close I don’t believe I have ever been so happy in
all my life.

And he isn’t engaged to Mary Robinson, Diary — he’s coming
to see me Wednesday night.

January 4

The most wonderful, wonderful thing has happened, Diary!
Tom has asked me to marry him! It’s to be in the spring — just as
soon as I can get my trousseau ready. It’s going to be the dearest
trousseau any girl ever had, too, every stitch of it worked by my
own hands.

And to think that just a few months ago I was so miserable and
discouraged that I didn’t know which way to turn!

The Woman’s Institute has certainly made a wonderful change
in my Life and I’ll never forget what it has done for me. I hate to
think where I’d be today if Myrtle hadn’t told me about it just
when she did.
 

WOULDN’T you, too, like to have smarter, more becoming
clothes for yourself and your family for less than half what they
now cost you? Wouldn’t you like to have two or three times as
many dresses at no increased expense?

You can have them, for through the Woman’s Institute you
learn the secrets of distinctive dress; how to copy garments you
see in shop windows, or in the fashion magazines; how to put so
much smartness and style into all your clothes that nothing you
make will ever appear home-made.

You can save at least $25 on a coat priced at $45 in the stores,
for every item of material it contains would cost not more than
$20. On a dress at $20, you can save $10 or $12. Even on a
blouse or a child’s frock, or a little boy’s suit costing $5, it is
easily possible to save $2.50 to $3 by buying the materials and
making it yourself.



Write for Handsome Free Booklet, 
“Making Beautiful Clothes”

BEST of all, the Woman’s Institute is ready to help you, no
matter where you live or what your circumstances or your needs.
And it costs you absolutely nothing to find out what it can do for
you. Just send a letter, post-card or the convenient coupon below,
to the Woman’s Institute, Dept. 63-G, Scranton, Penna., and you
will receive, without obligation, the full story of this great school
that is bringing to women and girls all over the world, the
happiness of having pretty clothes and hats, savings almost too
good to be true, and the joy of being independent in a successful
business.



THE WOMAN’S INSTITUTE -
“The Diary Of A Lonesome Girl”

“PEOPLE won’t read long copy” . . . these words are exasperatingly familiar
to advertising men who have disproved them time and again — but never
more amazingly than in a series for the Woman’s Institute, written by George
Cecil of N. W. Ayer & Son. “The Diary of a Lonesome Girl” is a fine
example.

“People” not only read this human, sincere exposition of a lonely girl’s
despair and her ultimately rewarding experience with the Institute coupon,
but they bought courses on dress making as never before.

The Diary of a “Lonesome Girl” pulled so well that it was followed by an
advertisement of similar technique headed “The Letters of a Young Bride.”

When Lynn Sumner, the advertising manager, was reading the copy and
helping to polish it, he looked up with a smile and said, “George, if you write
any more advertisements like this I don’t want to be seen with you after six
o’clock.”

Long copy — or short — you’ll find many examples of each in this book .
. . just make it interesting, cut it out of the whole cloth of everyday
experience, and they’ll read it.

Anthony Adverse was a long job of more than a thousand pages. Good-bye
Mr. Chips was a short job of little more than a hundred pages. Both were best
sellers.



LIFT UP YOUR EYES !

How long ago did Orville Wright circle the drill field at Fort
Myer while a few score of astonished witnesses stared open-
mouthed at the sight of this first man to fly with wings for more
than an hour? . . .

How long ago did the intrepid Bleriot hop in his flimsy,
scorched monoplane from France to land precariously on the
cliffs of Dover? . . .

How long ago did Graham-White circle the Statue of Liberty,
struggling dexterously with his hands to maintain equilibrium? . .
.

It seems only yesterday!

Yet in the few brief years since then man has learned a new
technic in existence. He has explored the earth’s atmosphere, his
noble machine climbing on after human faculties had failed. . . .



He has skimmed lightly over the impenetrable ice barriers of the
polar regions. . . . He has taken in his flight not only the gray, fog-
blanketed waters of the North Atlantic, but the empty blue seas of
the South Atlantic — the Mediterranean — the Pacific — the
Indian Ocean — the Gulf of Mexico. . . .He has soared
confidently over the sands of Sahara and the Great Arabian
Desert, where only the camel had dared venture before. . . He has
skimmed the terrible dark jungles of the Amazon, and scaled high
above the silent places of Alaska. . . . He has flown in squadrons
from the Cape of Good Hope to London. . . . In squadrons he has
circled South America. . . . In squadrons he has circumnavigated
the globe!

And in the ordinary routine of transportation service he travels
on fixed schedules over airways that streak the skies of Europe
and North American. Mail. Passengers. Express. The world is
rapidly assigning special duties to this safe vehicle that cuts time
in two.

Is there any epoch in all history that has been so sudden in
growth from birth to universal achievement? . . . so dramatic in its
nature and accomplishments? . . . so rich in promises for the
future?

Perhaps the most significant thing in the great accomplishment
of young Colonel Lindbergh is that in him the world sees the first
outstanding example of a generation that is born air-conscious!
Just as the past generation was born to steam, accepting railway
transportation as an accomplished fact — and just as the present
generation has accepted the automobile as a customary vehicle —
so does the rising generation lift up its eyes to the skies! It may be
hard still for many of us to accept the fact, but it is certain that the
aeroplane will give as great an impetus to advancing civilization
as did the automobile.

In this firm belief the Ford Motor Company is devoting its
activities and resources to solving the problems that still face
commercial aviation. In factory equipment, in laboratory
experiment, in actual flights, the Ford Motor Company is



establishing a foundation for one of the greatest industries the
world has yet known. Within the last two years pilots have flown
over the established Ford air routes, carrying freight, on regular
daily schedules, a distance of more than 700,000 miles.



FORD AIR TRANSPORT — “Lift
Up Your Eyes”

HERE is the first advertisement of the first advertising campaign ever to sell
air transportation to the general public. It was published by the Ford Motor
Company during 1928, and was written by William Ashley Anderson then of
N. W. Ayer & Son.

There were seventeen advertisements in the original series. They appeared
in leading magazines headed by The Post and were widely and favorably
commended. “We cannot tell the number who have found inspiration in them.
We cannot measure the good they have accomplished. We know only that
they are helping effectively to win new and different appreciation of the
meaning of winged vehicles.” This from the Foreword of Ford’s booklet
commemorating the series.

And from the March 1928 Aero Digest. . . “His (Ford’s) advertising has
done more to popularize flying among the reading public than all the stunts
that ever have been stunted, at risk of neck and limb...”

William Ashley Anderson, an old friend and neighbor of my Philadelphia
days, is also a well-known contributor of excellent adventure fiction to The
Saturday Evening Post and other leading magazines.

Again She Orders – “A Chicken Salad , Please”

FOR him she is wearing her new frock. For him she is trying to
look her prettiest. If only she can impress him — make him like
her — just a little.

Across the table he smiles at her, proud of her prettiness, glad
to notice that others admire. And she smiles back, a bit timidly·, a



bit self-consciously.

What wonderful poise he has! What complete self-possession!
If only she could be so thoroughly at ease.

She pats the folds of her new frock nervously, hoping that he
will not notice how embarrassed she is. how uncomfortable. He
doesn’t — until the waiter comes to their table and stands, with
pencil poised, to take the order.

“A chicken salad, please.” She hears herself give the order as in
a daze. She hears him repeat the order to the waiter, in a rather
surprised tone. Why had she ordered that again! This was the
third time she had ordered chicken salad while dining with him.

He would think she didn’t know how to order a dinner. Well,
did she? No. She didn’t know how to pronounce those French
words on the menu. And she didn’t know how to use the table
appointment as gracefully as she would have liked; found that she
couldn’t create conversation — and was actually tongue-tied; was
conscious of little crudities which she just knew he must be
noticing. She wasn’t sure of herself, she didn’t know. And she
discovered, as we all do, that there is only one way to have
complete poise and ease of manner, and that is to know definitely
what to do and say on every occasion.
 

Are You Conscious of Your Crudities?

It is not, perhaps, so serious a fault to be unable to order a
correct dinner. But it is just such little things as these that betray
us — that reveal our crudities to others.

Are you sure of yourself? Do you know precisely what to do
and say wherever you happen to be? Or are you always hesitant
and ill at ease, never quite sure that you haven’t blundered?

A Social Secretary for Life!

The Famous Book of Etiquette Nearly 500,000 Sold



for $3.50

NOW $1.98 ONLY

We have on our shelves at the present time several
thousand sets of the Book of Etiquette in the regular
$3.50 edition. To clear the shelves quickly and make
room for new editions now being printed, Nelson
Doubleday. Inc., makes this unusual Offer: To the next
few thousand people who order the Book of Etiquette.
the special bargain price of $1-98 will be extended. In
other words, if you act without delay you can secure the
complete, two-volume set of the Book of Etiquette at
practically half the usual cost.

Use the special coupon. It will bring the Book of
Etiquette to you Promptly, at the special bargain price.

Every day in our contact with men and women we meet little
unexpected problems of conduct. Unless we are prepared to meet
them, it is inevitable that we suffer embarrassment and keen
humiliation.

Etiquette is the armor that protects us from these
embarrassments. It makes us aware instantly of the little crudities
that are robbing us of our poise and ease. It tells us how to smooth
away these crudities and achieve a manner of confidence and self-
possession. It eliminates doubt and uncertainty. tells us exactly
what we want to know.

There is an old proverb which says “Good manners make good
mixers.” We all know how true this is. No one likes to associate
with a person who is self-conscious and embarrassed; whose
crudities are obvious to all.
 

Do You Make Friends Easily?



By telling you exactly what is expected of you on all occasions,
by giving you a wonderful new ease and dignity of manner, the
Book of Etiquette will help make you more popular — a “better
mixer.” This famous two-volume set of books is the recognized
social authority — is a silent social secretary in half a million
homes.

Let us pretend that you have received an invitation. Would you
know exactly how to acknowledge it? Would you know what sort
of gift to send, what to write on the card that accompanies it?
Perhaps it is an invitation to a formal wedding. Would you know
what to wear? Would you know what to say to the host and
hostess upon arrival?
 

If a Dinner Follows the Wedding —

Would you know exactly how to proceed to the dining room,
when to seat yourself, how to create conversation, how to conduct
yourself with ease and dignity?



Would you use a fork for your fruit salad, or a spoon? Would
you cut your roll with a knife, or break it with your fingers?
Would you take olives with a fork? How would you take celery
— asparagus — radishes? Unless you are absolutely sure of
yourself, you will be embarrassed. And embarrassment cannot be
concealed.
 

Book of Etiquette Gives Lifelong Advice

Hundreds of thousands of men and women know and use the
Book of Etiquette and find it increasingly helpful. Every time an
occasion of importance arises — every time expert help, advice
and suggestion is required — they find what they seek in the
Book of Etiquette. It solves all problems, answers all questions,
tells you exactly what to do, say, write and wear on every
occasion.

If you want always to be sure of yourself, to have ease and
poise, to avoid embarrassment and humiliation, send for the Book
of Etiquette at once. Take advantage of the special bargain offer
explained in the panel. Let the Book of Etiquette give you
complete self-possession; let it banish the crudities that are
perhaps making you self-conscious and uncomfortable when you
should be thoroughly at ease.



Mail this coupon now while you are thinking of it. The Book of
Etiquette will be sent to you in a plain carton with no identifying
marks. Be among those who will take advantage of the special
offer. Nelson Doubleday. Inc., Dept. 3911, Garden City, New
York.



THE BOOK OF ETIQUETTE —
“Again She Ordered Chicken
Salad”

HERE is an ad that will bring back fond memories of the days of Addison
Sims of Seattle (by the late Wilbur Ruthrauff, co-founder of Ruthrauff &
Ryan), and many other book-selling masterpieces of fabulous sales-history.
In a February, 1935 issue of Time Magazine’s by-gone house organ Letters,
this excellent story about Lillian Eichler’s phenomenal Book of Etiquette ads,
appeared:

“The girl who repeatedly ordered chicken salad (to the dismay of her tony
escort); who never could decide whether or not to invite him into the house
late at night; and who practically wrecked her marriage in advance by seizing
the arm of a stray usher instead of her father’s as they started the wedding
march — disappeared from the advertising scene about 1925, but not until
she had sold 2,000,000 copies of Publisher Nelson Doubleday’s Book of
Etiquette.

“The miserable lady was the creation of a smart young copywriter named
Lillian Eichler. In 1919 Miss Eichler went to work for the Manhattan
advertising agency of Ruthrauff & Ryan. About the same time Publisher
Doubleday engaged the agency to advertise Eleanor Holt’s Encyclopedia of
Etiquette, of which he had about 1,000 copies on hand. Lillian Eichler, then
18, was assigned to the job. She produced a piece of copy showing an
agitated guest spilling a cup of coffee on the tablecloth. Caption: ‘Has this
ever happened to you?’ As a result of the advertisement the 1,000 copies
were almost immediately sold; and at the end of the five-day trial offer most
of the 1,000 returned to roost on Publisher Doubleday’s shelves. Reason: the
book had been written before 1900, and its text and pictures were ludicrously
archaic.



“However, Doubleday reflected that if Miss Eichler could write such
effective copy, she could rewrite the book. In a few months she finished the
new Book of Etiquette. Equally famed was her slogan: ‘What’s Wrong In This
Picture?’ The advertisements ran for 26 months in national magazines best
adapted to mail-order business. Supplemented by direct mail solicitation, the
campaign cost $1,500,000, sold 2,000,000 copies at $1.98.

In 1925 Miss Eichler rewrote the book and as recently as a year ago
brought it up-to-date again under the title of The Standard Book of Etiquette.
It is still selling nearly as briskly in bookstores as it once sold by mail.

In the ensuing years, Miss Eichler has found time somehow to marry Dr.
Tobias M. Watson, have two children and write fifteen books!

Do You Make These Mistakes in English?

Sherwin Cody’s remarkable invention has enabled more than
100,000 people to correct their mistakes in English. Only 15
minutes a day required to improve your speech and writing.

MANY persons use such expressions as “Leave them lay there”
and “Mary was invited as well as myself.” Still others say
“between you and I” instead of “between you and me.” It is
astonishing how often “who” is used for “whom” and how
frequently we hear such glaring mispronunciations as “for MID
able,” “ave NOO,” and “KEW pon.” Few know whether to spell
certain words with one or two “c’s” or “m’s” or “r’s” or with “ie”
or “ei,” and when to use commas in order to make their meaning
absolutely clear. Most persons use only common words —
colorless. flat, ordinary. Their speech and their letters are lifeless,
monotonous, humdrum.
 

Why Most People Make Mistakes

What is the reason so many of us are deficient in the use of
English and find our careers stunted in consequence? Why is it
some cannot spell correctly and others cannot punctuate? Why do
so many find themselves at a loss for words to express their



meaning adequately? The reason for the deficiency is clear.
Sherwin Cody discovered it in scientific tests which he gave
thousands of times. Most persons do not write or speak good
English simply because they never formed the habit of doing so.
 

What Cody Did at Gary

The formation of any habit comes only from constant practice.
Shakespeare, you may be sure, never studied rules. No one who
writes and speaks correctly thinks of rules when he is doing so.

“Stopping Stone To Advancement”

“The Course was a stepping stone for me. Soon after
I enrolled I was promoted to Chief Clerk. Later the
Course was Invaluable in helping me pass the bar
examinations: 67,% failed. Also aided me in passing a
number of Civil Service examinations.” Albert F.
Nebelsick, Route 2. Sun-man, Indiana.
 

“Great Help and Benefit”

“Your Course is quite the most interesting way I have
ever studied English. I feel that It still be of great help
and benefit to me In my secretarial work, and to me it is
money well pent.” Mrs. Reba Shields, 623 Iry St.,
Jacksonville, Fla.
 

“Money Spent Wisely”

“To anyone seeking a knowledge of English I
recommend the Course most heartlly. I really enjoy
writing letters now. because I express myself more
effectively. I can truly say that I spent my money
wisely.” Mrs. Martha 3 Marlowe, 3350 Grace St.,
Chicago. III.
 



Overcomes Inferiority Complex

“It has helped me a great deal, and It has given me an
added sense of security when addressing other persons.
It is surprising to find how lax one becomes in the use
of English, especially when one has been out of school
for some years. My mind and ambition had become
somewhat stagnant, and I suffered from an inferiority
complex. Mr. Cody’s lessons have been of great help to
me In overcoming these weaknesses, for which I am
thankful.” Mrs. Verne Cunningham. 608 W. Emersen
Monterey Park, Callf.

 

Here is our mother-tongue, a language that has built up our
civilization, and without which we should all still be muttering
savages! Yet our schools, by wrong methods, have made it a
study to be avoided — the hardest of tasks instead of the most
fascinating of games ! For years it has been a crying disgrace.
 

In that point lies the real difference between Sherwin Cody and
the schools! Here is an illustration: Some years ago Mr. Cody was
invited by the author of the famous Gary System of Education to
teach



SHERWIN CODY

English to all upper-grade pupils in Gary, Indiana. By means of
unique practice exercises Mr. Cody secured more improvement in
these pupils in five weeks than previously had been obtained by
similar pupils in two years under old methods. There was no
guesswork about these results. They were proved by scientific
comparisons. Amazing as this improvement was, more interesting
still was the fact that the children were “wild” about the study. It
was like playing a game!

The basic principle of Mr. Cody’s new method is habit-
forming. Anyone can learn to write and speak correctly by
constantly using the correct forms. But how is one to know in
each case what is correct? Mr. Cody solves this problem in a
simple, unique, sensible way.

100% Self-Correcting Device

Suppose he himself were standing forever at your elbow. Every
time you mispronounced or misspelled a word, every time you
violated correct grammatical usage, every time you used the
wrong word to express what you meant, suppose you could hear
him whisper: “That is wrong, it should be thus and so.” In a short
time you would habitually use the correct form and the right
words in speaking and writing.



If you continued to make the same mistakes over and over
again, each time patiently he would tell you what was right. He
would, as it were, be an everlasting mentor beside you — a
mentor who would not laugh at you, but who would, on the
contrary, support and help you. The 100% Self-Correcting Device
does exactly this thing. It is Mr. Cody’s silent voice behind you,
ready to speak out whenever you commit an error. It finds your
mistakes and concentrates on them. You do not need to study
anything you already know. There ere no rules to memorize.
 

Only 15 Minutes a Day

Nor is there very much to learn. In Mr. Cody’s years of
experimenting he brought to light some highly astonishing facts
about English.
 

For instance, statistics show that a list of sixty-nine words (with
their repetitions) make up more than half of all our speech and
letter-writing. Obviously, if one could learn to spell, use, and
pronounce these words correctly, one would go far toward
eliminating incorrect spelling and pronunciation.
 

Similarly, Mr. Cody proved that there were no more than one
dozen fundamental principles of punctuation. If we mastered
these principles, there would be no bugbear of punctuation to
handicap us in our writing.
 

Finally he discovered that twenty-five typical errors in
grammar constitute nine-tenths of our everyday mistakes. When
one has learned to avoid these twenty-five pitfalls, how readily
one can obtain the facility of speech which denotes the person of
breeding and education!
 

When the study of English is made so simple, it becomes clear
that progress can be made in a very short time. No more than



fifteen minutes a day in required. Fifteen minutes, not of study,
but of fascinating practice! Mr. Cody’s students do their work in
any spare moment they can snatch. They do it riding to work or at
home. They take fifteen minutes from the time usually spent in
profitless reading or amusement. The results really are
phenomenal.

Sherwin Cody has placed an excellent command of the English
language within the grasp of everyone. Those who take advantage
of his method gain something so priceless that it cannot be
measured in terms of money. They gain a mark of breeding that
cannot be erased as long as they live. They gain a facility in
speech that marks them as educated people in whatever society
they find themselves. They gain the self-confidence and self-
respect which this ability inspires. As for material reward,
certainly the importance of good English in the race for success
cannot be overestimated. Surely, no one can advance far without
it.
 

FREE — Book on English

It is impossible in this brief review, to give more than a
suggestion of the range of subjects covered by Mr. Cody’s new
method and of what his practice exercises consist. But those who
are interested can find a detailed description in a fascinating little
book called “How You Can Master Good English in 15 Minutes a
Day.” This is published by the Sherwin Cody School of English
in Rochester. It can be had by anyone, free upon request. There is
no obligation involved in writing for it. The book is more than a
prospectus. Unquestionably, it tells one of the most interesting
stories about education in English ever written.
 

If you are interested in learning more in detail of what Sherwin
Cody can do for you, send for the book “How You Can Master
Good English in 15 Minutes a Day.”
 

Merely mail the coupon, a letter or postal card for it now. No



agent will call. SHERWIN CODY SCHOOL OF ENGLISH,
8811 B. & O. Building, Rochester 4, N. Y.



SHERWIN CODY — “Do You
Make These Mistakes In
English?”

ITRACKED down Max Sackheim, author of this famous Sherwin Cody ad,
by way of Victor O. Schwab, President of Schwab & Beatty, and Mr. Harry
Scherman, President of The Book-of-the-Month Club, both of whom had
been credited with writing it.

“Yes,” wrote Mr. Sackheim, “I did the Sherwin Cody ad when
I was with Ruthrauff & Ryan sometime before 1919.

“As with many other successful ads, this one was written to sell
the writer himself. Having had no formal education, I was
concerned about the mistakes in English I might have been
making in my own writing. I was, therefore, a good prospect —
and I wrote what I thought would sell me.

“Strangely enough, the original copy contained several errors
in English. Mr. Cody corrected most of them, and Walter
Patterson and Charles Lennon who conducted the School in
Rochester, N. Y., (and still do) corrected some others. From time
to time thereafter readers of the advertisement challenged the
construction of some of the sentences and the usage of some of
the words — and further grammatical changes were made.

“In any event, the advertisement still seems to pay — perhaps
because no one (no-one? nobody?) is sure he doesn’t make some
mistakes in English. Between you and I, I ain’t sure but what I
can’t hardly help making some myself.”



Mr. Sackheim’s frank, amusing reply to my letter for data tells only part of
the story about this great piece of copy. Some years ago Mr. Victor Schwab
wrote a story about this advertisement titled “An Advertisement that is Never
Changed.”

At the time Mr. Schwab’s article was published this particular Sherwin
Cody advertisement had been used for fifteen years without change except
for slipping a new and better testimonial into the copy occasionally. And here
it is 1959 and Mr. Sackheim’s advertisement is about the only thing that isn’t
changing in this changing world!

No exact figures are, of course, available, but it is safe to say that inquiries
run into millions, with dollars not far behind.

They Laughed When I Sat Down At the Piano But When I
Started to Play!~

ARTHUR had just played “The Rosary.” The room rang with
applause. I decided that this would be a dramatic moment for me
to make my debut. To the amazement of all my friends, I strode
confidently over to the piano and sat down.

“Jack is up to his old tricks,” somebody chuckled. The crowd
laughed. They were all certain that I couldn’t play a single note.

“Can he really play?” I heard a girl whisper to Arthur.



“Heavens, no!” Arthur exclaimed. “He never played a note in
all his life. . . But just you watch him. This is going to be good.”

I decided to make the most of the situation. With mock dignity
I drew out a silk handkerchief and lightly dusted off the piano
keys. Then I rose and gave the revolving piano stool a quarter of a
turn, just as I had seen an imitator of Paderewski do in a
vaudeville sketch.

“What do you think of his execution?” called a voice from the
rear.

“We’re in favor of it!” came back the answer, and the crowd
rocked with laughter.
 

Then I Started to Play

instantly a tense silence fell on the guests. The laughter died on
their lips as if by magic. I played through the first few bars of
Beethoven’s immortal Moonlight Sonata. I heard gasps of
amazement. My friends sat breathless — spellbound!

I played on and as I played I forgot the people around me. I
forgot the hour, the place, the breathless listeners. The little world
I lived in seemed to fade — seemed to grow dim — unreal. Only
the music was real. Only the music and visions it brought me.
Visions as beautiful and as changing as the wind blown clouds
and drifting moonlight that long ago inspired the master
composer. It seemed as if the master musician himself were
speaking to me — speaking through the medium of music — not
in words but in chords. Not in sentences but in exquisite
melodies!

Pick Your Instrument



A Complete Triumph!

As the last notes of the Moonlight Sonata died away, the room
resounded with a sudden roar of applause. I found myself
surrounded by excited faces. How my friends carried on! Men
shook my hand — wildly congratulated me — pounded me on the
back in their enthusiasm! Everybody was exclaiming with delight
— plying me with rapid questions. . . “Jack! Why didn’t you tell
us you could play like that?”. . . “Where did you learn?” — “
How long have you studied?” — “Who was your teacher?”

“I have never even seen my teacher,” I replied. “And just a
short while ago I couldn’t play a note,’.

“Quit your kidding,” laughed Arthur, himself an accomplished
pianist. “You’ve been studying for years. I can tell.”

“I have been studying only a short while,” I insisted. “I decided
to keep it a secret so that I could surprise all you folks.”

Then I told them the whole story.

“Have you ever heard of the U. S. School of Music?” I asked.

A few of my friends nodded. “That’s a correspondence school,
isn’t it?” they exclaimed.

“Exactly,” I replied. “They have a new simplified method that
can teach you to play any instrument by mail in just a few
months.
 

How I Learned to Play Without a Teacher



And then I explained how for years I had longed to play the
piano.

“A few months ago,” I continued, “I saw an interesting ad for
the U. S. School of Music — a new method of learning to play
which only cost a few cents a day! The ad told how a woman had
mastered the piano in her spare time at home — and Without a
teacher! Best of all, the wonderful new method she used, required
no laborious scales — no heartless exercises — no tiresome
practising. It sounded so convincing that I filled out the coupon
requesting the Free Demonstration Lesson.

“The free book arrived promptly and I started in that very night
to study the Demonstration Lesson. I was amazed to see how easy
it was to play this new way. Then I sent for the course.

“When the course arrived I found it was just as the ad said —
as easy as A.B.C.! And, as he lessons continued they got easier
and easier. Before I knew it I was playing all the pieces I liked
best. Nothing stopped me. I could play ballads. or classical
numbers or jazz, all with equal ease! And I never did have any
special talent or music!”

Play Any Instrument

You too, can now teach yourself to be an accomplished
musician — right at home — in half the usual time. You can’t go
wrong with this simple new method which has already shown
350,000 people how to play their favorite instruments. Forget that
old-fashioned idea that you need special “talent.” Just read the list
of instruments in the panel, decide which one you want to play
and the U. S. School will do the rest. And bear in mind no matter
which instrument you choose, the cost in each case will be the
same — just a few cents a day. No matter whether you are a mere
beginner or already a good performer, you will be interested in



learning about this new and wonderful method.

Send for Our Free Booklet and Demonstration Lesson

Thousands of successful students never dreamed they
possessed musical ability until it was revealed to them by a
remarkable “Musical Ability Test” which we send entirely
without cost with our interesting free booklet.

If you are in earnest about wanting to play your favorite
instrument — if you really want to gain happiness and increase
your popularity — send at once for the free booklet and
Demonstration Lesson. No cost — no obligation. Right now we
are making a Special offer for a limited number of new students.
Sign and send the convenient coupon now — before it’s too late
to gain the benefits of this offer. Instruments supplied when
needed, cash or credit. U. S. School of Music, 1031 Brunswick
Bldg., New York City.
 

U. S. School of Music, 1031 Brunswick Bldg., New York City.
Please send me your free book, “Music Lessons in Your Own
Home”, with introduction by Dr. Frank Crane, Demonstration
Lessson and particulare of your Special Offer. I am interested in
the following course:



U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC —
“They Laughed When I Sat Down
At The Piano”

I LAUGH as I sit down to write about John Caples and his many famous
advertisements. I laugh because unlike John’s hero at the piano, I can’t come
through. Only Caples could do justice to the Caples formula.3 But certainly,
in my book, this able writer of outstanding copy, deserves a very strong
salute.

The remarkably successful piano ad (and others) was written by Mr.
Caples in 1925 when he was a mere copy cub in the house of Ruthrauff &
Ryan. The late Ev Grady was his boss and the story of this promising
neophyte and his development has been ably told by James D. Woolf in
Advertising & Selling, under the title “Triumph of Walter Mitty.”

Mr. Caples is now a Vice President of BBD&O.





LISTERINE — “Often A
Bridesmaid, But Never A Bride”

PROBABLY one of the best-known headlines in all advertising is “Often a
Bridesmaid, but Never a Bride,” written by the late Milton Feasley of
Lambert & Feasley for Listerine. But not so well known is the story behind
the genesis of the halitosis idea itself of which “ Often a Bridesmaid, but
Never a Bride” is but a single expression. Here it goes, given to me by
Gordon Seagrove of Lambert & Feasley, who was in at the beginning and
who is still writing the bulk of the Listerine (halitosis) copy to this day —

“Gerard and Marion Lambert, returning from World War I, got interested
in the Lambert Pharmacal Company, in which both were owners. Up to this
time Listerine had been more or less of an ethical product with a fairly
commanding position in the professional field.

“The brothers Lambert called Milt and me to St. Louis to discuss what we
could do to put Listerine into the commercial field. No one had any
particularly trenchant thoughts, so Dr. Deacon, chief chemist of the company,
was called in to tell us something about the product and its uses. As he read
along in a singsong voice, he mentioned halitosis. Everybody said: ‘What’s
that?’ — I think it was Milt or Gerard who said, ‘Maybe that’s the peg we
can hang our hat on.’

“There was considerable discussion as to whether we could handle a
delicate subject like that in the newspapers and magazines and get away with
it.

“The agency that had the account at that time gave the idea a very cold
reception, but both Marion and Gerard Lambert were extremely hot about it
and Feasley and I went to work. The rest is more or less history. The ads
were amplified and repeated over and over again for a number of years, being
placed with Lambert & Feasley which started out in New York about 1923.



“Milt died in 1926 and I came down in the fall of that very same year.

“And if you want any explanation of my grey hairs, I’ve been the sole
creator of all Listerine advertising for twenty-two years. If I look something
like a rabbit, it’s because I’ve been sniffing at myself and everybody else for
these twenty-two years!”





R. H. MACY — “We Could Be
Just As Crowded At Macy’s And
Not Get Wet!”

I DON’T know who discovered who: whether Margaret Fishback discovered
Macy’s or vice versa — but is was certainly one of the most important
discoveries ever made in that spastic, price-tagged world of department store
advertising. As evidence, I offer the ad at the left.

I wish there was room to show you dozens more, for among them you
would find that to a Fishback facts are never dull, even when they’re
negative!

Margaret’s copy for Macy’s is fabulous. To her the most commonplace
merchandise had an interesting, human angle, usually expressed with a light
and entertaining touch. “You don’t need sulphur and molasses — you just
need a new spring hat” is another headline that only someone who wasn’t
smart enough to be thrifty, could ignore.

My advice to all copywriters is to get a file of Macy advertisements of the
Fishback era and read them like the Bible. If you ever write another dull
piece of copy after that prepare to go to the copywriters’ hell — and in a
hack.





CHESTERFIELD CIGARETTES
— “Blow Some My Way”

PERHAPS the most important four words of copy ever written were these
“Blow Some My Way” which appeared on a poster for Chesterfield Cigarettes
in 1926. Daringly, they introduced, for the first time, a woman in cigarette
advertising, and great was the furor thereof. But no greater certainly than the
vast market to which they paved the way.

Newell-Emmett was the agency and I can’t quite pry out of them which
writer was responsible (if any one writer was) for this revolutionary idea and
the succinct text. I like to think it was Jack Cunningham, who is to
Cunningham & Walsh copy what words are to a dictionary.





LUCKY STRIKE — “Reach For
A Lucky Instead Of A Sweet”

IN the November 19, 1948 issue of Printers’ Ink, Vincent Riggio, President
of The American Tobacco Company, relates the alerting story of one of the
most famous of all sales-building cigarette campaigns —

“Some years ago, I was riding up town with George W. Hill, and we had
gone about five miles through New York City without Mr. Hill having
spoken one word. He was thinking deeply about something, and knowing Mr.
Hill, I did not interrupt his trend of thought.

“This went on for a while, and we were obliged to stop for a traffic light.
The car was standing there for a few minutes, and Mr. Hill grabbed me and
said, ‘I’ve got it.’ Then, ‘Look,’ he said, pointing to a stout woman who was
standing on the sidewalk waiting to cross the street. This woman had a big
piece of candy in her hand and was eating it. A taxicab had pulled up
between the sidewalk and our car, the occupant of which was a slender, nice
looking woman smoking a cigarette. I noticed the contrast immediately. Mr.
Hill said again, ‘I’ve got it . . . ”Reach for a Lucky Instead of a Sweet.“’

“During the rest of the journey we discussed the possible use of this idea.
Mr. Hill’s enthusiasm was really remarkable. He could talk of nothing else . .
. Well, it took a great deal of work to develop this idea so that it could be
properly presented to the public . . . I don’t have to tell you what this idea did
for Lucky Strikes, despite the protests that it raised from the confectionery
industry. In 1925 the profits of the American Tobacco Co. were $21,000,000.
Principally through this idea, ‘Reach for a Lucky Instead of a Sweet,’ these
profits had increased by 1931 to $46,000,000. (In 1947 operating profits were
$62,254,645.) Many in marketing today believe that campaign created more
women smokers than any other single promotional effort.”





RINSO — “Who Else Wants A
Whiter Wash — With No Hard
Work?”

Several agencies were commissioned in 1926 to study Rinso’s
advertising needs. Among them was Ruthrauff & Ryan, who
interested Lever because of their successful experience in mail-
order advertising. R & R were appointed after submitting a local-
testimonial newspaper campaign which told housewives how to
get whiter clothes with less elbow grease — a result which all
women wanted from laundry soaps, according to R & R’s field
research.

Lever continued to use testimonials in Rinso’s advertising for
nearly a decade, in newspapers, magazines, and finally in radio.
The keynote of Rinso’s advertising since 1926 has always been
“whiter clothes.” Since the original local-testimonial campaign,
Rinso sales have multiplied well over 10 times. For many years
Rinso has been the leading laundry soap of the country.

THUS, in Western Union style, reads the bolts-and-nuts story behind the
phenomenal success of RINSO. The ad at the left is one of the originals in
this famous series.

But behind that story is still another, and I learned it one day while playing
golf with Grafton Perkins4 up on one of the finest courses in this part of the
world.

It seems that the whole business revolves around a trifling meeting on the
street. Lever decided to appoint a new agency for Rinso. Perkins was given a



modest appropriation to pay certain pre-selected New York agencies for
getting up recommendations, copy, etc. The appropriation was expended and
Perkins was hurrying toward Grand Central on the way back to Cambridge
when he ran into an old friend, C. J. McCarthy, who said he was working for
Ruthrauff & Ryan. Over a fast drink, Perkins mentioned his mission but said
that he had no more money. Sorry, pal, but you weren’t on the list anyway.

Cal McCarthy allowed as how he didn’t give a hoot about the money — all
he wanted was a chance to submit something. That was okay with Grafton B.
Perkins.

Now here’s the part of the story I like! I hope it happened just the way I’m
telling it. Anyway, came the day when the official presentations were all in
(including the orphan from Ruthrauff & Ryan) and set up in the office of the
President of Lever Brothers Company without identifying marks as to who
did what. The President walked slowly around the room studying and reading
each memorandum and each piece of copy.

