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A magazine that came hack... how an editor

ial formula was developed with $15,000,000 

hacking... hig names, gay heroines and cir

culation efficiency . . . first of a new series 

THE famous lady novelist was indig
nant. She flounced in through the 

always open door of Thomas Hambly 
Beck, the new boss at Collier's. Down 
on his desk she slapped a rejected manu
script. The rejection, so a sympathetic 
and indiscreet editor had told her, had 
been perpetrated by Mr. Beck himself. 

This was back in the 1920's, not long 
after the Crowell Publishing Company 
had bought the moribund Collier's and 
discovered the weekly could lose money 
almost as fast as it could be made by the 
company's American Magazine or 
Woman's Home Companion. Tom Beck 
was one of the few men in America who 
could out-talk an angry lady novelist. 
As a soap salesman he had rung count
less doorbells, humored thousands of un
friendly dogs, banished the frowns of a 
myriad of busy housewives. Having built 
up the Procter and Gamble power-laun
dry soap department and launched 
Crisco on the national market, he did 
not stand in awe of famous authors. 
When she asked what he knew about 
literature. Beck said: "Madame, I know 
nothing about literature. Professors 
know about literature. While I was read
ing your story, I was thinking about a 
family in Muncie, Indiana. [This was 
before the Lynds discovered Middle-
town.] They're buying their own home, 
have a car partly paid for, a son on the 
high-school basketball team, and a 
daughter starting to go out with the 
boys. I know those people, thousands of 
'em. They don't give a hoot about lit
erature, but they love stories. 

" I was wondering whether I could go 

to that family, tell them 
a few things about 
your story, and have 
them want to buy it for 
a nickel. If I think 
they'll want your story 
for a nickel, we'll pay 
you $1000 for it. And if we can get a 
dozen things like that in a magazine, I 
know we can sell it." 

When Beck uttered this dictum, there 
was little about Collier's to justify his 
assurance. I t was a discouraged, moth-
eaten, h u n g r y - l o o k i n g sheet, about 
which persisted a depressing scent of 
premature old age and uplift. I t was 
trying to attract the people of Muncie 
with articles on "More Business in Gov
ernment, Less Government in Business" 
and "7 Cents an Hour for Taxes." 

Collier's today is a medium of adver
tising which sells 2,750,000 copies a week 
and challenges the Saturday Evening 
Post's long leadership in the mass-circu
lation field. Weekly it dispenses a de
pendable quota of murderous fictional 
villains and of young women in shorts 
and halters, with long, slim athletic legs, 
vibrantly in love with young men who 
have long slim legs, hair on their chests, 
and a wallop in each fist. 

Collier's staff writers dash over land 
and sea by airplane to get hot news sto
ries which will appear on the news
stands not sooner than four or five weeks 
later, with facts boiled down into glit
tering stories of personalities in action 
—Hollywood fluffies, heavyweights, ski 
jumpers, war lords, and statesmen. The 
writers are proud their articles are set 

forth with an open-minded point of 
view, virile respect for basic fact, and 
absence of propaganda; Tom Beck is 
proud they are "bits of information in 
small capsules, sugar-coated." The mag
azine is an article of commerce more 
brightly packaged and more efficiently 
sold than any breakfast food; a vehicle 
of light entertainment as dependable 
and competently engineered as a V-8 
straight from the assembly line; a slick 
journal with a zip of showmanship on 
every page, as lively and contemporary 
as a swing band. 

Peter F. Collier founded his magazine 
in 1888, as a premium to go with books 
sold on the installment plan. He cod
dled it along to provide a job for his son 
Robert. Back in the earnest days of the 
first Roosevelt, Robert Collier paid Nor
man Hapgood $25,000 a year to edit the 
journal. Hapgood piled fact upon moun
tains of fact to expose evil, quoted 
Browning and Wordsworth at his read
ers, thundered at corruption and cor
porations. He had such artists as Fred
eric Remington, A. B. Frost, Maxfield 
Parrish, and Charles Dana Gibson un
der contract, at one time paying Gibson 
$104,000 for fifty-two double spreads. 
Samuel Hopkins Adams muckraked the 
patent-medicine business. From a page 
in Collier's a successful purge was led 
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against the reactionary Republican lead
ers in Congress, by a roaring young lib
eral named Mark Sullivan. Collier's 
boosted its circulation from 300,000 to 
600,000. Reform was profitable. 

After his father died, the younger 
Collier paid little attention to business, 
and borrowed money from his friend 
Harry Payne Whitney. Improvidence 
got the magazine in hock to the very 
financial interests against which it had 
tilted, and under the deadening hand 
of the bankers the flaming sword grew 
cold. When Robert Collier died in 1918 
his business was a wreck. Tom Beck, 
who had been sales manager for Collier 
before he joined the Crowell company, 
persuaded J. P. Knapp, the controlling 
stockholder of Crowell, to buy Collier's. 
This was done in 1919, by settling up 
Collier's debts. The cost was about $1,-
750,000. 

Norman Hapgood had boasted that 
under him Collier's stood first among 
magazines in influence upon the public. 
Now under Beck the magazine was out 
to please, to make money. Without a 
torch to carry or a sermon to preach, it 
sought to be influenced by the public. 
And within a few years Collier's was so 
successful that Beck could visualize Col
lier's market not merely as the family in 
Muncie but as the Active Market—that 

vast mass of Americans 
who are always on the 
go, dashing around to 
football games, hock
ey matches, prize fights, 
and bathing beaches, 
wearing out shoes and 
a u t o m o b i l e tires. As 
circulation m o u n t e d , 
he was even able to be
come exclusive about 
it; at one point when 
subscribers p r o t e s t e d 
against c i g a r e t t e and 
liquor advertising Beck, 
who knows his promo
tion, snatched out his 
own c h e c k b o o k and 
bought back their sub
scriptions. 

"Glad to get rid of 
'em, don't want 'em!" 
he exclaimed. "They're 
cement heads! They 
sit in rocking chairs! 
They don't buy Jant-
zen bathing suits!" 

kJo clearly does Tom 
Beck personify the emo
tional tone of Collier's 
today that it would be 

easy to assume the magazine had sprung 
to life spontaneously in response to the 
magic of his personality. That would 
simplify this story, but unfortunately it 
is not quite true. Once it had bought 
Collier's, the Crowell company found, 
it had a Jonah. In rapid succession came 
a paper shortage, a general strike of the 
printers, and the 1920 depression. I t was 
off the newsstands for four consecutive 
weeks. Advertisers stampeded away 
from what seemed a dying enterprise. 
The readers gradually expired from 
boredom. Collier's needed an editor. 

There were only three editors during 
the six years this monthly-magazine or
ganization fumbled for the elusive secret 
of running a weekly; but so insecure 
was their tenure that they seemed like 
a rapid procession. As George Creel put 
it one day, in refusing to wait twenty 
minutes outside the editorial sanctum, 
" I don't know who the editor wifl be 
twenty minutes from now." 

Finally, at the end of 1924, the Cro
well company came upon William Lud
low Chenery, who had been managing 
editor of Munsey's New York Sun. I t 
was decided to give him a try as editor 
of Collier's. Then suddenly the circula
tion department began clicking. From 
850,000 in 1924, the circulation leaped 
to 1,500,000 by the end of 1927, passed 

2,000,000 in 1929, and by 1931 had 
reached 2,330,156. With elation the 
management noted that Collier's growth 
during those six years paralleled that of 
the Saturday Evening Post in the period 
from 1907 to 1913—the days when 
George Horace Lorimer showed that the 
virtues of the businessman were even 
more popular than the iniquities which 
Hapgood was exposing. 