Finally, he came back to Ruthrauff & Ryan’s submission and said: “That’s
it.”
 
 
 

(Lillian Eichler of Book of Etiquette fame wrote the Rinso copy for about 10
years.)





LUX TOILET SOAP —

“9 Out Of 10 Screen Stars Use Lux Toilet
Soap For Their Priceless Smooth Skins”

J. Walter Thompson Company groomed Lux Toilet Soap and Lux
Flakes for the marketplace. The campaign which introduced this
new Lever product in 1925 and 1926, as it slowly gained national
distribution, emphasized its superiority even to high-priced
imported soaps. In late 1927, however, there appeared the “9 out
of 10 Screen Stars” campaign which has continued basically
unchanged for twenty years. Sales have grown meanwhile until
they are over 5 times what they were when the “Hollywood”
campaign started. For a decade Lux Toilet Soap has been the
biggest seller in its field.

THAT’S the story, friends — or part of it anyway (the part that usually
comes up from the auditor’s office). Sure, it’s got the facts, and the ad at the
left is a perfect example of the lusty beginnings of this super soap seller, but
there’s another story behind the launching of this famous campaign, and it’s
got everything, including cloak-and-dagger stuff that would be a credit to the
FBI.

While advertising for Lux Toilet Soap (under the original name of Lux
Toilet Form) was being tested in Taunton and Framingham, Massachusetts,
Lever Brothers simultaneously tested a green soap called OLVA in three up-
state New York cities. 24-sheet posters with at least 10 colors were used and
changed every month (in only 3 cities, mind you), with occasional
rotogravure spreads on Sundays to liven things up. A leading competitor or
two went nuts at such goings on, first wondering how Lever could afford to



package and sell OLVA for a dime when it looked like a quarter job to say
the least. Second, the competition shook with Scotch ague at the way Lever
spent launching money for the extra elaborate advertising, and the additional
extravagant sampling, couponing and store promotion. Dozens of competitive
sleuths were thrown into the area to check every move Lever made.
Retaliatory ads of 100 lines each were run under such headlines as
“BEWARE!” and “WARNING!”

So while competition was running itself ragged spying Lever’s OLVA
moves, Lever Brothers cashing in on their feint, quietly put LUX Toilet Soap
into most of the stores in most of the cities throughout the nation!

The whole ruse was so successful, I am told, that even after OLVA efforts
in the three cities were reduced considerably, competition was so fascinated
at the prospect of what might happen to the new green soap and profligate
backers, that they refused to get excited at the growing distribution given
white Lux.

All that happened was that Lever abruptly stopped all promotion on OLVA
and whammed Lux across as telegraphed in the brief communique several
paragraphs above!

In New York TELL IT TO SWEENEY!

The Stuyvesants will understand

SWEENEY lives in an apartment in Brooklyn, on upper Manhattan, in the
Bronx, or has a house on Staten Island or in Nutley, N. J.



It is Sweeney who swells the Municipal Marriage License Bureau each
spring and fall. He marries comparatively early and raises a family — usually
a good sized one.

Sweeney’s children grow fast. They need baby carriages, foods, medicines,
shoes, clothing, books, pianos, bathing suits, Christmas trees, tonsilotomy,
tuition, trousseaux, phonograph records — in fact, everything.

Sweeney’s sons filled both rear and front ranks in the late war; some of
them stood ahead of the ranks. They drive trucks, belong to trade unions,
work in offices, sell goods and run businesses.

Sweeney’s daughters go to school, some of them to college; some of them
work in factories, pound typewriters, sell retail merchandise, design Paris
frocks. Eventually 75% of them marry.

SWEENEY and Mrs. Sweeney are ambitious and expectant of Life. They
believe in God, the United States and life insurance. They respect education,
and want the kids to have plenty of it. They look forward to grapefruit for
breakfast, their own homes, a little car, money in the bank and a better future
for the Sweeney juniors. Today some of the Sweeneys are buying Pierce
Arrows and Long Island estates; more of them will, tomorrow. The Sweeneys
know what they want — and get it. They want the best, and whenever
possible — get it.

SWEENEY’S name in New York may be Smith, or Cohen, or Muller, or
Nelson, or La Voie — or Sweeney.

There are a million families of Sweeneys in and around New York, with
incomes from $6,000 down.



You men who aspire to sell large bills of goods to New York, remember
the Sweeneys. They comprise 75% of any large city’s population. Address
your advertising, your sales messages, to them, because they are your best
customers. They keep right on living and dying, earning and spending
money, buying and using merchandise. They are not hard to sell, and they are
good folks to do business with. And remember, when you talk to Sweeney,
the people of bluer blood and more money who read The News will
understand; where as if you talk to Stuyvesants, the Sweeneys won’t listen.
You can’t lose by saying it so Sweeney understands.

 

TELL It to Sweeney — in The News, bought by more than two-fifths of all
the people in New York City who buy an English language morning
newspaper.



NEW YORK DAILY NEWS —
“Tell It To Sweeney”

EXAMINE this one a good long time. It is one of a series that made a guy
named Sweeney the best-known citizen of New York, and Sweeney’s
newspaper the greatest conveyor of display advertising in America.

The first “Tell it to Sweeney” advertisement was born of necessity and
written in the heat of battle. Promotion-minded Leo E. McGivena, first
manager of publicity for the New York News, was helping it fight for
acceptance as a mass market advertising medium. That was in the early
1920s. Selling to the masses was a new idea. The News itself was a new kind
of newspaper. It was the first tabloid-size newspaper in America. It had a
novel way of condensing the day’s news. Its use of photos was new. The
Public liked it so well that The News became the first mass circulation
newspaper and the largest daily in the United States while still only four
years old. But advertisers were conservative and habit-bound. They could not
see that the masses buy more every day than the classes. And they would not
be shown. They regarded The News as an upstart, often refusing to discuss
advertising at all with News salesmen. The resistance of advertisers filled
McGivena with righteous indignation. There must be some way, he reasoned,
to open their minds to the idea that it would be good business to advertise to
the masses of people who read The News. After a year and a half of effort to
express the value, importance, influence and buying capacity of the growing
circulation of The News he decided to personalize the circulation, to take a
single family of the whole mass, and let it represent the whole. Suggested
caption “Tell it to Smith.” And then the recollection of the Marine’s famous
byword “Tell it to Sweeney.”

The first “Tell it to Sweeney” copy appeared August, 1922. An extended
series on the “Sweeney” theme in advertisements and in promotional folders
began in January, 1923 and continued at intervals until 1937. “Tell it to



Sweeney” proved to be the turning point in The News campaign to persuade
advertisers break with tradition and place their copy in a mass-circulation
newspaper, The News. By 1924 The News was carrying five million lines of
advertising, ten million in 1927, fifteen million in 1931, twenty million in
1937. And since 1933 The News has carried more lines of display advertising
than any other newspaper in America — with advertisers remarking, even in
1948, that “The News certainly tells it to Sweeney.”

Leo E. McGivena, the famous creator of “Tell it to Sweeney”, left The
News to join Lennen & Mitchell, and is now head of his own agency.

“Mac” known as The Old Maestro among his friends in advertising, is one
of the most gifted writers in advertising. His writing is free and easy, brilliant
and colloquial at the same time.

He is a graduate of Loyola University, and has taken part in Loyola alumni
activities. Mac is one of the book publisher’s best customers. He says his
major dissipation is buying books.

There is only one solution to an advertising problem:

Find the man!
FIFTEEN years ago nobody loved an alarm clock. But along
came a Frenchman named Leroy and transformed this ugly
household duckling into a family cavalier.

It took a lor of finesse to make a garrulous disturber of the
morning peace seem like a cheery friend; a jolly old pal, even to
the sleep-loving sluggard.

But Leroy was an artist in advertising.

Many men and several organizations have carried on this
advertising since Leroy laid down his pen. And, to their credit,
they have made no attempt to take out of it, that which Leroy
inspired into it.

The manufacturer who hired Leroy settled his copy problem for
many a year. He found his man.



Two other men, H. P. Williams and George Dyer, put into
clothing advertising twenty years ago the best that is in it today.
Most clothing advertisers arc still drafting their copy from the
master patterns of these two advertising designers.

Thus, twice in succession, on its advertising problems, did the
clothing business find its man.

A long while ago, Claude Hopkins created a certain type of
action advertising which sent people into dealers’ scores, while
giving the advertiser an immediate coupon count on the number
of these dealer-callers. Nearly every attempt that has since been
made to put the coupon urge into national advertising has taken
something from the Hopkins plan.

Here again, a great advertising need found its answer by
finding its man.

For good advertising isn’t machine-processed; it is man-made.

The older and wiser an advertiser grows, the more he appreciates
that “the man’s the thing” in advertising successes. Finding the
right agency service is largely a question of finding the right man.

And then making sure that he takes off his coat and does the
job without delegating any part of it to sundry and supplementary
Georges.

You may find your man on the pay-roll of a big agency. Or you
may find him running an agency of his own, selling himself
instead of a hired staff.

But the size and nature of his surroundings will have little to do
with his usefulness to you.

His real power-plant lies within the man.



The founders of this agency are wedded to the notion that the best
advertising is, after all, a personal service task; not to be
accomplished by mass production methods.

They concede the fine economic advantage of “group effort” in
agency service. But they maintain that, in the final showdown,
“conference copy” seldom holds a candle to the job done by the
solitary worker who shuts himself up with his problem — and
lives with it until he licks it.

The principals in this agency have been major executives in
large businesses. Hence they are not awed by the detail-problems
of large accounts. They are ready to cheerfully delegate that detail
to their ample routine facilities.

But they will not delegate the responsibility for producing good
advertising. That responsibility belongs to the principals and they
assume it.

To any national advertiser, spending one hundred thousand
dollars a year or more in white space, who does not feel he is
getting that vital spark in his advertising which only high-voltage
personal service can infuse, this is an open bid for an interview.

Lennen & Mitchell,, Inc., believe in action advertising.

Do you?
 

LENNEN & MITCHELL, INC. 
An Advertising Agency in Which the Principals Do the Work 

17 East 45th Street, New York



LENNEN & MITCHELL —
“Find The Man”

I REMEMBER reading this ad and wishing I had a million dollar account to
give its writer. I guess a few others must have felt the same reaction. Here’s
the story, straight from the man himself, Mr. Philip W. Lennen, Chairman of
the Board of Lennen & Mitchell, Inc.:

“The late J. T. H. Mitchell and this writer opened up our shop . . . Lennen
& Mitchell . . . on May 1st, 1924. I had resigned as Vice President of Erwin
Wasey, out in Chicago, in order to team up with Jack Mitchell, a truly great
all-around advertising man.

“At midnight, before hanging up our shingle, I made a rough draft of the
basic principles under which we would operate the new agency . . . to
differentiate it, if possible, from most other agencies in the field.

“Before sun-up the next morning, I had taken this code of principles and
expressed it in the advertisement, “Find the Man”. The advertisement was
published in The New York Times a day or two later, and the following week
in The New York Herald Tribune, The Chicago Tribune, The Philadelphia
Bulletin, and several other large metropolitan newspapers.

“The effect of the advertisement was electric. It secured us leads on two
very important accounts, which we subsequently landed and which are still in
our house today.

“Incidentally, as you probably know, the “Find the Man” ad has been
probably the most quoted ad ever written for an advertising agency. Usually
agency advertisements are more or less institutional in character and the
results from them can seldom be traced.

“But the fact that our little shop grew from practically zero in billing when
we opened it up May 1st, 1924, to a volume of close to $12,000,000 by 1948,



may be attributed to some extent to the principles we set forth in the ‘Find the
Man’ ad.”



THE NEW YORKER’S SEVEN
HOURS OF SUSPENDED
ANIMATION

“OUR first issue appeared in late February, 1925. By early May of the same
year, after about eleven issues of the magazine, the balance sheet covering
The New Yorker’s operation looked very sick indeed. Not only had the
original investment of $45,000 long since been used up, but the company
owed me $65,000 ‘on the cuff.’

“It seemed clear that The New Yorker had not taken hold and that a long
grim stretch of heavy losses faced the company. No outside capital seemed to
show any interest in the business, and I felt unwilling to hazard what money I
had.

“There had naturally been some discussion of whether to go ahead or not,
and Harold Ross, our Editor, felt strongly that we should make up our minds
one way or the other, as he felt an obligation toward some of the writers and
artists who were contributing to us, lest they go ahead with a lot of work in
advance and then find that The New Yorker had disappeared.

“Accordingly, to discuss the whole situation a meeting was called at the
Princeton Club on a Friday early in May at 11:00 o’clock in the morning.
There were four of us at this meeting, i.e., Ross, John Hanrahan (our
publisher’s counsel), Hawley Truax (one of our directors and a close friend of
Ross and myself), and I.

“At this meeting, after studying the figures and rehashing what we had
discussed for the past several weeks, it was decided to cease publication
promptly so as to put an end to the loss of $5,000- $8,000 a week at which we
were running.

“The meeting broke up in an atmosphere of no levity whatsoever, and the



four of us walked up Madison Avenue together, Hanrahan to go to his office
on East 42nd Street, and we to return to our office at 25 West 45th Street. I
don’t know with which of the other two men I was walking, but in a lull in
the traffic I heard behind me Hanrahan’s rather highly-pitched voice say “I
can’t blame Raoul for calling it off, but it surely is like killing something
that’s alive.”

“Hanrahan’s remark about killing something that was alive stuck in my
mind and gave me no peace.

“That afternoon at 4:00 o’clock, up in Westchester County Franklin P.
Adams and Esther Root were to be married, and Harold Ross and myself,
both old friends of Frank’s, were going to be there. Accordingly, that
afternoon during the wedding reception, I suggested to Ross that he speak to
nobody about our plans as yet, but that we meet again on Monday and see
whether we possibly couldn’t raise some outside capital to help carry the
burden.

“We accordingly staggered along, and although we only raised $15,000, it
was psychologically very valuable, and although it required approximately
another half million dollars before we turned the corner, that one day in May
was by all odds the closest the company ever came to a demise.”

— RAOUL FLEISCHMAN

John Hanrahan’s overheard remark gave The New Yorker another chance
and his copy, of which the advertisement on another page is an excellent
example, had the life that kept it living. The New Yorker needed, besides
capital, interpretation — to readers and to advertisers, and John Hanrahan,
one of the most gifted writers of publisher’s promotion, gave to that job what
was, perhaps, his finest and most effective work.

I am an alumnus of John Hanrahan’s early days, and I have always been
very proud of my association with this brilliant, kindly gentleman.



IT IS now two years since Big Ben was first designed by the
Western Clock Company, a community of clockmakers founded
two generations ago in the little town of La Salle, Illinois.
 

And with characteristic cautiousness these people have waited
two years to put him out, two years of exacting tests and
relentless efforts, two years of deliberate and undivided study.
 

There is no longer room for improvement nor need of secrecy.
Big Ben is ready — selected jewelers will receive him from now
on as quickly as consistent with manufacturing care.



Big Ben is a thin, beautiful and punctual sleepmeter with a
silent motor that will not annoy you on your lie-awake nights and
a deep musical voice that will call you on your sleepiest
mornings.

Big Ben is mounted in a heavy, triple plated case, with large,
strong. easy winding keys and a great open attractive face
distinctly visible in the dim morning light.

There is a feeling of bigness and strength about him that you
find in no other alarm. If he is oiled every other year there is no
telling how long he will last.

$2.50

Sold by Jewelers only. There Dollars in Canada.



BIG BEN — “ First He Whisper,
Then He Shouts.  .  .”

HERE is a reproduction of the first ad ever to appear for that most famous of
all alarm clocks BIG BEN. It was originally written by a Frenchman named
Leroy, who went on to create many more of the most natural, readable,
effective advertisements ever published in this country.

Consider Leroy’s problem: an alarm clock is a prosaic thing. It is made of
metal. It is mechanical. It gets us up in the morning when we’d rather sleep.
Westclox had made BIG BEN pleasant to look at, even pleasant to hear. Now
how could warmth be written into the advertising? Leroy reasoned that he
could do it by personalizing BIG BEN — referring to his product with the
pronoun “he”, never by “it”.

“There is a feeling of bigness and strength about him that you find in no
other alarm. If he is oiled every other year there is no telling how long he will
last.”

And so around BIG BEN was built up a warmth and a personality that
made BIG BEN a member of more American families than any other clock of
its kind. Remember the headline: First he whispers . . . then he shouts!
Remember it especially, and all this story, the next time somebody gives you
a copy assignment for a “prosaic” product. There ain’t no such animal — not
to copywriters like Leroy, and advertisers like Westclox.





DALE CARNEGIE — “How To
Win Friends And Influence
People”

AS Victor O. Schwab, of Schwab & Beatty wrote in the November 1939
issue of Printers Ink Monthly, “When an advertisement does a noteworthy
job all of us can learn something from it, no matter what it is selling, or what
we are selling.”

Mr. Schwab had in mind the ad that sold a million books: How to Win
Friends and Influence People. That is, it had sold a million books between
December 1936 and November 1939. The sales to date aren’t terribly
important here; any ad that brings in cash for a million copies in three years
solely via the coupon route, is one whale of a great ad!

But Vic Schwab writes great selling ads rather regularly. Remember “The
Man with the Grasshopper Mind”? It was re-run so many times that it
became an advertising landmark in the 30’s — and they don’t re-run
couponed book ads for fun!

I’ll simply say this for Mr. Schwab’s copy-writing : study it carefully for it
represents a peculiarly brilliant facet of advertising from which any
copywriter can learn sound, inspiring stuff. Take the example at the left:
physically, the advertisement stands out. It flags you. The general appearance
gives you the feeling that here is something important, something well worth
reading in terms of reader-benefits. The actual photographs of two persons
indicate that there is going to be something factual in it — about them and
what they may do for you.

Then go on and analyze the text paragraph by paragraph. Each one is
written to develop the selling story a little bit more, firmly, logically. And if
you want the whole story, go to a good library and look up that November,



1939 issue of Printers Ink Monthly. Your reward will be great indeed, and
you’ll pick up your pencil with renewed faith in the sales-producing power of
well-built advertising.



PEPSODENT — Claude Hopkins’
Film Campaign.

ONE of the bewitching things about advertising is that everybody seems to
be right! Everybody and everything — except dullness. Certainly there is no
direct similarity between the Jim Henry campaign for Mennen’s Shaving
Cream, and Claude C. Hopkins’ Pepsodent “film” campaign — yet both
achieved notable success at about the same time.
 

You don’t often learn when to use what from a text book. Experience
creates an instinct in good advertising men — a philosophy, or a point-of-
view, or what-have-you — and you turn to it as naturally as you like or
dislike spinach.
 

One man believes heartily in testimonials and he uses them with repeated
success. Another in inspirational, or emotional, indirect copy, and he goes to
town with it, time and again. Still another bears down on straight “reason-
why” and makes it pay-off beautifully, even fantastically. Some use jingles,
some humor, some narrative, some comic strips, some a profusion of
captioned pictures, some no pictures at all.

Of course, the market, the competition, the timing, the product, and other
factors are of vital influence — even so, what gets into print is largely the
unswervable belief of the man or the organization producing it. Bewitching, I
said; it’s damn confusing! But aren’t we glad it’s so?

Claude C. Hopkins was the master of the reason-why school of advertising.
The Pepsodent ad at left is an excellent example of Mr. Hopkins at his best.
He believed in free trial offers, testing, coupons, and facts. And he was one of
the most fabulously successful of all advertising men. Read this example of
his work thoroughly. You won’t be another Hopkins by reading this one ad,



but if it induces you to investigate farther this particular school of advertising,
it will have warranted inclusion in this book.

IMPACT

ACCORDING TO WEBSTER: The single instantaneous striking of a body
in motion against another body.

ACCORDING TO YOUNG & RUBICAM: That quality in an
advertisement which strikes suddenly against the reader’s indifference and
enlivens his mind to receive a sales message.
 

YOUNG & RUBICAM, INCORPORATED  ADVERTISING

NEW YORK • CHICAGO • DETROIT • SAN FRANCISCO •



HOLLYWOOD MONTREAL • TORONTO • MEXICO CITY • LONDON



YOUNG & RUBICAM, INC. —
“Impact”

THERE is no doubt in my mind that the series of advertisements which
Young & Rubicam began with the first issue of Fortune in 1930 was a
powerful aid to the agency’s success and growth. I had always wanted to
advertise the agency, but to write copy for ourselves was just about the
hardest assignment we had ever tackled, and we felt that we ought not to buy
a schedule of space until we knew what we were going to say in it.

Then one day Harry Luce and Dussosoit Duke (then with Time, Inc.) came
into my office with a dummy of a new magazine to be called Fortune. I was
so struck with the idea behind the magazine that I immediately bought a 12
page schedule for Young & Rubicam. Duke, who was advertising director for
Fortune, told me then and says now that ours was the first schedule bought in
the book. Anyway, I know we were given our choice of position, which was
the so-called Campbell Soup position — first page following reading matter.
After buying the space we had to produce copy about ourselves no matter
how tough the going might be. I tried one copywriter after another in the
department, but could get nothing that satisfied me and finally sat down to
write the series myself. Impact was the 5th ad in the series (which at this date
has been running continuously since 1930). The whole series set a new style
in agency advertising. For a time nobody imitated us and we stood alone . . .
Times had changed a great deal since I had written the series for the Ayer
agency, and my policy for Young & Rubicam reflected the change. Back in
the early 20s, when I was doing the Ayer copy, a large segment of American
industry was still unsold on the usefulness and value of advertising for their
business. The Ayer’s series undertook to help make advertisers out of non-
advertisers. By the time Young & Rubicam began its series, however, the
value of advertising to business was widely accepted. Manufacturers of
consumers’ goods were either using advertising or were anxious to us it. The
question, Should I advertise? was largely answered. But new questions had



arisen such as: How effective is my advertising? How can it be improved?
What agency does the best job?

In each of the ads in the Young & Rubicam series I attempted to do two
things: (1) to leave with the reader a valuable thought with regard to the
effective use of advertising; (2) to make our own ad a forceful demonstration
of our skill in presentation.

There were many effective ads in the series, but Impact made the greatest
single hit. For this reason we repeated it periodically over many years. The
proof I am sending you is a 1946 proof, which lists 9 agency offices as
against the two we had in 1930. The ad itself is otherwise exactly as
originally used.

The idea came to me this way. One day I showed John Orr Young a
Postum ad which seemed to me to have an exceptional amount of wallop.
When I showed it to him he said “it certainly does have impact”. I said, “that
gives me an idea for my next Young & Rubicam page in Fortune”.

Vaughn Flannery, then our art director, Anton and Martin Bruehl,
photographers, and I, worked long and hard to make that ad register as well
as say “Impact” in every detail. Oddly, the very first picture idea that we
rejected was a picture of two prize fighters, one getting a good sock in the
jaw. Before we came back to it we tried at least 20 other ideas, none of them
with sufficient “Impact”. It was only when Bruehl posed two negro fighters
instead of two white fighters that the picture took on the fresh and dramatic
character we wanted.

I had the same kind of trouble, but perhaps not so much of it, with the text.
It had to be short, it had to be emphatic, it had to be conclusive. So I adopted
the device of two definitions of the word “Impact”, and stopped there.

— Raymond Rubicam

THE NEW FORD CAR

An announcement of unusual importance to every automobile
owner

by HENRY FORD



“NINETEEN years ago we made and sold the first Model T Ford
car. In announcing it to the public we said:

“‘We will build a motor car for the great multitude. It will be
large enough for the family, but small enough for the individual
to run and care for. It will be constructed of the best materials, by
the best men to be hired, after the simplest designs modern
engineering can devise. But it will be so low in price that no man
making a good salary will be unable to own one.’

“If I were starting in business today, or asked to restate my
policy, I would not change one sentence or one word of that
original announcement. In plain, simple language it gives the
reason for the very existence of the Ford Motor Company and
explains its growth.

“IN THE last nineteen years we have made 15,000,000 Ford cars
and added to the world nearly 300,000,000 mobile horse-power.
Yet I do not consider the machines which bear my name simply
as machines. I take them as concrete evidence of the working out
of a theory of business which I hope is something more than a
theory of business — a theory that looks toward making this
world a better place in which to live.

“The Model T Ford car was a pioneer. There was no conscious
public need of motor cars when we first conceived it. There were
few good roads and only the adventurous few could be induced to
buy an automobile.

“The Ford car blazed the way for the motor industry and started
the movement for good roads. It broke down the barriers of time
and distance and helped to place education within the reach of all.
It gave people more leisure. It helped people everywhere to do
more and better work in less time and enjoy doing it. It did a great
deal, I am sure, to promote the growth and progress of this
country.

“We are still proud of the record of the Model T Ford car. If we
were not, we would not have continued to manufacture it so long.
But 1927 is not 1908. It is not 1915. It is not even 1926.



We have built a new car to meet modern conditions

“We realize that conditions in this country have so greatly
changed in the last few years that further refinement in motor car
construction is desirable. So we have built a new car. To put it
simply — we have built a new and different Ford to meet new
and different conditions.

“We believe the new Ford car, which will be officially
announced on Friday of this week, is as great an improvement in
motor car building as the Model T Ford was in 1908.

Smart new low lines and beautiful colors

“The new Ford is more than a car for the requirements of today. It
goes farther than that. It anticipates the needs of 1928, of 1929, of
1930.

“The new Ford car is radically different from Model T. Yet the
basic Ford principles of economy of production and quality of
product have been retained. There is nothing quite like the new



Ford anywhere in quality and price.

“The new Ford has exceptional beauty of line and color
because beauty of line and color has come to be considered, and I
think rightly, a necessity in a Motor car today. Equally important
is the mechanical beauty of the engine. Let us not forget this
mechanical beauty when we consider the beauty of the new Ford.

“The new Ford has unusual speed for a low-price car because
present-day conditions require unusual speed.

“The world moves more quickly than it used to. There are only
so many hours in the day and there is much to be done.

“Fifty and sixty miles an hour are desired today where thirty
and forty would have satisfied in 1908. So we are giving you this
new speed.

Quiet and smooth-running at all speeds

“The new Ford will ride comfortably at fifty and sixty miles an
hour. It has actually done sixty-five miles an hour in road tests.

“Since modern conditions demand more speed, they also
demand better brakes to balance this speed. So we are giving you
four-wheel brakes in the new Ford.

“The new Ford will be quiet and smooth-running at all speeds
and you will find it even easier to handle in traffic than the old
Model T Ford.

“The new Ford has durability because durability is the very
heart of motor car value. The Ford car has always been known as
a car that will take you there and bring you back. The new Ford
will not only do that, but it will do it in good style. You will be
proud of the new Ford.

“THIS new Ford car has not been planned and made in a day.
Our engineers began work on it several years ago and it has been
in my mind much longer than that. We make automobiles quickly



when we get in production. But we take a long time planning
them. Nothing can hurry us in that. We spent twelve years in
perfecting our former Model T Ford car before we offered it to
the public. It is not conceivable that we should have put this new
Ford car on the market until we were sure that it was
mechanically correct in every detail.

“Every part of it has been tested and retested. There is no
guessing as to whether it will be a successful model. It has to be.
There is no way it can escape being so, for it represents the sum
total of all we have learned about motor car building in the
making of 15,000,000 automobiles.

The new Ford will sell at a low price

“The price of the new Ford is low in accordance with the
established Ford policy. I hold that it is better to sell a large
number of cars at a reasonably small margin of profit than to sell
a few cars at a large margin of profit.

“We never forget that people who buy Ford cars are the people
who helped to make this business big. It has always been our
policy to share our profits with our customers. In one year our
profits were so much larger than we expected that we voluntarily
returned $50 to each purchaser of a car. We could never have
done that if this business had been conducted for the sole benefit
of stockholders rather than to render service to the public.

“No other automobile can duplicate the new Ford car at the
Ford price because no other manufacturer does business the way
we do.

“We make our own steel — we make our own glass — we mine
our own coal — we make virtually every part used in the Ford
car. But we do not charge a profit on any of these items or from
these operations. We would not be playing fair with the public if
we did so. Our only business is the automobile business. Our only



profit is on the automobile we sell.

“WE ARE able to sell this new Ford car at a low price because
we have found new ways to give you greater value without a
great increase in our own costs.

“We did not set out to make a new car to sell at such-and-such
a figure. We decided on the kind of car we wanted to make and
then found ways to produce it at a low price.

“The new Ford car, as I have said, will be officially announced
on Friday of this week. In appearance, in performance, in
comfort, in safety, in all that goes to make a good car, ’t will bear
out everything I have said here. We consider it our most
important contribution thus far to the progress of the motor
industry, to the prosperity of the country, and to the daily welfare
of millions of people.”



FORD — How The Tin Lizzie
Became A Lady

FOR sheer drama, attendance and sales, there has never been anything like
the introduction of the Model A Ford in 1927.

The Model T Ford had come to the end of the trail after a long and useful
career. Production was stopped. There were many rumors about what Ford
was doing in the way of a new car.

Millions of people, and the whole automobile industry, were wondering
what it would be like. For this was something more than a model change. It
was a completely new car, a totally different kind of car for Ford, at one of
the most critical times in the history of the Company.

Ford had lost sales leadership. Its car had outlived a pioneering era. There
were many who said Henry Ford could never meet the new competition —
could never come back. The very future of the company depended on the
successful introduction of the new car.

N. W. Ayer & Son was selected as the advertising agency. George Cecil
was assigned as copy writer and a whole staff of Ayer’s most experienced
personnel worked day and night to organize the unveiling of the new car.

That was in the spring of 1927. In June, Edsel Ford made a special trip to
the Philadelphia office of the agency to look over plans and copy for the
introduction of the car.

Few people realize that Edsel Ford had one of the ablest advertising minds
of his time. He made his decisions quickly and had the courage to stick to a
plan.

There was no fanfare on his arrival in Philadelphia. He was prompt, as
usual. He disliked large meetings. So in the middle of the morning, when it
came time to look over the advertisements in the Copy Department, there



were just two other people — the head of the Copy Department and the copy
writer.

“Shall we read you the advertisements, Mr. Ford?”

“No,” he said quietly. “If you don’t mind, I’d rather read them myself.”

One by one he read all five of the full page advertisements that were to
announce the car. Then he said —

“I think they will do all right. I have one change I’d like to suggest. In one
of the advertisements I see you use the word perfect. I think it would be
better to say correct. Nothing is perfect.”

That was all. In less than forty minutes, Edsel Ford had approved
something like $1,500,000 in advertising to introduce an important new car.
The introduction of the car was later to justify his judgment.

Rumors scudded across the land like storm clouds on a winter day. The car
would look like this! No, it would look like that! It would be 35 horsepower.
It would be 135 horsepower. It would cost this, or that.

There were “secret” photographs purporting to be those of the new car. But
the public was not sure and it waited eagerly for official news.

The advertising continued the pattern of suspense and built up to the final
climax on introductory day, December 2.

The first advertisement was a full page signed by Henry Ford. It was
illustrated only with his picture. The fifteen hundred words of text were
written in Henry Ford’s characteristic style. They spoke chiefly of Ford
policies, told of the idea behind the new car, but gave no clue to appearance,
specifications, or price.

The next day’s full page lifted the curtain just a little and described the car
in general terms.

Next day came the specifications of the car. But still no pictures. No
prices.

Then came the fourth full page with pictures and prices.

This introductory advertisement had been furnished the newspapers
without prices because even as late as a few days before introductory time the



Ford Motor Company had not decided on what it would charge for the car.

Then, late in the afternoon of November 30, Edsel Ford took a little card
from his pocket and read off the prices he’d written in pencil. (This card,
autographed by Edsel Ford, has been framed and hangs in the Ayer offices.)

Immediately the prices were received, they were telegraphed to
newspapers and dealers.

Newspapers everywhere were vigilant in their efforts to insert the right
prices. They were careful to maintain the secrecy of the campaign.

December 2, the introductory day, was cold and rainy throughout most of
the country, with snow in many sections. But bad weather could not dampen
the interest of the public in the new car.

At 3 A.M., more than 500 eager motorists stood outside one Ford
salesroom in New York City. By 9 o’clock the crowd was so dense that
police reserves were called. Before the day closed more than one million
people had called to see the car in New York alone.

Throughout the country similar excitement reigned. Before 6 o’clock more
than 150,000 people had seen the car in Detroit.

Streets near the Ford branch in Dallas were crowded for three blocks.
Factories closed so that workers could attend the showing. School children
were taken to the exhibit in buses.

The stock market went up.

In Los Angeles one newspaper announced a 10,000 increase in circulation
on the day of the announcement. In almost every city the new Ford was first
page news and was spectacularly headlined.

Newsboys in many cities opened newspapers to the Ford advertisement
and sold the papers with cries of “Read about the new Ford.” “News of the
new Ford”.

Total attendance the first day of the showing was considerably more than
10,000,000 and within a few weeks orders for the car had reached more than
800,000!

It has been said that the whole trend of automobile advertising was
changed by those early campaigns for the Model A Ford. The Ford



advertising was purposely restrained and carefully avoided exaggeration and
competitive attacks. The whole campaign was in line with the character of the
Ford Motor Company and to the power of the simple truth, interestingly told.

Overnight, the Ford was given a new prestige and a new prominence.
Senators, governors, writers, executives, people in high places everywhere
sought to be the first to drive the new Ford. Having a Ford was a mark of
distinction. The Tin Lizzie had become a lady!

Telephone service, a public trust

An Advertisement of the American Telephone and Telegraph
Company

 
 

THE widespread ownership of the Bell Telephone System places
an obligation on its management to guard the savings of its
hundreds of thousands of stockholders.

Its responsibility for so large a part of the country’s telephone



service imposes an obligation that the service shall always be
adequate, dependable and satisfactory to the user.

The only sound policy that will meet these obligations is to
continue to furnish the best possible service at the lowest cost
consistent with financial safety.

There is then in the Bell System no incentive to earn
speculative or large profits. Earnings must be sufficient to assure
the best possible service and the financial integrity of the
business. Anything in excess of these requirements goes toward
extending the service or keeping down the rates.

This is fundamental in the policy of the company.

The Bell System’s ideal is the same as that of the public it
serves — the most telephone service and the best, at the least cost
to the user. It accepts its responsibility for a nation-wide
telephone service as a public trust.



AMERICAN TEL. & TEL.

“Telephone Service — A Public Trust” AND
“Weavers of Speech”
THE Bell Telephone System has been one of the most consistent national
advertisers for many years and its advertising is generally considered to be
the finest in the institutional field. It is based on a firm belief that a business
should be perfectly willing to tell the public what its policies are, what it is
doing and what it hopes to do. This seems practically a duty.

It is not an easy duty to perform, because the people who make up the
public are generally busy about their own affairs and are not particularly
prone to take time off to read about the telephone business or any other.

The good-will of the public is not acquired over-night or laid on like a
cloak. It comes only from long years of earnest, patient doing and telling.
Public opinion may sometimes be fractious and it is often slow in coming to a
fair conclusion. But given the facts it can be trusted to come up with sensible
answers.

“Telling the public” is not something new for the telephone. It goes back a
long, long way.

Some forty-one years ago, on April 6, 1908, the Ayer representative in
Boston wrote this remarkable report to his headquarters in Philadelphia.

“Along the lines I have previously written, I wish to say that Mr. Vail the
President of the American Telephone and Telegraph Company, has not yet
given me a definite order for advertising in the publications, but we have had
several conferences lately on this subject and I have laid before Mr. Vail an
approximate suggestion of what an advertising campaign would cost with a
list of spaces, papers, times, etc.

“The Telephone Company is giving this matter consideration and I fully



expect that within a week or so, Mr. Vail will give me definite instructions to
go ahead and place the advertising.

“The word ‘advertising’ to the Telephone Company means something
different than it does to our ordinary advertiser of commercial products. They
do not intend to use advertising to get subscribers — they have plenty of
these and are getting more. They can get subscribers as fast as they can get
the equipment. It is quite a problem to increase the equipment and the
question of getting new subscribers is not as important as the question of
creating a more general atmosphere of satisfaction among the subscribers
they already have on their books. “The Telephone company realty wants to
please the public and no one can tell the public this in so many words because
they won’t believe it. A great many people look on the telephone company as
a big monopoly and they think as they have got a monopoly they are going to
pursue a ‘public be damned’ policy, but this is not so. The telephone
company is just as careful of details and want to please the public really more
than some smaller corporations would ever think of doing.

“Weavers of Speech”



To you, who each day 
Take on anew your tasks 
Along the lines that speech will go 
Through city streets or far out 
Upon some mountainside where you have blazed a trail 
And kept it clear; 
To you there comes from all who use the wires 
A tribute for a job well done.
 

For these are not just still and idle strands 
That stretch across a country vast and wide 
But bearers 
Of life’s friendly words 



And messages of high import 
To people everywhere.
 

Not spectacular, your usual day, 
Nor in the headlines 
Except they be of fire, or storm, or flood. 
Then a grateful nation 
Knows the full measure of your skill and worth. 
And the fine spirit of service 
Which puts truth and purpose in this honored creed — 
“The message must go through.”

“What we want to put in this advertising, if Mr. Vail should entrust us with
it, is to write a series of advertisements which will sink down deep into the
hearts of all classes of people who use the telephone — giving them facts and
explaining all the troubles which are experienced in running a big telephone
company in any part of the country and end it by taking the reader by the
hand and leading him through the various intricacies which are confronted by
the telephone company and after the public has made this trip through these
intricate passages, they should have a great and more abiding faith in the
good intentions of the telephone company.

“The more I think of this problem the more enthused I am with the idea
that there is an endless opportunity to get in closer touch with the public and
keep them in perfect confidence by giving them something interesting to read
in these advertisements all the time, year after year. It would be a slow
process perhaps, but I believe it is a sure way. ”I will write you further along
this line later on and I hope to report to you soon that Mr. Vail has given us
an order to place the business.

“When we get as far as writing the advertisements for the telephone
company we have a first class individual ‘character’ to identify their series in
the use of a picture of the bell.”



Ayer got the business. Two months after this report was written, the first
telephone advertising appeared in national magazines and it has continued
ever since.

The remarkable thing about that 1908 report is that it could be reprinted
today, almost word for word, as the advertising policy of the Bell Telephone
System.

There is no doubt that Mr. Vail concurred in that 1908 policy. Many other
telephone executives, notably Walter S. Gifford, Arthur W. Page, Keith S.
McHugh, Leroy A. Wilson and Clifton W. Phalen have carried it forward
over the years. Ayer and A. T. & T. have made a good team.

When I wrote Ayer for some background material, my old friend George
Cecil, who has been writing the telephone advertising for eighteen years
wrote as follows:

“I have always thought that one of the great telephone
advertisements, in its social and business significance, was
written not by an advertising man but by Walter S. Gifford, the
president of A. T. & T.

“In 1927 he made a speech at a meeting of the National
Association of Railroad and Utilities Commissioners. ”In July,
1928, his speech was made into an advertisement headlined
Telephone Service — A Public Trust. “One of the unusual points
about the advertisement was the fact that it was one of the few
instances where a major business publicly stated the base on
which it hoped to serve the public. It was there in print for all the
public to see. It was there in print for the Company to live up to.
Mr. Gifford’s Dallas speech is still the guide book and the Bible
of the telephone business.”

We’ve covered 1908 and 1928 in the telephone campaign. My choice
among the recent advertisements would be “Weavers of Speech” which
appeared in 1948.

This is an example of the friendly, human interest advertisements that give



the Bell System advertisements so much character and effectiveness.

The Bell System thought so much of it that they made it into a short movie,
with a narrator, sound effects and everything. That’s the first time I ever
heard of an advertisement turning up as a movie and it may have established
something of a record.





ROLLS-ROYCE — “To A Man
Who is Afraid To Let His Dream
Come True”

TO MOST of us who grew up in the automotive age the name Rolls-Royce
has a peculiar fascination. It represents somehow the Ultimate! The car we’ll
own someday when . . .

Jack Rosebrook, long one of Young & Rubicam’s star copy men and
supervisors, best expressed this latent dream of men who know ambition best
in this beautifully written advertisement which appeared but once — and
which actually sold more automobiles off the floor than any other Rolls-
Royce ad of record. In it, the man who is afraid to let his dream come true,
finds out that, in the slightly paraphrased words of a famous statesman, the
only thing he had to fear, was fear itself!

Read this copy for another extremely fine example of emotionalizing facts.

We travelled 2000 miles to save 65¢

LADIES, THIS WILL INTEREST YOU
 

SOME time ago we acquired a new handkerchief buyer.



A strange fellow who wasn’t interested in bridge or football or
politics, or in anything except handkerchiefs. He didn’t even care
if he never got his golf game under 100 — his only ambition was
to double our handkerchief business.
 

After inspecting the samples of every manufacture in the Red
Book, he convinced us that to secure handkerchief values which
would really pull people in off the street, we had to go straight to
the source of supply, buy our own raw linens, hem them,
monogram them and box them ourselves.
 

And then he persuaded the firm to send him to Europe (a trip
which the advertising department has been vainly trying to
wrangle for years) and he went to Ireland, to the flax fields, and
he saw the spinners and weavers themselves, people who grow
their own flax, and he placed an order for 15,000 yards of raw
linen.

And when the linen was ready we sent it to our own finishers and
they tore the linen into squares (costs more to tear linen than to



cut it, but makes better handkerchiefs).

And after they had hemmed the squares very neatly indeed, we
again took the handkerchiefs away and sent them to our own
embroiderers who added graceful initials.
 

And when we got all through we found that the same
handkerchiefs which we had always been selling for $2.50 a box
could now be sold for $1.85 a box.

Pure Irish linen, six in a box, with white embroidered initial, they
provide a Christmas gift into which we have put months of effort,
a gift worthy of any man.

Our $3 initial handkerchiefs (box of six) were made in the same
way. We bought the linen at the flax fields in Ireland, did our own
monogramming etc., and therefore the quality is the same as that
usually found at much higher prices. These initials are cut out.
 

Other initial handkerchiefs $1.50 to $5 per box.
 
 

Weber and Heilbroner 14 stores in metropolitan area



WEBER & HEILBRONER —
“We Traveled 2000 Miles To Save
65¢”

I GUESS this ad must have appeared thirty years ago. I know the tearsheet in
my file is yellow with age and practically falling apart.

I remember saving it because I thought it was the greatest ad about
handkerchiefs I have ever read — an opinion that still stands after about two
hundred readings.

Imagine somebody saying to you: “Joe, give us something on
handkerchiefs for Friday’s paper.”

Somebody must have said that to George Bijur years ago and because Mr.
Bijur was a brilliant creative man he wrote a piece of copy about
handkerchiefs that is just as good as anything you ever read — a splendid
example of what a good creative man can do with a commonplace
assignment.
 

George Bijur rose to extraordinary heights in the profession of advertising.
After holding down a number of jobs in agencies and retail stores, he opened
up for himself, and in a few years was billing millions of dollars in business.
At the outbreak of World War II he gave up his accounts, without strings, and
went into the Army Air Force.





PLYMOUTH — “Look At All
Three”

ALMOST everybody in advertising will admit that the late J. Stirling
Getchell’s advertisement for Plymouth “Look at all Three” is one of the all-
time greats. In my book, the story behind it deserves the same classification.
Here it is as written for Advertising & Selling by J. V. Tarleton, Getchell’s
talented partner throughout the brief, bright life of J. Stirling Getchell, Inc.:

“Sometime in March, in the Spring of 1932, the Chrysler, DeSoto and
Dodge Divisions of Chrysler Corporation held a large regional dealers’
meeting somewhere on Long Island (I believe in Flushing).

“The purpose of this meeting was to introduce to these Chrysler
Corporation dealers the promotional, merchandising and advertising plans for
the announcement of a new Plymouth automobile scheduled to take place the
following month, April.

“At that time Plymouth was entering its third year, having been launched
in 1929. It was naturally a very new and a very small contender in the low-
priced field then dominated entirely by Ford and Chevrolet.

“J. Stirling Getchell, Inc., a new advertising agency, was an even younger
baby than Plymouth, having started only the previous year. This agency was
formed by Stirling Getchell and the writer, who themselves were pretty
young too, being respectively, Getchell, 31, and Tarleton, 29.

“J. Stirling Getchell, Inc. had been appointed by the DeSoto Division of
the Chrysler Corporation in November of 1931, and hence had worked only
five months on that assignment, but with rather outstanding success.

“The one big fact that gave rise to the whole ‘Look At All Three idea was
that Henry Ford, whose plants had been out of production for almost a year
while he tooled up for the new V-8, was planning to introduce this radically



new model in the very same week when Mr. Chrysler was planning to
announce his new Plymouth.

“The automotive trade press and the newspapers had been giving a
tremendous play to stories about the forthcoming marvelous new Ford.
People had been reading about it for weeks and even months. You might say
that the country was literally waiting with its tongue and its check book out
for the new Ford to appear. In all this noise and excitement about Ford, it was
quite obvious that hardly anyone knew or cared about Mr. Chrysler’s new
Plymouth. Chevrolet was in a very good position, having out-styled and out-
sold the old Model A Ford, and had obtained a very strong hold on the
market while Ford had been out of production retooling.

“That’s the background picture. Now to get back to our dealer meeting on
Long Island. Byron Foy, who was then President of DeSoto Division of
Chrysler Corporation, and hence the employer of J. Stirling Getchell, Inc.,
invited Mr. Getchell to attend this meeting with him just as a matter of
courtesy and interest.

“The new car was presented and exposed to the dealers; likewise the
announcement and promotion plans, including the advertising campaign (by a
Detroit agency).

“This proposed advertising, in Getchell’s opinion, was orthodox, dull, and
without any particular imagination or distinction of any kind. In other words,
it was simply the old Detroit formula stuff with not a kick in a carload.

“Getchell thought about it and stewed about it after he got home, and being
the active and energetic young man that he was, he decided to do something
about it.

“The following day he and the writer called on Mr. Foy, told him that it
seemed to us Mr. Chrysler was missing the boat and a great opportunity if
they printed the kind of advertising proposed, and couldn’t we please on our
own risk and responsibility take a crack at a brand new version of the
Plymouth announcement campaign. Mr. Foy said to go ahead and if we came
up with anything interesting, he would be glad to have a look. So we went to
work.

“Getchell and the writer proceeded to bat their brains out for a day or two
looking for unique and different way of announcing a new car — a way that



would take advantage of the suspenseful situation created by Mr. Ford and
get Plymouth through the swinging door on his push.

“This, in a nut shell, was the strategy of the idea and the credit for it
belongs completely to Stirling Getchell. The method of executing it,
however, proved to be a somewhat difficult nut to crack. Finally Getchell
conceived what he thought was a good idea. It was this: Arthur Brisbane, the
great Hearst editor and publisher who was then still alive, was a good
personal friend of Walter Chrysler’s. Getchell thought of having Mr.
Brisbane write a series of full page newspaper ads in which he would
announce and extol the merits of his friend’s new Plymouth car.

“We wangled an appointment with Mr. Brisbane, outlined the idea to him
and he said: ‘Let me think it over’.

“Two days later, he sent a full page newspaper layout which he had made
himself and a letter.

“In the layout, he had pasted up a large photograph of Billy Sunday, the
famous extrovert Evangelist, in one of his more acrobatic poses. He had
decapitated Mr. Sunday and pasted on a head of Walter P. Chrysler. I forget
exactly what the headline said, but it was a first-person quote saying in effect:
‘Come and see my new Plymouth automobile’, and it was signed, Walter P.
Chrysler.

“In his letter Brisbane said that he had thought the thing over and felt that
while he would be an excellent authority for an advertisement about
newspapers which he knew, he thought that Mr. Chrysler would be more
convincing on the subject of automobiles, which he knew. His layout was, of
course, home made, crude and would have been ridiculous in a newspaper,
but it gave us our first real glimpse of what the announcement ad should be.

“We decided that he was right and proceeded to work on a series of
advertisements, all of which were planned to show Mr. Chrysler with his new
car and all of which would be written by him and signed with his own name.
We worked for a day or two along these lines, but were handicapped in one
important respect. We had no pictures of Mr. Chrysler. We emulated Mr.
Brisbane and tried shooting photographs of models, pasting Mr. Chrysler’s
head on them. We hired artists to make drawings, but with no success. All of
these attempts looked absolutely frightful and had no reality or conviction



whatever.

“At about 7 o’clock in the evening, we were sitting over my drawing board
in a somewhat sweaty and dispondent condition when Mr. Roy Peed, then
General Sales Manager of DeSoto, dropped in unexpectedly.

“He said ‘What the Hell are you boys doing? And we told him. He said,
‘Why don’t you make some pictures of Mr. Chrysler?’ We said, ‘Hell, he
doesn’t even know who we are’. He said, ‘I think I can get him for you’. We
said ‘When’. He said ‘Tonight’. ‘If you can get a photographer, I’ll get Mr.
Chrysler’.

“Mr. Peed then telephoned Mr. Chrysler’s apartment from our office and
found him in the middle of dinner. He explained, however, what we wanted
and said that if Mr. Chrysler could drop down to the Salon in the Chrysler
Building after dinner, we would be all ready with a photographer and a car
and that it wouldn’t take 20 minutes to shoot the pictures. Mr. Chrysler said
he would be there.

In the next two hours, we had gotten the manager of the Chrysler Building
show room back from his home in Astoria, Queens, a photographer with
lights and models in case we needed them, and were all set up and ready to
go and extremely nervous when the big boss showed up at 10 o’clock.

“As far as I know, Mr. Chrysler had never had the experience of being
pushed around by a commercial photographer before under a battery of very
very hot kleig lights. We were afraid he would put on his hat and go home
any minute, but as time went on, it was obvious that the boss was enjoying
himself tremendously. We kept him there until midnight and sent our
photographer packing with about 50 negatives which he developed and
printed over night.

“The following day, using these pictures, we laid out and pasted up 6 full
page newspaper ads and that evening took them up to Mr. Foy’s apartment
after dinner and spread them on his library floor. One of these advertisements
showed a large picture of Mr. Chrysler in a very informal pose with his foot
on the bumper of a new Plymouth. The headline on this ad had originally
read ‘Look at All Three Low Priced Cars Before You Buy’. In the process of
making the layout, the writer had boiled this down to four big words ‘Look At
All Three’.



“Mr. Foy’s first inclination was to eliminate this advertisement from the
series because, he said, (and I’m almost certain that we all agreed with him)
that it didn’t seem a good idea to invite inspection of our competitors’
products.

“It was finally decided, however, to submit three of the ads, including this
one, to Mr. Chrysler the following day.

“We spent the rest of that night finishing and producing those three ads.
We had retouchings, plates made, type set and the following morning were
able to lay on Mr. Chrysler’s desk three complete full page newspaper ads
finished and ready for the electrotyper.

“I should digress here for a moment to make one point. Most people now
(including your good self) speak of the ‘Look At All Three campaign’. The
fact is, there never was such a campaign. It was only one ad — one of the
three I have just described. The second headline said Two Years Ago I’d
Have Said It Couldn’t Be Done. The headline of the third ad I have
completely forgotten myself, but it’s obvious today that of the six
advertisements we originally created and the three we eventually published,
only one, ‘Look At All Three’ had that unusual quality of hitting the public’s
fancy and getting over a really fundamental strategic idea.

“Opinions on this point may differ, but I believe that essentially it was the
sportsmanship of this appeal and the forthright tone of the copy that captured
the public’s imagination.

“To get back to chronological narrative: It didn’t take Mr. Chrysler more
than ten minutes to decide that he wanted to publish these three
advertisements. Other executives and their subordinates summoned to the
meeting were full of objections and reservations. They said ‘How can we do
it?’ ‘These boys don’t even have the Plymouth account.’ ‘Who will be paid
for them?’ ‘How can we ask our present agency to run the work of another?’
Mr. Chrysler finally put an end to the discussion of smacking his big
mechanic’s hand on the desk and saying, ‘I don’t give a Goddam how you do
it, but I want to run those ads!’ That was the end of the meeting. The ads ran
in the same week in April, 1932 as the announcements of the new Ford and
Chevrolet.

“The day when ‘Look At All Three’ was published in newspapers all over



the country, the reaction was unmistakable. Chrysler Corporation dealers
reported that their doors started swinging early in the morning and didn’t stop
until late at night. Plymouth, over night, had become a real contender in the
low-priced field, and as you know, has remained so ever since. I don’t
remember what Plymouth’s sales figures for 1931 will show. You can get
them, I’m sure, through organization channels. I do know, however, that sales
in 1941, the last year before war-time restrictions, ran well over 600,000 and
I believe were almost 700,000, including export sales.

“To wind up the story, I should say that J. Stirling Getchell, Inc. received
no commissions whatever for this work.

“We were paid for our out-of-pocket expenses on production, such as
photographic, engraving and typographic costs, and turned our plates over to
Lee Andersen & Company for publication.

“After the ads had run, Getchell and the writer were summoned to Mr.
Chrysler’s office and were asked what we would like in payment for our
work. We said ‘Nothing — except the Plymouth account’. Mr. Chrysler
asked us how we would like a nice 30-day European vacation with our wives
and all expenses paid. We said, ‘No thanks, Boss’. He said, ‘How would you
like to each have a custom Chrysler Imperial with a LeBaron body and your
initials in gold on the doors’? We said, ‘No thanks, Boss’. Then we went
downstairs and kicked each other for a while.

“P.S. Four months later, we got the job. I mean the Plymouth account.”





INTERNATIONAL
CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL
— Coupon Advertisements

SOMETIMES the appearance of advertising, like the people who read it,
doesn’t change at all!

One of the oldest and most successful advertisers in the United States has
learned that it isn’t necessary to risk a thin dime on the tricks of the trade
once you hit a formula that works. Phooey on the new stuff if the old stuff
keeps on working. “Here’s That Extra $50, Grace!” appeared in 1919.

There’s a slight concession to the type faces employed today, and there’s
very definitely a third party influence in the modern text, but that old rugged
cross of “fundamental appeal” in theme and layout, goes on like ole man
river.

Because, like ole man river, man’s desire to get ahead, to earn more
money, to be admired, to get the gal, and to keep in the running, is as
changeless as the orbit of the earth.

Another piece, “I got the job!” predated the “Grace” copy and was among
the forerunners of the I.C.S. dramatic title and illustration combination that
had such an important bearing on the phenomenal success of this advertising
during the post World War I era. The writers responsible for this copy trend
were G. Lynn Sumner, now head of his own agency in New York (see No.
68), W. Ross McKnight (present whereabouts unknown), and Paul V. Barrett,
now Director of Advertising for I.C.S.5

“One thing”, writes Paul Barrett, “perhaps more than any other, proves the
strength of our current Third Party slant so well exemplified by the ‘Many of
our Key Men Owe their Success to I.C.S. Training’ advertisement — and that
is this: in magazines like Popular Mechanics, Popular Science and Mechanix



Illustrated we run two advertisements in each issue. We have found, with few
exceptions, the advertisement nearest the second cover does the best job for
us. On a number of occasions ‘Many of our Key Men,’ in the position
farthest from the second cover, has upset all calculations and actually
outpulled the advertisement farthest front. As a result of this experience we
plan to run testimonial copy, both Second and Third Party, on the farthest-
back-from-second-cover copy in the hope of increasing the productivity of
this position.”

The “Many of Our Key Men” copy was written by Howard Wolf, an Ayer
writer, with the help of the man who has been like a father to so much I.C.S.
advertising: Paul V. Barrett.





B. ALTMAN & COMPANY —

“We Believe There Are At Least 500 Men In
New York Who Love Their Wives”
HERE’S an excellent piece of copy that sold 500 Easter bouquets for B.
Altman & Company in about three hours. The advertisement is the work of
Ruth Packard. This advertisement was selected by Advertising & Selling in
1934 as the best retail ad of the year. It gets my vote as one of the best retail
ads of any year.

One amusing incident occurred in my not too fruitful search for data on
this advertisement: I wrote to B. Altman & Company, giving the headline,
and asking for background. B. Altman wrote back saying that I must be
mistaken, the Company had never published such an advertisement. I hope
somebody’s face turns faintly red. It seems such a little price for such a lot of
mistake!



When heaven was at the corner of Sycamore and Main

BACK HOME, when I was a boy, there was a place at the corner
of Sycamore and Main that was as wonderful to me as anything
out of a fairy tale.

For on that corner was the Packard showroom. Just about once
a year, father would go there, and he always took me with him.

We never actually bought a Packard, for father’s income was
never more than modest. But we got a great kick out of feasting
our eyes on those magnificent cars and imagining what it would
be like to own one.

This year, my wife and I decided we needed a new car. As we
passed the Packard showroom I said, “Let’s go in, just for the fun
of looking,” exactly as my dad used to do.

Imagine our surprise when we found a Packard wasn’t just
something to dream about, but a car we could really afford. We
found that — with the recent $100 price reduction on the Packard



Six — we could have a Packard without paying a cent of cash.
Our old car more than covered the down payment. And the
monthly payments were only a few dollars more than we should
have had to spend for one of the lowest priced cars.

So we’re driving the car we’ve always wanted. And we’re as
thrilled as a couple of kids with it. Its lines tell the world we’re
Packard owners. And those same lines will keep our car smart
and recognizable as a Packard over the many long years we
expect to drive it.

Best of ail, our Packard costs us no more to run — and less to
service — than the car we used to own! Moral:Get the facts —
they’ll lead you to a Packard.
 
 

Packard

ASK THE MAN WHO OWNS ONE



PACKARD — “When Heaven Was
At The Corner Of Sycamore And
Main”

THROUGH the years, Packard has been a consistently fine motor car with
advertising to match. Written symbol of this dual achievement has been the
famous Packard slogan “Ask The Man Who Owns One” which has appeared
in every advertisement and every piece of sales literature since 1902.

The author was J. W. Packard, founder of the Company, who gave the
slogan a rather casual birth in a letter to a prospect. Mr. Packard had great
faith in the performance of his automobile, and when this particular prospect
wrote in for proof of dependability, Mr. Packard simply provided the name of
an owner in the vicinity of the inquirer and advised him to ask the man who
owned one.

This phrase, like “I’d Walk A Mile For A Camel”, shone like panned gold
through the commonplace circumstances of its birth — which leads this
humble commentator to observe again that good ideas are everywhere, but,
Lord, how important it is to know one when you see it, or hear it.

To those of us who grew up with the motor car, the Packard radiator, or
shape, or lines, have always represented a sort of dream of princely things.
The Packard to us was like the richest family in town, or the big house on the
hill. It was a vivid, driving dream and its power was as certain as the great
engine under its hood. Someday, we’d own . . . a Packard!

Jack Rosebrook, of Young & Rubicam, put this latent longing into one of
the first nostalgic Packard ads a good many years ago: Maybe you were that
boy. And maybe because I was that boy, and maybe just because the ads
themselves are so beautifully, powerfully sincere and human — I don’t
know: I know only that I followed them religiously and consider them among



the finest examples of I-remember advertising ever written.

The one chosen for this book is just about the best: “When Heaven Was At
The Corner Of Sycamore and Main.” But there were others — like “I
Wanted To Grow Up and Marry Mr. Wash-burn.”

These later ideas and headlines are Sid Ward’s, Copy Director of Young &
Rubicam. Stanley Jones wrote the marvelous text — and don’t forget that the
people at Packard okayed them!





BUICK — “Ever Hear The One
About The Farmer’s Daughter?”

THE late Hayward M. Anderson, of the Kudner Agency, Inc., wrote this
advertisement. Besides being a wonderful piece of copy and a great selling
ad, the story behind it is one of my favorites —

It started with a copy requisition for a farm paper ad. On that particular day
Hayward’s mind was completely blank as far as good farm paper ideas were
concerned and he sat around for an hour or more trying to get started. (Don’t
we all?)

All he could think of was the familiar phrase: “Ever hear the one about the
farmer’s daughter?”

It kept coming back and back, and eventually penetrated deeply enough to
make Hayward wonder if a good ad could be written in the form of the
ordinary, humorous farmer’s-daughter story.

Now, Andy (I can’t call him Hayward any longer), set about to find out.
Ever hear the one about the farmer’s daughter kept bouncing around in his
mind. He ran a fine old piece of yellow paper through the typewriter and
when it came out it so amused him that he showed it to Jim Ellis, then copy
chief of Kudner. Jim got a chuckle out of it and said, “Let’s slip it into Art
Kudner’s copy folder and see what happens.”

For a couple of days neither Jim nor Andy heard anything from Mr.
Kudner so they naturally supposed that the boss had read it, gotten a chuckle,
and had finally disposed of the whole thing by throwing it in the wastebasket.

Then one day Mr. Kudner dropped by Andy’s office and said very
seriously: “Andy where do you expect to run that farmer’s daughter ad?”

Andy was a little taken back so he said offhandedly: “I thought we might
run it in the New Yorker or some other magazine with a humorous touch.”



“No,” said Mr. Kudner, “that belongs in the Post. It’s worth a page.”

Rubber keeps a motor bus singing in the rain

A typical example of B. F. Goodrich product development

A MANUFACTURER of the big passenger busses was in a
quandary. On rainy days his new model bus would sputter and
stall when moisture and dirt worked its way into the distributor
cap. Trouble-shooters said that redesign and relocation of the
distributor was the only answer; but that would set back
production for months, and wouldn’t do a thing for the busses



already in service. B. F. Goodrich engineers were called in.

Within 48 hours B. F. Goodrich laboratories had produced a
rubber cover (by the same Anode process used to make surgeons’
gloves) that sealed the distributor from rain and dirt, resisted the
grease and heat of the engine, and offered no weak spots for
electrical leakage. Results: a bus fleet rolling through the rain
with its fire dry; an automotive manufacturer’s problem solved
with speed, efficiency, economy.

In industrial fields B. F. Goodrich makes rubber products by
every process known to the rubber industry — made in every
conceivable shape and design.

Hundreds of businesses have learned that B. F. Goodrich
rubber engineers are always on call to assist company engineering
staffs in solving any problem that rubber can meet. The B. F.
Goodrich Company, Industrial Products Division, Akron, Ohio.
 

B.F. Goodrich 
FIRST IN RUBBER



B. F. GOODRICH COMPANY —
“Rubber Keeps A Motor Bus
Singing In The Rain”

THIS is not a “famous” ad. It probably isn’t a “great” ad. It is, however,
representative of one of the most consistently competent advertising
campaigns ever run in American magazines.

For fifteen consecutive years this campaign has appeared every few weeks
with the same layout, the same type faces, and the same kind of copy. That’s
a record.

The father of the campaign is H. E. Van Petten, Manager, National
Advertising, for the B. F. Goodrich Company, and the writer was Kenneth W.
Akers, an executive of the Griswold Eshleman Company, Cleveland
advertising agency.

Frank T. Tucker, Director of Advertising, for B. F. Goodrich, says that
“The basic reason for the outstanding success of this campaign is not the
attention-arresting picture, nor the headlines which we think are pretty good,
nor even the interesting narrative-style copy. The basic reason for the success
of this campaign, in my opinion, is that it has been running for about fifteen
years.”

And Mr. Van Petten says of his offspring: “We know these ads are widely
read and interesting. I recently made a readership check of 9 of them. In read
most, 3 ranked third, 1 second, 1 third, 2 fifth, 1 seventh and 1 tenth. The
number of ads in the issues checked ranged from 40 to 74.

“We know the people who are reading them are reading about B. F.
Goodrich products, not about moving picture stars, dramatic world events, or
far-fetched analogies. In most cases they are reading performance stories
about our products.



“We receive many letters from people who simply want to tell us that they
enjoy reading the ads. Many of these people are not users of our products.
Our own salemen tell us that our advertising is constantly mentioned to them
by engineers, production and purchasing men, and others called on.

“Recently, one of our salesmen made a $15,000 sale and was told that the
interest in B. F. Goodrich products originated in this advertising campaign.
We have no way of knowing how often this happens.”

My hat’s off to an advertiser who knows he’s got something good — and
sticks to it.

OUR Parade of Progress has come and gone.
 



The big silver trucks have packed up their shows and disappeared
over the far horizon.
 

We enjoyed our stay and your hospitality; we hope that you
enjoyed the things we had to show you.
 

If it gave you a clearer understanding of how General Motors
links Science and Industry in the service of human needs, we are
grateful.
 

We hope it accomplished one more thing: that somewhere in your
city we have set a young boy to dreaming!
 

As we see our job, General Motors is not concerned alone with
making good cars or fine products for today. We are even more
vitally concerned with preparing better cars for tomorrow and
with providing even greater conveniences for future households.
 

For in so doing — in performing this task faithfully — we believe
we are contributing toward a better country and a richer and more
satisfactory future for our sons and daughters.
 

The real hope for continued progress lies in the spirit of
individual initiative — in the methods and processes yet to be
perfected and the discoveries still to be made.
 

That’s why we hope that among the crowds who visited our
exposition there were youngsters who found their imaginations
stirred, who caught the glimmerings of a vision, who started in
pursuit of that vision by turning to their home chemistry sets,
their construction toys, their tool kits and workbenches.
 

The first purpose of the Parade of Progress is to interest, to
enlighten, to entertain.



 

Through that purpose we hope to make clear the processes
through which industry performs its share of the world’s work.
 

But parades must sooner or later all reach their end. Progress is
something that can never halt.
 

That is why we hope that somewhere we set a boy to dreaming —
and set him on a road of usefulness and service to himself, his
country and his fellow men.



GENERAL MOTORS — “We
Hope We Set A Boy To Dreaming”

ABOUT twenty years ago General Motors had a very elaborate and effective
traveling scientific exhibit called the “Parade of Progress.” It was really
quite a show, involving several huge trucks, a big silver-covered tent and a
lot of interesting and informative exhibits and lectures.

The late Charles Lewis was in charge of the “Parade of Progress” and it
was a project very close to his heart.

He had personally selected all the fine young boys who made up the
Parade’s personnel and he was very proud of them and the exhibit.

In connection with the exhibit, it was decided that there should be an ad to
run after the Parade had left town thanking people for their interest and
attendance.

The ad was to run only once in each city and was not what you would call
a large copywriting assignment. The late Hayward Anderson, of Kudner,
wrote one piece which could have been called adequate, but Mr. Lewis
wasn’t satisfied.

He came into Kudner’s office one day and tried to tell them just why he
didn’t like the copy as submitted.

He frankly said that he could not put his finger on anything particular, and
that there was no doubt that the copy, as written, would do all that General
Motors could expect on the original specifications.

But as Andy listened to him talk, he realized that the “Parade of Progress”
was something that meant a great deal to Charles Lewis. Andy realized that
Mr. Lewis had a great vision and in his own quiet and persistent way, was
doing everything he could to make that vision real.

After ten or fifteen minutes, Anderson began to catch fire himself. He



began to see that the “Parade of Progress” was not simply a traveling side-
show but possibly the way to open a youngster’s mind to some pretty great
and wonderful things.

So he excused himself from the meeting and went directly to his
typewriter. Andy says there wasn’t much to writing the ad except keeping it
simple and giving it the sincerity of feeling which existed among those who
were putting on the “Parade of Progress.”

“I remember” Andy writes “bothering myself somewhat about the headline
— We Hope We Set a Boy to Dreaming. It sounded a little awkward and
colloquial, yet it was what I wanted to say so I stuck to it.

“The art director did a nice job of getting the photograph and giving me a
simple straight-forward layout. The ad was accepted and put on the schedule
to run in each city where the ‘Parade of Progress’ appeared.

“The reception was quite wonderful.

“I never expected words of mine to come from Church pulpits but
ministers read the ad and quoted from it literally. One city — I think it was
St. Louis — asked for enough large reprints to put the ad in each of the city’s
schools. Newspapers wrote editorials and General Motors got so much
favorable comment that the ad continued to be used for two years as a follow-
up to ‘Parade of Progress’ stops.

“We got an award on it but to me the greatest satisfaction lay in the fact
that I had caught and expressed Charlie Lewis’ vision about a thing which
could have been classified only as a promotion stunt.

“Since the ad ran, of course, we have had the usual requests to ‘do another
boy ad’ and on one or two occasions we have tried. However, this is one of
those cases where everything fitted together very nicely and I don’t believe
any of the second efforts have been quite as successful as this one.

“All of which illustrates one feeling I have about copy. There are moments
of inspiration and strong feeling during which an advertising copywriter
pretty much pours his heart out through the typewriter.

“These moments are rare and generally can’t be repeated deliberately.
Most efforts to do the same thing again fall short in some way and I think it is
a mistake to ask or expect a copywriter to stay always on these inspirational



peaks.

“One note of humor: I often regret that I ever wrote this ad because I have
a neighbor who never fails to ask me when we happen to catch the same
train: ‘Well, are you going to set a boy to dreaming today?’ ”



BOSTON & MAINE — “That’s A
Hell Of A Way To Run A
Railroad”

I AM indebted to Harold Cabot, president of the

Harold Cabot Company for the story behind this outstanding statement:

“The advertising committee of the Boston and Maine then consisted of Mr.
A. B. Nichols, chairman (vice president and clerk of corporation) ; Mr. H. F.
McCarthy, passenger traffic manager; Mr. Pat Mullaney, freight traffic
manager; Mr. H. L. Baldwin, publicity manager; Mr. Gus Munster, vice
president in charge of purchases and stores; and Mr. Delmont Bishop,
advertising agent.

“Advertising proposals by Harold Cabot & Co. were made before the
entire committee which would approve or reject, and if it approved, would
expect that the final proof would be initialed by Mr. Nichols, Mr. Baldwin
and Mr. McCarthy.

“The committee meetings devoted part of the time to seeing the specfic
proposals of the agency, and part of the time to discussion of railroad
problems and possibilities which might be assigned to the agency for
development, in addition to any ideas the agency itself presented.

“For many meetings prior to the publication of ‘That’s a Hell of a Way to
Run a Railroad’ the committee had discussed, and Mr. Nichols had separately
discussed with us, the need of a statement which would explain some of the
problems of the railroad in times of inclement weather. There were many
staff reports of complaints from riders because of the delay of trains on route
or delays in leaving the North Station whenever there was a severe storm.

“Mr. Nichols was determined in taking the stand that any such statement
should not apologize. It was his opinion (at that time he had been in



railroading for some 45 years) that only an explanation could be made that
we could not anticipate the many difficulties which the operating people
encountered, and therefore, no apology could be made or any promise that
the difficulties could be brought to an end.

“In his mind, it is a very challenging public relations job. We distinctly
recall him saying several times that no public statement should be made,
ulness it was a forceful explanation and one that would result in sympathy for
the operating people.