As Collier's soared, its stockholders 
were forced to bank a spectacular gam
bling operation. In 1924, advertising 
revenues had fallen below $1,700,000; 
white paper was pouring through the 
presses like a stream of gold with no 
corresponding growth of income. Game 
for the risk, the Crowell stockholders in 
1926 floated among themselves an ad
ditional 25,000 shares of stock to finance 
the expansion; but by 1927 the Crowell 
company had poured more than $10,-
000,000 into Collier's losses and some of 
the owners began having qualms. 

Then spoke up Mr. Knapp, the con
trolling stockholder. Mr. Knapp is a 
printer, as well as a publisher, and is an 
old-fashioned bull on America. In 1939, 
seventy-five years old, he is still building 
up his rotogravure business, which domi
nates that form of printing in this coun
try. In 1927 he pointed to charts which 
showed a steady upward course for Col
lier's, said he saw daylight ahead in 
about three years. If any stockholders 
wanted to quit, he would be glad to buy 
them out. Everybody decided to go 
ahead. 

By the time the business boom broke 
in 1929, Collier's was just starting to 
break even. The stockholders had sunk 
into it nearly $15,000,000 in cold, hard 
cash. 

It was good that they did so, because 
the poor stepchild was soon to become 
the biggest breadwinner in the family. 
Today the Crowell printing plant at 
Springfield, Ohio, turns out more than 
20,000,000 magazines a month, and 
more than half of them are Collier's. 
By 1937 Collier's gross revenues, $13,-
000,000, exceeded the total take of 
Crowell's three monthlies—American, 
Woman's Home Companion, and The 
Country Home. Tha t year Collier's con
tributed a larger share of profit than 
the Companion to Crowell's $3,790,000 
profits. 

WH 
III 

f HEN Chenery went to work. Col
lier's did not put his name on the mast
head. Instead Tom Beck printed his own 
name there as Editorial Director. Chen
ery might not last. 

The new editor hardly seemed like 
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Collier's 

a popular showman. He was a quiet-
mannered Virginia gentleman, forty 
years old, who had pursued advanced 
studies in sociology and written scholar
ly newspaper editorials. His little maga
zine experience had been on the Survey, 
a social-service journal. Today, seeking 
to express what he strives for in Col
lier's, Chenery plucks the phrase "ani
mal spirits" from the eighteenth-cen
tury novel Tom Jones. But his own lit
erary taste did not control his journal
ism. At one time a valued member of 
Chenery's staff was an unusually stupid 
office boy, test reader for doubtful man
uscripts. If that boy could understand 
an article, then anybody could. 

One of the first things Chenery did, 
they say at Collier's, was to have it set
tled that he was really the editor. Soon 
after taking the job, Chenery had a ses
sion with the owner, who had made a 
suggestion. He told Mr. Knapp his or
ders would be followed; but if this was 
a suggestion, and editorial judgment 
was to be used, then the verdict was no. 
Knapp refused to give orders, and Chen
ery proceeded to edit the magazine. 

Chenery's salary is $26,000 a year. 
His editorial and art budget is $1,200,-
000 a year. Tha t is $23,000 an issue, 
about nine-tenths of a cent per copy. 
For this money in a typical issue the 
reader gets: 

1. Four-color humorous cover, amia
bly combining the styles of cartoon and 
poster art. Example: slim bathing girl 
with nice legs hangs Christmas decora
tions on a palm tree. 

2. Four articles: leading piece on eco
nomics, politics, or war, by big name or 
staff man, told usually through person
ality or incident; fluffy bit on Holly
wood or stage personality; piece on the 
current sport; piece for women, often 
aimed also at men. 

3. Three short stories, one humorous, 
land one short short story (a Collier's in
vention), emphasizing plots compound
ed of violent physical action, athletics, 
murder, and tingling young love. 

4. Two serials, both devoted to mys
tery, thrills, and love. Recent examples: 
The Green Angel, by George F . Worts, 
murder on a vast country estate, with 
piultimillionaire villain; The Resound
ing Skies, by Lawrence G. Blochman, 
competing Nazi and American radio 
propaganda in Central America, with 
multiple murders. 

5. Drawings and photographs with 
lavish use of color, close-ups, and action, 
with splashing layouts which dominate 
every editorial feature, the most striking 
characteristic of the book. 

6. Twelve to twenty cartoons an is-

Bv 
W.ilfL'i D.iVfiipott 

sue, giving Collier's a 
reputation as the best 
gag-artist's market. A 
cartoon is used on al
most every page at the 
back of the book as a 
"stopper" to halt the 
r e a d e r . New Yorker 
cartoonists sell here, in 
t h e i r less p r e c i o u s 
moods. Dumb females, 
convicts, burglars, and 
p o l i c e m e n dominate, 
with gags reaching for 
belly laughs. Jay Irv-
ing's fat cops appear 
weekly, also G e o r g e 
Price's " s c r e w b a l l s , " 
the only drawings of 
that type w e l c o m e d 
there. 

7. Miscellany, such 
as a column of chatter 
by Walter Davenport, 

8. A single editorial 
of l i b e r a l , common-
sense slant with Fitz-
patrick or Carl Rose 
cartoon. All recently 
w r i t t e n by R e u b e n 
M a u r y , whose shirt
sleeve lucidity distin
guishes the e d i t o r i a l 

page of the New York Daily News. 
This budget of editorial fare devel

oped by evolution. The first thing 
Chenery did in 1925 was organize a 
staff, so he could get things done in the 
way he wanted, quickly and accurately, 
newspaper fashion. He already had 
John B. Kennedy and the late William 
G. Shepherd. He brought in Walter 
Davenport, W. B. Courtney, John T. 
Flynn, Owen P. White, and Kyle Crich-
ton. 

They were a high-spirited, convivial 
crew, something new for the sedate 
workaday Crowell editorial offices on 
the thirteenth floor of the Postum Build
ing, 250 Park Avenue, Manhattan, 
where high-priced editors and writers 
sit from 9:00 to 5 :00 in small glass-par
titioned cubicles ranged around the win
dows. Chenery one day summed up this 
matter, emerging from his cubicle and 
remarking gently to his office at large: 

"Gentlemen, may I suggest that the 
staff get drunk in shifts?" 

The staff's animal spirits soon over
flowed into the magazine. Prohibition 
was the biggest news in 1925, and Chen
ery turned his men loose on it, sending 
them over the country to see how the ex
periment was working. When the sto
ries began appearing, 3000 prohibition
ists canceled their subscriptions, but 

Vm Glad 
You Asked Me 

were hardly noticed among thousands 
of new readers. Collier's would have 
dropped the subject quickly if it hadn' t 
gone well, if prohibition had turned out 
to be the sacred cow most mass journals 
thought it. But trial found Chenery a 
campaign which was to be bigger than 
any of Hapgood's. Looking back, it is 
clear the exposure of prohibition started 
the new lease on life for Collier's. 

After repeal the most easily discern
ible editorial policy was a friendly, 
though not uncritical, attitude toward 
the New Deal. Chenery was a liberal 
and Beck was a friend of Jim Farley 
and Roosevelt. Collier's had its own 
NRA proposal, heard confidentially (at 
the White House) about the Blue Eagle 
just in time to tear open its forms and 
substitute that bird for its own emblem. 
Lots of New Deal voters who were in
dignant at the Saturday Evening Post 
became readers of Collier's. When the 
Post last year published Alva Johnston's 
attack on Jimmy Roosevelt's insurance 
business. Collier's with lusty competitive 
showmanship grabbed Jimmy's answer, 
published his actual income-tax returns. 