“Dick Holland, for Harold Cabot & Co., was assigned to keep closely in
touch with the operating people through the winter and at the same time to do
a certain amount of checking around the stations in order to judge the attitude
of the public.

“On the afternoon of a particularly heavy storm, there was delay in trains
leaving the North Station. Dick stayed at the station and joined in the waiting
crowds for several hours. The following morning he met with Mr. Frank
Rourke, the General Superintendent and discussed with him the specific
delays and the reasons for them.

“After the meeting with Mr. Rourke, Dick met with Baldy and reviewed
some of the comments he had overheard in the station the previous day. He
also relayed the information Mr. Rourke had given him from the operating
side. As there is always “conflict” between the editorial and advertising
departments of a newspaper, so in a railroad there are considerable
differences between the traffic, advertising and operating departments. Baldy
made the usual sour comments reflecting his opinion of the operating
department and added a stock railroad phrase taken from a cartoon which is
believed to have originated in Collier’s Magazine, ‘That’s a Hell of a Way to
Run a Railroad!’.

“Holland returned to the office and under the caption, ‘That’s a Hell of a
Way to Run a Railroad!’ dictated a memorandum based on his conversation
with Mr. Rourke.

“This was turned over to Harry Patterson and others in the copy
department. Patterson inserted the refrain, ‘That’s a Hell of a Way to Run a
Railroad!’ between each paragraph and added the line at the bottom, ‘But the
Railroad Always Runs’. He and Holland then set to work to brief the



paragraphs in the memorandum, and the result with the layout was shown to
the advertising committee.

“Just prior to this showing, Holland again checked the information with
Mr. Rourke to be sure that he had not misinterpreted it.

“The advertisement was unanimously approved by the advertising
committee at the first showing. One member only, questioned the wisdom of
spending the money on an explanation rather than to spend it on some
definite selling objective. He approved the advertisement but preferred to
spend the budget on direct selling. He was won over by the others. The
committee was, of course, fully aware that the advertisement was entirely of a
different sort than had ever been run in railroad circles, a radical change, and
yet it accomplished exactly what Mr. Nichols had in mind originally.

“It was decided that because the advertisement was so radically different
that the advertising committee should ask Mr. French, president of the
Railroad, and chairman of its executive committee, whether or not it should
be further approved by the executive committee. Mr. French agreed at once
that it was an outstanding advertisement, and he suggested that while it might
be wise to review it in the executive committee, nevertheless, if there was
another snow storm prior to a meeting of the executive committee, the
advertisement should be run on the judgment of the advertising committee. A
snow storm came prior to the meeting of the executive committee; the
advertisement was run without having been shown to that committee.”





PHOENIX MUTUAL — “To Men
Who Want To Quit Work
Someday”

THE Phoenix Mutual advertisement “To Men Who Want to Quit Work Some
Day” was the “key” ad in that advertiser’s success as the outstanding
coupon-puller in the life insurance field.
 

Mr. Cyrus T. Steven, Director of Public Relations for the Phoenix Mutual
Life Insurance Company, has this to say about it —

“Readers of this book will be interested to learn that when Mr. J.
L. Watkins, the author, was deciding to include the familiar
Fisherman Advertisement of the Phoenix Mutual, he did not have
access to the advertising records of that company. Consequently,
in making his selection, he had to depend entirely upon judgment
and advertising instinct. And yet he did succeed in choosing the
one advertisement which, above all others, was a landmark of
historic importance not only for the Phoenix Mutual, but also for
other early champions of ‘pretesting methods’ who, then and
since, have been alert enough to profit by Phoenix Mutual
example. Here is the story:

“Because the ‘product’ was right and the need universal, the
life insurance business grew to greatness with only modest use of
display advertising. In fact, prior to 1923, only a few giant
companies — notably The Travelers, Prudential and Metropolitan
— were widely known for their advertising. But in July of that
year, the Phoenix Mutual of Hartford, Conn., ‘broke the ice’ for



the remainder of the industry. Like their neighbor companies, the
Phoenix Mutual used a dignified, institutional campaign designed
to promote prestige.

“But after 30 months, the author of these notes (then in charge
of Phoenix Mutual advertising) was dissatisfied with results. The
thin flow of inquiries was in such meager volume that it was
impossible to judge the relative merits of the various appeals
being used. But when the use of coupons was suggested (in the
manner then being employed by a few venturesome book
publishers, correspondence courses, and mail order houses), the
advertising agencies were found to be unanimous in discouraging
the idea.

“In those days, the life insurance business did not, of course,
command the public esteem it now enjoys. And so, in all fairness,
these advertising agencies should be commended for having the
courage of their convictions when they advised: ‘Life insurance
can’t possibly be sold by coupon advertising, but only through
agents. Furthermore, coupons would be too undignified for a
financial advertiser to use. You would lose prestige!’

“But the Phoenix Mutual believed otherwise. Having used pre-
tested letters successfully for more than 15 years in Direct Mail
campaigns, it felt certain that similar methods could be used with
display advertising. And it wasn’t long before a prominent
advertising authority was found who shared Phoenix Mutual
convictions. His name is known to all: Bruce Barton !

“Thus it happened that in May, 1926, the Phoenix Mutual of
Hartford, with Bruce Barton’s enthusiastic support, became an
early pioneer in the field of ‘pretested’ advertising, then in its
infancy. And since no guide posts existed, each possible new trail
had to be explored and exploited. Another fortuitous occurrence
was the arrival on the scene of Mr. John Caples (who has since
written several books on tested advertising methods and is now a
vice president of Batten, Barton, Durstine & Osborn, Inc.). In
fact, the Phoenix Mutual became the first client whom Mr. Caples
served in the capacity of account executive.



“Our popular Fisherman Advertisement appeared in public
print first on January 6, 1929, nearly 2½years after our coupon
advertising began. It had its test run in the Magazine Section of
the New York Sunday Times. To our astonishment, it produced
nearly 3 times as many inquiries as its 25 predecessors had
averaged. But most important of all, its volume of sales was
larger by 4 times!

“Small wonder that this Fisherman Advertisement gave us the
‘key idea’ which has dominated Phoenix Mutual advertising ever
since. It paved the way for the decades of successful advertising
which followed. Furthermore, the illustration is so basic it is still
being used periodically in display advertising and is still
appearing in all booklets on retirement income plans published
for male readership. To countless thousands, this smiling old gent
with rod, reel and creel has become symbolic of how it feels to
‘get rid of money worries and retire on an income for the rest of
your life!’ — or to look forward to having ‘six months’ vacation,
TWICE A YEAR!’ ”



The Greatest Reason in the World

WHY did you buy life insurance?” I asked him.

“Well,” he said, “it was because once I met a young person
coming up the stairs of an apartment house with her arms full of
packages, one of them dangling from a slender string. I didn’t
think she’d mind, so I offered to help her. At the door of her
apartment, I saw that she was quite pretty. She still is.

“Because late one night, while she and I were waiting at a
dimly lighted railway station for the Owl to take me home, I said.
‘We could live on the money I’m spending for railroad fares!



What do you say we try it?’ We did, and it worked.

“Because one day I was offered a job by another company, and
when I told my boss, he promised me ten dollars more a week if
I’d stay. When I told her of the boss’s generosity, she said, ‘What
do you mean, generous? If he knew you were worth that much to
him, he should have paid it to you before he had to.’ So I quit and
took the new job.

“Because one night she woke me up and said, ‘I think I’d better
go.’ We went, and the last I saw of her that night, she was being
trundled down a long corridor in a wheelchair, in spite of her
protests that she could walk. When I saw her the next morning,
she was lying very still and white and with the sweetish smell of
ether on her breath. A nurse came in and asked, ‘Wouldn’t you
like to see him?’ But I wasn’t interested in babies just then — not
even our own.

“Because one autumn evening, while we were driving leisurely
along a country road, we came upon a small white cottage, its
windows ablaze with the light of the setting sun. She said, ‘What
a place this would be for us!’ Yes, what a place it has been for us!

“It’s because of these memories, and many others that I
wouldn’t tell you and that wouldn’t interest you even if I did, that
I bought life insurance. “And if the premiums could be paid in
blood, instead of money, pernicious anemia would be a pleasure.”

Moral: Insure in The Travelers. All forms of insurance. The Travelers
Insurance Company, The Travelers Indemnity Company, The Travelers Fire
Insurance Company, Hartford. Connecticut.



TRAVELERS INSURANCE
COMPANY — “The Greatest
Reason In The World”

WHEN this advertisement first appeared — nineteen or twenty years ago — I
thought it was one of the best I had ever read. Certainly one of the best about
life insurance.

I liked its frankness. It disarmed me at the start by saying: “Why did you
buy life insurance? I asked him.”

I liked the smile tucked in here and there.

I liked the way the guy talked about his wife and baby, and his home, and
what they all meant.

And later, I liked the way the Starch Reports gave this copy No. 1 position
in almost all classifications, but particularly in Read Most.

And still later, I liked the fact that this fine piece of copy was written by
the client! George Malcolm-Smith, a member of the Travelers publicity staff,
wrote it straight from the heart in 1938. It was first used as a piece for a
house organ (imagine it!), and later when suggested as a possible idea for a
Post ad, Young & Rubicam, the agency, grabbed it and ran it, as was.

This particular advertisement has been read and re-read before different
groups of life insurance men, advertising men, and plain ordinary life
insurance buyers, and C. W. Van Beynum, Travelers’ Publicity Director, tells
me that requests for copies still come in. I wonder if you’ll agree with me as
to why — somehow the public senses the ring of sincerity and truth when it
appears in cold type, and is just as quick to challenge “emotional” pieces
that are synthetic. If you believe something in this world, it shines through
whatever you select as a medium of expression.



And those are the greatest reasons in the world I can think of for loving
this bewildering but wonderful business!

WHILE FIRE LOOKS ON AND SMILES

MEN who smoke, or carry lighted cigars, cigarettes, pipes or
matches while handling gasoline are inviting Fire, and thousands
of blackened ruins bear testimony to their unpardonable
carelessness.

Fire is a public enemy against which we are fighting a
defensive battle. We must be more careful. We must do
everything in our power to protect our homes, schools, public
buildings and places of business, and to safeguard the investment
that they represent. The Hartford Fire Insurance Company will
help you in your efforts to prevent fire and will make good your
loss if fire does come.

There is a local agent of the Hartford near you. He will see to it
that you are protected by the service and policies of a Company
that has been serving property owners faithfully for 114 years.
 

HARTFORD FIRE INSURANCE COMPANY, Hartford,
Conn.

The Hartford Fire Insurance Company and the Hartford Accident
and Indemnity Company write practically every form of insurance
except life





HARTFORD FIRE INSURANCE
COMPANY — “While Fire Looks
On And Smiles”

OCCASIONALLY, in advertising, a symbol is created that somehow, to coin
a phrase, speaks louder than a thousand words. Such a symbol was Hartford
Fire’s famous red devil, later called the Hartford Hellion.
 

For years this black-robed, red-faced-and-red-footed figure gave the
advertisements of the Hartford Fire Insurance Company a stopping quality
that has seldom, if ever, been equalled.
 

The idea had its inception in the fertile, human brain of Mr. J. W.
Longnecker, for thirty-five years Advertising Manager of Hartford Fire until
his retirement in 1944. But to the late Richard M. Bissell, long President of
the Company, must go the credit for recognizing the inherent values in that
powerful, arresting figure, and for himself writing the first copy to go with it.

Besides Mr. Bissell and Mr. Longnecker, Calkins & Holden’s Calkins,
Spaulding, Sherman, Rene Clark and Ed Georgi contributed developing ideas
which gave the Hellion its greatest fame.





ARROW COLLAR — “My
Friend, Joe Holmes, Is Now A
Horse”

IF you can read this Arrow Shirt ad without a warm glow and a wide grin,
you probably won’t agree either that books like this should have at least a
couple of pages of laughs in them!

I’ve always loved this series of Arrow Shirt ads by George Gribbin of
Young & Rubicam. This was the 4th or 5th of a series that ran in New York
newspapers about eleven years ago. I don’t know what the occasion was
except that each ad was to point-up a particular feature of the shirt (in the Joe
Holmes ad, the fact that Arrow Shirts don’t shrink).

George says that here’s how the idea came about:

Shirts have collars. Horses have collars, too. Horse collars fit
loosely; don’t shrink and choke the horse. Ought to be some tie-
up there. Let’s see if we can get an ad out of this . . .

And what an ad!
 

In fact, George was so fascinated by his chimerical visitation with his
friend Joe Holmes, that he forgot to put the price of the shirt in the copy and
didn’t notice it until he saw the ad in the Times the morning it appeared. Too
late. The price was $2 (1938, remember).



Aunt Meg . . . who never married
 

I REMEMBER the night Jim Foster went off to the war. . . that
last brave flutter of the handkerchief . . . and the sigh of the
whistle as the train crossed the bridge over Matthews Falls.
 

Aunt Meg never talked about Jim Foster. She lived with us till we
grew up. moving through all the golden memories of childhood . .
. the sound of her voice reading in the dim room the time Jane and
I had measles . . . her hands arranging roses in a silver bowl on
summer mornings . . . the faraway songs she used to sing.
 

Aunt Meg never married. And the hopes that echoed in her smile
departed with the flutter of the handkerchief, the train whistle



sliding into silence behind the mountains.
 

Aunt Meg died ten years ago, gone to her memories, and leaving
happy memories behind. And when we think of her we remember
the beauty of all that made her life . . . the scent of roses, distant
music, summer light and shadow . . .
 

When someone we loved has passed away we face the problem of
a suitable memorial — a memorial in keeping with the depth of
our affection and the character of the person we wish to honor.
 

Immediate questions present themselves: What designs are
available and where may we see them? What costs are involved?
Which type of stone will assure eternal beauty?
 

Today these questions are best answered by one statement: look
for the memorial dealer who features memorials sculptured from
Select Barre Granite and approved by the Barre Guild. The Guild
mark on a memorial is applied only to Select Barre Memorials
created to the highest Guild standards of Design. Workmanship
and Material. A Guild Certificate guaranteeing permanent
satisfaction through every step of a memorial investment is
supplied with each approved memorial. Behind the Barre Guild
stands an entire industry. located in the Barre, Vt., district, “The
Granite Center of the World,” and composed of nearly one
hundred manufacturer-members of the Barre Granite Association,
using granite from the following quarries: J. K. Pirie Estate, Rock
of Ages Corp.. E. L. Smith & Co., Wells-Lamson Quarry Co.,
The Wetmore & Morse Granite Co.



PERSONAL
 

Here are three suggestions which will help you when the selection
of a memorial is your responsibility: First, choose a memorial
dealer who features memorials sculptured from Select Barre
Granite as approved by the Barre Guild, and insist on a Guild
Certificate when you buy. Second, remember that only a
monument manufactured in the Barre, Vermont, district is a
genuine Barre Guild monument. Third, send today for the
beautifully illustrated free booklet, “Barre — The Story of
Granite.” Address: Barre Guild. Dept. S-1. Barre, Vermont.
 

Select BARRE GRANITE emorials



BARRE GRANITE — “Aunt Meg
Who Never Married”

IN 1937, the advertising of the Barre Granite Association featured
shudderingly realistic photographs of tombstones, with such headlines as -
FOREVER - ETERNITY - IN MEMORY’ S GARDEN.

To me, this seemed decidely wrong end to. The monument business lived
because someone worth remembering had died. The ads should be about
people.

This seemed to make a lot of sense to the Advertising Committee of the
Barre Granite Association, and the H. B. Humphrey Company, Boston, was
eventually appointed the Association’s advertising agency.

The “Aunt Meg” ad achieved a certain fame. It appeared in the Saturday
Evening Post and Fortune in February 1939 and was followed each month by
such successors as “Weddings always make me cry” — “When I hear a boy’s
choir singing the hymns my mother loved” etc.

All about people. People worth remembering.

In February 1940 the H. B. Humphrey Company, Boston, received the
national Medal Award for Excellence in Copy — the first and only time this
honor has gone to a New England agency.

As to results: our over-all objective was to acquaint as many people as
possible with the fact that the Barre Guild seal was a trade-mark of
unsurpassed significance in the monument field. Thorough readership of
advertisements was therefore indispensable. The Starch readership ratings for
1939 proved how well we succeeded. We were always among the first ten in
Read Most — and the Aunt Meg ad ranked first in Read Most. Demand for
Barre Guild inspections by manufacturers in the Barre district increased about
six hundred per cent that first year. Out in the field, monument dealers



demanded the Seal on finished monuments from Barre more and more. They
discovered, as many retailers before them have discovered, that merchandise
marked by a recognized and accepted trade-mark is easier to sell. And the
increasing demand for Guild-approved monuments goes on to this day.

Producing this copy was a team job. The slant was mine, as were the
original headlines, but Miriam Dewey, one-time copywriter with Young &
Rubicam, New York, did most of the copy.

Imagine Harry and Me advertising our PEARS in Fortune!

OUT HERE on the ranch we don’t pretend to know much about
advertising, and maybe we’re foolish spending the price of a
tractor for this space; but my brother and I got an idea the other
night, and we believe you folks who read Fortune are the kind of
folks who’d like to know about it. So here’s our story:

We have a beautiful orchard out here in the Rogue River
Valley in Oregon, where the soil and the rain and the sun grow
the finest pears in the world. We grow a good many varieties; but
years ago we decided to specialize on Royal Riviera Pears, a rare,
delicious variety originally imported from France, and borne
commercially only by 20-year-old trees. And do you know where
we sold our first crop — and the greater part of every crop since?

In Paris and London, where the finest hotels and restaurants
know them to be the choicest delicacy they can serve to
discriminating guests. And they serve them at about 75 cents
each! Our Royal Riviera Pears went to other distinguished tables
too — to the Czar of Russia and to the kings and queens and first
families of Europe. We got a great kick out of wrapping big,
luscious, blushing Royal Riviera Pears in tissue and knowing they
were going to be served on golden plates and eaten with golden
spoons.
 

America’s Rarest Fruit — Shall We Ship It Abroad?
 



But I’m getting away from my story. The idea that kept coming to
Harry and me was this: Why must all this fruit go to Europe?
Aren’t there people right here in America who would appreciate
such rare delicacies just as much as royalty? Wouldn’t our first
families like to know about these luscious, golden pears, rare as
orchids, bursting with juice, and so big you cat them with a
spoon? Wouldn’t folks here at home like to give boxes of these
rare pears to friends at Thanksgiving and Christmas?

So we made an experiment. We packed a few special boxes of
these Royal Riviera Pears and took them down to some business
friends in San Francisco. You should have seen their faces when
they took their first taste of a Royal Riviera. They didn’t know
such fruit grew anywhere on earth. Well, a banker wanted not
only a box for home, but 50 boxes to be sent to business friends to
arrive just before Christmas. A newspaper publisher wanted 40
for the same purpose, and a manufacturer asked for 25. And that
gave us an other idea. We sent 11 sample boxes to important
executives in New York, and back came orders for 489 Christmas
boxes for their friends.
 

A New Christmas Gift Idea That seemed to indicate there were
plenty of men looking for something new as a Christmas
remembrance for friends who “have everything.” The next year,
orders came in for several thousand boxes of these rare pears, and
you never read such letters as we got afterward — not only from
the men who had sent the pears and made such a hit, but from
folks who received them and wanted to know if they could buy
more.

Well, that’s how Harry and I got the idea that there must be
enough discriminating people. right here in the U. S. A. who’d
like to do the same thing. So we talked it over the other night and



said, “Let’s put an ad in Fortune — and see.” We got a shock
when we found what it would cost us to do it, but here we are —
and you are going to be the judge.

Right now as I write this, it is late September, and out here in
this beautiful valley our Royal Riviera Pears are hanging like
great pendants from those 40-year-old trees. We’ll have to watch
them like new babies from now until picking time — not a leaf
must touch them toward the last

— trained men will pick them gently with gloved hands and lay
them carefully in padded trays. They’ll be individually wrapped
in tissue, nestled in cushion packing, and sent in handsome gift
boxes lithographed in colors, to reach you — or your friends —
firm and beautiful, ready to ripen in your home to their full
delicious flavor.

I envy you your first taste of a Royal Riviera — every spoonful
dripping with sweet liquid sunshine. And you can just bet that
every one who receives a box is going to have the surprise of his
life.

We hope that right now you’ll make up your list of business
and social friends and let us send them each a box with your
compliments. We’ll put in an attractive gift card with your name
written on it, and we’ll deliver anywhere in the United States
proper, wherever there is an express office, express prepaid, to
arrive on the date you name. And don’t forget to include a box for
yourself! A “Medium Family” box (to pounds) is only S1.85. A
“Large Family” box (double the quantity) is S2.95. At these low
prices these pears cost a mere fraction of what you would pay for
them in fine restaurants and hotels. And here’s how sure we are
you’ll be delighted. If, after eating your first Royal Riviera, you
and your friends don’t say these are the finest pears you ever
tasted, just return the balance at our expense and your money will
come back in a hurry. Harry and I have agreed you are to be the
final judge — and we mean it.



Just one more thing — there are far more folks reading Fortune
than there will be boxes of Royal Riviera Pears this year. So, if
you want to be sure to get some, we hope you’ll send your order
right along. We are putting a coupon down below, but a letter is
just as good. Only, if you write, please say you saw this in
Fortune.

HARRY and DAVID

Bear Creek Orchards. Medford. Oregon.



BEAR CREEK ORCHARDS —
“Imagine Harry And Me
Advertising Our Pears In
‘Fortune’ ”

I’VE never met G. Lynn Sumner6 but I’ve heard about him all my advertising
life — first as Advertising Manager of the International Correspondence
Schools and later as President of his own agency in Manhattan. And
everything I’ve heard about him has been good. A wonderful guy — a fine
mind — an excellent copywriter.

When I asked him by mail to tell me the story behind IMAGINE HARRY
AND ME ADVERTISING OUR PEARS IN FORTUNE he definitely lived
up to all the good things I’d ever heard about him, for this is what he wrote
—

“One day in November, 1934, we got a telephone call from a man who
said his name was Harry Rosenberg and was in Room 722 at the Waldorf-
Astoria, and that someone had given him our name the night before and he
would like to see us. (Incidentally, we have never found out who gave him
our name). A couple of us went over to the Waldorf-Astoria and found Harry
with a real problem. He had brought along from Oregon fifteen boxes of
cornice pears and they were ripening on him very fast. He had been living
with them in that room for a week and they had just about forty-eight hours to
go.

“Harry told us that he and his brother, David, grew these pears out in
Oregon and for years had been exporting them to France, England and Italy
where they were known as a great delicacy and sold at very high prices. The
variety was comparatively unknown in America. Harry and David had the
idea that this rare fruit might be an appropriate Christmas gift for executives



to send to their prospects and customers instead of the usual liquor and
cigars. So he had brought along these sample boxes to New York and in the
course of a week, talking to banks and express companies, had gotten exactly
nowhere.

“Harry’s problem intrigued us and we decided to take a crack at it. We did
not tell him what we were going to do but we took back to the office all the
Waldorf-Astoria stationery we could lay our hands on. That night we wrote a
letter, putting ourselves in the place of these two boys on the ranch in
Oregon. The next morning we ran off fifteen of these letters and arranged
with Harry to deliver the fifteen boxes by messenger immediately following
the delivery of those fifteen letters which also went by messenger. They went
to fifteen of the top business executives in the Grand Central district. In this
letter Harry and David asked each recipient just to take a bite of one of these
pears, then think what a joy it would bring to his friends to receive such a gift
at Christmas time. They offered to send a box right from the orchard for
$1.65. Within twenty-four hours Harry had received orders for 489 boxes
from eleven out of the fifteen men.

“Harry beat it back to Oregon in hot haste and he and David started
packing Royal Riviera Pears (a new name was created for them) and we
started getting out direct mail to selected lists. The time was short but we sold
about 6,000 boxes between then and Christmas.

“The next season their selling efforts were still confined to direct mail and
they sold about 15,000 boxes. By that time we had a formula worked out for
the operation.

“In May, 1936, David came on from Oregon to discuss plans for the Fall.
We told him that they were now ready for national advertising. He said,
‘Where would we advertise?’ We told him the opening gun should be a full
page in Fortune. David was looking out the window of our office. He was
very quiet for a few moments and evidently was adjusting himself to the idea.
Then he said, half to himself and to us, ‘Imagine Harry and me advertising
our pears in Fortune.’

“Of course we did not let on, but we knew right then that he had given us
the headline for the first advertisement. The copy was written in the style that
had made their direct mail successful. We illustrated the page with a Kodak
picture such as might have been taken in the orchard by one of the boys. The



advertisement ran in Fortune, November, 1936, and was tremendously
successful. Naturally we were pleased when it won the Advertising Awards
medal as the best magazine advertisement of the year. Probably the most
significant thing about it was that it marked the beginning of the development
of a whole new industry in America: selling fruit by mail. Today Harry and
David must have at least one hundred competitors but they are still on top of
the heap.”





COCA-COLA — Two Ads That
Made History

THE best known soft drink in the world is Coca-Cola and one of the best
known advertising phrases is Coca-Cola’s “The pause that refreshes.”

Granting an excellent product, Coca-Cola is very definitely an advertising
success. It started out just being Coca-Cola — and just selling in the good old
summertime. A seasonal product if there ever was one. Big business one
season; no business the other.

Faced with the problem of selling coke in the wintertime, the Company on
December 9, 1922 ran the first full page ad of a straight-shooting campaign to
remove seasonal valleys from the sales curve. You remember it: THIRST
KNOWS NO SEASON. The line was repeated again and again and again —
and it caught on. By 1930 Montreal was selling 66 million bottles of coke a
year to New Orleans’ 69 million! Today, Coca-Cola does more business in
the winter than they used to do in the summer!

“Thirst knows no season” has become an accepted part of the public’s
attitude toward Coca-Cola.

Now many years ago these astute advertisers began the search for ways
and means to make Coca-Cola fit into everyday life so as to increase the
number of occasions when it could be served. Coca-Cola stopped thinking
entirely about the product and considered only the behavior of people.
Human beings, they reasoned, get along better when they pause in between
spurts . . . when they pause and make a fresh start.
 

And there it was: THE PAUSE THAT REFRESHES . . . known ’round the
world as Coca-Cola very own. The idea was first featured in national
magazines in September 1929 — one month before the stock market took a
little pause that lacked refreshment entirely. And once again Coca-Cola sales



plowed ahead.
 

The advertisement featuring the working girl is the first at-work variation
of “the pause that refreshes” theme. Today, the at-work market is supported
with its own advertising campaign.
 

These advertisements are considered milestones in Coca-Cola’s splendid
success.

The 2258th part

INTO THE MAKING of a Royal Typewriter go 2257 precision
parts.

One additional ingredient, however, is greater than any of



these. Because of it, the Royal has a reputation for all-round
superiority, is known as the World’s Number 1 Typewriter.

The name of that 2258th part is . . . Employee Co-operation. It
is our proudest asset. For a typewriter is not run off on an
assembly line, but it is the patient, meticulous product of many
skilled hands.

And Royal is blessed with more than its share of Employee Co-
operation. Possibly because of the security our people enjoy.
Possibly because our free training schools help ambitious
employees to advance. Or because all major executives at Royal
have come up through the ranks.

Whatever the reason, Royal’s 2258th part means a better
typewriter for your money.

ROYAL 
World’s No.1 
TYPEWRITER



ROYAL TYPEWRITER - “The
2258th Part”

THIS is another fine example of institutional advertising largely because it
appeared at a time when several of the leading typewriter companies were
engaged in prolonged strikes and bickers — some of them of nearly two
years’ duration. The campaign, of which “The 2258th Part” is but one
example, had a topical significance beyond its institutional character. An
entire Fortune campaign was built around this slant and, as it appeared,
salesmen wrote in to say that they found official doors opening to them that
had never budged before.

Its author, Bill Tyler, long Vice President and Chairman of the Plans
Board, Leo Burnett Company, Inc., Chicago; now Vice President and
Director, Benton & Bowles, New York — also esteemed conductor of the
famous “Copy Clinic” in Advertising Age.





SHELL OIL COMPANY — “Off
The Bridge, You Landlubber”

I CONSIDER these half-page Shell advertisements among the most effective
of their kind ever written.

They ran in a number of magazines for about two years. This is how it all
began and what it developed into — from the pen of the man who began it —
Wallace Boren . . .

“It was the fashion at the time to glorify the service station operator. Copy
about him and his alleged service to the public made him out a sort of
composite of Little Lord Fauntleroy, the Good Samaritan, Sir Launcelot, and
the Dean of English at Harvard. He was invariably pictured as handsome,
beautifully groomed and tailored, young and suave.

“I had the feeling that this copywriter’s version of the gink at the pumps
didn’t quite square with the public’s everyday experience. I felt that service
station operators had character, that they were very human, came in assorted
shapes and in various degrees of erudition. I also believed that if the public
knew them as they were, it would like them better than under the false front
of the male models we were all using when an operator was called for.

“To illustrate the point, I did a piece of copy headlined ‘SO I SAYS TO
THE SALES MANAGER, YOU’RE NUTS!’ The illustration was of two
likeable mugs in conversation on the pump island of their station.

“The copy story was that the oil company sales manager had sent the
station man a line of patter about his motor oil which was supposed to be
delivered to the customer. The oil station man — totally unable to do more
than parrot the spiel — had rebelled and was telling his customers a much
simpler but more convincing and sincere sales story.

“A sense of humor (and of proportion) is not universal among sales



managers, but Terry Kittenger, then heading Shell sales, apparently liked the
idea of being told by one of his minions at the pumps that he was “nuts”, and
it was decided the campaign should run.

“For about two years, I believe, the ads appeared as half pages in a number
of the magazines. Of course we were able to tell the story of the merits of the
motor oil, in one way or another, in each advertisement, but always with
anecdote and dialogue and in good humor, and with a cartooned illustration.
If I remember correctly, at the time the readership of these half pages,
according to Dr. Starch, surpassed all other national advertising and many
times they were better read than the editorial content of the magazines in
which they appeared. They may or may not have sold motor oil. In an
operation as complex as that of a big oil company, it’s pretty hard to trace
sales directly to a given piece of copy. But there was ample evidence that the
oil story was exposed to about 10 times the readership of the average
advertisement and further evidence that there was a lot of good will and good
humor and friendliness between the readers and the oil company.

“Editor William I. Nichols of This Week had been following the series, and
he ferreted me out and asked if I could create a character for a homespun
column in his Sunday magazine. I picked the lunch wagon — the roadside
hamburger joint — because it was the meeting place of all of society’s
stratums, it was nationally known, and urban in location — yet informal and
free in spirit.

“The same technique was followed that had been used in the
advertisements. We never patronized the customers, or the readers. We kept
Wally, the proprietor, in a humble role but gave him and the other characters
that come and go the freedom of spirit and of speech that all America seems
to cherish. Art Director Burton Goodloe, who had laid out the Shell series,
came along to do the drawings; and they and the writing are kept in the loose
and comfortable dress of the everyday exchanges which go on between
people who are not on dress parade or wearing their company manners.
Hollywood sometimes calls this “corn.” I guess it is. But Hollywood corn has
to be stupendous or terrific, whereas Wally’s variety is corn because he and
his friends from the banker to the truck driver don’t know any better.

“This experiment was my first on the editorial side, but apparently Bill
Nichols’ judgment of what his readers would like was pretty good because



the high readership of the oil company ads continued in the ‘Wally’s Wagon’
column. It’s just nine years old now, and it has run unchanged except for one
short period last year when we tinkered with the formula and tried to improve
it. The “improvement” cost about 20 per cent of the readership, and we
hastily put it back on the original track, where I suppose it will stay until
someone comes along who can fill the space to better advantage for the
magazine.”





THE BORDEN COMPANY —
Elsie

THE most famous cow in the world is Elsie. Elsie made her debut in the
austere pages of leading medical journals in 1936 and was immediately such
a hit that doctors everywhere prescribed proofs for their office walls!
 

Stu Peabody used to have a framed copy of the first Elsie ad prepared for
the medical journals on his wall. It was autographed by Helen Hoagland, who
wrote the copy, and Jonel Jorgelscu (if we haven’t spelled this name right, we
are sure Jo will forgive us), who made the layout. Miss Hoagland named her.

From the medical journals Elsie proceeded into a small space newspaper
campaign, a radio try-out, and the late World’s Fair on Flushing Meadows. In
each instance she stopped the show.

In May 1939 she went into four colors in leading national magazines and
has been speaking her piece there regularly ever since. She says things for
Borden that Borden could never say as well or as effectively without her.

Elsie’s brilliant saga has been written with intelligence and gusto by Stuart
Peabody, Director of Advertising for The Borden Company. It appeared first
in Advertising & Selling in June 1942 and was straightaway printed in
condensed form in the August 1942 Reader’s Digest. Few advertising
campaigns have received greater or more deserved acclaim.

The reasons behind Elsie’s phenomenal fame are many including complete
coordination and tying in of the main idea to all promotion — publication
advertising, store material, literature, exhibits and publicity. Another reason
is the adroit use of a secondary spokesman to deliver the selling story in a
human, friendly, smiling way — the way you and I like to experience in our
own everyday relations.



Many writers at Y&R have contributed to Borden’s Elsie copy. Ed Dexter
started the magazine campaign and wrote it for the first two years. Ed was
followed by Draper Daniels and Thelma Walker, but Elsie’s personality was
so overwhelming that no matter who put the words in her month they always
seem to be distinctly Elsie’s.



THE ROGERS PEET STORY

I AM indebted to Robert M. Ferns, Vice President of Rogers Peet Company,
for this lucid description of an advertising philosophy that hasn’t budged an
inch in more than seventy-five years:

The philosophy behind Rogers Peet advertising is basically the same as
when Mr. Rogers and Mr. Peet opened the first Rogers Peet store back in
1874. It echoes, and amplifies, the principle of the Golden Rule upon which
the policies of this Company were founded . . . policies which won the
public’s respect and confidence from the start.

The use of our now-famous Cartoons to catch and hold attention merely
antedated the popular present-day appeal of the Comics to bank presidents
and office boys alike.

Our messages are definitely “The Friendly Voice of Rogers Peet,” chatting
with our friends and customers as if across the luncheon table.

In the beginning, Frank R. Chambers, one of the early partners of Rogers
and Peet, wrote much of our advertising himself. He made it his business to
know all the facts, and all the reasons, why men and boys should prefer our
kind of clothes. When Mr. Chambers began to turn the chore of writing our
daily messages over to younger men, he used to say:

“Just tell them the facts. Say what you say with a smile, and a
bit of whimsy if you like, but always remember: men don’t buy
newspapers to read advertisements. All you can hope for is a
glance.

“Keep your messages short and to the point, and if tempted to
say too much, save it for another advertisement.

“Blessed is he who finds it difficult to recall what he wrote



yesterday, even though it took him all day to write it. Therein is
the secret of newness and versatility in telling the same old facts
over and over and over again.

“Always remember,” he admonished, “easy writing makes hard
reading. Hard writing, easy reading.”

Since about 1907, the writer has carried on, following in the steps of Mr.
Chambers and his earlier associates.
 

Today, we believe that Rogers Peet Company is as well known for our
Cartoon Advertising as for the Quality of our Clothes.
 