Collier's rapidly developed a style and 
tone of its own. An assistant in the of
fice named Charles Colebaugh was made 
managing editor, and developed into a 
cold-minded, shirt-sleeve executive who 
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knew what he wanted and spared no 
pains to get it; he would worry a head
line as a terrier would a ra t ; gradually 
he livened up the dress of the book. 
Space was limited, so all writing was 
cut; that speeded up the tempo. But 
writing did not develop into the blunt 
headline style found in Liberty. Influ
enced by Davenport, it became genial, 
meandering, intimate. Dull facts were 
thrown out to make room to spread per
sonality, both of subject and writer. 

One weekly lead article became the 
main feature of the magazine, skimming 
a weighty news subject. Three times out 
of four this is what is promoted and ad
vertised on the cover. About half are 
written by staff men, half by big names. 
Examples, staff: W. B. Courtney on 
war in Ethiopia, war in Spain, war in 
China, colonization in Alaska, aviation 
everywhere; Davenport lampooning po
litical montebanks; John T . Flynn on 
the farm problem or investment stagna
tion. Examples, big names: H . G. Wells 
on the New Deal; Winston Churchill 
defying German bombers; Einstein on 
anti-Semitism, which hit the stands a 
few weeks after last fall's pogroms; 
Benny Goodman on jitterbugs. 

The big names have to hop up their 
writing for Collier's and keep it short. 
Once the late Dr. S. Parkes Cadman 

did a piece on the need 
for rewriting the Bible, 
wrote 10,000 words, 
demanded it be printed 
just as written or not 
at all. He was sent a 
r e w r i t t e n version of 
2500 words with an of
fer of $1000 for it, and 
gracefully a c c e p t e d . 
W i n s t o n C h u r c h i l l 
had to rewrite his stuff 
two or three times for 
Collier's before he 
made the grade, but he 
finally clicked. Writers 
who have done their 
stuff over to punch it 
up for Collier's include 
Kathleen Norris, Sax 
R o h m e r , E. P h i l l i p s 
Oppenheim, and Elea
nor Roosevelt. 

Some staff men work 
on salary, most of them 
on g u a r a n t e e s w i t h 
good piece rates. Big 
guns now are Daven
port, C o u r t n e y , and 
Quentin R e y n o l d s , a 
bluff mountain of en
ergy who is likely to be 
at the ringside when 

brawls break out at the Stork Club. 
Taken on a few years ago to do sports, 
he turned versatile, in 1937 made $16,-
405. Last winter he did pieces on Holly
wood, Broadway, basketball, NYA girls 
in New Mexico, the pogrom in Ger
many, the boy assassin of Vom Rath, 
plus a short story about a schoolteacher 
who proved he was a man by beating up 
a kidnaper who had a gun against his 
ribs. Most sport pieces now are done by 
newspapermen. 

All over the country. Collier's has 
confidential correspondents, known as 
Mr. X, who write in news and gossip 
from their towns to keep the editors in 
touch with what people are thinking. 
One of these, J im Marshall, was so good 
he was taken on the staff, and in 1937 
was blown almost to pieces when the 
Japs bombed the Panay on the Yangtze. 
(The news got into Collier's seven weeks 
later.) Collier's men get around a lot. 
Tom Beck was on the first passenger 
plane to Bermuda, the first across the 
Pacific, and will be in the first to cross 
the Atlantic. In the first week of March 
this year Marshall was in Alberta, just 
back from South America; Courtney in 
Manila, doing a piece on Guam; Kyle 
Crichton just back from Hollywood; 
Davenport in Alabama; Denver Lindley 
just back from scouting an article in 

Boston; Reynolds starting for Chicago; 
Max Wilkinson in the South hunting 
for new fiction writers. 

In 1927 the Collier's fiction desk was 
taken over by Kenneth Littauer, a plot 
expert from the pulp magazines, who 
also picks stories for Woman's Home 
Companion, and action took supremacy. 
Today when Mignon G. Eberhart does 
a mystery for some magazine it may be 
loaded with atmosphere, but for Col
lier's she does pure action. J. P. Mar-
quand may satirize The Late George 
Apley in the Post, even let Mr . Moto 
proceed in leisurely fashion, but in Col
lier's his gangsters and heiresses are kept 
busy. 