The Spirit of Progress, however, is always with us. In more recent years,
we have augmented our daily cartoon series with larger space units, using
style illustrations, to direct the younger generation’s attention to the Modern-
Smartness of our Traditional Quality.
 

Our cartoon advertisements, however, continue to symbolize “Rogers
Peet” and like this good humor that is part of them, we believe, will long
remain as young as the spirit back of them.





THE STORY BEHIND “THE
KID IN UPPER 4”By  NELSON C.
METCALF, JR.

EARLY in World War II advertising’s big job suddenly changed from hard
selling to selling in reverse.

Food companies, soap makers, bus companies — all advertisers had to
explain shortages and bad service to the people or endure a storm of
complaints.

To the New Haven and other railroads this was a particularly critical
problem. Train service is a very personal thing. Railroaders were working on
man-killing schedules — and still their offices were besieged by angry
passengers.

So we began a campaign in which the New Haven tried to explain the
problem. We ran an ad which cited impressive war freight figures. It was
called “Right of Way for Fighting Might.” But people kept right on
complaining.

In “Thunder Along the Line”, I tried to tell the story of the fighting
railroaders . . . the 24 hour hell they were going through. Tell it in a way that
would rouse peoples’ sympathy and understanding. “Thunder,” got some
editorial notice — and some response.

But three weeks after the ad ran, the typographer who set the ad came to
Boston by train. I met him shortly after he arrived. Almost in the same breath,
he praised the ad — and complained about the train service!

That was the beginning of “The Kid in Upper 4.”

I vowed I would write an ad that would make everybody who read it feel
ashamed to complain about train service.



I decided the reason why the other ads had failed was that the subject
matter was not personal, warm and close enough to them.

I asked myself: “What’s the thing nearest to people’s hearts today?” When
I thought I had it, I pounded away on the story. I tried to make every word of
it true and warm and personal — a sort of emotional reason-why, with truth
that could not be denied.

Every writer has had the experience of an inspiration which takes his
writing far beyond the ordinary. Suddenly something inside him strikes a
universal chord. He knows it’s right. That’s the way I felt.

I spent three weeks of excited writing, rewriting and cutting the ad. Miss
Mildred Damon, our secretary, put the “lump” in the Kid’s throat. Bill
Downes, my boss, supplied the “honored guest” in the last paragraph. I must
have reworked “The Kid” 25 or 30 times before I was satisfied.

Don’t think for a minute that “The Kid” was immediately okayed and
rushed into proof form. Or that people at once recognized its promise.

“The Kid” almost didn’t run at all.

There were seasoned advertising men who said:

“Slush!” “Too much copy!” “Why not a YOU headline?” “Let’s sell the
idea straight!”

The art work by illustrator Ed Georgi was done and redone. At last it was
decided to try it once in the New York Herald Tribune. I waited for the result
with my heart in my mouth.

Finally, three days after the ad broke, the avalanche began and I knew I’d
found the answer.

The avalanche Mr. Metcalf refers to was probably the greatest slug of
publicity ever accorded any advertisement, anywhere, anytime. It was read on
leading radio programs by the stars themselves, made into a song, pinned to
thousands of bulletin boards, reproduced free in leading magazines and
newspapers, read from pulpits, published in prisons, picked up abroad —
more than 8,000 letters poured into New Haven offices, and Joseph B.



Eastman, Director of Defense Transportation, asked the railroad to run it all
over the country.

A rival railroad — the Pennsylvania — asked for 300 posters to display in
its stations. MGM made it into a movie short, and it won the highest award
for outstanding copy in 1942 — and in my book, for the war.

Metcalf himself was besieged with job-offers but wisely turned them
down. You don’t write kids in upper 4s every day for every kind of
advertising assignment. Finally, after the war had run its course, Nelson
Metcalf did make an agency change. He walked into McCann-Erickson cold
and asked for a job, on the basis that he wanted more variety in his work and
a better chance to learn!

AUTHOR’S NOTE: When publicity for this volume first
appeared, I asked for suggestions and received many. Of the lot,
many were war ads — some excellent indeed. But it was my
feeling that to include all the really good war ads, or even say the
best ten, would not only throw the book out of balance but open
the way for even sharper controversy of a work that is bound to
be controversial anyway. I stuck to “The Kid in Upper 4” as the
most deeply moving of the lot.

— JLW



Cooling idea

IT WAS 7 years ago that America’s most famous cake of ice
made its first appearance.

Here it is once again, to remind you that a Four-Roses-and-ice-
and-soda is stillthe most gloriously cool and refreshing drink you
could ask for on a warm midsummer afternoon!
 

We’re certain, once you savor the matchless flavor and mellow
smoothness of a Four Roses highball, you’ll thank us for not
letting you forget what keen enjoyment awaits you.



For today, as through the years, there’s no other whiskey with
quite the distinctive flavor of Four Roses.

Try a Four-Roses-and-soda now — won’t you?

Fine Blended Whiskey—90.5 proof. 40% straight whiskies 5
years or more old; 60% grain neutral spirits.



FOUR ROSES — Jack
Rosebrook’s and Henry Lent’s
Famous Campaign

FOUR ROSES advertising is generally considered the most distinctive liquor
advertising ever devised — and certainly the most consistently excellent.
Almost any Four Roses advertisement could have been selected for this book.
I’ve yet to find a poor one.

Product-name has had a lot to do with the effectiveness of this advertising.
It gives you a head start creatively, but such a head start might have fallen flat
on its face without Jack Rosebrook’s (Young & Rubicam) copy styling and
Henry Lent’s constant competence in carrying on. Ideas and simple, direct
expression are the secret of this distinguished campaign . . . the format of
which is never noticeably changed.

The Four Roses ad shown here is Henry Lent’s — the first, I believe, of
that great series.

HAND WOVEN BY THE MOUNTAIN PEOPLE
OF NEW MEXICO



New Christmas patterns in these unique ties.

Wearers say an exceptional value.7 Sold only direct
from weavers to you.

 

For over 200 years the Spanish people who settled New
Mexico have been raising sheep and weaving wool.
Their looms and their craft have been handed down
from father to son. And the colorful landscape in which
these people have lived and worked has made natural
artists of them.

Today I take the lovely fabrics these people weave and
have them made up into such stunning ties as are shown
here. These are as true reproductions as the modern
color camera can get, made direct from the ties.

Well dressed men from all over America now send to
me for these ties, because they say they can find no
others, anywhere, so beautiful, unique, and durable at
so low a price.

Fascinating texture

These ties are all wool — every thread of them —
except an invisible silk seam along the fringed edge.
That is what gives them their fascinating texture. And
that is what gives the man who wears them that tweedy,
out-of-door look.

That, too, is why these ties wear so well. When men
learn by experience that these ties are cut and sewn so
as always to tie right and hang right; when they learn
that they can rumple them all they and the wrinkles
come right out; and when they find they can be sent to
the cleaners again and again without showing wear —
then they become fans for these ties.

My Christmas Offer

Yet — by selling direct from the weavers to you — I



am able to give you these fine ties for only $1.00 each,
postpaid. And for Christmas (until December 15th) I
will send you any six of these ties for only $5.00,
postpaid.

Can you think of any other gift so unique, so
acceptable, so reasonable? Why not simplify your
whole Christmas shopping by making selections for
every man on your list now?

And you take no risk! For I sell every tie with this
unqualified GUARANTEE: If any tie doesn’t please
you (or the one you give it to) for any reason what so
ever , send it back for exchange or get your money back
without quibble. I must have satisfied cus. tomers, who
repeat, to make this business successful.

How to order

Order by the number opposite each tie. Give me one or
two second choices, in case I run out of some pattern
you want.

Send payment by personal check, postal money order,
or bank draft. I cannot accept stamps. Orders from
foreign countries cannot be filled — except Canada and
Mexico — and of course all U. S. possessions and
territories. Foreign customers must pay customs duties.

For Air Man Service in U. S. (sent within four hours
after your order is received) add extra postage as
follows: 1 tie 18¢; 2 ties 24¢; 3 ties 30¢; 4 ties 36¢; 6
ties 54¢; and 6¢ for each tie above six.

Ties packed in an attractive gift box and wrapping for
5¢ extra. Mailed direct to recipient, if you wish, with
your card or your name on our own unique card,
without additional cost.

Please print all names and addresses. I am not much of
a handwriting expert.



But order quickly, please

I must tell you that these weavers, in true Spanish style,
start celebrating El Natividad pretty early in the month.
So please send your order quickly if you want to be sure
of Christmas delivery. I try to fill every order the day it
is received, and usually do; but you know what the
postal people are up against. For eastern states, in
particular, let me have your order not later than Dec.
12th.

And remember: Every order filled with my
GUARANTEE that if any tie I send you doesn’t please
you, for any reason whatsoever, return it for exchange
or get your money back without quibble. Could I speak
fairer than that?

SPECIAL NOTE: Tie No. 1006, in addition to maroon,
can also be had in plain brown, rust, forest green, pearl
grey, turquoise blue, light tan, black, blue-green, and
light blue. Use this number and add the color you want.
 

WEBB YOUNG, Trader

203 Canyon Road, Santa Fe, New Mexico





WEBB YOUNG — “Hand W oven
By The Mountain People Of New
Mexico”  8

THIS advertisement, written by James W. Young, sold more than 26,000
neckties straight from one November 1940 Life page. It got trader Webb
Young’s necktie business off to a flying start.





FARM & FIRESIDE — ‘How To
Carry Fire In A Paper Bag”

I’M including this third selection from James W. Young’s work, not alone
because I consider it a well thought-out advertisement and a fine example of
top-grade copywriting, but also because it contains a superb headline — of
which there are all too few. And in those days: 1921 — hardly any.

Mr. Young wrote another advertisement for Colliers about that time, and
it, too, was off to a high-readership start with Why Every Man Hopes His
First Child Will Be A Boy.
 

A good headline is the most important part of most advertisements. There’s
little reason for the reader to go on if the headline (and first paragraph) fail to
excite his interest.





HAMILTON WATCH — “To
Peggy — For Marrying Me, In
The First Place”

THIS is one my all-time favorites. Both the ad and the story behind it which I
shall quote from a letter written by its author, Carl Spier, copy director of
Batten, Barton, Durstine & Osborn —

“It had been our custom for years to do an emotional type advertisement
for Hamilton Watch at Christmas time.

“Several years ago I was sitting at my desk trying to get some ideas for that
year’s Christmas attack. I think I must have tried about 40 or 50 approaches.
Literally days went by.

“It is my belief that the best advertising of this nature sounds as though one
person were talking to another and it has been my habit to often address a
piece of copy to some specific individual. After days of struggling this basic
truth reoccurred to me. If I were writing a letter to my wife what would I say
?

“The first line that popped into my head was, ‘To Peggy — For Marrying
Me in the First Place...’ I think from then on I wrote the ad in seven minutes.
If it’s good it’s because it was a searching of my own heart.

“In showing it to Robley Feland he added one thought that I think is the
best in it. ‘For a constant tenderness I rarely notice but am sure I couldn’t live
without.’

“When this ad first appeared something happened that is unique in my
experience. At least 60 or 70 people took the time to sit down and write the
Hamilton Watch Company thanking them for having published the ad. Again
and again some man or woman in the hinterlands would say, ‘You have put
into words what I have long thought but have never been able to say.’ Or



someone else would write, ‘I am copying it word for word to include with my
Christmas present to my wife, changing only some petty details as applied to
our lives.’

“I apologize for any element of vaingloriousness that runs through this
note but it is impossible to give you what you ask without seeming to boast.”

If there’s any “vaingloriousness” or “boasting” in that description of the
writing of a truly great advertisement, I fail to detect it.

The advertisement is repeated, I believe, each Christmas season. Only the
art and the watches are changed; the copy you couldn’t change. What in it
could be said any better?

Please note that the Hamilton name appears only once in the copy, yet in
the now hundreds of letters that the Hamilton Company has received, letter
after letter ends with “My next watch will be a Hamilton.”

You don’t have to be knocked in the head to realize that this is one of the
truly great selling advertisements ever written for watches.





C & O — “A Hog Can Cross The
Country Without Changing Trains
— But You Can’t”

I AM indebted to Draper Daniels, Vice President in Charge of Creative
Services, Leo Burnett Company, for the following on-the-spot report of how
this ad got its start in life. And Draper can tell it better than anyone else I
know —

“The late Robert R. Young, Chairman of the Board of Chesapeake & Ohio
and later of the New York Central Railroad, was the best possible client for
any advertising man who loved a two-fisted brawl and plenty of fancy work
in the clinches. Back in 1945 Mr. Young set out to crusade for the
improvement of the American railroad system.

“He seized upon the lack of railroad service through Chicago and St. Louis
as a likely starting point. On August 27, 1945, Norman Stabler in a front page
article in the Herald Tribune quoted this: There is no reason why
transcontinental passengers should be shifted from car to car in midwestern
cities when a carload of pigs receives every consideration going from east to
west.’ The many comments Mr. Young received as a result of that quotation
led him to believe that he had hold of a public relations natural, and he began
to make frequent use of it in speeches.

“James Eagan, Vice President and Copy Chief of Kenyon & Eckhardt who
was personally handling the C&O campaign, received a transcript of one of
these speeches in which Mr. Young had said: ‘Hell, even a hog can cross the
country without changing trains.’ When he came to this quotation, Mr. Eagan
got an idea for a headline which he carefully jotted down in the margin in the
speech manuscript which was: ‘A hog can cross the country without changing
trains — but you can’t!’ One Friday morning he gave the manuscript of the
speech and two proofs of previous C&O ads to a copy supervisor named



Draper Daniels, who had just reported for work that morning. ‘Sorry to put
you to work on your first day,’ he said apologetically, ‘but we need another
ad for this series in a hurry. Like tonight.’ By the middle of the afternoon he
had his ad, which, after some discussion, he cleared with a few word changes.
Copy was then submitted to Edwin Cox, Creative Director, who read it three
times, laid down his blue pencil and said, ‘Set it in type and make a layout.’ It
was mailed to Mr. Young about 7:00 that night with two other ads which had
previously been prepared for a continuation of the C&O series. With it went a
letter from Cox which said, ‘This is one of the best headlines I have seen in
30 years in this business. If you never run another advertisement run this
one.’

“Mr. Young was on the long distance phone the next morning. The hog ad
was approved without change. From that day to this no one knows what
happened to the other two ads.

“The effect of the advertisement upon consumers may have been
questionable, but it hit railroad executives and newspaper men with
staggering impact.

“Two or three weeks before it ran, the major railroads serving
transcontinental travelers in and out of Chicago had publicly announced that
through service was impractical. Before the hog ad was through running on a
staggered schedule in major cities and in Time Magazine they reversed this
position and announced that through service would be quickly instituted. The
hog ad had inspired so much editorial support in the press and on the air and
from a mailing of a proof to prominent businessmen that the pressure on the
railroad executives was irresistible.

“Later on Mr. Young used to say that he had written the ad himself. He
didn’t. But he did have the big idea that inspired it and the courage to run it.”





ZAREH

IN the November 1947 issue of Fortune Magazine, in the Shorts and Faces
Department, a certain name caught my eye — Zareh. A name like that would
be apt to catch anybody’s eye — especially anybody’s eye in Boston. I’ve
had permission from Fortune to reprint its neat profile about this advertising
man who writes the kind of copy that gets itself read right down to the last
letter. The example I’ve used, Zareh considers his best.
 

ZAREH GARABED THOMAJAN
 

For about five years readers of Boston newspapers have been amused,
intrigued, shocked, and even emotionally upset over a whimsical, brightly
irreverent column, which, oddly enough, is an advertisement. The author,
who calls himself “The Thief of State Street,” is the proprietor of Zareh, Inc.,
a high-priced haberdashery in downtown Boston. He is a slim, dark-eyed, and
disarmingly candid Armenian, Zareh Thomajan, who happened on a means to
quadruple his yearly sales from $60,000 to $250,000 in five years and of
earning considerable fame in advertising circles. His advertising cost: $3,500
a year.

After running the Harvardashery in Cambridge for eight years, Zareh
opened his shop on State Street (Boston’s Wall Street) “for the gentle in spirit
and the rich in pocketbook.” There he tried formal advertising, composing
pontifical statements like “ready to don.” There was no response at all, and he
had decided to give up advertising for good when his cousin, Arlene Francis
of stage and screen, suggested that he write his ads in the intimate vein in
which he regularly wrote to her. So one noon hour he stopped over at Patten’s
restaurant, drank three martinis, and scribbled off an ad on the back of a
doily. It simply told — in what Zareh calls his “loose” style — the story of
his first customer, Joseph Morrill, a Boston lawyer and trustee, who entered
the store back in 1934, bought three shirts at $7.50 each and three $3.50 ties,



left rather abstractedly, then rushed back to shake Zareh’s hand and say, “I
like your nerve!” The day after this was printed, Zareh received twelve
responses, which was as much a surprise to him as the column was to its
readers.

Throughout most of his writing Zareh cleverly promotes quality against
junk, small shops against larger competition, and frankly warns bargain
hunters to keep away. One of his favorite topics is the sartorial conservatism
of Bostonians. “In the field of men’s wear,” he wrote, “our fair city is the
dumping ground for most of the merchandising mistakes of America.” He
also tells of the doings in his shop. He refers to his four clerks by their first
names — Bob, Ara, etc., “who are too refined either to refute or rebuke you”
— and discourses on such subjects as shoplifting, “which, like pregnancy, is
something that isn’t discussed in public too often”; the time he took Artie
Shaw and a friend (they were both unshaven) for shoplifters; and the
strangulation of mankind by undersized shirt collars. When his female
bookkeeper left his employ, he advised that though the job didn’t pay terribly
well, two of his male employees were single, three were married “but trying
to improve themselves.” All his clerks were Armenians until he happened to
hire an Irishman. This was a startling event, but “the place was beginning to
look too much like a branch of Near East Relief. This Chetnik is momentarily
beyond the need of alms.”

Reprinted from the November 1947 issue of FORTUNE
Magazine by special permission of the Editors; Copyright TIME
Inc.

Zareh started a Jack Benny-Fred Allen kind of feud with Neal O’Hara,
columnist for the Boston Traveler, when O’Hara wrote a piece plugging
Filene’s basement. Zareh retorted: “I read that ad you wrote for Filene’s
basement last week and if you want my opinion it was terrible . . . Possibly
you have never heard of the . . . antitrust laws that protect us small
businessmen from the fat cigar fraternity . . . If you must direct us, must it be
to a basement . . . are we moles?”

Zareh’s column is probably the most widely read advertising copy in



Boston and environs. At State Street he receives a steady stream of visitors
who, if they do not come to buy, come to seek his advice in advertising their
own products. A few of his fan letters are “scurrilous” like the one he got
recently that began, “Zareh, you cur.” Magazines and trade journals have run
articles on his copy. The New Yorker reprinted one of his ads featuring a
“positively insulting” scarlet corduroy loafer scat. Little, Brown & Co.,
publishers, asked him to write a book, and finally, he has been propelled into
after-dinner speaking. He must have been the only haberdasher ever to
address a group of 1,000 genuine Boston notables.

Tonight, at Midnight ...

we hand over our Tennessee Electric Properties and a $2,800,000
Tax Problem

AT MIDNIGHT, TONIGHT, The Commonwealth & Southern



Corporation turns over to various public officials all of its electric
properties in the State of Tennessee.

We have always believed, and still believe, that the interests of
the public are better served by privately operated utilities than by
publicly operated plants. Take our Tennessee properties for
example: The State of Tennessee and most of the communities we
have been serving have depended, in no small part, upon the taxes
they have collected from us to pay the cost of their governmental
activities, including school, water, fire, health and other services.

Our Tennessee properties paid into local and state treasuries a
total of $2,225,000 from electric revenues, for the 12 months
ended June 30, 1939; with federal taxes, the total for this period is
about $2,800,000. That is more than 20 cents out of every dollar
received for electric service in Tennessee . . . it amounts to over
$7,670 in taxes for every day of the year.

All of our facilities in Tennessee have been built with the
money of many private investors. The communities never had to
increase their debts to build plants and distributing systems; they
never had to pay out interest on bonds issued for electric service.
The savings of thousands of citizens were brought, and would
continue to have been brought, into this territory to help produce
more industry, more local wealth and more steady jobs.

Our Tennessee operation has long given its customers one of
the lowest average residential electric rates in the country . . . as
have our other operations in the North and in the South. Our rate
has been reduced steadily to where, at the present time, it is much
below the national average.

We have continually helped households to own modern labor-
saving and convenience appliances, which have already placed
the standard of leisure and living in our Tennessee territory
considerably above the average in the country.

As result of our progressive merchandising and low electric
rates, the average home in our Tennessee territory used far more
electricity last year than was used by the average home in the



entire United States.

We have had to sell our electric properties and turn over a splendid
organization to the Tennessee Valley Authority and other governmental
agencies because we could not stay in business and compete with virtually
tax-free and heavily subsidized plants.

Incidentally, our taxes have been multiplying and mounting for years. They
are an ever increasing problem . . . a veritable “headache”, which other
taxpayers can well appreciate. To be rid of any tax worries is, of course,
always a relief.

We now turn over to government agencies, for about four-fifths of its real
value, one of the finest public utility services in this or any other country . . .
one representing private investments of about a hundred million dollars.

The Commonwealth & Southern System now comprises
the fol lowing operations;

Electr ic  Customers*

Michigan 440,314

Illinois 69,538

Indiana 38,229

Ohio 197,749

Pennsylvania 49,697

Alabama 143,363

Georgia 211,461

Florida 17,818



Mississippi 44,012

South Carolina 29,411

Total 1,241,592

* On July 1. 1919

Almost all the money we are receiving from this sale will be used to pay
back the owners of the outstanding bonds and preferred stocks of The
Tennessee Electric Power Company, at 100 cents on the dollar. A substantial
percentage of these investors live in Tennessee. The common shareholders,
principally The Commonwealth & Southern Corporation, are taking all of the
loss.

To buy our properties, the municipalities are selling bonds largely tax-free
and TVA is selling Government obligations which, in addition will be a lien
upon the incomes of all of us. These tax-free municipal and federal securities
will be owned largely outside Tennessee. As a result, much income which
citizens of Tennessee received from our Company will no longer benefit this
community.

The incomes from all Tennessee Electric Power securities have, of course,
been subject to taxation and have long helped to carry the costs of
government. Whenever government takes over a private business, not only
does the public lose the benefit of taxes paid directly by the business but also
the substantial taxes paid by the owners of its securities.

We sincerely hope that our former customers In this territory will continue
to enjoy one of the best electrical services in the country.

To numerous friends and associates in Tennessee, many of whom have
been most helpful and considerate, we are deeply indebted and very grateful.
We wish them every success. Our hope is they will never be required to
defend a business of their own against government subsidized competition.



 

Wendell L. Willkie, PRESIDENT
 

The Commonwealth & Southern Corporation 
This system’s average residential electric rate . . in the North and the South ::

now is 3.09 cents a kilowatt hour — 26% below the rational average The
average home served ; . North and South . . now uses 1,200 kilowatt hours of

electricity a year — 37% more than the national average



COMMONWEALTH &
SOUTHERN — “Tonight At
Midnight”

THERE was a man a great many admired, and his name was Wendell L.
Willkie. He came out of nowhere, it seemed, into the national spotlight and
perhaps would have become President of the United States if he hadn’t run
into “The Champ” when he did...

So began my comment in this space when the first edition of The 100
Greatest Advertisements was published. I didn’t realize how inadequate it
went on to be, because behind this famous Commonwealth & Southern
advertisement, is a very real story as to how many great ads are written ...

I received two very fine letters — one from Mr. Silliman Evans, President
and Publisher of Tennessean Newspapers, Inc., and one from Mr. John T.
Harman, Jr., of J. Walter Thompson Company, New York. I think you will
enjoy the quotes —

From Mr. Silliman Evans: “You did a grand job. You cost me a lot of
money. I was so impressed with your collection of the ‘100 Greatest
Advertisements’ that I got on a special order, 200 of them and presented a
copy to outstanding advertising managers in the city of Nashville and to
various members of the staffs of our national representatives and to each and
every member of the advertising department of The Nashville Tennessean,
which comprises about sixty men. You would be flattered with the
appreciation they have shown for my presentment to them of this fine book.

“May I say for your files of memorabilia that I am the cause of the
Wendell Willkie ad.

“The Nashville Tennessean led the campaign in Tennessee for the TVA
and the acquisition of the properties of Commonwealth and Southern, under



the compulsion of the SEC. During that time and prior, Wendell Willkie and I
knew one another quite well.

“I suppose you are perhaps what we Southerners call a “durn” Republican
and were for Hoover once and against him last. Willkie was quite a
remarkable fellow, however, despite his personal views. The TVA officials
never intended to expropriate the assets of C & S on an unfair basis..

“After the deal had been consummated and the date set for the formal
delivery of the assets of the Tennessee subsidiary of C & S in the TVA area, I
had the idea that Willkie would like to make a graceful exit from the TVA
scene. I wrote personally an ad which I thought was very good. I called
Willkie and asked him to meet me at my hotel uptown in New York if he
would do so, and if not, I would go down and see him. He said he would drop
by the Ritz and see me.

“I sold him on the idea and showed him the copy. He hung his big right leg
over the side of the chair:

“ ‘Silliman,’ he said, ‘I am my own favorite author. You sold me the idea
and I will write this ad the way I like it.’

“He re-wrote many paragraphs of it, using some I had written, but in the
main it was his advertisement.”

From Mr. Harman: “When Wendell Willkie was president of
Commonwealth & Southern I was the assigned account representative (for J.
Walter Thompson Company) at the time the Government was taking over his
Tennessee electric properties. Willkie was of course a great mixer; it mattered
not to him whether one was foe or friend, he enjoyed talking with everyone.
Thus he had ‘had a cocktail’, as he told me, with the publisher of the
Nashville Tennessean and this publisher (who had advocated Government
ownership of Willkie’s Tennesse properties) had suggested to Willkie that he
‘take a page advertisment in the Tennessean and tell us good-by’ when the
deal was consummated. The publisher went on to say, ‘Of course, I suppose,
you wouldn’t do that in view of the Nashville Tennessean’s attitude.’ Willkie
replied, ‘Sure I will. When we pull out down here, I’ll take a full page in your
paper and tell you good-by.’ Then, Willkie apparently forgot all about it.

“The closing date was quite near when he remembered this promise. For,
one day he put in a hurried call for me and told me the story. He said, I’ve got



to make good that promise. Whip something up! I don’t much care what . . .
just say good-by to them and let it go at that!’ I said, fine . . . will do . . .

“So I wrote a headline . . . only a headline . . . and got an art director to
make a layout. The headline was, Tonight, at Midnight . . . we hand over our
Tennessee Electric Properties and a blank dollar tax problem.’

“When Willkie saw it his eyes sparkled and he said, ‘I think we’ve got
something. Let’s write the copy.’ I then outlined to him my rough ideas all of
which he accepted. He particularly wanted to make reference to ‘the money
of private investors’ and the ‘turnover . . . for about four-fifths of its real
value.’ Also, the sign-off, ‘Our hope is they will never be required to defend
a business of their own against Government subsidized competition,’ are
Willkie’s words in their entirety.

“The final proofs looked pretty good to Willkie but he was not at all sure
he had a ‘good ad’, he said. He put copies in his pocket and apparently
showed them to some of his friends overnight who gave him varying
opinions. However, in the end, he approved it and then I suggested we might
publish it outside of Tennessee. He thought this was a good idea so a list of
some thirty to forty dailies, coast to coast, was finally okayed. It was decided
to publish in Tennessee on the day before the closing and elsewhere on the
day of the closing. The little parenthetical note at the top did not appear in
Tennessee papers . . .

“Unquestionably, Willkie’s campaign for the Republican nomination dates
from the appearance of this ad but the ‘merchandising’ of it was a big factor.
I remember, after his nomination, one of the newsreels flashed the headline of
the ad and gave it credit for starting the Willkie boom . . .”

So there you have the story from two authentic sources regarding what was
perhaps the first advertisment in history to launch a major presidential
candidate.





MERRILL LYNCH, ETC. - “Too
Long?”

People won’t read long copy!

HOW many times have you heard that one? Well here’s one more than 6000
words long, an all-text page, broken only by two boxes and scattered
subheads, that will probably turn out to be one of the most thoroughly read
advertisements ever published. Early readership research, by an absolutely
impartial source, has definitely established that possibility.

For the advertisement appeared first in the New York Times last year, and
though the page was neither created nor designed to pull inquiries, two varied
write-in offers were made. One month after publication 5,033 requests for
20,000 copies of either or both of the items offered had been received —
4,000 of them the first week.

3,534 requests came by mail, 947 by telephone and 552 from visitors to
one of the Merrill Lynch offices.

As Carroll J. Swan, Assistant Managing Editor of Printers’ Ink wrote in
his two excellent articles on Merrill Lynch advertising, “About 10% of the
letters received were more than requests for literature. They commented on
the ad, asked why they hadn’t been told about the stock and bond business
before, expressed a desire to invest money, and lead directly to new business
from people who had been keeping away from the stock market because of
poor management or misinformation . . .”

The advertisement is principally the work of Louis Engel, Advertising
Manager of Merrill, Lynch, Pierce, Fenner & Beane. He wrote the copy, he
says, to help clear up the stock and bond business in his own mind. He did
that all right - for himself and a good many thousand others.

If a moral is needed, it may be this, never be afraid to tell the full story if it



helps clarify the issue and gives people information they can use to
advantage. People will read long copy just so long as it interests them.

Merrill Lynch feels that its advertising job is to create new investors. Only
49% of the people who have an annual income of $7,500 or more are
investors, according to a recent Federal Reserve Board study. In the opinion
of Mr. Engel “the greatest deterrment to investment in this country is simply
ignorance. People — many of them successful or professional businessmen
are uninformed about stocks and bonds. These same people don’t like to
admit their ignorance — nor their consequent distrust of the stock market.
We make it easy for these people to learn what our business is all about, and
the first thing you know they’re writing us letters asking our advice on what
to do with $5,000 or $50,000 of unproductive capital . . .”

This, incidentally, is about the only full-page ad ever used by Merrill,
Lynch, Pierce, Fenner & Beane. Almost all of their copy runs with great
regularity in seventy and forty line space. Each of the smaller ads, unlike the
whopper, is created to pull inquiries — and in this respect, too, according to
Mr. Engel, Merrill, Lynch, Pierce, Fenner & Beane., is very successful.





LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL —
“Never Underestimate The Power
Of A Woman”

THERE are several major magazines superbly edited for women. But for the
past several years only one has achieved fame in another part of the forest —
the Ladies’ Home Journal.

Its advertising promotion based on the theme “Never Underestimate the
Power of a Woman” is an outstanding example of publishers’ promotion at its
best. In a field grown calloused and deadly dull through long years of
humorless statistical straight and double talk, “Never Underestimate” is as
fresh as an off-shore breeze and as telling as a rifle shot.

Gordon Page, formerly with N. W. Ayer & Son, and now with Marschalk
and Pratt, New York, wrote this amusing letter about “Never
Underestimate’s” birth —

“Never Underestimate the Power of a Woman came off the
back burner of a creative range where ideas simmer while the
front burners are preoccupied with meeting closing dates.

“In those days, sprightly advertising writing was being lavished
on the Ladies’ Home Journal by some of Ayer’s best folk. ‘The
Magazine Women Believe In’ was being inspiringly documented
in paid space. The fact that ‘Women Are Different’ (vive la
difference!) was being pointed up in elegant editorial
advertisements. It was being fully demonstrated that ‘Things
Happen When The Journal Comes Out!’

“But always, when the time came to ask for the order, Journal



editors linked arms with the Journal advertising department and
forbade any lumping of four million women and their loved ones
to be delivered to hungry advertisers.

“This was as it should be, except it caused a kind of advertising
nightmare. One of the lush advertising buys of the time was
having to be sold between the lines of some long advertising
gems. Anything direct was outlawed. This, in turn, made a lot of
people restless.

“It isn’t possible to say or write Never Underestimate the
Power of a Woman today and have it twitch in naked uneasiness
the way it did the first time it was pencilled on a sheet of yellow
paper.

“It was just a more direct way of stating the case for the leading
woman’s magazine of the day. But always believing you can do
things with a twinkle that you can’t do with a straight face, it was
trotted down to Leo Lionni. I suggested to him that whimsey in
the manner of Jimmy Hatlo might make it sing.

“It was with feet on Lionni’s desk that I watched the thing take
Ladies’ Home Journal form. It’s largely his fault that you can’t
say ‘never underestimate the power of anything,’ today, without
echoing the Ladies’ Home Journal line. Bless him!”

Now in its eighth year, “Never Underestimate” is demonstrating all the
vitality that a great idea must show. No little part of the success of this series
is Leo Lionni’s art, and the fact that he comes up with many of the ideas
himself. It takes about six to get one.

TIFFANY & CO.
PEARLS

PEARL NECKLACES



TIFFANY

IF you are old enough to know what the names STUTZ and MERCER mean
— if you sang “Over There” in the days when over there was really quite a
trip — or if you looked upon F. Scott Fitzgerald as a sort of Jazz Age god and
“This Side of Paradise” as a kind of testament — you’ll look upon this
Tiffany advertisement, which so truly reflects the fabulous age of great names
and princely fortunes, with a filling throat.

Tiffany!

Probably no name in America inspires such instant recognition and
acceptance.

The advertisement shown appeared in 1915 when this famous store was
located at Fifth Avenue and 37th Street and the name Tiffany & Co. didn’t
appear over the entrance or anywhere on the building — nor did the address
appear in the advertising.

Mr. Milton Towne, long a leading light in Alley & Richards, New York,
has handled the Tiffany account for many years, and when I asked him for
the philosophy behind his client’s famous advertising, Milt said: “I doubt that
anybody knows. So many people took Tiffany quality for granted that copy
just seemed superfluous! It’s a little different now though — we use
illustrations, prices, and even the zone number in the address!”

Things sure are changing!





INSTITUTE OF LIFE
INSURANCE - “Faith Is A
Family Affair”

I SUPPOSE the less said about an advertisement with a religious theme, the
better off I’ll be. A controversial subject in a controversial book is surely
asking for it! Nevertheless —

When I first saw this fine advertisement published by the Institute of Life
Insurance, I read it word for word, tore it out of the magazine and
thumbtacked it to my display board. I thought at the time, and without my
knowledge concerning its general reception, that it was truly a great idea with
copy to match.

So I wrote to Mr. Walter E. Schneider, Director of Press Relations and
Advertising for the Institute, for background. Mr. Schneider was a most
friendly and cooperative gentleman — one of the best — and as our
correspondence progressed I became more and more impressed with the fact
that the “Faith is a Family Affair” ad was perhaps a little bit greater than any
of us can either analyze or appreciate.

In the December 31, 1948 issue of Printers’ Ink Mr. Schneider wrote as
follows:

“It’s not news to be against sin, as Calvin Coolidge once sagely observed.
But it was really a breath-taking surprise to learn from an advertising
experience this year how many, many people are for such simple things as
prayer and faith in the home.

“Cynics to the contrary, it seems that God Bless Our Home’ is still an
unwritten motto tacked invisibly over the doors of countless millions of
American homes.”