Psychological conflicts in Collier's are 
minimized, pointed up by violence as 
men clash with primitive weapons. Out 
of fifty-six short stories published in the 
first twelve issues of 1939, seven include 
fist fights, in four others lethal weapons 
include poison, a sandbag, an airplane, 
and a steamship; eighteen have firearms 
or war munitions in them. If the twenty-
four installments of murder serials are 
considered separate items, the score 
reads: violent, 53 ; non-violent, 27. 

Yet a surprising number of stories 
vary from formula. WPA and labor 
unions are spoofed good-naturedly by 
Roark Bradford and Frederick Hazlitt 
Brennan. Lacking are the Cinderella 
motif, the success story, and usually the 
snob appeal. Collier's lovers often are 
humble, sometimes decide money isn't 
everything, sometimes even get in trouble 
by spending beyond their means. 

Only ten of the fifty-six short stories 
lack some sort of love or sex interest. 
William MacHarg's genial Detective 
O'Malley, who has been solving crimes 
and clearing the innocent for years 
in Collier's, never bothers with a mur
der unless there is a dame in it. But 
sex in Collier's fiction is hard to define. 
You don't get the sentimental sweetness 
you find in the women's magazines. 
Neither do you get much realism. Only 
villains are allowed illicit amour, and 
then in a discreet way. Heroes quickly 
repent their rare carnal impulses. The 
girls are never sultry, or deep-breasted, 
as in Cosmopolitan. They are gay win
some nymphs, physically fit for love as 
yet unconsummated. 

Both fiction and articles are intensely 
contemporary, rarely reminiscent. Yet 
Collier's did stretch a point and bid 
$80,000 unsuccessfully against the Post 
for Mrs. Woodrow Wilson's memoir, on 
the theory it was a President's love story. 
Later there were few regrets. Mrs. Wil
son was hardly a Collier's girl. 

Back in 1925 the magazine's cracker-
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barrel philosopher Uncle Henry (secret 
pseudonym of George Creel) did a piece 
on "The Bare Sex," remarking that "if 
women keep on sheddin' their clothes 
men are liable to become clean-minded 
in spite of themselves." The illustration 
drawn for this showed a lady of the 
nineties, complete with ruflSes, veil, and 
bustle. An article on "The Mother of 
Three Follies Girls" was illustrated with 
eight photographs displaying one pair 
of legs, and muscular at that. In the 
issue of August 8, 1925, the illustrations 
show one bootlegger, one convict in 
stripes, one cowboy, one soldier, and 
three policemen, in static conversational 
poses; the only picture in the book 
showing a firearm was that of a .22 rifle, 
offered as a prize to boy salesmen. Col
lier's illustrators today do not so over
look their opportunities. 

Under William O. Chessman, the art 
editor, the pictures are the most vital 
element in the book, with action photo
graphs and drawings splashed over all 
the opening pages. Collier's artists have 
freedom to swing across the pages with 
bold, free line and emphatic contrasts of 
light, shade, and color; abandoning the 
finicky old pen-and-ink and pencil tech
niques, they vigorously follow the mod
ern tendency toward subordination of 
detail. They have free rein up to four 
colors, in eight to sixteen pages of gra-
vure made available by a special Knapp 
process. For covers, Collier's pays $250 
to $500, for gag cartoons, around $45. 

The artists have to keep up with the 
times in other ways. Aimee Larkin, a 
stylist formerly on Vogue, is on the staff 
to see about such things, both in text 
and pictures. Last June she had a girl 
on the cover in a strapless bathing suit, 
of the sort which will be seen this year. 
Twice a year Miss Larkin takes a dozen 
illustrators to a show of latest Paris 
models, lectures them on trends. She is 
having girls for this summer's issues 
drawn with slim waists and rounded 
hips; by next winter they may be wear
ing laced corsets. 