It is difficult to say whether the art or the message itself made this



advertisement the most successful piece of copy published by the Institute of
Life Insurance during the last seven years. It was probably both. The
religious theme was delicate to start with but as it turned out the message
pleased all faiths alike and not a single letter criticizing the advertisement was
ever received.

Within a day after the advertisement first appeared requests to reprint
rolled in. They came from various national, state and local religious
organizations, from clergymen, from school teachers, mothers and others
representing all major faiths. They came from foreign countries half way
round the world and from Y.M.C.A.’s just around the corner.

That part of the ad which quotes from the famous childhood prayer . . . “I
pray the Lord my soul to keep” . . . has been requested for publication in
children’s books and religious pamphlets.

The theme behind the “Faith” ad was suggested by Holgar J. Johnson,
President of The Institute of Life Insurance. Maury Hanson who was then the
Account Executive for J. Walter Thompson Company, New York, worked
with Adrian Head who was Supervisor of Copywriters on the account, and as
a team they came up with the copy and worked through its several revisions
with the Institute’s Planning Committee. Mr. Head says that David Kennedy,
then a Thompson copywriter, contributed a great deal. The point is, it was a
fine team job.

Frank Stephenson, Art Director of J. Walter Thompson Company and
Frances Hook of Philadelphia, the artist, are responsible for the fine visual
presentation.





ELECTRIC LIGHT & POWER
ASSOCIATION — “The Case of
The Crumpled Letter”

“THE Case of the Crumpled Letter” was the second best-read advertisement
in the history of the 160 Electric Light and Power Companies’ advertising
program. The first best was so definitely a war ad that I had to eliminate it,
for reasons already given in this book.

This highly imaginative, dramatic, well written and flawlessly laid out
advertisement is the work of an old friend at N. W. Ayer & Son in
Philadelphia: Ken Slifer, Vice President and Manager of the Copy
Department. Ken is a thoughtful craftsman. A couple of his Ford
advertisements won medals in the Annual Awards, and he has written much
American Telephone and Telegraph stuff since 1928.

So ponder this advertisement thoughtfully. Everything about it, from idea
to final period is a fine performance. It should be an inspiration to anybody
interested in producing human, readable advertising — as natural as a quiet
evening at home with a good detective story.
 

Postscript

As popular as when first published in 1944, this ECAP ad (updated) got its
third repeat last year (1958). This updating is interesting, and I am indebted
to Ken Slifer of N. W. Ayer & Son, Inc., for this information — “The
original diagram showed a two-story, center-hall house. In 1958, the most
popular house is all on one floor. Copywriter Edward A. Kandle used the
floor-plan of a one-level house for his revised diagram. Second major change
was with the appliances listed. Many appliances had been invented in 14
years so the 1944 assortment fell far short of a reasonable collection for 1958.



A new homeowner, Mr. Nelson, now looks at his hi-fi set, air conditioning,
‘TV, hair dryer, all-electric kitchen including dishwasher, clotheswasher and
dryer, as well as the conveniences standard in ’44. Same result, though, as his
indignant letter hits the trash can.”



PLYMOUTH . . .  AND MODESS

YOU’LL never read much shorter copy than this, nor see much better
advertising of its kind.

On the surface these advertisements seem to break a lot of the rules in the
— what book? You certainly can’t learn how to produce this sort of idea, nor
exactly when to use it. Yet these advertisements are outstanding because they
are basically sincere and beautifully done. There’s nothing phony here — one
is eminently human, the other confident and reserved. Their readership and
identification ratings were tops. The monotonous grist from the daily and
weekly advertising mills is immeasurably sharpened by the appearance of
great advertisements like these.
 

Charles Coiner, Ken Slifer and a group at N. W. Ayer & Son, Philadelphia,
did the Plymouth ads; Miss Ross Williams, Young & Rubicam, New York,
did the Modess beauties.



How fair has been each precious moment of their plans come true ... their
silent meeting at the altar steps, their first waltz at the gay reception, and
now, these wondrous days together in a world that seems their very own.
Each memory in turn is treasured in the lovely, lighted depths of her
engagement diamond, to be an endless source of happy inspiration. For such
a radiant role, her diamond need not be costly or of many carats, but it must
be chosen with care. Color, cutting, and clarity, as well as carat weight,
contribute to its beauty and value. A trusted jeweler is your best adviser.



DEBEERS DIAMONDS

DIAMONDS are millions of years old, but man has known how to give them
sparkle only for a few centuries. To paraphrase a bit: advertising, too, is
many years old, but N. W. Ayer & Son was the first to give it the sparkle it
needed to grow into a full-sized industry.

Ayer has produced many lustrous campaigns but none more beautiful nor
more successful than the campaign for DeBeers Consolidated Mines, Ltd.

“When this campaign started in 1939, the prestige and emotional
connotation of the diamond had slipped. Unwise publicity and advertising
had caused the intrinsic values long associated with diamonds to deteriorate,
and other gifts, such as automobiles, watches, and furs were replacing the
diamond as engagement tokens. Diamond advertising was undertaken to
strengthen the diamond engagement ring tradition. From the time the
campaign started until 1947 the sale of diamonds in the United States enjoyed
a steady and impressive sales climb. They fell off, along with many other
luxury items, in 1947, but the first nine months of 1948 showed higher
diamond sales than in any previous full year.

“Also indicative of the success of this campaign is the fact that recent
surveys among engaged young women showed that 85% of them had
engagement rings.

“And all this has been accomplished with a client whose offices are a mere
9000 miles away!

“The story behind the DeBeers — N. W. Ayer relationship is a significant
story of mutual confidence, skillful planning and perfect execution. The
Curtis Publishing Company in its Education Services has written-up this
campaign as Advertising Case History #8. If you can get hold of a copy, by
all means do it.

“The original DeBeers copy was written by the late B. J. Kidd (Mrs.



Elizabeth Kidd) from 1939 to 1944. Since that time it has been the work of
Frances Gerety. I imagine Paul Darrow did the layouts — which are superb.”

“SALADA” 
Is Delicious 

TEA



SALADA TEA

What could be simpler —

“SALADA Is Delicious Tea”
 

ADD TO this the wide and constant use of small newspaper advertising
space, put it on the back of the stove and let it cook for about sixty years . . .
and maybe you’ll have another success as great as SALADA TEA!

I don’t know how to explain it. SALADA completely confounds all the,
theorists and practitioners. It seems to break all the rules but one —
consistency. It gives you no reasons for buying except perhaps the word
“delicious.” In fact, there’s nothing much more to it than there is to any bold
face logotype.

In 1948 all sales records were broken — SALADA is the largest selling
brand of tea and tea-bags in North America. The Company announced there
would be no change in advertising policy. I can see why, can’t you?





HOLEPROOF HOSIERY — The
First Use Of Cheesecake In
Advertising

THE advertising experts will tell you that sex rates high on any list of
fundamental appeals. Good.

Here it is: (sex) striking a fine blow for Holeproof Hosiery way back
before the Varga girl was even born.
 

A year or so ago, no less an authority than Fortune Magazine credited
Coles Phillips, the artist who created the Holeproof Hosiery girl, with
initiating cheesecake. Good.

To the cotton and lisle-limbed world of thirty years ago the Coles Phillips’
Holeproof Hosiery advertisements so glorified the female leg that not a maid
anywhere could possibly get along without silk stockings. Sales sky-rocketed
. . . and so did dresses. The flapper era came along and then we had knees —
and now we’re ready to start all over again. But somehow it will never be the
same. There was a daintiness to Phillips’ sex — a pleasant titillation; he never
threw the book at you.

There’s a little more to the story than this. Holeproof Hoisery has been
consistently advertised since the early 1900’s, and today, fifty-eight years
more or less, later — the long-wear-satisfaction-guaranteed theme (plus sex)
still sells the goods.
 

Courtesy Holeproof Hosiery Company from picture collection, the New York
Public Library.





STRYKER SOAP COMPANY —
“No Phoolium”

IN his introduction to this volume Raymond Rubicam says in part: “. . .
current advertising style can be as monotonous as current automobile style,
and preoccupation with it merely sets up the need for a strong antidote, lest
the pressure of standardization ruin the youngster (young copywriter) for life
. . .”

To me there is something decidedly monotonous about current soap
advertising. It’s so expertly done that it looks like Madison Avenue and
Radio City laughing at Main Street and Brown’s Grocery Store.

I suppose it’s based on all the facts money can buy — and it must be
successful — and if all these things are true . . . God help us . . . we’re going
to run out of superlatives sometime, and I’m sure romance is eventually
going to abandon the soap dish and go back to the parlor sofa where it
belongs.

That’s part of the reason I’ve picked this unusual exhibit of soap
advertising by a small company in California. You may not call this ad one of
the greatest of all time, but in this book it serves exactly that purpose, for it is
indeed a very sound example of about the only course a David-small soap
company can take in a field of Goliaths. The august Reader’s Digest, in its
Advertising Cum Laude department, quoted from a couple of Strykers Soap
ads in its September 1949 issue — and that’s where I saw it. My heart filled
with joy because about twenty years ago, I submitted a campaign to a very
large soap company and my first advertisement was titled: NO KISSES
GUARANTEED!
 

It was a deliberate attempt to reverse the field and after reading it carefully
with smiles of appreciation spreading across his jowls, the big soap executive



said, (wistfully I thought): “We’ve spent too much money doing it the other
way. But if I was a small soap company this is exactly what I’d do . . . pan
the hell out of the big fellows advertising . . .”

So I wrote to the Stryker Soap Company for facts, and I take the liberty of
quoting in part from a letter by vice president, Mr. A. Haas, Jr., —

“You inquire about the origin and success of our advertising campaign. As
small soap manufacturers, we were convinced that since all the superlatives
had long ago been used by our competition, we could only hope to be
effective by being different.”

You will find other examples of refreshing, original thinking in this book
— something you should always dare to do, whether you get it okayed or not.
Advertising will lose its effectiveness and its opportunities when it surrenders
to inflexible formula.





BRUGGNER’S — “White
Elephant Sale”

PERHAPS the most interesting thing about the copy for Bruggner’s White
Elephant

Sale is the story behind it. Why in the world would a book about great
advertisements include the copy of a relatively obscure South Bend, Indiana,
retail store? Why? Here’s why —

Dear Mr. Watkins:
 

The matter of my case report on our “White Elephant Sale” just
cannot wait any longer . . .

Is the idea original? Definitely not. Macy’s is said to have used
the idea; Jack Benny’s success came from poking fun at himself;
and I had on my desk for a year or more a similar advertisement
reproduced in a trade journal I came across, and used as I
remember by the Cunningham drug stores of the Middle West.

Who wrote the ads? I did. I believe I am not being egotistical in
saying that not everyone can write such an ad. I started out in life
as a newspaperman, and the knack of using the correct word is
important, so that when I read two similar advertisements mailed
to me from other cities since we ran our sale, I felt that these fell
short of the mark. Maybe it’s a sense of humor. Maybe it’s the
knack I speak of. Maybe it’s the fact that I am owner of the
business and therefore had no inhibitions in writing my copy.

The conviction that the idea was sound was strong in me ever
since my experience with radio advertising more than ten years



ago. For more than a year I sponsored a 15-minute program on
our local radio station, “Behind the Scenes in Magazines”, in
which I wrote the copy, dug up the material and myself presented
it each week with the help of my announcer. I gave it up
eventually because it was just too confining, along with my store
duties. At first it was just so-so. My friends were kind enough to
say complimentary things about the program, but I felt they were
being polite. One day my announcer did some ad-libbing in his
commercial and referred to my store as a “joint”. The next day a
customer said he had heard the “joint” advertised on the air. We
gradually experimented with the technique and eventually used
nothing but humorous copy in the commercials. From then on we
had a steady customer reaction.

People want to laugh. Knowing that our store had nothing to
sell which our competitors did not also have — except ourselves –
became a valuable piece of knowledge. It has become evident that
people like honesty in advertising — I burn up listening to “no
other soap has what we have” — clothes get softer, whiter — up
to 50% more of this or that — doctors say our cigarettes let you
live longer, etc. — phooey. So you tell them the truth; make
yourself look stupid and let them feel superior; and they go for it.

Was it successful? Supremely. There is no way of giving you
exact figures, if I wanted to. We simply took merchandise as we
found it and dumped it on the counters, without any preliminary
mark-down accounting. I can tell you that we had daily sales
increases during the seven business days we ran the sale, and that
the ratio of advertising expense to sales and to cost of sales was
something like this: advertising 2½ sales increases 10, cost of
goods sold 20 to 30 (I can only guess at the ratio to cost of goods
sold). So from a dollars and cents figure the sale was very costly,
but I believe that the customer goodwill was worth ten times what
it cost.

Customer reaction was terrific. The ad ran on Sunday morning
and while we were occupied that morning in getting stock
arranged for Monday morning, the telephone rang several times
by persons wanting to know if we were open on Sundays — they



wanted to come right down! One of my friends said he
entertained his family at breakfast Sunday reading the ad aloud;
many others echoed similar experiences. We had several mail
replies from nearby towns

— something we never get from straight copy, unless it is a
coupon ad. All this summer we had requests from out of town
places for copies of the ad, and one local resident, moving to
Florida and later entering the retail business, wrote back for help
in running a similar sale. A newspaper, anonymously mailed from
Douglas, Arizona, in July, carried a used car “White Elephant”
advertisement patterned after ours. During the sale we gave away
about 50 tear sheets of our ad and we know of a dozen cases in
which local residents mailed the ad to friends out of town. In one
case a personal friend of mine, whom I hadn’t seen in a year, told
me in August that he was at the home of a friend of his in
Cleveland, and this friend pulled out of a drawer a copy of our
advertisement, which still another friend had mailed to Cleveland,
and so the advertising came full circle back to me. You can’t buy
that kind of advertising!

Thank you, Mr. Louis V. Bruggner, for an excellent story in a sort of late-
at-night, between-us-guys style that simply increases its significance as a
warm, human lesson in advertising fundamentals.





FELS NAPTHA – “All Right, Ann
Ward”

THIS was one of the most talked-about advertisements of 1928. I include it
because there is a certain amount of creative daring involved that is admirable
anytime. It violates many of the rules (why do I keep saying that) of
copywriting and yet, it enjoyed tremendous readership success.

The idea and copy are the work of Sid Ward (H. S. Ward) Vice President
and Copy Director of Young & Rubicam, New York . . . “There is no inside
dope on the Ann Ward ad” writes Sid, “I’d been going over a lot of letters
women had written in about Fels Naptha. These letters were fresh,
convincing and, above all, intimate. It occurred to me that a more intimate
form of advertising might be worth trying. Hence the Ann Ward approach.
The client liked the idea and okayed it without urging.

“The most remarkable thing about the ad, as far as I am concerned, was the
mail. It drew letters like a radio program — so many we had to work up a
form letter to answer them.”





AMERICAN MUTUAL – “You’ll
Have To Stop Glowing” said Mr.
Friendly

PERHAPS the finest thing that can be said about American Mutual’s Mr.
Friendly series is that since the series started American Mutual has risen from
fourth to second place in sales and has increased its dollar volume more than
20% in the last year (1947-8).

The copy is the work of Mr. Don Calhoun of McCann-Erickson, New
York — and here’s the story —

“I was frightened by an insurance agent at the tender age of
29!” says Don.

“The fellow proved rather conclusively that I was just about to
be run over, burnt to a crisp, poisoned or drowned!

“Shortly after this, I read some insurance ads with screaming
mothers, weeping widows, flaming houses, and wrecked cars . . .

“Insurance, I concluded, was just a little jollier than the
undertaking business . . . and who wants to see an undertaker!

“When the American Mutual people came to our agency,
McCann-Erickson, and asked us to prepare a campaign, I figured
it would at least be novel to write some pleasant insurance ads . . .
”Why try to scare people to death . . . Why not sell the positive
side of insurance . . . the wonderful feeling of reilef when you
know you’re protected and everything’s taken care of! “To build
up a warm, friendly feeling toward the company I developed a
trade character. I wanted him to be amusing, likeable and helpful .



. .

“My good friend, art director Jack Tinker, read some of the
copy I’d written and drew a tall, skinny, old fashioned looking
fellow with a derby hat . . . and that was Mr. Friendly.

“At first I named him Mr. Pinkham . . . but the American
Mutual people pointed out that Pinkham was the name of a pill or
something and couldn’t we do better . . . We did. ”The first Mr.
Friendly ad was entitled ‘You’ll Have to Stop Glowing!’ . . . said
the Air Raid Warden.

“When Mr. Hodges, President of American Mutual, saw it, he
said, ‘I like it. It’s fresh and different. The founding fathers of our
conservative New England company will probably spin in their
graves when we run it . . . but run it we will!’ . . .

“American Mutual had the courage to try something new. And
it seems to have paid off well! ”Other advertisers might take a
lesson from this . . . relax a bit . . . and act like human beings !”





MACY’S 1948 CHRISTMAS AD
– “Oh, Darling – You Shouldn’t
Have!”

MY friend, Bill Tyler, moderator of Advertising Agency’s COPY CLINIC
called this Macy masterpiece his “favorite Christmas ad”. I suppose he
referred to 1948’s Christmas ads. I’m using it as the favorite Christmas ad of
all I ever remember reading.

It’s just plain grand!

Sincerity, naturalness, friendliness, stick out all over it. Macy’s Barbara
Collyer wrote it — and gave every copywriter in the United States, present
and future, a brilliant example of sheer competence in human interest copy.
Advertising could do with a good deal more advertising like this.

People wrote in about this ad, called up, came in personally — as never
before.

Hard-selling copy?

Who said that?





U. S. STEEL — “He Came To A
Land Of Wooden Towns And Left
A Nation Of Steel”

IT was the biggest advertising news in years — back in 1935 — when the
story broke that Batten, Barton, Durstine & Osborn had acquired quired the
account of the United States Steel Corporation.

Somehow everything about the United States Steel Corporation seems big!
It sounded like the biggest account in the world. Actually, it wasn’t at all; it
was just a good healthy account with excellent reasons for adding the power
of advertising to its gigantic power as our number one heavy industry.

Bruce Barton and Roy Durstine9 made the original presentation and it was
made on the basis that no big corporation could afford to ignore the public —
especially in that particular political era when business was not only pretty
definitely in the doghouse but was actually facing more and more
Government regulation and competition.

Then again while the Steel Corporation had done no advertising as such,
practically all of its subsidiaries had. There was little or no uniformity in any
of the advertising and little over-all identification with the parent company.

The Corporation readily recognized that there would be economy in
combining all advertising in one place, and by so doing, assure uniformity
and appearance so that no matter which subsidiary advertised there would be
a definite tie-up with all other subsidiary advertising, and with United States
Steel. This was the first step in unifying all Steel products with one label or
trade-mark.

To the public at large U. S. Steel Corporation was simply a symbol on
brokers’ boards and ticker tape — something for politicians to attack because
it had happened to be successful enough to grow big. So the original



campaign was designed to show how the Corporation had contributed to the
progress of the country.

While the trade-mark was played up from the very beginning, the use of it
as a label to identify products made from U. S. Steel did not actually get
under way until about 1939 and has been in use ever since.

Since the very start of the campaign all Steel copy has been supervised by
Bruce Barton. The original ad featuring Mr. Carnegie was probably written
by George Bushfield of BBD&O with a strong assist from his boss.

This kind of advertising is a very definite credit not only to advertising
itself but to a clearer understanding by the public of our entire economic
system. There should be more of it.

Wonder what a Frenchman thinks about

Two years ago a Frenchman was as free as you are. Today
what does he think –

— as he humbly steps into the gutter to let his conquerors
swagger past,

— as he works 53 hours a week for 30 hours’ pay,

— as he sees all trade unions outlawed and all the “rights” for
which he sacrificed his country trampled by his foreign masters.

— as he sees his wife go hungry and his children face a
lifetime of serfdom.

What does that Frenchman — soldier, workman, politician or
business man — think today? Probably it’s something like this —
“I wish I had been less greedy for myself and more anxious for
my country; I wish I had realized you can’t beat off a determined
invader by a quarreling, disunited people at home; I wish I had
been willing to give in on some of my rights to other Frenchmen
instead of giving up all of them to a foreigner; I wish I had
realized other Frenchmen had rights, too; I wish I had known that
patriotism is work, not talk, giving, not getting.”



And if that Frenchman could read our newspapers today,
showing pressure groups each demanding things be done for them
instead of for our country, wouldn’t he say to American business
men, politicians, soldiers and workmen — “If you knew the
horrible penalty your action is bound to bring, you’d bury your
differences now before they bury you; you’d work for your
country as you never worked before, and wait for your private
ambitions until your country is safe. Look at me . . . I worked too
little and too late.”

YOU CAN TURN IT BETTER. FASTER. FOR LESS ... WITH
A WARNER & SWASEY



WARNER & SWASEY – “Wonder
What A Frenchman Thinks
About”

IN a campaign distinguished by consistently excellent copy, this Warner &
Swasey selection “Wonder What a Frenchman Thinks About” is one of the
best of the lot.

It appeared in September 1941 — just before World War II involved the
United States — when Americans were wavering between a fear of Germany
and an inclination to appease Hitler. If you will remember, we were in the
midst of serious labor harangues, and that was the time when some rabid
leader in the East said he didn’t care how many Americans lost their lives in
any war that might be coming due to lack of equipment, so long as the Union
got the wage increase it demanded.

There was uncertainty, confusion everywhere — and France suffered.
When this advertisement appeared, Warner & Swasey received immediate
requests for permission to reprint. A rough record was kept of the number of
reprints asked for and those alone totaled 4,400,000. Every known form of
communication was used to distribute them — newspaper editorials,
newspaper advertisements paid for by others, radio commentators, pay
envelope enclosures, plant posters, house organs, folders, broadcasts by
companies and individuals, etc.

Letters flooded in from people in practically every walk of life and from
every part of the country. The theme of the letters was that at least one
American manufacturing concern really understood the approaching war and
its underlying causes.

Or, shall we say — one copywriter ?

As an example of fine industrial and management public relations



advertising, you’ll look a long way before you find another as good as this.

A short course in Railroading ...for Airline executives

Airline executives are mighty proud of their airlines and we don’t
blame them. The airlines have been progressive and they have
their place in the transportation scheme of things, just as the
railroads have theirs.
 

But we wish they wouldn’t spend so much time talking about
the railroads in their advertising. They seem to know so many
things about railroad service that aren’t so!
 

They may know the airline business very well but they’re a
little hazy about the railroad business.
 

We don’t like to mention a competing service in our
advertising but now we’re rather forced to talk about the airlines
in order to inform the airlines (and the public, too) about some of
the facts of the railroad business.
 

The airlines compare their fares with railroad fares and come to
the conclusion that air travel is cheaper. But they always compare
the one way fares. Since airlines make no reductions on round
trips for travel in this country, the airline people apparently think
the railroads don’t, either. As a matter of fact, railroads make
substantial reductions for round trip tickets. We figure most
people have to get home sometime.
 

Here are some round trip fare examples:



The airlines, in comparing fares, always add in the cost of a
Pullman lower berth. A comparison of a seat in a plane and a
berth on the train is the same as comparing a chair with a bed.
The airlines aren’t operating sleeper planes so the services aren’t
comparable on that point at all.
 

The airlines don’t seem to know about our Daylights, so they
don’t mention the fact that you can go from San Francisco to Los
Angeles and back on these luxurious streamliners, the fastest
trains between the two cities, for $11.90 round trip or $3.25 less
than the one way fare by plane.
 

And while we’re talking about economy of rail travel we’d like
to mention that we carry children free (accompanied by adults)
when they’re under 5 years of age, and at half fare when they are
5 to 11 inclusive. And children get seats for their individual use.
Most airlines charge full fare for children except for a babe in
arms.
 

In comparing their service with the railroads’, the airlines
forget to add in the bus fares to and from the airports (and bus
travel time as well). Also they overlook their limited baggage
allowances, which increase air travel cost with a normal amount
of luggage. These added costs, we think, overbalance the pleasant
free meal furnished air travellers when aloft.
 

We accept the fact that airplanes have one primary advantage
— speed. But we think trains have a lot of advantages, too,
including economy and plenty of room to move around.



CLAUDE E. PETERSON 
Vice-President, SYSTEM PASSENGER TRAFFIC 

SAN FRANCISCO 5, CALIFORNIA
 

NOTE: Fares shown are subject to the 15% federal tax which
applies to all forms of transportation.
 
 
 

S.P The friendly Southern Pacific

Southern Pacific, route of the streamlined Daylights, Lark,
Sunbeams and City of San Francisco, now has finer, faster trains
than before the war and is building more streamlined trains for
1947 delivery.



SOUTHERN PACIFIC
RAILROAD – “A Short Course In
Railroading For Airline
Executives”

THIS advertisement was intended to be a good natured rebuke to several
airlines which were at that time (1946) stating that air travel was cheaper than
train travel. It appeared first in San Francisco newspapers, where it attracted
so much attention that it was run nationally at the request of the Southern
Pacific Board of Directors.

Seldom has an advertisement caused such a stir. Officials of the railroad
received several hundred letters, and in addition there were a great many
newspaper editorials, as well as comment in the advertising trade press — all
favorable.

Most important of all, the advertisement apparently accomplished its
purpose, for shortly after it appeared comparative advertising by the airlines
ceased.

The copy was written by Mr. F. Q. Tredway, General Advertising Manager
of the Southern Pacific Company. The headline was written by Mr. Herbert
K. Reynolds, of Foote, Cone & Belding, San Francisco.





THE SEARS, ROEBUCK
CATALOGUE!

NO BOOK on great copy would be complete without this most famous of all
salesmen in print!

More than a thousand pages of the strongest selling copy ever written —
any page, any item, any year. Study the style! Read it often.

“We now have more customers than at any time in our history . . .
”Significant, indeed.

“When you buy from this catalogue, you get facts . . . You buy with
confidence because you buy with knowledge. Our merchandise is
photographed . . . just as it will look . . . Our descriptions are simple, honest,
straightforward statements of facts. We do not misrepresent. We do not
“oversell”. There is no pressure exerted on you, so you can select our highest
priced . . . or our lowest priced . . . without anyone influencing your
decision.” Significant, indeed, indeed!

Who writes the descriptions of Sears merchandise? No one person, of
course, for the task of writing adequate, factual, interest-compelling copy for
over 100,000 items of merchandise is far beyond the powers of any single
individual. Yet it is interesting to observe how exactly each description in
Sears Big Catalog tallies with the statements made in the preceding
paragraph. “Simple . . . honest . . . straightforward statements of facts”. No
misrepresentation . . . no overselling . . . no pressure to buy exerted on the
customer. Why, then, do more than 12,000,000 Sears customers continue to
order by mail each year from this huge book, in preference to shopping in
stores?

To obtain an answer to this question we must go back to the early days of
the Company when its founder, Richard W. Sears, first discovered people
will order merchandise by mail if and when assortments are complete, prices



are low and the advertising “message” in the catalogue follows this formula
of simplicity, honesty, sincerity and adequacy. Mr. Sears learned this by
actual trial and error, during the time when he was personally able to write
every word of every description in his small watch catalogues. He proved to
his own satisfaction and for all time to come that the more you tell the more
you sell, and truth well told was worth a thousand fanciful or imaginary
claims for superiority. Nor has time disproved what Mr. Sears was one of the
first to discover. For a recent study revealed that advertising containing 10
facts as against 4 facts is 44% more effective! Yet you will not find the copy
in a Sears catalogue dry and uninteresting. For so skillfully does the
copywriter combine facts with similes, metaphors, pictorial nouns and lively,
active verbs that he is able to weave into his description, simple, direct and
factual though it may be, an irresistible allure few customers can resist.

Advertising men acknowledge the writing of good mail order advertising
copy as one of the highest forms of the art. Certainly it is one of the most
directly resultful and effective. And they will quickly admit that more well-
rounded, seasoned and successful writers of advertising have come from the
ranks of mail order copywriters than from any other field.



How to tune a piano!

The piano is out of tune. So we’ll chop it up. Then we’ll get a tin
horn instead.

Sure, these men are crazy.

But they’re using the same kind of thinking a lot of people have
been using on the American economic system lately.
 

Our American way isn’t perfect. We still have our ups and
downs of prices and jobs. We’ll have to change that. But even so,
our system works a lot better than the second-rate substitutes
being peddled by some countries we could mention.
 

It works better because of a few simple things. We are more
inventive, and we know how to use machine power to produce
more goods at lower cost. We have more skilled workers than any
other country. We believe in collective bargaining and enjoy its
benefits. And we Americans save — and our savings go into new
tools, new plants, new and better machines.

Because of this, we produce more every working hour . . . and
can buy more goods with an hour’s work than any other people in
the world.

We can make the system work even better, too: by all of us
working together to turn out more for every hour we work —
through better machines and methods, more power, greater skills,
and by sharing the benefits through higher wages, lower prices,
shorter hours.
 

It’s a good system. It can be made better. And even now it
beats anything that any other country in the world has to offer.

So — let’s tune it up, not chop it down.



PUBLISHED IN THE PUBLIC INTEREST BY:
 

(SPONSOR’S NAME)



THE ADVERTISING COUNCIL
– “How To Tune A Piano”

THE Advertising Council “is a private, nonprofit, non-partisan organization
supported and operated by advertisers, advertising agencies and the
advertising media groups, for the purpose of utilizing Advertising in the
solution of national problems.”

The quotes are from the sixth annual report concerning the Council’s work,
and the advertisement is one of the most successful from the Council
campaign promoting a better understanding of the American Economic
System. In fact, “How to Tune a Piano!” attracted more favorable attention
and comment than any other advertisement in this important series.
Advertisers had sponsored it in 44 different publications up to press time,
with more orders coming in.

“America’s Economic System has brought more rewards to more people
than any other system the world has ever known. We outproduce all other
nations — turn out more goods and services for every hour we work — enjoy
the highest standard of living in all civilization.

“Yet many Americans haven’t the faintest idea of what makes our system
work or how to make it better. They magnify its imperfections and seem
blind to its benefits. They are open to attacks on the very foundations of our
system because they do not know the answers.

“To resist the underminers — to maintain our high standard of living — to
raise it even higher for our children, everyone should have a better
understanding of what has made America what it is — and should realize the
fact that the better we produce the better we live.”

That is the quoted goal of this particular Advertising Council campaign. It
gives all Americans the knowledge that is needed to appreciate our system,
and the ammunition that is necessary to stop the “crackpots.”



This may not be a “great” advertisement (though it is rapidly proving to be
the best in this series), but the idea behind it, is the greatest in the world.

And it demonstrates very capably indeed advertising’s potential in the field
of ideas.

Results from the Advertising Council’s major campaigns for 1948 are
significant: The Red Cross goal in 1948 was $75,000,000. It was 99.4%
subscribed long before the books were closed. The Council’s Traffic Safety
campaign began in 1946. Traffic fatalities dropped more than 1,000 in 1947.
And for the first 10 months of 1948, the traffic death toll was approximately
8,000 fewer lives lost than over the same period in 1947. And the mileage
death rate per 100,000,000 vehicle miles dropped to a new low in 1948, and
it’s still going down. 43,373 young women enrolled in schools of nursing
during 1948 as a result of the Student Nurse Recruitment campaign
conducted by the Council in cooperation with the American Hospital
Association. This is the highest enrollment of any peacetime year — nearly
double the number enrolled during the same length of time prior to the war
years.

Despite the continued high cost of living, the sale of Savings Bonds in
1948 was the highest in peacetime history. The purpose of the Council’s
campaign was to maintain a balance between maturities and redemptions and
sales. Sales were estimated at $7,200,000,000 with a net gain over maturities
and redemptions of $2,500,000,000. Some 75,000,000 Americans still hold
about $85,000,000,000 worth of bonds, of which some 33,000,000,000 are
“E” bonds. Treasury officials give full credit for this remarkable result to the
advertising support American business has been giving to the campaign.

The Council’s campaign for Forest Fire Prevention resulted in a 20%
reduction in the number of man-caused forest fires in one year. And still
another Council effort has lifted Armed Services Prestige to a new high in
enlistments — more than 1,700,000 volunters which is a record unduplicated
by any other nation in the peacetime history of the world.



SUPPLEMENT



JOINT COFFEE TRADE
PUBLICITY COMMITTEE —

And The Coffee Break Was Born
YOU are in on the birth of one of the biggest and best sales ideas ever to be
delivered of a fine campaign.

If you don’t think so — try to find your secretary about that time in the
morning or afternoon.

That’s why George Cecil of N. W. Ayer & Son, Philadelphia says: “I
hesitate to get too brash about claiming credit for this. For there are,
according to my best research, some 864,518 executives who are looking for
the author with blood in their eyes and a determination to shoot on sight . . .”

“Of course, most ideas are born quietly, without fanfare, and often without
realization of their possibilities.

“Frequently there is only a typewriter or a pad of yellow paper and a pencil
in the delivery room. Time has a way of washing out the vital statistics.

“There is, however, considerable evidence to show that the first advertising
of a coffee break on a national basis was in the campaigns for the Joint
Coffee Trade Publicity Committee as far back as 1921, 1922 and 1923.

“The advertisements were inserted in a number of newspapers throughout
the country. Local roasters were encouraged to pick up the idea and use it in
their own advertising.

“There were, in fact, a number of advertisements on the idea of pausing for
a chummy, cheery cup of coffee in the office or in the home or at soda
fountains, restaurants, etc.

“We weren’t brave enough to suggest it in mid-morning but we did lay
great stress on the idea — and the pick-me-up benefits — of a break for
coffee at four o’clock in the afternoon.

“The idea took hold in a limited way during those early years. But it wasn’t



until World War II that it left the simmering stage and really got to boiling in
business offices as well as factories throughout the country. And it’s been
practically epidemic in recent years. That’s why those 864,518 executives
could very well be gunning for me.

“There wasn’t anything sensational about the words or illustrations and
they wouldn’t win any prizes for fine writing or design.

“The all-important thing, as in all campaigns and sometimes missing these
days through lack of digging, was the copy idea.

“And that, as it has turned out for the coffee business, was a lulu!”
Definitely, a lulu!





GENERAL MILLS — The Woman
Everybody Knows

OF ALL corporate symbols, Betty Crocker is probably the best known
among women. A recent survey among housewives showed that 99% of the
women of America recognize her as a sort of “First Lady of Food”, the most
highly esteemed home service authority in the nation and a real friend to
millions of women.

It would take the rest of this book to do full justice to the story of Betty
Crocker. James A. Quint, Advertising Manager, was responsible for the first
use of the name “Betty Crocker” in correspondence in November 1921. But
before that, was a long-practiced belief on the part of management in the
philosophy and doctrine of sincere, helpful home service, and that this service
should be personalized and feminized.

A community of spirit between the home-maker and manufacturer is a
simple idea, but it takes a special kind of genius to recognize its importance,
and make it work.

The building of Betty Crocker has been the work of many hands, but her
triumph is a lasting tribute to the genius of that warm, human, erudite
gentleman in Minneapolis: Samuel C. Gale, long an officer and Director of
Advertising for General Mills.

In recent years, several agencies and many people have played important
parts in continuing and building the “personalized, feminized” scope of Betty
Crocker service, but in my book I happen to like “Daddy’s Cake” and “All
the rest of your natural life” — two ads which made about the highest Gallup,
Starch and pre-testing ratings in 30 years of General Mills operation. Read
Jean Rindlaub’s copy and you’ll see why — and be mighty proud you belong
to a business that can produce this kind of selling.

My long-time friends at General Mills: Jim Fish and Joe Ratner, also sent



me several highly effective service ads with such titles as “Crazy Mixed-up
Cakes” and “New Fun with Cupcakes” ... and a raft of Betty Crocker
Bisquick Cook Books and other service materials.

All of which adds up to one of the most astonishing totals of advertising
and merchandising success on the American scene.





WALLACHS —

“Writing Them Is A Pleasure,” Says Les Pearl
“Reading Them Is, Too,” Say Millions Of
Readers
ONE of my favorite copywriters for many years has been (is) Leslie S. Pearl.
And to the one or two agencies and many clients he has worked with these
many years, he must be, too, because though now in retirement (?) he seems
to be busier than ever as a free-lance.

If you’ve followed the Wallachs campaign in New York newspapers you’ll
know why. The persuasion is not hidden here. It sticks right out in beautifully
written text that warms your heart, crinkles the corners of your mouth, makes
you think about Wallachs a lot harder than you ever did before.

And much of this thinking must have turned into sales because the series
has been running over ten years now and gives no sign of flattening out.

Les says I can comment on the series a lot better than he can. I doubt it,
Les — here’s your side:

“The first Wallachs ‘editorial’ appeared in July, 1948 and three a week
have been published in New York newspapers ever since. That’s a total of
1560 pieces of copy by the time the campaign reached its tenth birthday in
1958.

Les Pearl, who has written them all, says “They began to catch on about
the second or third year. Today, the mail response and the comments of
customers indicate that we have a very large and loyal following. Writing
them is a pleasure. From the very beginning, Wallachs agreed that they
would make no changes in the copy apart from matters of fact or legality.
And every copywriter whose stuff is hacked about by his clients will realize
how important this in in preserving any style or individuality that the series



may have.

“The editorials usually have something to say about men’s clothes but they
follow no hard and fast pattern. They may review or parody a current book or
play, comment on the news or argue with laundries about starch in shirts. But
they are never selfish. We always try to give the reader something in
exchange for his time; an interesting piece of information, a useful suggestion
or, at least, a chuckle.”

Les Pearl was with Batten, Barton, Durstine & Osborn for nearly thirty
years.



The man in the Hathaway shirt

AMERICAN MEN are beginning to realize that it is ridiculous to
buy good suits and then spoil the effect by wearing an ordinary,
mass-produced shirt. Hence the growing popularity of
HATHAWAY shirts, which are in a class by themselves.

HATHAWAY shirts wear infinitely longer — a matter of
years. They make you look younger and more distinguished, he-
cause of the subtle way HATHAWAY cut collars. The whole
shirt is tailored more garrerovsly, and is therefore more
comfortable. The tails are longer, and stay in your trousers. The
buttons are mother-of-pearl. Even the stitching has an ante-bellum
elegance about it.

Above all, HATHAWAY make their shirts of remarkable
fabrics, collected from the four corners of the earth — Viyella
and Aertex from England, woolen taffeta from Scotland, Sea
Island cotton from the West Indies, hand-woven madras from
India, broadcloth from Manchester, linen batiste from Paris, hand-
blocked silks from England, exclusive cottons from the best
weavers in America. You will get a great deal of quiet satisfaction
out of wearing shirts which are in such impeccable taste.

HATHAWAY shirts are made by a small company of
dedicated craftsmen in the little town of Waterville, Maine. They
have been at it, man and boy, for one hundred and fifteen years.

At better stores everywhere, or write C. F. HATHAWAY,
Waterville, Maine, for the name of your nearest store. In New
York, telephone MU 9-4157. Prices from $5-95 to $25-00



HATHAWAY — But Don’t Forget
The Copy

THE first time I met Ellerton Jette, the head of Hathaway,” says David
Ogilvy, “he said to me: ‘Our account is very small. But I will make you two
promises. First, I will never fire you. Second, I will never change a word of
your copy.’ He never has.

“As I write (1958), the eyepatch campaign has been running for eight
years. The average expenditure on space has been $62,000 a year. Hathaway
sales have increased from $5 million to $13 million.

“Our Hathaway series has been widely copied all over the world. My
collection of imitations now numbers more than a hundred, with seven from
Denmark alone; what is even more irritating is that the eyepatch has inspired
an entire school of advertising — a school which I deplore. Its adherents
place their faith in self-conscious visual gimmicks, unaware of the fact that
pictures don’t sell unless you put some hard-selling copy underneath them.”

Who...Me?

Yes, Madam, you can make a cake of the very same lush, well-
turned-out appearance as the cake you see here. And you do it
without raising a single bead on your pretty brow. How do you do
it? . . . By merely adding milk to either of the two new Pillsbury
Mixes . . . you triumph, you please, you make everybody very,
very happy. How about a Pillsbury Mix Cake tonight? How about
. . .YOU?





PILLSBURY — Those BIG
Pillsbury Cakes!

REMEMBER these? They came out of the big creative oven at Leo Burnett
Company eight years ago and served up quality and appetite appeal as it had
never been served up to this big cake-hungry world before.

The “Who, me?” ad was the first of the series and appeared in April, 1950
— a few months too late to catch the first edition of this book.

“The cake mix market had been forming rapidly since 1947 with
convenience as the main appeal,” says William T. Young, Jr., President of
Leo Burnett Company and creator of the Pillsbury Grand National $100,000
recipe and baking contest with its now famous “Bake-off.”
 

“In late 1949 we changed our strategy from convenience to quality on the
simple basis that the manufacturer who best demonstrated quality would sell
the most mix. Convenience was still to be considered, but quality was the big
keynote. The advertising strategy was to communicate this quality in
advertising.

“Under the influence of Mr. Burnett, H. I. Williams had produced two
remarkable pictures — remarkable then, and remarkable now, for that matter.
The objective was to capture the inherent drama of a cake in its purest form,
stripped of all embellishment or borrowed interest. Mr. Burnett, in possession
of the pictures, went to Andy Armstrong, then vice president in charge of art,
and asked him to put this picture on a page as big as he could get it. Mr.
Armstrong then produced this startlingly simple format — conveying quality
and appetite appeal such as had never before been accomplished in this or
perhaps any other food field. I then took the layout and applied to it words
which attempted to be engaging but which were as conversational as the
graphic concept. All of these things were really quite simple, as they usually



are when you have a clear concept such as this.”

Soup on the Rocks!

Wait, don’t go away! This you’re going to like. Take a roomy
glass — short or tall. Fill it up with ice cubes. Pour Campbell’s
Bouillon on the ice cubes, just as it comes from the can. That’s



soup on the rocks — and you′ll enjoy it!

Take it straight — or experiment a bit. Add a dash of
Worcestershire, a bit of lemon (peel or juice). Not that you have
to — Campbell′s Bouillon on the rocks doesn’t need any
doctoring.

Habit-forming? Sure it is. Such a pleasant habit — such a
healthy habit. Cool, cool soup on the rocks. Refreshing!
Satisfying! You’ll like it before meals, between meals — when
you get home from work.

Have soup on the rocks whenever you need a quick low-calorie
pickup. And serve it to the children any time — it’s pleasantly
inexpensive. But don’t let us keep you — is there a can of
Campbell′s Bouillon Soup in the house? Break out the ice cubes
— have soup on the rocks — right now!

Once a day . . . every day . . . SOUP!



CAMPBELL’S SOUP — New
Excitement Into Soup

A GOOD deal has been said about the genesis of an idea being the work of a
single mind, working in solitary splendor, often after hours. It’s a glamorous
picture, and I hate to nick it, but here’s the exception passed on to me by
wonderful Jean Rindlaub of BBD&O: a brilliant idea developed in
conference!

“This advertisement was very much of a group baby. It was born one
afternoon in a meeting of people considering ways to put some new
excitement into soup — a commodity the American people were taking rather
calmly at the time.

“It was Al Ward who suggested ‘What would happen if you’d pour it over
ice?’ It was Roy Whittier, who was a Campbell consultant at the time, who
thought it would be fun to find out. Somebody had courage enough to try —
and after some argument as to whether “Soup over ice” or “Soup on the
rocks” should be the headline, the ad was born.

“It was the beginning of a world of new ideas that started people talking
about soup — Soup Shakes, Soup Plates, New Soups from Two Soups, Hot
Buttered Soup, Party Soup, Soup for Breakfast. Eventually, all of this
thinking grew into a wonderful double-page: 21 New Ideas for 21 Campbell
Soups . . . which did very well in reader ratings.”





HAMM’S — “Refreshingly Yours
. .  .  From The Land Of Sky-Blue
Waters!”

HERE is a success story as fine as they come, and well told to me at my
request by Al Whitman of Campbell-Mithun, Minneapolis. Al has been the
power behind the throne on Hamm’s Beer for several years — ably assisted,
of course, by Dick Forrest, in the contact end.

In the beginning, of all the copy points tested, “refreshing” played back
strongest. It was a good word, but not a basic idea.

The problem was to get refreshment off the ground with something
colorful, natural and believable.

One Saturday afternoon, Ray Mithun took a copy of this book and pointed
out the famous Canada Dry advertisement. In the discussion that followed,
someone ventured that one possible exclusive Hamm’s had was the land it
came from — just as in “Down from Canada . . .”
 

Longfellow to Whitman

Al Whitman spent the weekend with a copy of Longfellow and a pad of
paper. This is something which gives me a broad smile, because Al, fine
advertising man that he is, is not in the same rink with Henry W. At
Princeton, Al was reputedly rough, tough and hard-to-get-along-with as an
opposing hockey player.

Be that as it may, Al converted a bit of Mithun, Longfellow and others into
one of the most effective, memorable advertising lines ever used for any
beverage, anytime, i.e. the land of sky blue waters.

Against this backdrop, refreshment was off the ground.



And so were Hamm’s sales.

Arnie Aslakson, Mort Henderson, Art Lund, Don Grawert and Cleo Hovel
have all played an important part in maintaining the high creative level of this
powerfully effective campaign which has lifted Hamm’s sales “up, up, and
up” until it is now solid in all, or parts, of 23 states.

Hamm’s ranked seventeenth in 1950; it is one of the first five today.

Its Pacific Coast operation alone is one of the great sales success stories of
“eastern” beers in that clannish part of the land.

“Don’t forget,” Al cautions me, “that one of the important contributions to
the success of our theme was the decision made at the very beginning and
agreed to by our client to buy only the highest quality art, both for print and
television, so that each message would be as beautiful, memorable and
appetizing as we could make it. And this goes for packaging, and point-of-
sale material, too. In the latter two classifications, Hamm’s led the industry.

“And, naturally, the most important ingredient of all has been ‘what’s in
the bottle.”





MARLBORO — You Get A Lot To
Like  .  .  .

I AM not going to gild the lily. I work here (Leo Burnett Company, Inc.)
where the Marlboro Man was born, tattooed and became a world figure and
he would have been in the second issue of this book, I dont care what.

You get a lot to like in this campaign. The Marlboro Man is a credit to
advertising in general, to cigarette selling in these days of blatancy and blah,
and particularly to Philip Morris, Inc., for the courage to follow instincts
rather than being scared off by some negative findings in early copy testing.

Before the story, I want to give credit to the individuals most concerned
with the creative aspects of this great series: Leo Burnett, Draper Daniels,
William T. Young, Jr., and Jack O’Kieffe for basic ideas; Don Tennant for
the superb Marlboro Man music and television commercials ; and to others
who have so capably carried on including: Ben Laitin, associate copy
director, and Lee Stanley, art director.

BACKGROUND: The Marlboro brand was introduced more than 30 years
ago as a regular, unfiltered cigarette, designed to appeal to a class market.

It sold in hotels, clubs, cigar stores and night clubs at a price considerably
higher than the popular-priced brands. It was a cigarette preferred by
sophisticates and women.

In 1954 Marlboro was chosen as the brand name for Philip Morris Inc.’s
major entry into the popular-priced filter field. A new more flavorful tobacco
blend, a new filter and an exclusive new type of crush-proof, flip-top package
were the bases for the new product introduction. Names in the cigarette
industry are hard to come by and when Philip Morris selected to use the
Marlboro name on an entirely different kind of cigarette, it posed quite a
problem.



OBJECTIVE: The advertising director in assigning the new product to Leo
Burnett Company, Inc. defined the new Marlboro as a “cigarette designed for
men that women like.” The marketing objective having thus been defined, the
agency applied itself to the creative exploitation of this theme in introducing
Marlboro as the new popular priced filter cigarette having a standout
masculine personality with strong appeal for women.

CREATIVE PLANNING: At the time of the introduction there was
widesperad publicity on the possible harmful effects of cigarette smoking.
The temptation was to promise safe filtered smoking, relax and watch the
money roll in. But competition at the time was not doing well with a health
approach, and psychologists pointed out that people who have “fears” resent
being reminded of them.

It was therefore decided to let people take it for granted that the filter on a
cigarette sponsored by Philip Morris would be an effective one.

The new package was the next product asset considered. It was the most
significant advance in cigarette packaging since the introduction of the soft
package over 38 years before. It was known that the package was going to be
a conversation piece, and it was suspected that it would make a lot of initial
sales. These were strong reasons to play it for all it was worth as a major
theme in advertising.

This, too, was rejected — despite the fact that such emphasis might give
Marlboro a temporary advantage. The more important job was to establish
the new Marlboro as a major factor in the filter cigarette business. To create a
lasting impression, major emphasis had to be on the cigarette itself.

After careful analysis, this simple sales story was established and agreed
upon: The Philip Morris people have put out in Marlboro a new filter
cigarette that delivers the goods on flavor. It comes in a new kind of crush-
proof box.

Because the primary objective was to capture a major share of the filter
cigarette business, the first impression was extremely important. The
advertising had to be clean, simple and confident.

LAYOUT AND COPY: To get the simple selling story across, the
advertisements were planned around large photographs of men. With reason.
Research showed that many people at the time thought of filter cigarettes as a



woman’s smoke. Talks with smokers indicated that many people who know
the old Marlboro regarded it as a fancy smoke for dudes and women. This
was not the personality to appeal to the mass market.

Then too, women often tend to buy what they consider a man’s cigarette.
Marlboro had to appeal to both sexes. The advertising had to have virility
without vulgarity, quality without snobbery.

Strongly masculine photographs and copy were chosen to reverse the
feminine, snobbish brand image and make the new Marlboro a man-sized
filter cigarette.

The layout for the Marlboro ads started with a picture of a cowboy —
America’s No. 1 symbol of masculinity. Later the tatoo was adopted to
suggest a rugged and romantic past for the obviously successful men
illustrated ; also, of course, to separate Marlboro men from other he-man
illustrations.

The picture was so important in building a new character and personality
for the brand name that it was given almost the entire area of a full bleed
page. The layout, as such, was planned to fit around the dominant picture.
The heading and logotype fell naturally into place in reverse within the
picture area. The package and copy could only go in the narrow strip of white
area at the bottom.

There was a deliberate effort to make the copy and picture work together
by keeping the copy as masculine and straight-forward as the picture. The
language was pure vernacular. There were no wasted words, no talking over
the reader’s head. Every word spoke directly to the prospect and told him
what he wanted to know about the cigarette. Even the small copy block
describing the flip-top box was elaborately simple.

The copy and the layout worked together to tell the sales story as simply
and strongly as possible.

A lot to like. And be proud of.



ONLY SPEED LINES SHOW as a 1957 Ford hurtles past photo-
electric cells to set Salt Flat records.

THE LONGEST LEFT TURN IN HISTORY

The new 1957 Ford hurtles over the Salt Flats at
fantastic 108.16 mph for 50,000 hot miles

This is the true story of a classic endurance test. It involves 27
men, two stock 1957 Ford cars, and 458 National and
International records for automobile performance. But what
happened in twenty blazing September days in Utah also involves
every American who owns, or drives, or rides in cars.



 

THE LONGEST left turn in history began on a desert of salt at
1:50 p.m. on Sunday, September 9, 1956.

As the United States Auto Club (USAC) timer flagged the start
of the run, two Fords flashed past the two batteries of photo-
electric cells and dwindled swiftly into black specks on the
blinding white salt.

Once the cars had disappeared on the first lap, those who were
left lit cigarettes and relaxed. One said: “How can I do my work if
I keep my fingers crossed for the next couple of weeks?” They all
looked at the landscape; for a while there would be nothing else
to do.

Except to watch the Fords go by. And by. And by again. Five
thousand times.

The landscape that the cars whispered over is a special kind of
hell. Bonneville Salt Flats is one of the deadliest deserts on earth.
Nothing can live on it, nothing can grow on it: not an insect, not a
weed. It is as desolate as the plains of the moon.

When waterfowl fly each year across the flats, some of them
alight unsuspectingly in the brackish puddles, to rest. There they
die, their plumage fouled by the greasy, sticky salt. The “Flats,”
stretch over 3,000 square miles of western Utah. The famous
race-track section is 200 square miles of crystalline salt; hard as
concrete, without dust, pure white, smooth.



USAC OFFICIAL, John Bodine, one of many on duty 24 hours a
day, took his regular shift; verified each record-breaking mile
from Mile One to Mile 50,000. Infallible electric clocks were

used.

THEY DROVE 5 YEARS INTO TOMORROW

DANNY O’BRIEN, a driver who is such an expert
mechanic that he also helped in the swift, slick pit-stop
drills. The drivers kept awake on their long grind by
munching grapes and cookies. But not one of them

gained in weight.



DANNY EAMES, veteran Ford test-driver and crew
chief, wore sun glasses to cheat the glare of the noon

sun. Each driver whiled away his shift differently; some
wrote jokes to throw out at the crews in pit stops.

CHUCK STEVENSON, famous driver, who won the
Mexican road race two years in succession, wraps

against the cold. They took solid punishment: endless
circling turned the slick salt to bone-crushing potholes.

The sky is blue, the salt is white, the nearby mountains are a
dead dun brown, the far mountains purple, the farthest mountains
blue. These are the colors of Bonneville, just as they have been
for some 70,000 years. At dawn the salt is pink, at sunset the salt
is gold.

The mountains around the ancient lake bed are as brutal, as
savagely forbidding as the vast white sheet of salt — and almost



as dead; they grow only sagebrush and tumbleweeds, and are
populated only by rattlesnakes and little darting horned toads.

All summer long the dry thin mountain air heats to 100 degrees
in the day; when the sun plunges behind the mountains the
temperature drops swiftly to 50 degrees or less.

Through the blazing heat of day, through the biting cold of
night, through nature’s temperature torture, the Fords piled up the
miles.

The Flats have had almost no history through the slow
centuries: the dead salt turned back all travelers. In 1846 the ill-
fated Donner party dragged their caravans of dying oxen slowly
across the bitter 90 miles: the tracks of those covered wagons are
still clearly rutted in the salt, undisturbed for a century. The Flats
defied the railroads until 1900, and the highway builders until
1920. But already by 1914 the Flats had been discovered as the
ideal place to test a car’s performance and endurance. The nearby
town of Wendover began to make automobile news all over the
world.

INTO this harsh science-fiction landscape, shortly after Labor
Day this year, came a crew of human beings of different talents.

Twelve of them were veteran drivers, race and performance-
test champions.

Fifteen were pit men, mechanics with an odd assortment of



skills. They are the best men in the world at doing things for
which there is practically no call, such as filling the gas tank of a
car in less than 17 seconds.

The rest were observers, cameramen — and most importantly,
USAC and Federation Internationale de Automobile officials.

The test had been carefully and deliberately designed to
measure the sheer endurance, the absolute stamina of a
completely new kind of automobile — the 1957 Ford. The Ford
management had coldly decided to make the test in the most
difficult possible way.

Official rules, standards and procedures, were to be honored to
the exact letter.

There was to be no leeway from start to finish, no margins, no
allowances. Every second, including all pit stops, war to be
counted.
 

THE USAC AND FIA men who were supervising the entire test,
had to be at the track 24 hours a day, as long as the run continued.
Four officials had to be in the Timing Shack. In three little sun-
baked huts around the rim of the 10-mile track were three
“spotters” endlessly reporting as the cars zipped past their
stations.

The clock was the enemy of the cars whirling over the salt. It’s
not even a clock, but an electrical machine without moving parts
— accurate to within 1/1000 of a second.

Outside the Time Shack stood two facing batteries of photo-
electric cells, one on each side of the track. Each time a car
passed between these cells, the timing device in the shack
automatically imprinted on paper the exact thousandth of a
second.

Once the timer clicked into action, as it did on September 9,
nothing could be done until the men and the steel gave up,
fatigued beyond endurance. It ticked away all the seconds in the
pit, all the seconds of high noon and full moon, the heat and the



chill, the time to eat and sleep.

And at every pit stop an eagle-eyed official had to record the
temperature in the sun, in the shade, and on the salt every hour, as
well as the wind velocity, for a complete record of weather
conditions.
 

THE monotony began. The pit crews had a dull time. They are so
fantastically expert that they can complete a full pit stop in as
little as 17 seconds. This leaves them with 59 minutes and 43
seconds to kill until the next pit stop.

The cars whirled on over the ten miles of salt all that Sunday
afternoon, on the long gradual left turn that seemed endless.

In the afternoons, in the steady mirages of the Salt Flats, the
mountains often seem to hang suspended, six feet off the ground.
And so did the cars — floating softly, silently, swiftly, high above
the brilliant white desert of salt.

Especially swiftly.
 

FOR the most severe rule of all was the true basis of the test: the
cars had to go at high speeds in order to break the records they
were after. The way to torture a car most hideously is to keep it at
high speed until it melts or snaps or erodes or falls apart.

These speeds were truly high. The first 24 hours were run at
over 120 miles per hour, then the cars were throttled down to a
running speed of over 110 m.p.h.

The blue-and-white Ford flicked by. Then the black-and-
yellow. Again and again. The records began to fall, slowly at first.
Each hour meant 110 miles of driving, or 11 times around the ten-
mile track. Every two or three hours a substitute driver swung
into each car.

The sun dropped out of sight, the moon floated up. The little
smudge pots were lighted along the inner circle of the track, the
tiny yellow flames flickering as the cars swooshed by into the



velvet desert dark.

The pit men drank coffee and smoked and read, sunbathing by
day, working in sweaters at night. They couldn’t play cards — the
important hands always come up just before a pit stop.

NIGHT PIT STOPS had to be serviced just as swiftly as the
daytime halts. The veteran service crews gassed, oiled and

watered the cars in as little as 17 seconds of hot work.

THE GLITTERING NEW FORDS soon became salt-crusted as
they whisked silently over the most perfect racing surface in the
world. But the 50,000-mile endurance test, run under the most
rigid rules ever, permitted no time for polish or prettying-up.



The time went on. Sunday became Monday. Tuesday and
Wednesday went by. Still the cars were floating silently over the
salt at 110 miles per hour. Then it was Thursday and Friday and
pretty soon Sunday again — the cars had run a week at this
torturing, furious speed.

And along went another Monday, another Tuesday — and the
records were still falling.

Time and monotony and fatigue play tricks on human beings.
Once a driver went right through the pit at 110 miles an hour.
Once one of the pit men idly splashed a paper cup full of water at
the windshield of the car as it passed. But water is a solid lump
when struck at 110 miles an hour — the water went right through
the windshield. The glass was taped up. The car rolled on.

A pit stop works like this: while the car is still slowing down,
with the engine turned off, one mechanic hits the front fender
with a piece of metal to ground all electricity. Another, already
running behind with gas hose in hand, begins squirting gasoline
through the air into the hole of the tank while the car is still
moving. By this time the hood is up, a mechanic is checking the
oil, another is checking the plugs and the carburetor, and the car
has run over lifts to allow other men to get below and check the
suspensions, the driveshaft, the springs and the gears. It seems a
moment only — and then the car has leaped away again.

Gradually the pit stops grew more tense. How long could the
Fords go on with no change except oil and gas and water? How
long could steel — and men — endure?

The second Wednesday passed, and Thursday. The sun came
up, blazed, sank; the moon came up, the desert was chill, they
drank coffee and drove and drove and drove, and still the Fords
were ramming around that gigantic left turn at 110 miles per hour.

The drivers carried lots of food. The monotony of this kind of
driving grinds the nerves. They ate grapes — one grape at a time,
a couple of grapes each lap, trying to make it only one grape per
lap. They would write notes as they rode, little jokes to throw out



at the pit stops.

The second week dragged slowly, mile by mile, hour by hour.
Now everyone was tense. The records had fallen in clusters.
 

WHAT was all this proving? What good is all this speed?

The real answer came from Crew Chief Danny E. Eames
during the grind: “No one should go this fast except racing drivers
— and then only on race tracks.

“This kind of test is designed to improve the breed of cars, to
test their durability. We’re not after mere speed.

“The big thing is to torture the engine, the chassis, the body,
and all the thousands of parts at high speed for tremendous
distances. Here we’ve got an all-new car, a new kind of Ford, and
we wanted to prove to ourselves, as well as to the American
people, just what we had.

“And there it is, running like a streak, running perfectly after
30,000 miles at over 110 miles per hour. Still sweet. Still smooth.

“This is better than fine-car performance. This is a damned fine
automobile.”
 

AND still the two Fords whirled on over the salt, salt that was no
longer smooth, but deeply pitted with bone-crushing potholes.
Hitting them again and again — and again — at this furious,
grinding speed was a fiendish test of running gear, of body, of
chassis — and of men.

Finally, on September 28, at 8:10 p.m., Ford Car No. 1 reached
the impossible goal: 50,000 miles at an average of 108.16 miles
per hour, including all pit stops.

Car No. 2 finished a few hours later, averaging over 107 miles
per hour — both cars still running sweetly, both ready to continue
for thousands of miles more.

But no need to. They had broken all the records from one



kilometer and one mile to 50,000 miles — including 30 of the top
possible class of records — the “world unlimited” class.

Everyone shook hands. The drivers, the pit men, the officials,
the observers, photographers and TV cameramen. They unhooked
the clock, and left the salt to bleach as it has through the
centuries.
 

THUS ended the longest left turn in history, quietly,
undramatically.

Just as a matter of interest, previous to this test, the same two
Fords warmed up with a 1957 Ford convertible on the famous
Bonneville straightaway. They showed their get-up-and-go by
smashing 57 national acceleration records.

By the time the Fords left Bonneville, the record book was
rewritten . . . with 458 new national and international records
listed for the New Kind of Ford.

There is only one thing left. Shake hands with your Ford
dealer. He’ll introduce you to a car identical in every tiny respect
with the two cars that have just done the impossible. And he has
them in 19 different models, on two different wheelbases. And
with your choice of engines, all the way from the Mileage-Maker
Six, the economy champion, to the Thunderbird Super V-8s.

this is the New Kind of Ford, the car with the Mark of
Tomorrow.
 

FORD DIVISION 
FORD MOTOR COMPANY 

FORD GOES FIRST 
IN ENDURANCE



FORD — All The Earmarks Of A
Great Ad

FOR A WHILE everybody was saying: “Did you read ‘The Longest Left
Turn in History’ ?”

As though it was a novel at the top of the best-seller list? Or an article in
Life or the Post.

Then it made the creative columns.

Then you heard it referred to in speeches as probably the best automobile
ad of the year.

Best yet, Ford officers pulled it out of their pockets and Ford dealers
posted it in show-rooms. Prospects mentioned it almost as often as they had
another Ford advertising bonanza: a billboard called “The only convertible
that outsells Ford.”

It was a conversation piece all right. Long copy (which nobody reads, of
course) at its very best.

Full of brilliant persuasion. Colorful imagery. Action. Conviction.
Believability.

And a great headline. Which, incidentally, came from the casual utterance
of a tired driver who, after making the endless left turns over the prescribed
test course, drove up to the pits, smiled wearily, and said: “That’s the longest
left turn in history . . .”

Gordon Bushell covered the story on the spot. Sid Olson did the editing
and final writing. Richard Hurd made the layout. All good J. Walter
Thompson Company men, and true.

And in this case touched with fire.





CHEVROLET — Shades Of
Arthur Kudner

IN 1955, a completely new, and in many respects radically different kind of
Chevrolet made its bow. Among its numerous innovations was Chevrolet’s
new and modern V-8 engine. This was a smart, lively and spirited car, with
performance and handling qualities not particularly associated with Chevrolet
in the past.

Here was an opportunity for advertising to project a new, more dashing
and youthful image of Chevrolet, adding new sales dimensions to a car
already solidly established as reliable and economical. As Ted Little said,
“We must create a new kind of Chevrolet advertising to interpret properly
this new kind of Chevrolet.”

With new creative talents brought to bear on this objective, Chevrolet
advertising, like the car, underwent a metamorphosis. “Old Reliable Into A
Flash of Fire,” said one headline. “Don’t Argue with This Baby,” warned
another. “The Road Isn’t Built That Can Make It Breathe Hard,” said a third.

“Chevrolet’s Special Hill-Flatteners,” written by Barney Clark, a man who
knows and loves cars, is a prose poem to Chevrolet’s performance in this new
image of Chevrolet advertising. It epitomizes not only what were then the
new abilities and spirit of the car, but the same new qualities in the
advertising.





EL AL ISRAEL — A “Look At All
Three” — Airlines-Style

THE Atlantic Ocean was 20% smaller and the advertising business was a
whole lot bigger the morning this ad came in on the tide of newspaper pages
proclaiming in one fell swoop that El Al Israel was an air power to contend
with.

A sort of “Look at all 3” airline style. (See page 109.)

Others followed — fresh, simple, strong — each one standing straight,
with poise and confidence, making an unkown trans-Atlantic carrier look
mighty good up there — making all advertising look a whole lot better, too.

Latest trans-Atlantic flight figures for all airlines showed (summer of
1958) that El Al was operating at a higher percentage of passenger capacity
than any other carrier.

The “travel agent” ad accomplished its goal by getting travel agents’
support for El Al — a major problem. As a result, ASTA (American Society
of Travel Agents), at its own expense, sent reprints to all of its members.
Important agents such as American Express and Cook’s, requested quantity
proofs. The ad is also receiving a great deal of favorable trade paper
publicity.

These ads and the Polaroid ad which follows, are the inspiring work of
Doyle Dane Bernbach, Inc., New York. Watch these boys.



YOU ARE LOOKING at an enlargement of an actual 60-second
Polaroid® Land picture. It was taken with the remarkable new
panchromatic Polaroid Land Film. Notice the critical sharpness,
especially around the clown’s chin, and the over-all delicacy of
tone. Today’s Polaroid Land Camera not only gives you finished
pictures in 60 seconds — but pictures of astonishing quality. You
can own a Polaroid Land Camera for as little as $72.75, or $1.50
a week.





POLAROID — Simply Terrific!

YOU could talk-talk about this series (both print and TV) but like the one-
minute feature of the product itself: here’s the story, Polaroid-style —

Most of these ads have come up with exceptionally high Starch ratings
among men and women. Perhaps of greater significance, Polaroid sales rose
from $23,501,000 in 1954 (the year in which Doyle Dane Bernbach began to
handle their advertising) to $48,043,000 in 1957. This was done without the
introduction of any new cameras or change in price structure.

Doyle Dane Bernbach, Inc. did it again. They sure make it tough, don’t
they?

The campaign was initially written, and thereafter for several years, by Bill
(William J.) Casey, with layouts by Helmut Krone.





ROLLS-ROYCE 1958 —

All Facts And No Adjectives Another Ogilvy
Ad That Will Long Be Remembered
THIS is one of those ads that burst into your consciousness early in the year
(1958) and stayed there. And probably always will.

Like “Somewhere West of Laramie” thirty years ago. Like “The Priceless
Ingredient” or “The Instrument of the Immortals” or “Again she ordered
chicken salad.”

You didn’t have to wait to learn the results to know this ad was great. Its
greatness hit you right between the eyes, and you tore it out of the newspaper
and pinned it to your wall, and stole a look at it every once in a while, and
hoped like hell you could do somewhere near as well.

So I wrote David Ogilvy for the story and this is what he sent me:

“When I presented this headline to the senior Rolls-Royce executive in
New York, that austere British engineer said: ‘We really must do something
to improve our clock.’

“The Rolls-Royce budget is less than two per cent of the Cadillac budget.
We were asked to perform a miracle, analagous to the Miracle of the Loaves
and Fishes. This called for copy which everyone would read — and never
forget.

“Here is the brief we sent to the Rolls-Royce people in England:

‘You make the best car in the world. Our job is to make the best
advertisements in the world. They must be better than the advertisements for
Cadillac, Imperial and Continental. A tall order.

‘Our advertising must assume a posture of supreme leadership. It must
never look like the advertising of an ordinary imported motor car. Rolls-



Royce advertising must travel first-class. It should address itself to solving
the following problems:

‘PROBLEM 1: IGNORANCE. The name Rolls-Royce is now associated
in the American mind with vintage motor cars of box-like appearance.
Americans believe that a Rolls-Royce still costs $20,000 — and requires the
services of a chauffeur.

‘Our advertisements must dispel these misconceptions. They should give
the reader facts — more facts than the Detroit manufacturers put into their
advertisements. They should be set down austerely, without adjectives.
 

‘PROBLEM 2: INVERTED SNOBBERY. Next to ignorance, the greatest
obstacle to the sale of Rolls-Royce cars in the United States is inverted
snobbery.

‘Nothing could be more ostentatious than the purchase of a Rolls-Royce —
in the eyes of today’s rich American. And, for that reason, nothing could be
more open to the criticism of his friends.

‘This psychological hurdle is formidable, and it is not going to be easy to
remove it. Our advertisements must avoid illustrations of excessive grandeur
— no baronial halls or footmen. We must imply that Rolls-Royce is less
ostentatious than the luxury cars made in Detroit. We can offer Bentley as an
alternative for the prospect who feels diffident about buying a Rolls.

‘Our advertisements should set up Rolls-Royce as an acceptable symbol of
American life.’ ”



Index of Names and Products

Adams, Jim
Advertising Awards Medal
Advertising Council, The
Akers, Kenneth W.
Alexander Hamilton Institute
Alley & Richards
Altman and Company, B.
American Express
American Mutual Liability Insurance Company
American Red Cross
American Society of Travel Agents
American Telephone and Telegraph Company
American Tobacco Company, The
Anderson & Company, Lee
Anderson, Hayward M.
Anderson, William Ashley
Armistead, William M.
Armstrong, Andy
Arrow Shirts
Aslakson, Arnie
Ayer & Son, N. W.
Ayer, N. W.