Recently Lawson Wood sent Collier's 
from England a rough sketch for a 
cover idea—a kitten intently waiting for 
a mouse to emerge from the hole in a 
lady's open-toed shoe. For the finished 
painting the shoe had to be exactly 
right, not an English shoe. Miss Larkin 
sent him a photograph of the latest 
seventy-five-dollar model and directed 
him to the one exclusive shop in London 
where he could buy that shoe. 
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1937 Crowell was able 
to report a net income 
of $2,800,000—slightly 
more than $300 a share 
on its 7 per cent pre
ferred stock and exact
ly $3.68 per share on 
its common. This was 
while C r o w e l l ' s com
petitor, Curtis Publish
i n g C o m p a n y , was 
making part payments 
on accumulated pre
ferred dividends. 

This progress would 
not have been possible 
but for able work in 
Crowell's business de
partments. Here we'll 
begin with circulation, 
headed by John Brehm. 
C r o w e l l ' s circulation 
department is notable 
in that it sells not only 
its own magazines but 
the magazines of other 
publishers. Thus, to be
gin with, Crowell saves 
on overhead. Further
more, Crowell sells ef
ficiently. So efficiently, 
in fact, that in 1936, 
for instance, Crowell's 
circulation department took in $4,000,-
000 more than it spent. This was in 
sharp contrast to some magazines whose 
circulation efforts barely "pay out"—a 
circulation term which in layman's lan
guage means spending a dollar for every 
dollar produced in subscription revenue. 
Where such a situation obtains, a tre
mendous burden is thrown onto the ad
vertising department—it must bear all 
the overhead plus all the production, 
editorial, art, and promotion costs. But 
Crowell's circulation department runs 
so smoothly that Crowell advertising 
has a $4,000,000 start where some other 
large magazines would be lucky to have 
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originally sold. This was an intricate 
business in which the delicate balance 
between door-to-door sales and collec
tions was more important than the mere 
matter of printing costs. When Beck 
went to Crowell from Collier's he took 
with him Albert E. Winger, now treas
urer and executive vice-president of 
Crowell ($45,240 a year ) . They, later 
augmented by the whole Collier's or
ganization, transplanted the sales system, 
adapted it as the paid-during-service 
system of selling magazines. Competitors 
called this the installment plan, but it 
was not really that. The subscribers pay 
for the magazines before they get them— 

half that much coming in net from cir- on a month-by-month basis. I t is more 
culation. Thus, Crowell's net earnings for like C. O. D . With field selling crews 
the year 1936 were $2,900,000. In 1937 pushing several magazines at once, on 
they dropped to $2,800,000 and in 1938 
to $1,246,000. The million-and-a-half 
decrease in profits was a reflection of 
general business conditions in 1938; 
Crowell's gross revenues were $36,800,-

delayed payments, for long-term sub
scriptions, the average sales unit was 
pushed up above $16, and overhead and 
clerical costs were cut way down. 

This field selling operates under a sys-
000 or $4,000,000 less than in 1937. To tem Mr. Winger calls budget control. 

(OLLIER'S losses, not' yet all won back, 
iwere long ago written off the books. In 

offset this drop, expenses were cut $2,-
500,000. Thus, Crowell paid a $2.50 
dividend on its common stock without 
taking but 92 cents out of reserves. 