Baldwin, H. L.
Barraud, Francis
Barre Granite Association
Barrett, Paul V.
Barton, Bruce
Batten, Barton, Durstine & Osborn
Bear Creek Orchards
Beck, Tom
Bell Telephone System
Benton & Bowles
Benton, Harry Stacy
Best Foods
Big Ben Alarm Clocks
Bijur, George
Bishop, Delmont
Bissell, Richard M.
Blackman Company
Book of Etiquette, The



Borden Company, The
Boren, Wallace
Borton, Eleanor
Boston & Maine Railroad
Brisbane, Arthur
Bruehl, Anton
Bruehl, Martin
Bruggner, Louis V.
Bruggner’s
Buick
Burke, Billie
Burnett Company, Inc., Leo
Burnett, Leo
Bushell, Gordon
Bushfield, George

Cabot & Company, Harold
Cabot, Harold
Cadillac
Calhoun, Don
Calkins & Holden
Calkins, Earnest Elmo
Camel Cigarettes
Campbell-Mithun
Campbell’s Soup
Canada Dry
Caples, John
Carnegie, Dale
Casey, William J.
Cecil, George
Chambers, Frank R.
Chesapeake & Ohio Railroad
Chesterfield Cigarettes
Chevrolet
Chrysler Corporation
Chrysler, Walter
Clark, Barney
Clark, Rene
Clifford, G. Barnard
Coca-Cola
Cody, Sherwin
Coiner, Charles
Collier, Robert
Collings, James L.
Collyer, Barbara
Colton, Wendell
Commonwealth & Southern Corporation, The
Compton Advertising
Cook’s
Coolidge, Calvin



“Copy Clinic”
Corman, Wilbur
Cox, Edwin
Cream of Wheat
Crocker, Betty
Cunningham & Walsh
Cunningham, Jack
Curtis Publishing Company, The

Damon, Mildred
Daniels, Draper
Darrow, Paul
Day Company, John
DeBeers Consolidated Mines, Ltd.
DeBeers Diamonds
Delaware, Lackawanna & Western Railroad
Dewey, Miriam
Dexter, Ed
Doubleday, Inc., Nelson
Downes, Bill
Doyle Dane Bernbach, Inc.
Drayton, Grace
Duke, Dussosoit
Durstine, Inc., Roy S.
Durstine, Roy

Eagan, James
Eastman, George
Eastman, Joseph B.
Eastman Kodak
Egleston, Edward
Eichler, Lillian
El Al Israel Airlines
Electric Light & Power Association
Eliot’s Five-Foot Shelf, Dr.
Ellis, Jim
Engel, Louis
Erwin, Wasey & Company
Evans, Silliman
Ewald, Henry

Farm & Fireside
Feasley, Milton
Feland, F. R.
Fellowes, Laurence
Fels Naptha
Ferns, Robert M.
Fish, Jim
Fishback, Margaret
Fisk Rubber Company
Flannery, Vaughn



Fleischman, Raoul
Fletcher, Frank Irving
Foote, Cone & Belding
Force (breakfast food)
Ford
Ford Air Transport
Ford, Edsel
Ford, Henry
Foringer, A. E.
Forrest, Dick
Four Roses
Foy, Byron
Francis, Arlene
Fraser, J. Kenneth
French, Mr.

Gale, Samuel C.
Geisinger, Joseph J.
General Foods
General Mills
General Motors
Georgi, Ed
Gerdine, W. M.
Gerety, Frances
Getchell, Inc., J. Stirling
Getchell, J. Stirling
Giffin, Burr
Gifford, Walter S.
Goodloe, Burton
Goodrich Company, B. F.
Grady, Ev
Gramophone Company
Grawert, Don
Green, A. W.
Greene, Lew
Gribbin, George
Griswold Eshleman Company

Hass, A. Jr.
Hamilton Watch
Hamm’s Beer
Hanrahan, John
Hanson, Maury
Harman, John T. Jr.
Harrington, Harry
Hartford Fire Insurance Company
Hathaway Shirts
Head, Adrian
Henderson, Mort
Hill, George W.
Hiller, Lejaren a



Hoagland, Helen
Hodges, Mr.
Holeproof Hosiery
Holland, Dick
Holt, Eleanor
Hook, Frances
Hopkins, Claude C.
Hovel, Cleo
Humphrey Company, H. B.
Hurd, Henry
Hurd, Richard

Institute of Life Insurance
International Correspondence School
Ivory Soap

Jergens Company, Andrew
Jette, Ellerton
Johnson, Holgar J.
Joint Coffee Trade Publicity Committee
Jones, L. B.
Jones, Stanley
Jordan, Clarence L.
Jordan, Edward S. (Ned)
Jordan Motor Car
Jorgelscu, Jonel

Kandle, Edward A.
Kelly-Springfield Tire
Kendall, Fred
Kennedy, David
Kenyon & Eckhardt
Kettering, Charles F.
Kidd, Elizabeth J.
Kiddie-Kar
Kittenger, Terry
Krone, Helmut
Kudner Agency, Inc.
Kudner, Arthur

Ladies’ Home Journal
Laitin, Ben
Lambert & Feasley
Lambert, Gerard
Lambert, Marion
Lambert Pharmacal Company
Lauck, Jerry
Lennen & Mitchell
Lennen, Philip W.
Lennon, Charles
Lent, Henry



Leroy, Mr.
Lever Brothers Company
Lewis, Charles
Lionni, Leo
Lippincott Company, J. B.
Listerine
Little, Ted
Longnecker, J. W.
Luce, Harry
Lucky Strike Cigarettes
Lund, Art
Lux Flakes
Lux Toilet Soap

McCann-Erickson
McCarthy, C. J.
McCarthy, H. F.
McGivena, Leo E.
McHugh, Keith S.
McKinney, H. N.
McKnight, W. Ross
MacManus, John & Adams
MacManus, Theodore F.
Macy Company, R. H.
Malcolm-Smith, George
Mapes, Colonel
Marlboro Cigarettes
Marschalk and Pratt
Mathes, Jim
Mennen’s Shaving Cream
Merrill, Lynch, Pierce, Fenner & Beane
Metcalf, Nelson. Jr.
Metropolitan Tobacco Company
Mitchell, J. T. H.
Mithun, Ray
Modess
Morrill, Joseph
Mullaney, Pat
Munster, Gus
Murray, Mrs.

National Biscuit Company
New Haven Railroad
New York Daily News
New Yorker, The
Newell-Emmett Advertising Agency
Nichols, A. B.
Nichols, William I.

Odorono
Ogilvy, David



O’Hara, Neal
O’Kieffe, Jack
Olson, Sid
Olva Soap

Packard Automobile
Packard, J. W.
Packard, Ruth
Page, Arthur W.
Page, Gordon
Patterson, Harry
Patterson, Walter
Peabody, Stuart
Pearl, Leslie S.
Peed, Roy
Pepsodent
Perkins, Grafton B.
Phalen, Clifton W.
Philip Morris, Inc.
Phillips, Coles
Phoenix Mutual Life Insurance Company
Pillsbury
Plymouth
Polaroid
Postum
Prince Albert Pipe Tobacco
Procter & Gamble

Quint, James A.

Ratner, Joe
Reynolds Company, R. J.
Reynolds, Herbert K.
Riggio, Vincent
Rindlaub, Jean
Rinso
Rogers, Peet & Company
Rolls-Royce
Rosebrook, Jack
Rosenberg, David
Rosenberg, Harry
Ross, Harold
Rourke, Frank
Royal Riviera Pears
Royal Typewriter
Rubicam, Raymond
Ruthrauff & Ryan
Ruthrauff, Arthur

Sackheim, Max
Salada Tea



Sapolio
Scherman, Harry
Schneider, Walter E.
Schwab & Beatty
Schwab, Victor O.
Seagrove, Gordon
Sears, Richard W.
Sears, Roebuck Catalogue
Shackleton, Ernest
Shaw, Artie
Shell Oil Company
Sherbow, Ben
Sherman, Mr.
Sims, Addison
Slifer Ken
Smith Brothers Cough Drops
Smith, Courtland N.
Smith, George Malcolm-; see Malcolm-Smith, George
Smith, William
Snow, Phoebe
Snyder, Charles
Southern Pacific Railroad
Spaulding, Mr.
Spier, Carl
Squibb
Stabler, Norman
Stanlaws, Penrhyn
Stanley, Lee
Starch, Dr.
Steinway
Stephenson, Frank
Steven, Cyrus T.
Stevenson, Robert Louis
Stille, Gordon
Stote, Amos
Stryker Soap Company
Sullivan, Arthur
Summer, G. Lynn
Sunday, Billy
Swan, Carroll J.

Tarleton, J. V.
Tecla Pearls
Tennant, Don
Thomajan, Zareh Garabed
Thompson Company, J. Walter
Tiffany & Company
Tinker, Jack
Towne, Milton
Travelers Insurance Company



Tredway, F. Q.
Truax, Hawley
Tyler, Bill

Uneeda Biscuit
U. S. Rubber Company
U. S. School of Music
United States Steel

Vail, Theodore
Van Beynum, C. W.
Van Petten, H. E.
Victor Talking Machine Company

Walker, Thelma.
Wallachs
Walsh, Richard J.
Ward, Mr.
Ward, A1
Ward & Gow
Ward, Ann
Ward, H. S.
Warner & Swasey
Watkins, J. L.
Webb Young, Trader; see Young, Webb
Weber & Heilbroner
Weber, Sarah Stilwell
Weicker, Theodore
Westclox
Whitman, Al
Whittier, Roy
Williams, H. I.
Williams, Ross
Willkie, Wendell L.
Wilson, Leroy A.
Winters, O. B.
Wolf, Howard
Woman’s Institute, The
Woodbury Soap
Woolf, James D.

Young & Rubicam
Young, James W.
Young, John Orr
Young, Robert R.
Young, Webb
Young, William T. Jr.

Zareh, Inc.
Ziegfeld, Flo



A CATALOG OF SELECTED
DOVER BOOKS IN ALL FIELDS
OF INTEREST

 

100 BEST-LOVED POEMS, Edited by Philip Smith. “The Passionate
Shepherd to His Love,” “Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?” “Death,
be not proud,” “The Raven,” “The Road Not Taken,” plus works by Blake,
Wordsworth, Byron, Shelley Keats, many others. 96pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-28553-7
 

100 SMALL HOUSES OF THE THIRTIES, Brown-Blodgett Company.
Exterior photographs and floor plans for 100 charming structures.
Illustrations of models accompanied by descriptions of interiors, color
schemes, closet space, and other amenities. 200 illustrations. 112pp. 8  x
11.

0-486-44131-8
 

1000 TURN-OF-THE-CENTURY HOUSES: With Illustrations and Floor
Plans, Herbert C. Chivers. Reproduced from a rare edition, this showcase of
homes ranges from cottages and bungalows to sprawling mansions. Each
house is meticulously illustrated and accompanied by complete floor plans.
256pp. 9  x 12¼.

0-486-45596-3
 



101 GREAT AMERICAN POEMS, Edited by The American Poetry &
Literacy Project. Rich treasury of verse from the 19th and 20th centuries
includes works by Edgar Allan Poe, Robert Frost, Walt Whitman, Langston
Hughes, Emily Dickinson, T. S. Eliot, other notables. 96pp.  x 8¼

0-486-40158-8
 

101 GREAT SAMURAI PRINTS, Utagawa Kuniyoshi. Kuniyoshi was a
master of the warrior woodblock print — and these 18th-century illustrations
represent the pinnacle of his craft. Full-color portraits of renowned Japanese
samurais pulse with movement, passion, and remarkably fine detail. 112pp. 8

 x 11.

0-486-46523-3
 

ABC OF BALLET, Janet Grosser. Clearly worded, abundantly illustrated
little guide defines basic ballet-related terms: arabesque, battement, pas de
chat, relevé, sissonne, many others. Pronunciation guide included. Excellent
primer. 48pp.  x 5¾.

0-486-40871-X
 

ACCESSORIES OF DRESS: An Illustrated Encyclopedia, Katherine Lester
and Bess Viola Oerke. Illustrations of hats, veils, wigs, cravats, shawls,
shoes, gloves, and other accessories enhance an engaging commentary that
reveals the humor and charm of the many-sided story of accessorized apparel.
644 figures and 59 plates. 608pp. 6  x 9¼.

0-486-43378-1
 

ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN, Mark Twain. Join Huck and
Jim as their boyhood adventures along the Mississippi River lead them into a
world of excitement, danger, and self-discovery. Humorous narrative, lyrical
descriptions of the Mississippi valley, and memorable characters. 224pp. x
8¼.

0-486-28061-6
 



ALICE STARMORE’S BOOK OF FAIR ISLE KNITTING, Alice Starmore.
A noted designer from the region of Scotland’s Fair Isle explores the history
and techniques of this distinctive, stranded-color knitting style and provides
copious illustrated instructions for 14 original knitwear designs. 208pp. 8  x
10 .

0-486-47218-3
 

ALICE’S ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND, Lewis Carroll. Beloved
classic about a little girl lost in a topsy-turvy land and her encounters with the
White Rabbit, March Hare, Mad Hatter, Cheshire Cat, and other delightfully
improbable characters. 42 illustrations by Sir John Tenniel. 96pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-27543-4
 

AMERICA’S LIGHTHOUSES: An Illustrated History, Francis Ross
Holland. Profusely illustrated fact-filled survey of American lighthouses
since 1716. Over 200 stations — East, Gulf, and West coasts, Great Lakes,
Hawaii, Alaska, Puerto Rico, the Virgin Islands, and the Mississippi and St.
Lawrence Rivers. 240pp. 8 x 10¾.

0-486-25576-X
 

AN ENCYCLOPEDIA OF THE VIOLIN, Alberto Bachmann. Translated by
Frederick H. Martens. Introduction by Eugene Ysaye. First published in
1925, this renowned reference remains unsurpassed as a source of essential
information, from construction and evolution to repertoire and technique.
Includes a glossary and 73 illustrations. 496pp. 6  x 9¼.

0-486-46618-3
 

ANIMALS: 1,419 Copyright-Free Illustrations of Mammals, Birds, Fish,
Insects, etc., Selected by Jim Harter. Selected for its visual impact and ease of
use, this outstanding collection of wood engravings presents over 1,000
species of animals in extremely lifelike poses. Includes mammals, birds,
reptiles, amphibians, fish, insects, and other invertebrates. 284pp. 9 x 12.

0-486-23766-4



 

THE ANNALS, Tacitus. Translated by Alfred John Church and William
Jackson Brodribb. This vital chronicle of Imperial Rome, written by the era’s
great historian, spans A.D. 14-68 and paints incisive psychological portraits
of major figures, from Tiberius to Nero. 416pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-45236-0
 

ANTIGONE, Sophocles. Filled with passionate speeches and sensitive
probing of moral and philosophical issues, this powerful and often-performed
Greek drama reveals the grim fate that befalls the children of Oedipus.
Footnotes. 64pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-27804-2
 

ART DECO DECORATIVE PATTERNS IN FULL COLOR, Christian Stoll.
Reprinted from a rare 1910 portfolio, 160 sensuous and exotic images depict
a breathtaking array of florals, geometrics, and abstracts — all elegant in their
stark simplicity 64pp. 8% x 11.

0-486-44862-2
 

THE ARTHUR RACKHAM TREASURY: 86 Full-Color Illustrations,
Arthur Rackham. Selected and Edited by Jeff A. Menges. A stunning treasury
of 86 full-page plates span the famed English artist’s career, from Rip Van
Winkle (1905) to masterworks such as Undine, A Midsummer Night’s Dream,
and Wind in the Willows (1939). 96pp. 8  x 11.

0-486-44685-9
 

THE AUTHENTIC GILBERT & SULLIVAN SONGBOOK, W. S. Gilbert
and A. S. Sullivan. The most comprehensive collection available, this
songbook includes selections from every one of Gilbert and Sullivan’s light
operas. Ninety-two numbers are presented uncut and unedited, and in their
original keys. 410pp. 9 x 12.

0-486-23482-7
 



THE AWAKENING, Kate Chopin. First published in 1899, this controversial
novel of a New Orleans wife’s search for love outside a stifling marriage
shocked readers. Today, it remains a first-rate narrative with superb
characterization. New introductory Note. 128pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-27786-0
 

BASIC DRAWING, Louis Priscilla. Beginning with perspective, this
commonsense manual progresses to the figure in movement, light and shade,
anatomy, drapery, composition, trees and landscape, and outdoor sketching.
Black-and-white illustrations throughout. 128pp. 8 x 11.

0-486-45815-6
 

THE BATTLES THAT CHANGED HISTORY, Fletcher Pratt. Historian
profiles 16 crucial conflicts, ancient to modern, that changed the course of
Western civilization. Gripping accounts of battles led by Alexander the Great,
Joan of Arc, Ulysses S. Grant, other commanders. 27 maps. 352pp. 5  x 8½.

0-486-41129-X
 

BEETHOVEN’S LETTERS, Ludwig van Beethoven. Edited by Dr. A. C.
Kalischer. Features 457 letters to fellow musicians, friends, greats, patrons,
and literary men. Reveals musical thoughts, quirks of personality insights,
and daily events. Includes 15 plates. 410pp. 5  x 8½.

0-486-22769-3
 

BERNICE BOBS HER HAIR AND OTHER STORIES, F. Scott Fitzgerald.
This brilliant anthology includes 6 of Fitzgerald’s most popular stories: “The
Diamond as Big as the Ritz,” the title tale, “The Offshore Pirate,” “The Ice
Palace,” “The Jelly Bean,” and “May Day.” 176pp. 5  x 8½.

0-486-47049-0
 

BESLER’S BOOK OF FLOWERS AND PLANTS: 73 Full-Color Plates
from Hortus Eystettensis, 1613, Basilius Besler. Here is a selection of
magnificent plates from the Hortus Eystettensis, which vividly illustrated and



identified the plants, flowers, and trees that thrived in the legendary German
garden at Eichstätt. 80pp. 8  x 11.

0-486-46005-3
 

THE BOOK OF KELLS, Edited by Blanche Cirker. Painstakingly
reproduced from a rare facsimile edition, this volume contains full-page
decorations, portraits, illustrations, plus a sampling of textual leaves with
exquisite calligraphy and ornamentation. 32 full-color illustrations. 32pp. 9
x 12¼.

0-486-24345-1
 

THE BOOK OF THE CROSSBOW: With an Additional Section on
Catapults and Other Siege Engines, Ralph Payne-Gallwey Fascinating study
traces history and use of crossbow as military and sporting weapon, from
Middle Ages to modern times. Also covers related weapons: balistas,
catapults, Turkish bows, more. Over 240 illustrations. 400pp. 7¼ x 10 .

0-486-28720-3
 

THE BUNGALOW BOOK: Floor Plans and Photos of 112 Houses, 1910,
Henry L. Wilson. Here are 112 of the most popular and economic blueprints
of the early 20th century — plus an illustration or photograph of each
completed house. A wonderful time capsule that still offers a wealth of
valuable insights. 160pp. 8  x 11.

0-486-45104-6
 

THE CALL OF THE WILD, Jack London. A classic novel of adventure,
drawn from London’s own experiences as a Klondike adventurer, relating the
story of a heroic dog caught in the brutal life of the Alaska Gold Rush. Note.
64pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-26472-6
 

CANDIDE, Voltaire. Edited by Francois-Marie Arouet. One of the world’s
great satires since its first publication in 1759. Witty caustic skewering of



romance, science, philosophy religion, government — nearly all human
ideals and institutions. 112pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-26689-3
 

CELEBRATED IN THEIR TIME: Photographic Portraits from the George
Grantham Bain Collection, Edited by Amy Pastan. With an Introduction by
Michael Carlebach. Remarkable portrait gallery features 112 rare images of
Albert Einstein, Charlie Chaplin, the Wright Brothers, Henry Ford, and other
luminaries from the worlds of politics, art, entertainment, and industry.
128pp. 8  x 11.

0-486-46754-6
 

CHARIOTS FOR APOLLO: The NASA History of Manned Lunar
Spacecraft to 1969, Courtney G. Brooks, James M. Grimwood, and Loyd S.
Swenson, Jr. This illustrated history by a trio of experts is the definitive
reference on the Apollo spacecraft and lunar modules. It traces the vehicles’
design, development, and operation in space. More than 100 photographs and
illustrations. 576pp. 6¾ × 9¼.

0-486-46756-2
 

A CHRISTMAS CAROL, Charles Dickens. This engrossing tale relates
Ebenezer Scrooge’s ghostly journeys through Christmases past, present, and
future and his ultimate transformation from a harsh and grasping old miser to
a charitable and compassionate human being. 80pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-26865-9
 

COMMON SENSE, Thomas Paine. First published in January of 1776, this
highly influential landmark document clearly and persuasively argued for
American separation from Great Britain and paved the way for the
Declaration of Independence. 64pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-29602-4
 

THE COMPLETE SHORT STORIES OF OSCAR WILDE, Oscar Wilde.



Complete texts of “The Happy Prince and Other Tales,” “A House of
Pomegranates,” “Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime and Other Stories,” “Poems in
Prose,” and “The Portrait of Mr. W. H.” 208pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-45216-6
 

COMPLETE SONNETS, William Shakespeare. Over 150 exquisite poems
deal with love, friendship, the tyranny of time, beauty’s evanescence, death,
and other themes in language of remarkable power, precision, and beauty.
Glossary of archaic terms. 80pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-26686-9
 

THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO: Abridged Edition, Alexandre Dumas.
Falsely accused of treason, Edmond Dantès is imprisoned in the bleak
Chateau d’If. After a hair-raising escape, he launches an elaborate plot to
extract a bitter revenge against those who betrayed him. 448pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-45643-9
 

CRAFTSMAN BUNGALOWS: Designs from the Pacific Northwest, Yoho
& Merritt. This reprint of a rare catalog, showcasing the charming simplicity
and cozy style of Craftsman bungalows, is filled with photos of completed
homes, plus floor plans and estimated costs. An indispensable resource for
architects, historians, and illustrators. 112pp. 10 x 7.

0-486-46875-5
 

CRAFTSMAN BUNGALOWS: 59 Homes from “The Craftsman,” Edited by
Gustav Stickley. Best and most attractive designs from Arts and Crafts
Movement publication — 1903—1916 — includes sketches, photographs of
homes, floor plans, descriptive text. 128pp. 8¼ x 11.

0-486-25829-7
 

CRIME AND PUNISHMENT, Fyodor Dostoyevsky. Translated by
Constance Garnett. Supreme masterpiece tells the story of Raskolnikov, a
student tormented by his own thoughts after he murders an old woman.



Overwhelmed by guilt and terror, he confesses and goes to prison. 480pp. 
x 8¼.

0-486-41587-2
 

THE DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE AND OTHER GREAT
DOCUMENTS OF AMERICAN HISTORY: 1775-1865, Edited by John
Grafton. Thirteen compelling and influential documents: Henry’s “Give Me
Liberty or Give Me Death,” Declaration of Independence, The Constitution,
Washington’s First Inaugural Address, The Monroe Doctrine, The
Emancipation Proclamation, Gettysburg Address, more. 64pp. x 8¼.

0-486-41124-9
 

THE DESERT AND THE SOWN: Travels in Palestine and Syria, Gertrude
Bell. “The female Lawrence of Arabia,” Gertrude Bell wrote captivating,
perceptive accounts of her travels in the Middle East. This intriguing
narrative, accompanied by 160 photos, traces her 1905 sojourn in Lebanon,
Syria, and Palestine. 368pp. 5% x 8½.

0-486-46876-3
 

A DOLL’S HOUSE, Henrik Ibsen. Ibsen’s best-known play displays his
genius for realistic prose drama. An expression of women’s rights, the play
climaxes when the central character, Nora, rejects a smothering marriage and
life in “a doll’s house.” 80pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-27062-9
 

DOOMED SHIPS: Great Ocean Liner Disasters, William H. Miller, Jr.
Nearly 200 photographs, many from private collections, highlight tales of
some of the vessels whose pleasure cruises ended in catastrophe: the Morro
Castle, Nornzandie, Andrea Doria, Europa, and many others. 128pp. 8  x
11¾

0-486-45366-9
 

THE DORÉ BIBLE ILLUSTRATIONS, Gustave Doré. Detailed plates from



the Bible: the Creation scenes, Adam and Eve, horrifying visions of the
Flood, the battle sequences with their monumental crowds, depictions of the
life of Jesus, 241 plates in all. 241pp. 9 x 12.

0-486-23004-X
 

DRAWING DRAPERY FROM HEAD TO TOE, Cliff Young. Expert
guidance on how to draw shirts, pants, skirts, gloves, hats, and coats on the
human figure, including folds in relation to the body, pull and crush, action
folds, creases, more. Over 200 drawings. 48pp. 8¼ x 11.

0-486-45591-2
 

DUBLINERS, James Joyce. A fine and accessible introduction to the work of
one of the 20th century’s most influential writers, this collection features 15
tales, including a masterpiece of the short-story genre, “The Dead.” 160pp. 
x 8¼

0-486-26870-5
 

EASY-TO-MAKE POP-UPS, Joan Irvine. Illustrated by Barbara Reid.
Dozens of wonderful ideas for three-dimensional paper fun — from holiday
greeting cards with moving parts to a pop-up menagerie. Easy-to-follow,
illustrated instructions for more than 30 projects. 299 black-and-white
illustrations. 96pp. 8  x 11.

0-486-44622-0
 

EASY-TO-MAKE STORYBOOK DOLLS: A “Novel” Approach to Cloth
Dollmaking, Sherralyn St. Clair. Favorite fictional characters come alive in
this unique beginner’s dollmaking guide. Includes patterns for Pollyanna,
Dorothy from The Wonderful Wizard of Oz, Mary of The Secret Garden, plus
easy-to-follow instructions, 263 black-and-white illustrations, and an 8-page
color insert. 112pp. 8¼ x 11.

0-486-47360-0
 

EINSTEIN’S ESSAYS IN SCIENCE, Albert Einstein. Speeches and essays



in accessible, everyday language profile influential physicists such as Niels
Bohr and Isaac Newton. They also explore areas of physics to which the
author made major contributions. 128pp. 5 x 8.

0-486-47011-3
 

EL DORADO: Further Adventures of the Scarlet Pimpernel, Baroness Orczy
A popular sequel to The Scarlet Pimpernel, this suspenseful story recounts
the Pimpernel’s attempts to rescue the Dauphin from imprisonment during
the French Revolution. An irresistible blend of intrigue, period detail, and
vibrant characterizations. 352pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-44026-5
 

ELEGANT SMALL HOMES OF THE TWENTIES: 99 Designs from a
Competition, Chicago Tribune. Nearly 100 designs for five- and six-room
houses feature New England and Southern colonials, Normandy cottages,
stately Italianate dwellings, and other fascinating snapshots of American
domestic architecture of the 1920s. 112pp. 9 x 12.

0-486-46910-7
 

THE ELEMENTS OF STYLE: The Original Edition, William Strunk, Jr.
This is the book that generations of writers have relied upon for timeless
advice on grammar, diction, syntax, and other essentials. In concise terms, it
identifies the principal requirements of proper style and common errors.
64pp. 5  x 8½

0-486-44798-7
 

THE ELUSIVE PIMPERNEL, Baroness Orczy. Robespierre’s
revolutionaries find their wicked schemes thwarted by the heroic Pimpernel
— Sir Percival Blakeney. In this thrilling sequel, Chauvelin devises a plot to
eliminate the Pimpernel and his wife. 272pp.  x 8¼

0-486-45464-9
 

AN ENCYCLOPEDIA OF BATTLES: Accounts of Over 1,560 Battles from



1479 B.C. to the Present, David Eggenberger. Essential details of every major
battle in recorded history from the first battle of Megiddo in 1479 B.C. to
Grenada in 1984. List of battle maps. 99 illustrations. 544pp. 6½ x 9¼.

0-486-24913-1
 

ENCYCLOPEDIA OF EMBROIDERY STITCHES, INCLUDING
CREWEL, Marion Nichols. Precise explanations and instructions, clearly
illustrated, on how to work chain, back, cross, knotted, woven stitches, and
many more — 178 in all, including Cable Outline, Whipped Satin, and Eyelet
Buttonhole. Over 1400 illustrations. 219pp. 8% x 11¼.

0-486-22929-7
 

ENTER JEEVES: 15 Early Stories, P. G. Wodehouse. Splendid collection
contains first 8 stories featuring Bertie Wooster, the deliciously dim aristocrat
and Jeeves, his brainy imperturbable manservant. Also, the complete Reggie
Pepper (Bertie’s prototype) series. 288pp. 5  x 8½.

0-486-29717-9
 

ERIC SLOANE’S AMERICA: Paintings in Oil, Michael Wigley With a
Foreword by Mimi Sloane. Eric Sloane’s evocative oils of America’s
landscape and material culture shimmer with immense historical and
nostalgic appeal. This original hardcover collection gathers nearly a hundred
of his finest paintings, with subjects ranging from New England to the
American Southwest. 128pp. 10% x 9.

0-486-46525-X
 

ETHAN FROME, Edith Wharton. Classic story of wasted lives, set against a
bleak New England background. Superbly delineated characters in a
hauntingly grim tale of thwarted love. Considered by many to be Wharton’s
masterpiece. 96pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-26690-7
 

THE EVERLASTING MAN, G. K. Chesterton. Chesterton’s view of



Christianity — as a blend of philosophy and mythology, satisfying intellect
and spirit — applies to his brilliant book, which appeals to readers’ heads as
well as their hearts. 288pp. 5% x 8½.

0-486-46036-3
 

THE FIELD AND FOREST HANDY BOOK, Daniel Beard. Written by a co-
founder of the Boy Scouts, this appealing guide offers illustrated instructions
for building kites, birdhouses, boats, igloos, and other fun projects, plus
numerous helpful tips for campers. 448pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-46191-2
 

FINDING YOUR WAY WITHOUT MAP OR COMPASS, Harold Gatty
Useful, instructive manual shows would-be explorers, hikers, bikers, scouts,
sailors, and survivalists how to find their way outdoors by observing animals,
weather patterns, shifting sands, and other elements of nature. 288pp. 5  x
8½.

0-486-40613-X
 

FIRST FRENCH READER: A Beginner’s Dual-Language Book, Edited and
Translated by Stanley Appelbaum. This anthology introduces 50 legendary
writers — Voltaire, Balzac, Baudelaire, Proust, more — through passages
from The Red and the Black, Les Misérables, Madame Bovary, and other
classics. Original French text plus English translation on facing pages. 240pp.
5  x 8½.

0-486-46178-5
 

FIRST GERMAN READER: A Beginner’s Dual-Language Book, Edited by
Harry Steinhauer. Specially chosen for their power to evoke German life and
culture, these short, simple readings include poems, stories, essays, and
anecdotes by Goethe, Hesse, Heine, Schiller, and others. 224pp. 5% x 8½.

0-486-46179-3
 

FIRST SPANISH READER: A Beginner’s Dual-Language Book, Angel



Flores. Delightful stories, other material based on works of Don Juan
Manuel, Luis Taboada, Ricardo Palma, other noted writers. Complete faithful
English translations on facing pages. Exercises. 176pp. 5  x 8½.

0-486-25810-6
 

FIVE ACRES AND INDEPENDENCE, Maurice G. Kains. Great back-to-
the-land classic explains basics of self-sufficient farming. The one book to
get. 95 illustrations. 397pp. 5  x 8½.

0-486-20974-1
 

FLAGG’S SMALL HOUSES: Their Economic Design and Construction,
1922, Ernest Flagg. Although most famous for his skyscrapers, Flagg was
also a proponent of the well-designed single-family dwelling. His classic
treatise features innovations that save space, materials, and cost. 526
illustrations. 160pp. 9  x 12¼

0-486-45197-6
 

FLATLAND: A Romance of Many Dimensions, Edwin A. Abbott. Classic of
science (and mathematical) fiction — charmingly illustrated by the author —
describes the adventures of A. Square, a resident of Flatland, in Spaceland
(three dimensions), Lineland (one dimension), and Pointland (no
dimensions). 96pp.  x 8¼

0-486-27263-X
 

FRANKENSTEIN, Mary Shelley The story of Victor Frankenstein’s
monstrous creation and the havoc it caused has enthralled generations of
readers and inspired countless writers of horror and suspense. With the
author’s own 1831 introduction. 176pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-28211-2
 

THE GARGOYLE BOOK: 572 Examples from Gothic Architecture, Lester
Burbank Bridaham. Dispelling the conventional wisdom that French Gothic
architectural flourishes were born of despair or gloom, Bridaham reveals the



whimsical nature of these creations and the ingenious artisans who made
them. 572 illustrations. 224pp. 8  x 11.

0-486-44754-5
 

THE GIFT OF THE MAGI AND OTHER SHORT STORIES, O. Henry.
Sixteen captivating stories by one of America’s most popular storytellers.
Included are such classics as “The Gift of the Magi,” “The Last Leaf,” and
“The Ransom of Red Chief.” Publisher’s Note. 96pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-27061-0
 

THE GOETHE TREASURY: Selected Prose and Poetry, Johann Wolfgang
von Goethe. Edited, Selected, and with an Introduction by Thomas Mann. In
addition to his lyric poetry, Goethe wrote travel sketches, autobiographical
studies, essays, letters, and proverbs in rhyme and prose. This collection
presents outstanding examples from each genre. 368pp. 5% x 8½.

0-486-44780-4
 

GREAT EXPECTATIONS, Charles Dickens. Orphaned Pip is apprenticed to
the dirty work of the forge but dreams of becoming a gentleman — and one
day finds himself in possession of “great expectations.” Dickens’ finest
novel. 400pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-41586-4
 

GREAT WRITERS ON THE ART OF FICTION: From Mark Twain to
Joyce Carol Oates, Edited by James Daley. An indispensable source of advice
and inspiration, this anthology features essays by Henry James, Kate Chopin,
Willa Cather, Sinclair Lewis, Jack London, Raymond Chandler, Raymond
Carver, Eudora Welty, and Kurt Vonnegut, Jr. 192pp. 5  x 8½.

0-486-45128-3
 

HAMLET, William Shakespeare. The quintessential Shakespearean tragedy,
whose highly charged confrontations and anguished soliloquies probe depths
of human feeling rarely sounded in any art. Reprinted from an authoritative



British edition complete with illuminating footnotes. 128pp.  x 8¼.

0-486-27278-8
 

THE HAUNTED HOUSE, Charles Dickens. A Yuletide gathering in an eerie
country retreat provides the backdrop for Dickens and his friends —
including Elizabeth Gaskell and Wilkie Collins — who take turns spinning
supernatural yarns. 144pp. 5% x 8½.

0-486-46309-5
 
 

Browse over 9,000 books at www.doverpublications.com

http://www.doverpublications.com


1 Sorry we haven’t the quarter-page Mr. Barton mentions. The half-page
shown, however, is but the enlarged use of the original quarter-page copy. It
required a major research operation to get this, and I am indebted to the good
people in Collier’s Boston and New York offices for digging it out of ancient
files. *Edward S. (Ned) Jordan, 76, died December 29, 1958 and obituaries in
many leading magazines and newspapers featured this great Jordan ad, which
has so surely left an imperishable imprint on the advertising of our time.

2 MAKING ADVERTISEMENTS and Making Them Pay, by Roy S.
Durstine, Charles Scribner’s Sons, New York, 1921.

3 List of Caples’ books on copy
TESTED ADVERTISING METHODS 
ADVERTISING IDEAS 
ADVERTISING FOR IMMEDIATE SALES 
MAKING ADS PAY

4 Grafton B. Perkins, former Vice President, in Charge of Advertising,
Lever Brothers Company; now deceased.

5 He got the job, too!

6 deceased

7 For instance, George W. Engelmann, well known Chicago business man,
writes: — “Enclosed is my order for some of your ties. I would like to take
this opportunity to tell you how well I like your ties. When I wear them they
never fail to attract favorable comment. They are also the most durable ties
and the best value I have ever seen.”

8 N. B. Watch for JWY’s ads late every summer and through the fall on Old
Jim Young’s Mountain Grown Apples — Every Bite crackles and the juice
runs down your lips . . .

9 Roy S. Durstine, now President of Roy S. Durstine, Inc., Advertising.
New York.
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