The Crowell circulation system is 
largely an outgrowth of the book-selling 
system developed by old P. F . Collier, in 

The management decides whether busi
ness conditions are good enough to war
rant a circulation increase for the com
ing year. If 100,000 increase for Col
lier's is decided upon, that is budgeted. 
Assuming 700,000 subscriptions will ex
pire that year, there are 800,000 sub-

connection with which his weekly was scriptions to (continued on page 36) 
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Between the Fairs 
ROBERT J. LANDRY 

INDUSTRIAL S I G H T - SEEING . . . an examination of two great routes across 

the continent . . . what they ojfer to tourists interested in manufacturing processes 

FOLLOWING the old Sante Fe wagon 
trail the modern streamlined train 

zooms across the lonely desert land of 
New Mexico, its wheels singing over 
rails laid down in blood and sweat and 
now traveled in hip-deep cushions. Now 
and again the tourist glances through 
the broad, seam-tight window at heat 
and dust, and thinks thankfully of air 
conditioning. He dips again into his gin 
rickey and murmurs, "tsk, tsk," which 
translated means, "What a big back yard 
this country has." 

In that back yard, the three million 
square miles between Treasure Island 
and Flushing Meadows, is a lot of sce
nery which right now the railroads are 
marketing to people going to the World's 
Fairs. For example, the Santa Fe is mer
chandising the Grand Canyon and the 
Southern Pacific the caverns around El 
Paso. Most every railroad has a scene-
f or-sale and many, like the two mention
ed, are veritable post-card albums. 

Every form of transportation is stress
ing the-detour-of-a-lifetime. The air 
lines have their story, and the bus lines 
their pet phrase—"go scenically." The 
state governments are in the side-trip 
business, too. North Carolina ballyhoos 
the Great Smoky National Park, Penn
sylvania recommends its Pocono Moun
tains, the Pacific Northwest bespeaks 
the glowing attributes of the Crater 
Lake -Moun t Rainier country. 

Everywhere the traveler en route to 
the World's Fairs is greeted with invita
tions to stop over, take the next left turn, 
investigate regional features. One hotel 
chain encourages the tourist to zigzag 
his course so as to spend each night in 
a Simmons bed. 

Less actively sold to the traveling pub
lic are the industrial sights between the 
Fairs. We were discussing this subject 
recently. The Fairs stimulate industrial 
curiosity; indeed, that is their prime 
function. Millions of people will look in 
on elaborate exhibits, diaramas, factories 
operating in miniature. They will be 
exposed to every known device of pub
lic relations to make them interested in 
and sympathetic to the processes {i.e., 
the problems) of commerce. 

And we noted the irony that on their 
way to the industrial shows at the Fairs 
the public passes by the real show—in
dustry itself. So that your North Dako-
tan comes to New York all pepped up 
over seeing how Ford makes a Ford— 
and passes right through Detroit with
out seeing the River Rouge plant where 
they are turned out wholesale. 

Just as, a few years back, you could 
stand on a Broadway corner and see 
Lucky Strikes being made behind glass 
show windows. There was always a 
crowd there gaping, and in the crowd 
was usually someone from Richmond, 
Virginia, where Luckies are made by the 

billions. This year Lucky Strike will have 
similar cigarette-making machines oper
ating at the New York Fair, and thou
sands of people will pass through Rich
mond without thinking of going to the 
factories which make a third of the 
world's cigarettes. Some of these visi
tors will probably ask where they can 
see Camels being made—they will be 
told, "No, no Camel exhibit," and the 
thought will never cross their minds 
that two days before they passed through 
Winston-Salem, N. C , a city whose en
tire life is built around the manufacture 
of Camels and Prince Albert. 

Talking about all this, we got to think
ing, "Just what could an industrial tour
ist see between the fairs?" Obviously, 
there were too many industrial plants 
for us to try to survey the nation. The 
names of one-tenth the interesting in
dustrial sights in the United States would 
take up more space than we have in this 
entire issue. The only answer was sam
pling. So we stepped to a large wall map 
and with red thumbtacks high-spotted 
two routes across the country: Route 
One, starting from San Francisco, run
ning through Los Angeles and El Paso 
to New Orleans, and sweeping up 
through Atlanta and Richmond to New 
York. Route Two, running from New 
York to Chicago and on through Chey
enne and Salt Lake City to San Fran
cisco. Along these two routes, samples 
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